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CHAPTER 1

 


A couple
were sitting by the outer window of the Excelsior Lounge, their
attention locked on each other so much that the rotation of the
restaurant atop the largest building in town was hardly noticed.
Despite the rotating feature giving the diners an everchanging
impressive view of the city skyline they were more intent on each
other.

The man
was in a dark suit, blue shirt, without a tie, and opposite him an
elegant woman in a sequined blue dress cut into a deep V front,
displaying ample cleavage, with a tan line where the bikini had
held back the sun adding emphasis of the white expanse of flesh
that the woman normally kept covered. The soft table lighting
framed her light brown hair with a halo like aura. A second bottle
of wine was being opened. They were both smiling.

“Thank you for a wonderful evening,” Shay Stevens smiled at her
husband. “This has been perfect.”

“I’m glad you are enjoying it,” her husband Noah said. “It is
good to get away.” Noah peered deeper into her violet eyes. Yes,
his wife was exceptionally pretty, full lips that were a very
bright red tonight, wide eyes, high cheekbones, and a natural
enticing soft smile that pulled everyone in.

“Well 20 years is 20 years,” Shay said. She paused, building up
the courage to ask what had been in the back of her mind as their
anniversary approached. “What would you change? Any
regrets?”

Noah did
not answer, pondering the question, before finally saying, “I wish
you were more open, less inhibited, caring more for what would
entice me and less about worrying what some stranger who doesn’t
know you thinks.”

Shay was
taken aback a little, but it was nothing she had not heard before.
She was wearing what she thought was one of her most daring
dresses, one in which she felt overexposed but was enduring for the
sole purpose of pleasing her husband. It angered her that she was
not getting credit. “I thought wearing this dress is exactly that,”
she snapped.

“Precisely,” Noah countered. “Tonight is great. One of the
things that makes this night memorable. Kudos to you for tonight.”
He took a breath. “I love you very much, and they fact you do not
let go does not make me love you any less, I understand your
worrying about what someone else might think. I only wish you were
like this more often. You wearing that dress for me tonight makes
it even more special.”

“I’ll try,” Shay said. Noah said nothing, he had heard it
before. Her statement that meant little would change. I guess I
should be grateful for her wearing the dress tonight, he
thought.

“Here’s to 20 more good years,” Noah said, raising his glass.
He let his eyes fall to her cleavage in the low-cut dress and he
thought, nice rack. She did have an exceptional pair of boobs and
he did not understand why she was so reluctant to show them off,
despite his praise and encouragement. At least this dress is cut so
low wearing a bra was impossible—otherwise he knew she would be
wearing one.

Noah
always took it as a compliment when another man noticed his
beautiful wife. He enjoyed showing her off.

“Here’s to 20 more better years,” Shay said, holding up her
glass for a second toast.

 


***

 


This city
trip was a busman’s holiday, a Friday meeting with a potential new
employee that his boss thought would be a major asset to their
engineering firm. He would be in Noah’s department, so it fell to
Noah to make the final determination.

Noah
balked at first, until he explained it was his anniversary, and the
boss negotiated for the company to front a couple of days extra to
allow him to bring Shay and treat her to this anniversary
celebration in the big city. Their small town held none of the fine
restaurants, museums, and attractions of the city, so this was an
anticipated holiday.

They
arrived on Thursday, today, and he surprised her with dinner in the
elegant rotating restaurant. In turn she surprised Noah by wearing
this sexy low-cut dress, his favorite. She had only worn it once
before, a special night on vacation when she knew she would not
bump into anyone she knew.

Noah’s
meeting would take up much of Friday, the time had not been set, so
they would overnight in the city Friday night, and Saturday morning
head to the coast, giving them an afternoon on the beach and that
night was booked in a beachfront hotel, then a late checkout Sunday
and home.

“No one knows us there. Let go a little for me and do something
out of your comfort zone for a change,” he had suggested when
announcing the trip, but he had not expected Shay to dress to the
occasion. She felt she had done that.

Shay
caught a couple of young executives at the bar on the way into the
restaurant doing double takes, and at home she would have ignored
their stares, but tonight she tried something Noah had been
encouraging. This time Shay acknowledged their attention and smiled
back, as if giving thanks that she still attracted attention of
younger men. She had resolved to try to be sexier this trip, as
Noah constantly harped—if for nothing else to reward him for their
20 years together. She meant it when she said she would
try.

Shay
would not guarantee that her personal reservations and that
constant voice in the back of her head whispering, “A high school
English teacher shouldn’t be doing this” might override her attempt
at being the sexier woman Noah wanted. It was not like she was in
her twenties anymore. She warmed up the executive’s stare,
straightening her back and grasping her husband’s arm. Noah smiled,
proud of the beautiful woman on his arm. He noticed their rapt
attention too.

Noah was
an engineer for their suburban county, his days spent on
maintenance and infrastructure repairs. Shay taught freshman
English at the high school and led an aerobics class at the health
club three days a week.

The
couple slowly consumed their second bottle of wine over dessert,
sharing quiet moments that followed.

Noah
excused himself for the restroom and Shay ordered coffee while he
was gone. She ordered hers as an Irish coffee. They finished them
quickly. Noah felt unsteady as he stood, the effect of the drinks
more than he had anticipated, and Shay was worse. He helped brace
his wife, who leaned into him. “Are we able to walk back to the
hotel? Or should we get a cab or an Uber?” she asked.

“We’ll be fine,” Noah said, “the brisk air will sober us up I
am sure. It is only five blocks.” Placing his hand on her back he
felt her soft flesh. The back of the dress dipped low in the back,
almost to her butt. He guided her toward the elevators. Her mind
was fuzzy from the wine.

Shay
glanced back into the bar, half hoping the two young men who had
eyed her so closely were still here. They were not. Shame, she
thought, but considering the meal had consumed most of an hour and
a half there was little wonder.

Shay
hoped their walking would not be too painful. Her high heels were
not made for walking long distances, especially as inebriated as
she was now, although Noah loved her in high heels. He said that
her five seven height leveled her eyes with his six feet one height
when she was in heels. “Shows off those exceptionally long legs of
yours,” he would say.




CHAPTER 2

 


Noah was
unfamiliar with the city and was not sure why he turned right
instead of left toward the hotel, Shay teetering on her high heels.
After two blocks Shay asked him, “Does any of this look familiar to
you?”

“No,” Noah admitted, “Let’s get to the corner and I’ll check my
phone.” At the corner he stepped a couple of steps off the main
street, growing crowded with people leaving the dinner theater they
had just passed. “Shit, we turned the wrong way. We must go back
extra blocks back now,” he said. “We’ll get a cab or Uber
back.”

“I need to pee,” Shay said. She crossing her legs. “Sorry, it
just hit me.” Noah looked up and down the street. Most of the
department stores were closed, there was one hot dog stand open to
the street with a “no restrooms” sign prominently displayed, and
the flood of patrons queuing up after leaving the dinner theater
precluded entering there.

A
half-block down the side street was a gleaming store front, set
back from the street edge to allow parking for a dozen cars, with
four SUV’s in front. He could make out the “Open” sign in neon.
“Follow me,” he said. People were going in and out. At least it was
open to the public.

Noah was
on the same side of the street as the store front and could not
make out the illuminated sign overhead, but as he neared he could
see the store name painted on the glass. It read “EAZ, Erotic Adult
Zone.” He paused for a second but pressed ahead. There was no
alternative, but it was not as if he had planned to drag Shay into
an adult bookstore.

Unlike
the few similar stores Noah had visited, this one was well lit,
clean, the wares organized and arranged, with a vast variety of
items ranging from lingerie to B&D leather, despite the
inventory a very professionally appointed store.

There
were racks of older style CD’s with the sections identified by
hanging signs like those in a record store, and on the back wall
was a huge rack of plastic and glass realistic cocks in a variety
of sizes and colors behind a glass display case containing the more
expensive models. There were more than a dozen men browsing the
aisles, several refugees from the dinner theater judging from the
way they were dressed. An overweight man in a black tee shirt was
behind the counter.

“Restroom?” Noah asked.

“Customers only,” the clerk said with definite
disinterest.

“We’ll buy something,” Noah said. “Restroom? Or you want to be
mopping up a pissed-on floor?”

“To the back,” he nodded. Taking Shay’s hand Noah led her
toward the back, spying the Ladies on the door and pointing her in
that direction.

“Thanks, baby, that was close,” she said with a drunken giggle
before she disappeared into the restroom.

Noah
waited, weaving a little. The walk had not sobered him any. He
casually looking at the CD’s, surprised anyone was still selling
them. The section featured CD’s of threesomes, two men and one
woman. Most were a white woman with two white men, but a several
had a black man and white man with the woman, and a dozen were
labeled “Oreos”, showing two black men on either side of a nude
white woman. He slowed at those, reviewing the erotic images on the
covers, thinking how the theme matched some of the erotic stories
that was what he found most interesting these days.

Someday
he planned to have a long talk with Shay about his fantasies, but
he had not found a good opportunity. Maybe this trip is the one, he
thought.

 


Delan
Jordan had glanced up when he saw the couple come in, summing up
the situation quick as someone looking for a restroom and little
more. Shame, he thought, that is one beautiful and sexy woman. And
that dress showing off those nice tits. Shit. He had instructed the
counter man on how to manage walk-ins wanting to use the restroom,
so at least he would get some sale for providing the
outlet.

There was
something more about them that caused him to get up from his desk
and move to stand a few feet behind the counterman, noticing that
the man was browsing down the aisle of his CD stock, an area that
did not get much attention these days since the internet commanded
most of the porn sales. He still purchased a few current ones as
made available from the suppliers but more out of habit and to
supply some of his old school customers.

Delan
watched the woman approach the man, and noticed they were in front
of the interracial section. This could get interesting he thought.
Nothing like a sexy dressed white girl browsing CD’s with explicit
covers of white women fucking one or more black men. Clearly the
husband did not shoo her away. “I’ll think I’ll hang close until
the newbies leave,” he said.

The
counter man gave a chuckle. “Wonder why?”

“You know why,” Delan smiled.

“Yeah, that weakness you have for pretty white pussy. Cannot
say as I blame you with that one though.”

 


***

 


Noah did
not hear Shay approach. “Find anything you like?” she
whispered.

“I think that’s my line,” Shay said. “You did promise to buy
something, but we can walk straight out the door if you
want.”

“Nah, let’s look around,” Noah grinned. “Have you ever been in
a store like this before?”

“No,” Shay said. “Why would you think…”

“Well look around, see something you like I will get you an
intimate anniversary present. No, in fact I want you to find
something to buy. I need to go to the restroom too.”

“You know me and shopping,” Shay said. “Do I have a
limit?”

“Depends upon what you want to buy,” Noah taunted. “The nastier
the better.”

“We you always say you want me nastier,” Shay said.

“No, more uninhibited,” he said. “But nastier is nice
too.”

“Like me not wearing panties?”

“For sure.”

“Well I’m not,” she said. Noah could not resist, extending his
hand and discreetly rubbing her ass, feeling for the panty line or
at least the thong. She was right.

“Damn. Nice.”

“To be honest it is not what you think. I leaked a little and
threw them away in the restroom.”

“Still, panty less is panty less,” Noah said, encouraged by the
bold move on his wife’s part. “Look around.”

“Oh I’m looking,” Shay giggled. Noah did not understand at
first until he saw where his wife was staring. A massive well-built
ebony skinned man was behind the counter in a tight-fitting Army
green tee and jeans, talking to the clerk.

“Well that’s a first,” Noah remarked.

“The first I’ve ever admitted it to you,” Shay giggled. “Must
be the wine. But, damn, he is hot.”

“Why?”

“My God, look at him. Tall, so big, fit, handsome, and so very
black. Look how he carries himself too, standing straight and so
confident looking.”

“Oh,” Noah said. “I hadn’t noticed.”

“I don’t believe you,” Shay said. “Just so you know, you left
your computer on, and I have read some of the erotic stories you’ve
downloaded. She nodded toward the CD’s. “They seem to have a common
theme.” Noah was speechless. Busted.

“Why didn’t you say something then?”

Shay gave
him a condescending smile. “I may have some fantasies of my own.
She glanced back toward the black man at the counter.”

An older
blond woman and her husband had entered, and she was staring at the
large black man too. “Any woman in the world would be attracted to
him, you see that other woman watching too don’t you? He is in the
Denzel Washington, Idris Elba class.”

“I see her,” Noah admitted, although not clearly understanding.
He looked back at his wife and saw she had picked up one of the
Oreo CD’s, reading the back side that described the various scenes.
She placed it on the shelf and reached for a second. “Damn,” she
said under her breath. She looked up at Noah. “Do people still have
CD players?”

“We can play them on my laptop,” Noah said, “And Bluetooth to
the TV. Why, you find one you like?”

Shay’s
giggle told Noah she was still buzzed from the wine. “I see a lot I
like, and in CD’s too.”

Noah saw
an opening and took it. “So would you like for me to go find you a
nice black dildo too?” To his surprise Shay answered.

“Sure. That might be a promising idea.”

“What size?”

“Surprise me,” she said. “I trust you judgement.”

Noah left
Shay at the CD’s and walked toward the back display, down the long
aisle, viewing the lifelike rubber cocks, finally selecting a black
one about ¼ larger than his own. Shay was holding a couple of CDs’
in her hand. He showed her. “How’s this.”

Again the
drunken giggle. “I think it will do fine,” she said. “You ready to
go?”

Noah
nodded and took the two CD’s without looking, walking to the
counter and laid the three items on top. The clerk scanned them and
pointed to the amount on the screen. Noah peeled off two hundreds
from his wallet and awaited the change. He nodded to the black man
behind the clerk, who nodded back, but was clearly
agitated.

“What the fuck? The bitch has not showed up again. Has she
called?”

“No,” the clerk said, then hearing his cell chirp picked it up,
glancing down at the screen. “She says she’s sick,” he
said.

“More like she’s too fucked up on drugs to come in,” the black
man said. “Now what the fuck am I going to do? I do not have anyone
lined up.”

“No.”

“Fuck. I am so fucked. Wasted night.” The large black man
stopped talking as Shay walked up behind Noah.

“Sorry for the language,” he said. “Stressful moment.” The
black man did a double take on the dress. “Damn, welcome to EAZ,”
the black man said to Shay. “I am Delan. You with this gentleman
here?” he said, nodding to Noah.

“Sure am,” Shay said, taking Noah’s arm.

“Well enjoy your purchases,” Delan said. “Please come back
anytime.”

Noah took
his receipt and was still within hearing when he heard Delan say to
the clerk. “Damn, that’s one fine white woman.”

They
stood aside to allow a thin blonde with too much eye make-up and a
shoulder bag brushing past them. They could hear Delan exclaim,
“Well what, you did finally show up. Get in here girl, we have
customers waiting.”

Shay led
the way outside, their purchases in a bag, and Noah hailed a
passing cab. Shay kissed him as they rode. He laid his hand on her
thigh and slid higher, his wrist raising the skirt as he did. As he
got higher Shay spread her legs and Noah’s hand touched her bare
pussy. She had not been joking. She was not wearing panties. How
hot. He probed her pussy with his index finger, parting her lips
and sliding inside. She was looking to be sure the driver could not
see, and he could not. She was soaking.

Shay gave
a throaty moan as the cab stopped in front of the hotel. Noah
withdrew his hand, and she tugged her skirt down, taking the bag
and stepping outside, waiting on the curb as Noah paid the
cabbie.

As they
neared the hotel’s revolving door Shay pulled him close and
whispered, “When we get inside I’m going to fuck your balls
off.”

“Please try,” Noah smiled. “We’ll top off this anniversary
dinner in style.”




CHAPTER 3

 


The
couple rode the elevator to their room with a family of four, so
there was no touching, only Noah’s fingertips running up and down
her bare back. In the long hall Shay pulled her husband for a kiss.
Noah was not clear if she was drunker than she was when they had
left the restaurant, but he thought so. Whatever, he was not going
to question it. He had a drunk horny woman on his hands, and it was
time to reap the benefits.

Noah
kissed her again at the room door, but made no effort to enter the
room, standing in the doorway, his arms wrapped around his wife and
her leaning her body hard against him. He kissed down her neck. “I
love you when you get like this,” he whispered. She started to push
by him into the room, but he stopped her.

“Wait,” he said. “Make a memory.” Shay seemed confused, but
felt Noah’s hands at her shoulders, sliding the straps of her dress
down off her shoulders, baring flesh as he went, the air cool on
her uncovered breasts hardening her nipples. The shock of his
exposing her this way, where she might be seen in the hall causing
her to shudder, but at the same time giving her an adrenaline rush.
This was so unlike her, but this was how he wanted her tonight, and
for some strange reason this was the way she wanted to be tonight
too.

“You know they have security cameras?” she whispered as he
nuzzled her neck.

“Yes. Give them a thrill.”

“Are you going to leave me in the hall topless until someone
comes along and sees me or take me inside and fuck me?” she
taunted.

Noah
pulled her inside, the door clicking behind them, still kissing,
but whispering in her ear, “I would not have minded if someone had
seen what beautiful tits you have. I would like to show the world
what beautiful titties I get to play with, make them all
jealous.”

When the
door shut Shay lowered her arms and the dress pooled at her ankles,
nude except for her high heels. She stepped out of it, the bag from
their shopping still in her hand. She was working at Noah’s belt,
unbuckling and unzipping his pants. She pulled away for only a
second.

“I’m going to take my makeup off; you get one of those CD’s and
fire up your computer.” She turned and went into the bathroom. Noah
stripped off his clothes and rushed to his backpack holding his
laptop. He opened the bag and saw for the first time the CD’s Shay
had chosen. One was titled, “Blacking White Wives,” and the other
was one of the Oreo ones, showing a white woman between two black
men entitled “Black Poles in White Wives”. He opened one and
inserted it into his laptop, starting it, pausing it when the
images came up.

 


***

 


Noah had
the laptop sitting on the coffee table, turned toward the suite’s
couch. He was naked. Shay turned out the overhead light and entered
topless, her hair down, a sly smile, and a towel wrapped around her
waist. She moved closer to Noah, glancing down at the screen where
a white woman fully clothed was kissing a nude black man. She did
not move.

Noah
looked up with a questioning glance. “I have another surprise for
you,” Shay said, releasing the towel, displaying her freshly waxed
pussy to her husband.

“Wow,” Noah said. He had fingered her, and he did not notice
her pussy was bare. He noticed now. Shay usually wore a closely
cropped landing strip. “Now how am I doing?”

“Great,” Noah said, reaching for her, pulling her to his lap,
kissing her as his hands sought her breasts, tugging on her hard
nipples, bringing forth a soft moan as reward for his efforts. He
wanted to go further but Shay pushed off him and turned to sit
beside him.

“Don’t rush. Let’s watch the movie,” she said. “I’ve been
curious since I picked it out.”

Noah said
nothing, putting his arm around her and moving it down to cup her
right breast. She put her hand on his bare leg.

On the
screen a second man had joined the first black man, and they slowly
stripped the slender red haired white woman, taking turns kissing
her and paying oral attention to each bit of white flesh as it was
exposed. When her breasts were pulled out each man took a boob and
the two men suckled at her breasts as she placed her hands on the
back of their heads, her eyes closed and head back, in
bliss.

“Damn that’s hot,” Shay said, her breaths increasing. Noah
looked down, her bare nipples emphasizing the rise and fall of her
heavy breathing. Her eyes were transfixed to the computer screen.
“Look at those cocks,” she gushed as the screen showed a close up
of an exceptionally large glistening black cock sliding out of the
woman’s pussy.

“I didn’t know black cocks turned you on this much,” Noah
said.

“I didn’t either—but they do. I mean we’ve watched porn before
but never black men, the other stuff hasn’t affected me like this,
Damn,” Shay said, opening her legs and reaching for her pussy,
gently rubbing her clit.

This was
totally out of character for Shay to be this open, Noah didn’t
reach for her pussy himself, content to watch in awe his very
turned-on wife sliding a finger inside her pussy in front of him.
His cock was already rock hard but so far Shay had not seemed to
notice.

The
threesome fucking on the screen got louder, and with a long drawn
out yell the black man fucking the woman from behind seized her
hips and pulled her tight back on his cock. Noah wasn’t sure if the
triad were faking the orgasm until the actor gently pulled out and
the camera zoomed in on the woman’s swollen pussy lips. A white
line appeared between those lips, growing larger, until it was a
round white glob the size of a marble before the cum changed shape
and gave way to the gravity, sliding down her pussy. They had not
been faking, he had cum inside her.

Shay was
bucking her hips at the scene, her left arm moving to Noah’s hard
cock tightly, her body trembling as she couldn’t hold back what the
scene she was watching was doing to her. She started cumming in
unison with the actors on the screen.

The black
man the woman had been sucking now moved into position behind her,
standing on the floor, rolling the woman to her back. This heavier
black man grabbed her ankles and pulled her ass to the edge of the
bed, stepping between her open legs.

“My turn,” the black man said, taking the base of his cock and
slapping his cock down on her pussy. The woman started cumming
again.

“That is so fucking hot,” Shay said. “I can’t imagine…scoot
down,” she said to Noah, and he slid his ass to the edge of the
couch. “I need a cock inside me.” Shay straddled Noah, facing away
from him, still watching the copulating couple on the screen,
reaching between her legs, and guiding her husband’s cock inside
her. She groaned as she did, and Noah reached forward, cupping and
caressing her breasts from behind.

“I love sloppy seconds,” the second black man said, plunging
inside the white woman and pumping her hard, shaking the bed, the
hard fucking bouncing the redhead’s breasts almost to her face,
then just as far in the opposite direction, so hard that the woman
reached to hold her breasts from their violent bouncing.

Noah
could see the screen by looking around his wife’s body, and it
seemed as if Shay was trying to match the rhythm of the couple
fucking on screen. The woman on the screen started moaning and
Shay’s moans joined her, so close in the same tone and inflection
that Noah could not tell them apart. With a scream Shay started
cumming, pulling off his cock and squirting over his lower legs in
a strong burst of fluid, pulsing as she came at the same time with
the couple on the screen.

Shay sat
back on the couch beside her husband and he again wrapped his arm
around her shoulder. He was still hard and had not cum
himself.

On the
computer screen the first black man was hard again, as the woman on
the edge of the bed had not changed position after the second black
man had added his cum to that inside the woman’s belly.

“My turn again,” the first black man said, and with no foreplay
shoved his cock inside the white woman again. Shay had not broken
her concentration on the scene.

“Hand me that black cock,” she told Noah, “I want to be bad,
I’ve never wanted to be this bad before.” Noah pulled the dildo
from the bag, wiped it down with the sex toy cleaner that had come
in the box, handing it to his wife. Shay waited until the cleaner
quickly dried and licked the cock, wetting it, and moved it to her
pussy, slowly pushing it inside her, slowly, letting her pussy
adjust to the additional girth. “Yessss,” she hissed through her
closed teeth.

“Fuck yes, be my hot naughty girl,” Noah whispered. “I love you
like this.”

“So hot,” Shay said, almost in an incoherent mumble of
lust.

Again she
was pumping the cock in rhythm with the couple fucking on screen,
but the stimulation was too far along, and she started cumming a
second time, a first for Noah to see her fucking herself with a
dildo.

“I love watching you fuck yourself with that black cock,” Noah
gushed. “It is so fucking hot.”

Shay was
panting, her eyes glazed over, locked on the screen, pumping the
cock furiously in and out of her pussy. “Yeah, watch me, I love you
watching me. I can’t believe I’m admitting this, but this is hotter
with you watching.” Shay withdrew the rubber dick and Noah took the
opportunity to push her rubber lover out of the way. It was all too
much for Noah. He pushed Shay to her back on the couch and pulled
her legs over his shoulders.

Leaning
forward he guided his cock into his wife, surprised at her soaked
wetness, and aware for the first time that the larger cock had
stretched her usually tight pussy. Her pussy felt different. That
difference increased his passion, and he fucked her hard, the
sounds of the couple on the computer mixing with the moans of he
and Shay, spurring on her fucking and responding. He felt close to
cumming and when Shay begged him, “Cum inside me,” it was too much
to resist and he spewed his cum into her pussy.

In that
moment of their intense simultaneous orgasms the thought coursed
through Noah’s mind of imaging Shay’s pussy was filled with the cum
of two black men who had just fucked her. They clung to each other,
as if Shay wanted to keep him deep inside her. He felt her pussy
draining every drop of him before he rolled off, walking into the
restroom for a wet washcloth that he brought to Shay.

She took
the cloth and wiped between her legs. The video had
ended.

“Damn, that was intense,” she said. “I’ve never cum like that
before.”

“Nothing like you being bad, and that was so hot, naughty
girl,” Noah said. “I love you being bad. Don’t stop.”

“Get me some ice water and let’s watch the other one,” she
said.


CHAPTER 4

 


Noah
needed to leave early for his meeting, and he left Shay asleep. The
night had continued after their first fuck, watching the second
video, more fun with Shay fucking herself with the large rubber
black cock until she came again.

“Do you image that is you on the screen?” Noah asked as she was
close to an orgasm watching the second video.

“Yesss,” Shay answered. Noah fucked Shay again before they
dozed. They had no time to talk about what had occurred.

 


***

 


Shay
arose to an empty suite, fighting a hangover, ordered breakfast
from room service with mimosas, drank two cups of coffee from the
in-room coffee maker, and took a long hot shower, which finally got
her back to normal.

Noah’s
laptop was still on the coffee table, and the black dildo was on
the couch. She washed it carefully, holding it in her hand, the
sensation of what it felt like going inside her coursing through
her mind.

“I cannot believe I did that last night,” she said to her image
in the mirror. “I wonder what fun I’ve missed going to all this
effort to be so good all this time.” She was uncomfortable with
these new feelings and her mind drifted back around the theme of
being what she termed “good.”

Pretty
young girls were supposed to be good. That was what had been
imbedded in her brain by the women around her growing up. When she
discovered boys, and boys discovered her, it was more of the same,
be good, keep your reputation, and she had heard the talk about the
“bad” girls it was always with a scowl. She never understood
exactly why the nice boys never seemed to have a problem dating a
bad girl.

Then
there was Noah. Her love. Her husband. They met in high school,
married shortly after graduation, much younger than all their
friend’s marriages, followed soon by kids, and again, there was
that expectation to stay good as an example for them. Good
begetting good.

That had
worked, she was proud of their kids. But now they were in college
and on their own. Why did she need to remain so perfectly good? Who
was she trying to impress, especially since Noah seemed to want her
to be naughtier. What was the point in struggling to be so
particularly good? What was the payoff for her?

How many
years had it taken for Noah to get her to loosen up and let go when
they were having sex. How many new things had he wanted to do and
eventually wore her down and gave in to things like role playing,
sexy lingerie, crazy positions, even tying her up sometimes. And
after all her resistance she discovered that she enjoyed all those
things. Was this newly awakened fantasy the same thing?

Shay knew
Noah was not one to leave something alone as exciting as the night
before. Maybe this time she would not resist as much as she had in
the past. Maybe this time she would let herself enjoy the lust of
being bad. “Maybe I should give my husband what he wants, let him
see I want to be bad now, there’s nothing stopping me,” she said to
herself aloud.

Shay
washed off the black dildo from the night before, set the rubber
suction cup base of the dildo on the counter to dry, running her
hand up and down it as if she was jerking it off, smiling when she
heard a knock at the door.

In only
her robe she answered the room service call. The young black waiter
rolled the cart inside, waited for her signature, and she did not
miss the look up and down he gave her, prompted by the robe opening
sliding open slightly, a thin gap of flesh opening almost to her
waist, indicating she was naked underneath. It captured the young
black man’s attention. She returned the signed receipt, and he
thanked her, backing out the door, still watching her.

As the
door closed Shay leaned back against it, smiling, her eyes rolling.
What is happening to me, she thought.

Taking
her bowl of fruit and toast from the room service cart, she sat
with the tray in her lap on the couch, leaving the TV off, drinking
her first mimosa, looking out at the city through the glass wall,
and the laptop on the coffee table. She kept glancing back at the
blank screen, and finally leaned forward and pressed the on
button.

“I don’t have anything else to do,” she smiled.

The
screen was up by the time Shay replaced the dishes on the cart and
rolled it outside the door. Returning to the couch, she started the
CD still in the laptop and began watching again. Opening her robe
with her hand, letting it fall to each side, she gently began
rubbing her pussy, fingertips tracing patterns over her labia,
probing gently with a single finger, circling her clit with her
pussy juices as she watched the white woman getting
fucked.

Shay
added another finger alongside the first when the scene appeared of
a white woman between two dark skinned black men, one in her mouth,
the other in her pussy, Shay was surprised to look down and see her
pussy lips looking puffy and swollen.

Shay
didn’t retrieve the black dildo until she had watched the second CD
again. This time she was fucked herself with the black cock as she
watched the screen, allowing her mind to imagine that the black
cock she was pushing in and out of her wet pussy was a real one,
imagining herself being the woman on the screen being pummeled by
the two large black men.

Shay
collapsed, gasping, as she had her next intense squirting orgasm.
She had a layer of sweat over her body, and she had lost track of
how long she had been lost in watching the interracial
pornos.

A glance
at the clock forced her to get a quick shower and dress before Noah
returned from his meeting. He had texted her during a break asking
her to be ready to go to dinner. She timed it well, turning out in
a little black stretch dress with a button up front, with her hair
down and makeup applied as her husband arrived.

Although
she didn’t have anything as sexy as the blue sequined dress from
the night before, she did loosen the two straps on the dress so
that it hung lower on her frame and unbuttoned three buttons. For
the first time since she could remember, other than the night
before, she did not bother with a bra. She looked down and her
nipples poked against the thin cloth. For some strange reason she
didn’t feel uncomfortable. That’s a first, she thought.

Noah told
her he had been recommended a different restaurant than the night
before, one highly recommended by his business contact.

Traffic
forced him to be late and there was little to do except wash his
face before the two were hailing a cab outside the hotel. Noah gave
the cabbie the address before turning to Shay. “Sorry we haven’t
had a chance to talk about last night. I really enjoyed
it.”

“I enjoyed it too,” she smiled a knowing smile. Noah picked up
on it.

“Something you need to tell me?”

Shay
glanced a sideways look at the cabbie. “Over dinner,” she
said.

“Thank you for leaving off your bra, I love the way your
breasts move underneath that thin cloth.”

“You’re welcome,” Shay said.

 



CHAPTER 5

 


It was a
fine Italian dinner in an intimate setting, a corner booth and a
top veal marsala meal accented by two bottles of fine Tuscan wine.
The service was prompt, and they were having after dinner
cognac.

Noah was
excited about the results of his business meeting and rushed
through it, anticipating talking about their previous night of
sexual release. “I’m done with business for tonight,” he said. “The
rest of the weekend is just you and me. Now let’s talk about last
night. I totally loved seeing that side of you. I know it was a
struggle for you to let go like that.”

“It was easier than I though. I didn’t know I had that side of
me,” Shay said.

“I always felt you did. It was exciting to see.” Shay reached
between her breasts and unbuttoned a fourth button, opening the
dress below her breasts, the white untanned flesh between her
breasts again visible.

“You like me out of control like that? I’m sorry I was a little
crazy. Did I say or do anything to offend you? I hope not, but I
really don’t remember,” she said. “I may have had a
blackout.”

Noah
laughed, “You mean like being totally fascinated with the black men
fucking the white woman, enjoying how turned on you were, and how
you attacked yourself with that big black dildo?”


Sheepishly Shay answered, “Yeah, something like that.” She
waited for Noah’s response and his hesitation.

“I loved every second of it. I want more of it,” he
said.

“You sure about that?” Shay said.

“Certain.”

“I have a confession to make. You might think about it
different then.”

“Let’s hear it,” Noah said.

“Today, while you were gone,” Shay paused for a long pull on
her drink. As she did Noah felt the adrenaline surge through him.
“I watched the videos again. Twice.”

“And…”

“And I got off while I watched them. I used the black toy
again,” she said, looking down.

Noah
leaned over and lifted her chin, looking in her eyes. “Well them I
am very disappointed in you.”

“I knew it,” she said, looking back down. “Maybe I shouldn’t
have. Are you mad? I’m sorry.”

Noah
smiled, feeling as if he had been given a gift. “I am very
disappointed for only one reason, and that is I wasn’t unable to
watch.”

“What?” Shay said, shocked. “You’re not mad?”

“Not mad at all, instead I’m wanting to watch you do it,” he
said. “I love you being bad, it is like I am discovering the new
hot side of you.”

“That could be arranged,” she said. “I may wear those two CD’s
out.”

“There’s nowhere convenient to buy more CD’s at home, and I do
not want to order by mail with the nosy postman we have. CD’s
aren’t that easy to find these days. Maybe we should buy some more
before we leave,” Noah offered.

“You want to go back there?” Shay said. She felt a bit of fear
creeping around the edges of her being. Part of her wanted to go
back, to again see that black man that had undressed her with his
eyes the night before. That was so hot. She pushed the feeling
away.

“You do not have a problem with it, do you? It worked well last
night after we got back to the room, didn’t it.”

“Well, yeah, but…”

“Finish your dessert, we’ll catch a cab and you can buy three
more CD’s.”

“You sure?” Shay asked.

“After your response last night—and today? Hell yes, I’m
sure.”

“Well if you insist,” Shay said, grinning. “You didn’t say that
if you bought them that I was required to let you watch me getting
off while watching them.”

“I think that was a given. It wasn’t, wasn’t it?”

“I guess so.”

 


***

 


Noah felt
his cock hardening from their conversation. He had summed it up.
Was this a breakthrough in her wall of prudishness? It was like he
was watching this hot sexy wife of his emerging from her shell,
letting her bad girl emerge? He had patiently waited years for
this, and he was not going to back away now. He wanted to watch her
slut side emerge, but he knew he could never state it to her that
way, or she would balk.

Several
websites filled with stories of hotwifing, and sexy slut wives were
what Noah enjoyed visiting. He never had mentioned it to Shay and
had not realized she knew until she had told him at the bookstore
then night before. He was surprised she wasn’t offended.

Noah had
always felt Shay was restraining that slut side of her inside,
while deep down her that side was begged to be released but she
continued to hold it in. He recognized the inner turmoil all this
was for her, good repressing her bad side.

Noah’s
wanted to see her release her naughty side when he tried to express
it in a way that was not offensive to her it only added to her
inner turmoil and would back off. He knew this weekend was an
opening, and he was going to ease her through that doorway, given
the chance.

After
dinner Noah entered the location of the adult store in his GPS and
holding Shay steady on her heels as she wobbled. They tally so far
was a bottle of wine each, capped off with cognac after the meal.
No wonder I feel like this, Noah thought.

The two
were soon at the store. The parking spaces were full, and inside
the were at least double the number patrons as the night before,
even some women. There were two couples, a stocky black man with a
white woman in front of the lingerie section, and a gray-haired man
and much younger woman in the leather section in addition to the
solo men.

The tall
black man from the night before greeted them as they entered. “Wow,
Miss Beautiful is back, come in come in. Nothing in the world is
better than a repeat customer who looks like you,” he
said.

Shay
blushed at the compliment. “Thank you—I think,” she
said.

“Oh you think right girl,” he said. “Hey, if I can get you to
come in here regular I’ll give you a discount. Let me get the word
out to my customers that this beautiful woman will be coming in the
store, and it will be good for business. How about it? Hubby, you
good with that?”

Shay
stammered, not knowing what to say, but in her typical
straightforward fashion told the black man, “Thank you for the
offer, but we are only here for the weekend, anniversary
trip.”

“Well that’s a shame,” the owner, Delan, said. “And
congratulations on your anniversary, you lucky bastard,” Delan said
with a smile to Noah. Shay was blushing again.

“I’m Shay, this is Noah,” she said. “And you are Delan, I think
you said.”

“Honored that you would remember,” Delan said. “Pleased to meet
you both. Enjoy the store.” Delan backed away from the counter but
watched out of the corner of his eye as Shay made a beeline to the
interracial section, Noah close behind. Noah whispered, “He was
flirting with you.”

“I know,” Shay said with sly grin.

“And you were flirting back, weren’t you?”

“I know.”

“What have you done with my wife,” Noah laughed. “Damn this is
all so hot.”

“You like me flirting with that big black man?” Shay
asked.

“Yeah, I think I do. This is so out of character for
you.”

“It is,” she said, “but it is exciting too. Maybe I’ve been
missing out on some fun by not being bolder sometimes.”

“Maybe you have.”

“You like me flirting huh?”

“Yeah.”

“Like in your stories you read?”

“Maybe.”

Shay
smiled a devious smile at him, pushing her hair back behind her
large hoop earrings. “OK.” She turned away from Noah. “Let me shop,
don’t look over my shoulder.”

Noah left
Shay at the display and drifted away. Delan noticed.

Noah
wandered to the other side of the store, browsing through the
women’s tops, finding a sheer fishnet tank top he would like to see
his wife wearing, placed it in the plastic basket he was carrying.
I’m buying this for Shay but I’m really buying it for myself
because I get to see her in it, he thought, hoping perhaps now she
might be more comfortable wearing something like this, since her
bad girl side was emerging.

When Noah
looked up he saw Delan had approached Shay at the interracial
section, and his mind raced into places that he had not considered.
The thought of his wife standing in front of a section of pornos,
all illustrated with black men and white women fucking, and
standing there talking to the tall black man as calmly as if they
had met on the street stunned him. He could not believe it but
found the idea of Shay flirting with the black man making his cock
start to harden.

Noah
wondered if he should interrupt or join them but didn’t. He wanted
to step back and see where this conversation was going, closely
observing Shay’s body language. It was all positive and flirty. He
watched Shay smile, flip her hair back, straightening her back, the
move thrusting her braless boobs forward, her nipples now erect and
poking enticingly. That surprised him.

Noah kept
waiting for her to cross her arms over her boobs. She didn’t. His
cock was rock hard and noticeable. He went to the restroom, entered
a stall, and waited for his hardon to soften.

 



CHAPTER 6

 


Shay
noticed Delan approaching out of the corner of her eye and saw her
husband oblivious sorting through a clothing rack on the other
side.

“You like interracial subjects,” Delan asked.

“Actually I never watched one until last night,” Shay
said.

“You’re back though, so you must have liked it.”

“Oh we enjoyed it,” she said, emphasizing the “we”.

“It is one of my favorite video subjects too,” Delan said. He
watched for Shay’s reaction and was greeted with a smile but no
comment. “Tell you what,” he said. “In honor of your anniversary
trip, I’d like to make a deal with you.”

“What kind of deal?” Shay asked.

“A free CD of your choice,” he said, nodding toward the rack,
“in honor of your anniversary.”

“You said deal. In exchange for?”

“Hanging around about 30 minutes. Just browse up and down the
aisles, nothing complicated.”

“Why?” Shay asked. “There must be more to it than that. Tell
the truth.”

Delan
laughed, “OK, just understand I’m not trying to offend in any way,
but you are a beautiful woman. We have a lot of customers on the
weekends who come in to watch our live show in the back, and as you
may have noticed this is mostly a male oriented audience
and…”

“So you want them to think that I will be in the show, and they
will buy tickets or whatever thinking I will be performing,” Shay
said.

“Precisely,” Delan said. “Only if you don’t mind.”

Shay gave
a giggle, still fully buzzed from dinner and the outlandish
proposal before her. “Why not?” she said, impulsively reaching for
Delan and hugging him, saying loud enough for some of the men
browsing the aisles to hear. “30 minutes till showtime.” She
released the black man and back away.

“How’s that?” she smiled.

“Perfect,” Delan said. Shay and looked over to see Noah’s
shocked face from his post in front of the adult toys on the other
side of the room. For some reason she smiled at his
shock.

 


***

 


Shay was
still talking to Delan when he came back into the room. He watched
Shay hug the big black man, and for the first time he felt uneasy
about what he thought he wanted. Her attention to Delan unsettled
him.

Noah
waited until Delan walked away and saw Shay had three CD’s in her
hand. As he approached she placed them in the bag.

“What was that about?” Noah asked.

“Delan has an affinity of interracial porn too,” she said,
going for the shock. “And he was flirting.”

“I could tell,” Noah said.

“He is comping us one of the CD’s. Only I must wander the
aisles for 25 more minutes, until the girl staring in show in the
back of the room appears. He wants the men to think I’m in the show
so they will reserve viewing rooms early.”

“A live show?”

“Apparently,” Shay said. “You know I am curious how that
works,” She stopped in mid-sentence and walked away from Noah,
approaching Delan, who was standing to the left of the check-out.
Delan glanced at the clock. “What is this show about? The one I’m
supposed to be drawing a crowd for?” Shay asked.

Delan
looked up at Noah now back at the clothes rack trying to be
discreet but clearly glancing their way and turned back to Shay.
“Step back here, I’ll show you,” he said, leading Shay away from
the check out and down a short hall.

Noah saw
that most of the men in the room had looked up and were intently
watching as Delan and Shay entered the hall. He eased over in that
direction, keeping them in sight.

Shay
turned the corner following Delan. Double doors opened on a
circular hall, with a door every few feet. Delan opened the door to
the closest sized room. There was a stool and a plexiglass window
with a small screen mounted on plywood covering on the outside,
with some kind of vending box. “The customer sits here, inserts
some money in the box, or a credit card, watches a video on the TV
or if it is a live show the door slides up on the window. If he
doesn’t keep feeding the machine the door on the window slides
down. The view is of our star in a chair, where she demonstrates
love for some of the adult toys we sell is the sanitized way of
explaining it.

“So the girl does everything she can to keep the
men…”

“Entertained,” Delan smiled. “The girl is an
entertainer.”

“The girl from last night?” Shay asked.

“Hopefully. She is getting flakier and flakier. Part of the
price we pay. Good help that a man would enjoy seeing is hard to
find.”

“Yeah, I could see that,” Shay said. “It would take a lot for a
woman to do that in front of a group of strangers.”

“You might be surprised,” Delan said.

“Huh?”

“You might be surprised how easy it is, how much of a rush
showing off like that can be, at least from what some of the girls
who work he have told me. One girl called it empowering. She said
she knew she had everyone’s attention when she is on the stage in
there. Some girls do it only because they need the money, feeding
their habit, and have no job skills, but there are a few, prized
ones of course, who do it for the rush, who enjoy the attention.”
Delan said.

“Really?”

“One of my most memorable women who did this for a couple of
years did it with her husband coming along. He’d go in a booth and
pay just like everyone else. Different strokes,” Delan smiled. He
could tell by Shay’s facial expressions that she was not shocked,
even intrigued.

“You couldn’t see yourself doing that?”

“Never,” Shay said. “I’m far too shy. Just something I wouldn’t
do.”

“Never say never,” Delan smiled. “I bet your Mama told you
that.”

“She did,” Shay said, leaning toward him a little, “but she
also told me to keep myself covered up around men too.”

“Mama’s do that,” Delan said. “But I think you know full well
the attention a woman gets when she is not so shy. You aren’t
wearing a bra, and it is unbuttoned nicely.” Shay realized she had
not rebuttoned the dress since the restaurant. “You apparently
wanted someone to notice. You enjoy if someone seems to notice?” He
saw the shocked look on Shay’s face, but she did not seem angry,
instead she gave him a teasing smile.

Delan
laughed. “Don’t be offended but I noticed and like what I can see
now, but I get it now. You are doing this for your husband. He
likes showing you off.”

“He does,” Shay agreed. “Even though it makes me extremely
uncomfortable. I do it for him.”

“You think he would encourage you and get off if you were the
star of the show in here?” he said, motioning toward the
door.

“Probably,” Shay admitted, shuddering a little as she realized
that she had drifted in her mind for a moment wondering about what
it might be like to be sitting in a chair displaying herself. She
didn’t have to check; she knew her pussy was soaked. Even hotter
was the attention this well-built black man was paying
her.

Delan
glanced up at Noah approaching but staying at a distance and
smiled. He recognized the type—and he had planted a seed, he knew.
Shame that they were only here on a brief trip and would be
leaving. Shay was pretty and hot enough and his instinct sensed
this pretty brown-haired woman with those violet eyes had enough
potential it would be worth putting some time and effort into her.
He also knew when to back away.

Delan
glanced at his watch. “You’ve earned your free CD, thanks so much
for indulging me.” He paused, “I would kick myself if I did not
make the offer. If you ever thought you would like to try showing
off in my little theater, I would be delighted. I’d even comp
everything you earn the first night.”

“First night? So you think if I did it I would do it
again?”

“Only hoping baby, a woman as fine as you, I could only
hope.”

Noah was
ready to go and moved closer. “Well enjoy the rest of your evening,
and thanks so much for making my evening a little brighter,” Delan
said.

Noah’s
basket had the fishnet top from earlier and another black dildo,
this one larger than the other. Shay put four CD’s into the basket
too. “One’s free, I earned it.” she smiled.

“Oh, really,” Noah said. “Is there a story here.”

“A little one,” Shay said. “I had a job offer.”

“What?”

“The live show in the back. Whenever I want to try it I can do
it. No way I would, but it was hot to get the offer.”

“See, I told you everyone thinks you are hot,” Noah
said.

“Yeah, you did. I’m ready for you to take me to the hotel and
ravish me,” Shay said.

“Flirting with that black guy got you horny?”

“You have no idea husband. No real idea. Get me back to that
room and I’ll show you.”

 


***

 


Noah led
her to the counter, placing the basket on the counter and the clerk
totaled everything up. He didn’t question the freebie, Delan had
already given him the heads up. He paid with cash and waited for
the change. He didn’t want his accountant asking what category to
put purchases in from an adult bookstore. Delan was out of hearing
and made no effort to approach.




CHAPTER 7

 


On the
street Noah and Shay only made it to the corner before they were
approached by a scruffy looking man with long unkept brown hair and
dirty clothes. He appeared homeless and stunk. Noah expected him to
ask for some change. He stepped to the side and the man seemed to
stumble and leading with his shoulder, body slammed Noah back
against the building wall with a grunt. When the derelict
straightened and had a knife in his hand, glancing at Shay and
ordering her “Back away sweetie.”

With the
knife against Noah’s stomach, the man said, “You know what this is.
Your wallet, now! Cell phones too. Drop them in that bag you’re
carrying.” Shay did as she was told.

Noah had
no choice. He reached inside his jacket pocket and withdrew the
wallet. He had been carrying it there, wrapped with a rubber band,
as he had been told that was a pickpocket deterrent. Seeing where
Noah was carrying the wallet, the assailant moved his hand to the
other inside blazer pocket, withdrawing a long leather
case.

“Fuck,” Noah said, realizing he had forgotten to remove that
case that contained their return tickets home.


Satisfied, the robber smiled, stomped on Noah’s foot, and
shoved his knee forward, catching Noah’s leg sideways at the
kneecap and insuring no foot pursuit. Noah collapsed to the
pavement. The robber picked up they bag from the bookstore and
broke into a run and was out of sight at the corner.

“Fuck,” Noah said again as Shay knelt to him comfort
him.

“Are you all right baby?” She helped him up as he struggled to
stand.

“I’m good, I think,” Noah said. “Just that was all our money,
ID, and tickets home. Help me stand.” He tried to stand but his
knee hurt too much. “Shit,” he said, trying to put his weight on it
again and yelping. He gently moved it. “At least I can move it, but
I see stars when I put weight on it.”

“What are we going to do?” Shay said, the adrenaline of the
moment clearing her head through the liquor buzz.

“Let me lean on you,” Noah said. “Let’s try to get back to the
bookstore and call the cops from there. Fuck, we don’t even have
cab money now.”

Shay
moved under his arm and hopping on one leg finally they were back
in the well-lit bookstore. Delan saw the couple hobbling in and
rushed to help.

“What happened?” Delan asked.

“We’ve been robbed, right there at the corner.” Noah said. “Can
we use a phone to call the cops?” Shay was shaking, sobbing from
the fear.

“Sure,” Noah said, “Let’s get you into the office.” He held up
Noah and all but carried him into the back office as Shay followed.
He gently placed Noah on the long leather couch. Shay took the wing
backed chair in front of the massive wood desk, daubing at her
eyes, sniffing. The door remained open.

What did
he take?”

“All our cash, credit cards, ID, passports,” Noah said. He
looked over at Shay. “Are you all right baby?”

“I am now, I was just terrified. What if he had killed you?”
she said in a whimper, her face in her hands.

Delan
picked up the phone. “I’m calling the precinct rather than 911.
This is not the first time it happened.” He paused and spoke into
his phone. “Sergeant Hobbs please.” Another pause. “Hey Ron, it has
happened again. Can you send someone down here for a report? OK,
thanks.” Delan looked up at the couple. “They are very slow around
here unless someone is bleeding, part of the police defunding
unfortunately.” He looked over at the bar on one wall of the
office, fully stocked. “Meanwhile, can I offer you a
drink?”

“Please,” Noah said. “Bourbon.” Delan nodded at
Shay.

“And the lady?” he asked.

“Hell yes I need a drink, a double, Vodka and cranberry,” Shay
said, remarking, “I had a great buzz going, I need to get it back.”
She stood and came over to Noah, giving him a hug and a kiss. “I’m
so glad you’re safe baby,” she said.

Delan
handed them their drinks, doubles, pouring a bourbon for himself.
“Here’s to making the best of a bad situation,” he said. “Are you
hurt anywhere else?” he asked Noah.

“No, just my knee, and it feels a little better actually,” he
said. “Let me see.” He rose halfway and sat back down. “Better but
still hurts. I can’t walk.” Delan stepped into a back room and came
out with a baggie filled with ice. “Hold this on it, old coaches
trick.”

Noah held
the ice against his knee. “Thanks,” he said.

“You played sports?”

“College, football, knee issues got too much. Long time ago.”
Delan said. “You are welcome to wait here to see if your knee gets
better, or I’d be glad to call on Uber or the paramedics if you’d
like. Like I said though, without something life threatening
situation it may be a while before the police get here.”

“I don’t want to be any trouble,” Noah said.

“None at all,” Delan said, laughing. “Remember I just gave your
wife a free CD just for hanging around outside. A great deal for
me. Maybe I can get her to hang out in view some more.” He looked
over at Shay and she smiled.

“I’d like to sit here and see if my knee is better. I don’t
think anything is broken. Doesn’t feel like a break,” Noah
said.

“Describe the man,” Delan said. He listened carefully. Shay
seemed to have regained her composure, the quickly downed drink
assisting.

“I think I know who it is, excuse me a second.” Delan dialed
his phone. “Georgie boy, you busy. Great. Look some friends of mine
have been mugged outside my store and I think it was Old Henry.
Think you could swing round and see if you can see if you can get
some of their stuff back? OK, thanks.” He hung up the phone and
looked up at the couple who were finishing their drinks.

“A friend of mine runs the mission and knows Henry, he has done
this before. We may be able to get your important things back. I’d
bet he tossed everything he didn’t have a use for.” Delan looked
back and forth between the couple and smiled, his gaze stalling at
Shay, who seemed calmer realizing they were safe, and others were
trying to help. Her adrenaline rush eased.

“You two had bought several things, and those were taken too?”
Shay nodded.

“Tell you what, why don’t you go back out and pick out
everything you had bought. I’ll replace it at no charge since I
feel so bad with it being so close to my store,” Delan
said.

“That is very nice of you,” Shay said. “You don’t have to do
that.”

“I want to,” Delan smiled. “And it gets you out in the store
and draw in some customers,” he smiled.

“Another half hour?” Shay smiled, feeling better.

“Just take your time,” Delan said.

“OK if I leave you for a few minutes?” Shay asked
Noah.

Noah
sifted and moved his leg and had some movement without pain. “I’ll
be good here, the pain seems to be easing,” he said. Noah watched
her as she left the office, her tight ass twisting with each
step.

Noah
didn’t realize Delan was watching too until he heard, “Damn that is
one fine white woman.” He looked up to a grinning Delan. “You are
one lucky bastard, you know that?”

“I sure do,” Noah smiled.

“Another drink?”

Noah
nodded. “And Shay?” Delan asked, nodding toward the long-haired
woman back in front of the interracial CD’s again.

“I’m sure she would like one,” Noah said.

Again
Delan smiled. “Maybe I can get her liquored up and take advantage
of her,” he said with a laugh, implying he was joking. Adding, “You
good with that?”

“Not my call,” Noah said, even as he said it wondering where
that unthinking response had come from. The pain in his knee was
much less, and his adrenaline fade had left him weak. The drink was
hitting him hard too.

Delan
mixed Shay a second drink, another double and told Noah, still
sitting in the chair, “Excuse me a minute,” as he walked
by.




CHAPTER 8

 


Shay
selected the 4 CD’s, and she knew which fishnet top Noah had
selected earlier. She had added them to the basket. “Find
everything OK?” Delan said. Shay looked up to the tall black man
extending a paper cup with another drink.

“Thanks,” she said, taking the drink and gulping a long drink,
her head spinning, a feeling she had been seeking to ease the
stress. Glancing down into the basket she carried, she added, “I
think I found everything.” Delan glanced in. “Been one hell of a
night,” she said.

“Forgive me for saying so but there is one item I distinctly
remember you buying that you’ve not found yet. Allow me to
assist?”

“Sure,” Shay said, knowing he was talking about the black
dildo. She was feeling bolder as the first double hit her and knew
this conversation Delan was going to be some hot talk with Noah
when they got back home, the night the black bookstore owner helped
her select a black rubber dildo. She looked over toward the office
and saw Noah watching from the office.

 


Delan
lead her to the wall at which the dildos were displayed, and
reaching in the case handed her a boxed one, every bit as big if
not a little larger than the one they had lost in the robbery. “If
I may be so bold as to recommend this one,” he said.

Shay was
puzzled. “Why this one?” she asked.

Delan was
enjoying this. “This one is the closest to me when I’m at 100%.”
Shay did not respond. She removed the lid and glanced in. It was
big for sure, but she didn’t believe him. She didn’t touch
it.

“Dream on,” she said.

“Oh I will,” Delan said, leaning forward as if to whisper, and
Shay leaned into it. “I’m giving you this one, and I’ll be smiling
at the thought of you using this, and you will likely at least
wonder if I’m telling the truth. I have you thinking don’t I?” The
smirk bothered Shay, because she knew he was right.

“We’ll see,” she said, replacing the lid on the box and adding
it to her basket. She was so ready to be fucked when they had left
the store the first time, and all this exchange had only heightened
her horniness. Delan walked back to his office. She moved over into
the leather section, looking at wrist cuffs.

Shay
glanced up at the wall clock. She still had 15 minutes of the half
hour to go. Still no police. More men were arriving, and upon
seeing Shay the were drifting toward the double doors leading to
the show area, just as Delan had explained. Shay giggled to
herself. “Well they are going to be disappointed when I’m not the
star,” she said to herself, taking a long gulp on her
drink.

 


***

 


Noah was
watching the interchange, amazed as the usual bashful Shay followed
the black man to the wall displaying the dildoes, and saw him reach
into the counter and put the box on the countertop, and smile.
Delan was coming on to her, for sure, and his wife was responding,
flirting back, maybe coming on to Delan herself too.

Noah felt
relieved when Delan left her walking about the store by herself and
returned to the office. He had been replaying Delan’s remark
earlier. He felt as if he was in some parallel universe, his wife
of 20 years dressing in a hot dress, talking dildoes with a tall
black man, and flirting with him. Despite the pain in his knee,
which was easing, he felt his cock harden. Was this really a change
in his wife or only a drunken night when she was so buzzed she had
let her guard down.

Noah was
aware how hot to fuck Shay had been prior to the robbery. Had Shay
dialed that desire back in? He knew she was over her limit with
drinks, and his mind was warring with himself, how far did he want
her to go? How far did he dare? Was there a stopping point? Where
was it? When should he struggle to his feet and get out of
there?

In his
gut he knew they should leave but he was in not able to walk that
far, even though he could stand for a few seconds. How would they
get back to the hotel without their cell phones to even call an
Uber. He decided he would ask Delan for a loan when he returned to
the office. This could end this crazy night, and if she got on top
and he was off his knee some great sex was still
possible.



***

 


Delan’s
phone chirped before he returned to the office where Noah sat. He
had a message from Georgie. “Found Henry. He already spent the
cash. He gave up the credit cards, told me which trash can with
phones and wallets.”

Delan
texted back. “Give me an hour before you show up,” he
said.

“Will do,” Georgie texted back. Delan walked into his office
and saw Noah had finished his drink. Delan refilled it again. Noah
thanked him, although he knew he was totally drunk now. He had no
quitting sense at this point.

 



CHAPTER 9

 


“You like showing her off, don’t you?” Delan asked, glancing
out the door at Shay, admiring her breasts gently swaying
unhindered by a bra as she stepped down the aisle. He glanced
around the room. Many of the customers were paying rapt attention
too.

“You could tell?” Noah said, shocked at Delan’s
remark.

“Well she’s not wearing a bra, but she doesn’t act 100%
comfortable, so I assume that isn’t something she does a lot.
Deductive reasoning is that she is doing it for you, and if so she
wouldn’t unless you asked and encouraged,” Delan said. “Great set
of tits though.”

“Well, yeah,” Noah said. “Shay doesn’t know how really hot she
is. When she does let go a little I love it. It gets me hornier,
she gets hornier, and the sex is off the charts.”

“Shay gets horny when there is risk and daring sounds like,”
Delan asked.

“When it happens spontaneously,” Noah said, not understanding
why he chose to share this with Delan. “Not like I can plan or
expect. She gets hot once she gets into it but the apprehension
building up just about stops it most of the time.” Delan nodded and
listened, waiting for more but Noah changed the subject. “I was
wondering if you would loan us enough to get an Uber back to the
hotel and let us get out of your way.”

“No need,” Delan said. “Georgie found your thief and found out
where he dumped your wallet and phones. I expect the money will be
gone, but Georgie is going to where Henry said they were dumped. We
just need to wait until he shows up.”

“That’s good news,” Noah said, slurring. “So I guess we will
continue to wait.” He laid his head back and closed his
eyes.

“And your wife continues to attract customers,” Delan said,
nodding to the room, now with more men milling the aisles, catching
sideways glances at the beautiful woman in the unbuttoned black
dress unaccompanied—but no one approached her, clearly the men in
awe of her beauty.

The
counterman appeared at the door. “Need to see you for a second
boss,” he said. Delan stood and stepped outside the door and out of
sight. Noah opened his eyes, struggling to clear his head, leaning
forward he saw Shay finally heading back toward the office. She
took her seat. “How’s your knee?”

“Much better, the ice has really helped, must not have been as
hurt as my initial pain indicated,” Noah said, moving his knee but
still jumping at the pain. “Delan says his contact has found the
homeless robber and got him to tell him where he dumped our phones,
wallet, and purse. Seems he was only out for some cash.”

“Thank goodness for that. With our phones we can at least get
Uber back. My credit card is on file there.”

“Do we want to hang around here to file a police report? Looks
like they are taking their dear sweet time,” Noah said. He studied
his wife’s face. She had that bleary look in her eyes, her really
drunk over-the-edge expression.

“Delan did say that they were slow. I don’t care to if we get
our stuff back the police can come to our hotel if they want the
report. They’re doing nothing to get our stuff back,” Shay said in
careful words, as if she was struggling to not stumble her words as
her buzz increased.

“We only have to wait now,” Noah said.

“Yeah, and I’ve looked at everything in this store three times.
I bet I know the inventory better than the counter man,” Shay
said.

“Find anything you liked that we didn’t earlier?”

“No,” Shay said. “It’s all in the basket. Delan says he’s
comping it. We’re damn lucky that Delan is as nice as his is. We
could be standing alone out on that street.”

Noah
laughed, “You mean as enraptured as he is with you.”

“He’s hot, you just be glad we’re going home tomorrow,” Shay
said, stepping to the bar and mixing another drink. “He would be a
temptation.”

“Are you worried you are having too many of those?” Noah said,
knowing anytime he said something like that it could provoke her.
She seemed to be close to her mean drunk stage.

“Why? You afraid when we get back to the room, I’ll be too
drunk to fuck? I promise I will not be too drunk. If I pass out go
ahead and have your fun, fuck me in my sleep, you have my
permission.”

Noah let
it slide and said nothing more. He had been here before when Shay
got this drunk, she was quick to take offense and start an
argument. He watched her face go from anger to calm as her mood
changed that quick. “I’m sorry baby, I know you’re hurt and I’m not
taking care of you. Look I’m sorry I have not been letting go to
your expectations. I mean it when I said I will try to do better.
If you had gotten killed I would have felt guilty for the rest of
my life for not being less inhibited with you.” She moved closer
and whispered almost in a slur, “but I’ll take better care of you
back in the room. Do you believe I’ve been walking around this
store for over an hour dressed like this, my nipples poking and
tits jigging with every move. You like that, don’t you? All those
men looking at me?”

“Yes, and discussing dildoes with the owner,” Noah
said.

“You believe I did that and didn’t freak? I mean the one he
showed me is bigger than the one you picked out.” She paused and
taunted, “And he told me it was the closest one to his
cock.”

“See, I told you he has the hots for you,” Noah said. “That
impress you, claiming to have a big dick.”

“If it is really that big damn well I’m impressed,” Shay said.
“Like I said, he’s hot. It’s exciting that he’s coming on to me. My
pussy is dripping.” Shay studied Noah’s expression. “Don’t worry
baby, you’ll reap the benefits of my horniness.” She paused. “How
far you want me to take this uninhibited, letting go
stuff?”

“As far as you dare,” Noah challenged.

“OK, you asked for it,” Shay said. She was startled when she
looked up and saw Delan at the doorway. Shay tried to recover. “I
figured my time was up, close to your girl’s showtime,” she said to
Delan. She wondered how much he had heard.

Delan
wasn’t smiling. “Well I have a problem. Delia was scheduled, and
she called from jail. She got busted this afternoon. She’s not
coming, and I have a store full of men anticipating a show.” He
paused and took a deep breath, having overheard much of Shay’s
conversation with her husband. What he heard was even better than
he had hoped. They were both drunk, and for sure Shay was horny and
feeling uninhibited. He would help that along what he was about to
ask.

“OK, I do not beat around the bush, so I’ll get straight to it.
I need a star for my theater tonight. I’d love for you to do be my
star if you would. I know Noah would get off on you doing it,
you’re a long way from home and no one would ever know, and you
could make this the most memorable anniversary trip the two of you
have ever enjoyed. All you gotta do is show off and play with that
new toy I gave you earlier. Right Noah?” Noah gave a bleary
nod.

“In front of men watching,” Shay said.

“Yeah, but is not that hot in itself, all these men of them
watching you, wanting you, yearning to be close to you and a wall
between you and them, you the center of all their attention?” Delan
felt her resistance waver. He zeroed in, playing on her
sympathies.

“It would be a favor to me. I’ll give you all the proceeds they
spend, it’s that important to me, rather than disappoint my
customers. It is only three songs, only 15 minutes or
so.”

Again
Delan paused and took a deep breath for effect. He knew her doing
the show was a long shot, but a long shot worth taking. He would
never forgive himself if he let this hot woman walk out of his
store without making the effort.

“I know this is asking a lot, but it would help me out—and I’m
not asking you to do it because you feel obligated for my helping
you tonight, that’d be the wrong reason. This could be hot fun if
you let it. But it is a no pressure thing either. You two talk it
over, and if you are willing, come out to the counter. If not,
you’re free to stay in here until Georgie shows up with what of
your things he could recover. He did text and say he had your cell
phones. Talk it over.”

Delan
turned and walked around the corner to the checkout counter. He
came back around the corner and stuck his head in the door. “And
one other thing I forgot to mention,” he said, staring at Shay.
“I’ve been wondering all night what you look like without those
clothes on, and I’d would love to see you naked.” He disappeared
this time and did not return.

“What the fuck,” Noah said.


CHAPTER 10

 


Noah
looked at Shay who had sat down in the other chair, tossing back
the rest of her drink. Noah watched as her demeanor changed. She
was breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling, her braless
nipples hard against the thin material. Her mind was there,
wondering what she would feel like to be naked in front of Delan.
The thought sent a tingle through her that she managed pushed away
but was as if a switch had tripped in her psyche, like everything
was clear now, filtered through the alcohol buzz. She looked at her
husband. The look on his face was not disapproval of what Delan had
said and it showed. Shay’s mind seemed to pull together all the
years of Noah’s little comments, inuendo, role playing, erotic
stories that Noah wanted her to read. She knew Noah’s fantasy;
would he say it? Was it becoming her fantasy too?

“Was he right?” Shay asked. “Would you like to see me got into
that show and fuck myself with a dildo in front of a group of men?
Would you Noah? You said you wanted me hotter, is this what you had
in mind? You want to see me get naked in front of Delan knowing he
wants to fuck me? You know he does don’t you?” There was a perfect
storm raging in Shay’s mind, the eroticism of the flirting, the
parading around braless to the men in the store’s rapt attention,
the mixture of adrenaline and fear from the robbery, the up and
down of the liquor she consumed since dinner, and her promise to be
sexier for the husband she feared she would lose earlier that
night. “What if I wanted to fuck Delan? You want that?”

Noah was
stammering, although he knew his cock was rock hard. He had
imagined and fantasized something like this happening, but not this
exactly, and not in this way, and he was confused. He didn’t
answer. “I don’t know,” he finally gushed.

Shay saw
his cock tenting his pants. “Well I think I know,” she said. She
took his face between her hands and turned it toward her, staring
into his eyes. “Noah, if you don’t tell me “hell no” right now, I’m
going to do the show. Not for the money, but because right now I
think doing this will be the most erotic thing I’ve ever done in my
life, because until now I’ve never had the confidence and courage
to do this, but I do now—and because I think I want to. And we’ll
see how the rest plays out.” She waited a 10 count and stood, still
waiting. “OK then,” she said. “I love you. I’ll be back in a few
minutes. Say goodbye to your shy reserved wife.” She gave him a
buss on the lips and disappeared around the corner.

 


***

 


Noah sat
in stunned silence for long seconds, almost passing out but jerking
himself back to the moment cut through the alcohol fog clouding his
thinking. What in the hell was Shay doing? He stood and the pain in
his knee shot through him. He tested his weight slowly and while it
was still painful he could hobble better after standing a few
minutes. He looked around the office and saw Delan had a collection
of vintage canes in a round wood container in the corner. He hopped
to the container, selected the plainest, sturdiest one and began
making his way to the counter. Two uniformed cops were at the
checkout counter. The counter man pointed to Noah. Fuck, he
thought, I need to talk to Shay.

“In a minute,” Noah said, “I need…”

“Look bud,” the first cop said, “We are shorthanded, have other
calls to make before some idiot shoots somebody else and we end up
doing an all-nighter, so give us the report now or we’re going and
there is no telling when we’ll be back.”

“Fuck,” Noah said, turning toward the cops.

“We’re here to take your report. You were robbed, right?” the
first cop said.

“In a minute,” Noah said, “I need…”

“Look bud,” the first officer said, “We are shorthanded, have
other calls to make before some idiot shoots somebody else and we
end up doing an all-nighter, so give us the report now or we’re
going and there is no telling when we’ll be back.”

“Fuck,” Noah said, turning toward the cops.

Noah
braced himself on the counter and carefully answered all their
questions. It took about 10 minutes. They gave him a copy of the
report that he crammed into his pocket as they left.

“Where is she?” he asked the counter man, who gave a
disinterested nod toward the back.

“Dressing room is the unmarked door on the left,” the counter
man shouted after him.

Noah made
his way to the door and tried the knob. It was locked. He knocked
on the door and after waiting a few seconds knocked again. “Shay?”
he said, loud. “Shay?” He could do nothing but lean against the
wall and wait. The door opened and Delan was standing in the
doorway.

Noah
pushed himself off the wall and moved toward the entrance. Delan
stopped him. “Hey man, you can’t go in there.”

“I want to see Shay. I want to see my wife,” Noah
said.

“You want to see her?” Delan said. “Right this way.” Delan
opened a door marked 11, and helped Noah hobble in. There was a
round stool. “Just so you know Noah, Shay’s doing what she wants to
do of her own free will. You’re too late to stop her, but not too
late to watch her.” Noah took a seat on the stool, aware of his
inability to stop anything—even if he had wanted to.

Delan
fished into his pocket for a key, placed it in the payment machine
and turned the key. A small door raised pushing the tv screen out
of sight. The view was a chair in the center of a small room. “This
window stays up, no need to put money in it. My treat.” The room
with the chair was ringed by small rooms with the windows facing
the wood chair.

Noah
peered out at the chair and saw that it was on a small rotating
platform. He heard small electric motors and the door covering
other windows were being opened. Noah could see the men’s faces. A
couple of the men looked college age, two appeared close to his
age, half of the men visible were black. Music started coming
through the speaker, and the door opened. Shay walked into the
room, still in her high heels but wearing a white terry robe. She
stepped toward the chair, carefully stepping up on the stand, and
untied the robe. Other windows started opening.


CHAPTER 11

 


Shay left
Noah in the office and approached the counter weaving a little, but
her sobriety was slowly coming back. She was aware what she was
feeling when she walked up to Delan. “I’m in,” she said, “I think.
I don’t know what to do. I’ve never done anything like this
before.”

“Great,” Delan said, “And thanks. Come on, I’ll show you how
things work.” He led the way down the hall, unlocking a door that
opened into a room with a dressing table with lights around a
mirror, a stool in front of it, a couch, and a small table with a
refrigerator underneath. “Water, soda, and beer in there,” he said.
She saw a bottle of vodka, cranberry juice, and an insulated bucket
of ice with two glasses on the table. She didn’t take
one.

Delan
looked up at the clock. “We have about 15 minutes; you can be a
little later if you like.” He walked to a second door toward the
back of the room. He opened it and motioned for her to join him.
Shay looked through the doorway where there was a chair, a small
low table beside it, facing a half-circle of the viewing rooms. Two
TV’s were mounted high facing the chair. “We’ll show a video of
your choice on the one on the left,” Delan said, and the one on the
right will be so you can see yourself.” He flipped a switch on the
wall and the small platform on which the chair sat began to slowly
turn. “Be sure you turn the switch on before you go
out.”

“OK,” Shay said. Delan pointed to a rack of lingerie. “You can
choose anything there, most of it is one size fits all. It has all
been laundered. A robe is on the back of the door. Usually the
entertainer comes in with a robe.” Shay nodded as he
talked.

Delan
pulled open a full-length drawer on the table, revealing an array
of dildoes ranging from transparent glass to massive black ones.
“They’ve all been sanitized and are safe. Cleanliness is stressed
here. Do not put anything you use back in the drawer but leave it
out for cleaning.” Delan reached into the drawer and withdrew the
same size cock he had given Shay earlier, the one now resting in a
box in the bag in his office. “It would please me if you used this
one,” he said. Shay looked up. “You know why.”

“Yes, although I don’t believe it.”

“I would be glad to prove it after the show,” Delan said. “I
might ask another favor then though.”

“What?”

“Let’s talk about it after the show,” he said. Shay stood there
waiting for him to leave. Delan knew what he was doing. “I told you
I wanted to see you naked.” He said it in a voice that didn’t not
act as if it was a request but more of a demand. Shay didn’t know
how to react. In her mind it seemed better to strip off in a room
full of strangers than one on one with this dynamic black
man.

Shay
stepped to the table and poured herself another stiff drink. She
took two long sips without turning around. Setting the drink down
on the table, she slowly unbuttoned the black dress the rest of the
way down. She was almost panting and could feel the sexual tension
in the air. Noah wanted her uninhibited. Here she was.

Shay slid
one side of the dress off her shoulder and down her arm, pulling
her arm out. One breast popped free. She did the same on the other
side, and slid the dress down over her hips, letting it pool at her
feet. She was wearing a black thong, and without turning around
slid it down as well. It was soaked, as she expected. She stepped
out of it.

“Leave the heels,” Delan said. “Turn around.”

Shay
crossed her arms over her breasts and turned around, an
apprehensive look on her face. “Lower your arms please,” Delan
said. “I’ve dreamed of seeing your tits.” Shay did as he ordered,
dropping her hands to her side.

“Magnificent, just as I expected.” Delan said. “You are
supermodel pretty and gorgeous. Thank you so much for revealing
yourself to me. I expect it is a stretch for you.”

“It is,” Shay said.

Delan
stepped one step closer. “But it is exciting and erotic, isn’t it?”
Shay expected him to touch her, but he didn’t. For an instant she
wanted him too.

Shay was
almost gasping for breath, her heart pumping rapidly, her buzzed
mind clearing, aroused at this black man so close, naked in front
of him.

Delan
remained confident and in control. He smiled at her. “First time
you’ve been in front of a black man nude since you’ve been
married?” he asked.

“First time I’ve ever been in front of another man of any color
since I’ve been married, except a doctor or two.”

“Good. Thank you for the privilege.” Delan was trying to remain
calm, but this beautiful woman was near perfect. Full breasts caped
with larger than silver dollar size areolas, pencil size nipples
rock hard, obviously aroused from her rapid breathing and flushed
face, and her pussy completely bare. She was the total package.
Yes, he wanted to fuck her, badly. He knew she was expecting a pass
and figuring in her mind how to reject it. There was time for that
later. He still needed to lay groundwork to do this
right.

“You ever been with a black man?” he asked. Shay shook her head
no.

“The customers are going to love you. They’ll think the hit the
lottery Shay.” Again he glanced up at the clock. “Showtime.
Whenever you’re ready.” Delan turned toward the door. There was a
knock. She heard her name. Delan blocked the door.

Shay did
not want Noah to burst in and see her nude in front of Delan and
the two of them alone. She hastily pulled on the robe as Delan
stepped outside and the door closed behind him.

“Fuck,” Shay gasped, “That was close.” She was unsteady in her
thinking, questioning how she would have reacted had Delan made his
pass. She almost wished he had. In a deep recess of her mind she
felt a bit rejected.

Shay
finished off her drink. She knew what was expected now, and she had
made her bed, now time to lie in it. She knew that Noah would be
watching her.


Freshening her make up at the dressing table, satisfied with
her look, she brushed her hair back and stood, turning the switch
to rotate the platform, taking two dildoes, one of them the one
Delan had requested, the other clear solid glass, and stepped into
the small theater room. What doors over the windows that were not
open now clanked open. Looking to her right she saw Noah, a bleary
drunk look on his face. Behind him she could see Delan was in the
booth with him.


CHAPTER 12

 


Shay took
the chair, laid the two dildoes on the small table. A bottle of
water was setting there, she unscrewed the top and slowly took a
drink. She felt a calm settle over her, as if this was as normal as
anything she had ever done, not ashamed or caring that she was
naked in front of the leering men, but more excited that she was so
naked. This could be fun, she said.

Slowly
she untied the robe and opened it. She had not bothered to put on
lingerie, she had formulated the plan in her mind. A song started
over the speakers, and just as quickly the screen over the front
wall lit with a tall black man slowly stripping a white woman. The
woman’s white husband sat on the couch watching. Fuck that’s hot,
Shay thought.

With the
water bottle still in her hands, she moved it to her neck and
poured a small stream down between her breasts, scooting down
slightly so the water ran further down, over her belly and over her
pussy to the floor below. She stopped, took another sip, and
glanced up again at the screens on the front wall. The other screen
was up now, showing a nude woman in a chair, an opened white terry
robe underneath her. It took a second before Shay realized the
woman was her. The chair was rotating, and she lowered her hand
between her legs, rubbing her clit, running her finger up and down
her slit, gathering the moisture and rubbing it up over clit. She
jumped at the touch, her clit protruding, and slowly slid a finger
inside her pussy. She closed her eyes, thinking it might be easier
to not pay attention to the staring faces in the small
windows.

Pressing
on her pubis she pulled her flesh up, pulling her clit hood over
her clit, exposing it, and as the rotation had her facing the first
room again, she parted her pussy wide, lowering her other hand
spreading herself wide for the viewers. With her thumb she brushed
her clit and came like that.

 


***

 


Everyone
at the windows had received a spread shot as the first song ended.
Shay took a glass dildo and brushed her pussy with it, using the
tip to part her pussy lips and put it barely inside her, toying
with her pussy. Slowly she pressed it inside her body, gasping at
the cool feeling of it.


Deliberately she was slow with the glass dildo throughout the
second song, without looking back up at the porno on the wall
mounted TV.

 


***

 


“I cannot believe my wife is doing this,” Noah said as Shay
opened her robe. He gasped when she poured the water down her
body.

“Damn,” Delan said behind him. “Girl doesn’t look inhibited to
me. Think tonight we’ve got her beyond that?”

“Evidently,” Noah said, his gaze never moving from his wife
naked in front of a group of men watching her play with herself,
the stage rotating, and her spreading her pussy wide with fingers
on both sides of her pussy when the rotation came around again.
Noah could tell she was close to cumming but he was still amazed to
witness her doing this in front of strangers. She had only done it
for him a couple of times during their entire marriage. It was
incredulous that was his wife he was watching in this adult
theater. Shay arched her back and with a loud groan collapsed back
on the chair as the song ended.

“Damn,” Delan said again. “No faking that. She is the hottest
woman I’ve ever seen. Very unusual for a woman to cum and not fake
it in the theater.”

Neither
man spoke as they watched the rotating chair turn with the pretty
naked white woman with her legs spread wide, slowly fucking herself
with the glass dildo now, so sensuous and tantalizingly slow Noah
was almost ready to scream for her to speed up. He touched his cock
through his pants. He was rock hard, but he wouldn’t dare take it
out with Delan in the booth with him, and he knew if he did he
could cum in seconds. He resisted touching himself
again.

When the
third song ended Noah and Delan watched Shay pick up the oversized
lifelike black dong and move it to her pussy.

“Here we go,” Delan said under his breath.

 



CHAPTER 13

 


Shay
moved the head of the black cock up and down her pussy, coating it
with her juices, pushing it inside to get it wet and withdrawing, a
little deeper each time. In eight pushes she had the big cock
crammed as deep as it would go, giving a contented “Ahhhh” as she
felt the rubber balls touch her, filling her pussy with a full
feeling she had never experience. Shay gasped at the fabulous
sensation, and she closed her eyes, laying her head back, legs
spread, and setting up a steady stroking of her pussy.

Delan had
been right. She was imagining what it would feel like if it was
really Delan fucking her, if he was really that big. She opened her
eyes and saw Noah staring, Delan behind him grinning. She gave them
a half smile back and began fucking herself harder with the cock,
pulling her flesh high again exposing her clit, pulling the cock up
high so that she was rubbing her clit on the down
stroke.

The
feeling of the bigger cock stretching her pussy was sensational.
She closed her eyes again, letting go and imagining it was the
black man staring at her fucking herself, imagining Delan’s black
body looming over her, his cock imbedded inside her wet white
cunt.

Shay
could hold back no longer, groaning and moaning loud as she plunged
the cock into her belly. The sounds changed tone, almost grunts,
“Uh, Uh, uh” as she shoved the cock hard into her wet pussy, her
grunts changing to small yelps turning into a whimper as she was
fucking herself faster and faster. She opened her eyes and glanced
up at the screen. It was a close up of a black cock in a white
pussy, pumping at the same speed she was slamming the cock in and
out.

The music
had stopped but Shay had not, she was too close, “Oh fuck me,” she
groaned, pumping faster and faster until she gave a shouting
“Ahhhhhhh”, arching her back, thrusting her pelvis forward, cumming
and pulling the rubber dick out of her pussy as she squirted a long
stream of clear fluid across the room.

Spent,
Shay didn’t move, gasping, wondering why it seemed those three
songs had gone by so fast.

 


***

 


Delan
watched in awe as Shay pushed the cock into her pussy, her eyes
closed, and suspected what was going through her mind thanks to his
prompting. He was imaging the same thing. He was thinking he would
make a move in the dressing room before she dressed. He wanted her
to do a couple more shows if she would, but he wanted to fuck her
too. But he didn’t need Noah objecting or getting in the
way.

When Shay
started pumping her pussy faster, bottoming the base of it against
her pubic bone, Delan said under his breath. “What you think Noah?
You think she’s thinking about a black cock right now?”

“Yeah,” Noah said, his breath coming in a rush.

“I want to fuck your wife, you know that?” Delan said low.
“Wouldn’t it be hot watching her take a big black cock?”

Caught up
in the moment, still not completely sober, Noah groaned at that
image in his mind, prompted more because of his wife displayed to
the group of men, as if Shay was some other woman, not his wife,
because his wife was too shy to do anything like this. He didn’t
connect Delan’s comment about the naked woman in front of him with
that woman being his wife. “Yeah, I know,” he said, his blurred
mind referring to his knowing everyone wanted to fuck Shay. The
idea of Shay taking a black cock, well he was watching that wasn’t
he? What else was there to say. “Yeah, it’s hot with a black cock
in her.” he said to Delan.

“You’d like to see that wouldn’t you? It’d be so
hot.”

Noah was
not 100% aware of the question, just adding his same monotone
answer since he began watching Shay get off in the theater. “Yeah,”
he said. The idea of it, not Shay actually doing it.

“Gotta make a run at that,” Delan said in a soft barely audible
voice. “Girl’s hot and ready for it.”

Neither
man said anything more as they watched Shay cum and squirt, still
sitting naked in the chair as the sound of the windows closing
filled the air. The show was over. Time for the viewers to do
something else. “Gimme 10 minutes before you come,” Delan said to
Noah, stepping out the door.

“Huh? What? What did you say?” Noah said. Did he really hear
what Delan said? There was no answer. He tried to recall as much as
he could of their comments. He had not told Delan he could fuck
Shay, he knew that. But then he had not said “Hell no, you can’t”
either. His knees were weak, but he could put more weight on his
knee. With the aid of the cane he stood and opened the door. He
needed to get to Delan and Shay and clear this up. Noah knew Shay
and she’d never go for this.

The
counter man was in his face when he opened the door. Shit. He
needed to follow Delan.

“There you are,” the counter man said. “Come ‘ere, the guy’s
brought your stuff in. You need to thank him, don’t you think? He’s
gone through some shit to get this stuff back.”

“I need to…”

“You need to come get your shit from this man, he has other
things to do than get your stuff back.”

“Yeah, Yeah,” Noah said, seeing no other option, he needed
their things back, following the counterman where an overweight man
in a blue tee bearing a “Friend’s Mission” logo stood. He smiled
proudly.

“Hey I’m Georgie. It took some effort but here’s what I came up
with,” he said with a proud smile of accomplishment. Georgie dumped
a bag on the counter. Two phones came out, the right ones, the
black Otter case for Noah, the gold sparkle case for Shay’s IPhone.
Noah’s wallet and the leather ticket wallet holding their return
tickets was there. He picked his wallet up and opened it. The cash
was gone, and it looked like his business credit card was missing
too. Everything else seemed to be in place.

“Thank you so much,” Noah said. “You have no idea…”

“In my line of work maybe I do,” Georgie said. “Don’t worry,
just pay it forward. That’s how we do here.”

“I’d give you a reward but…” Noah opened the wallet.

“No need. Like I said, pay it forward.” Looking at the counter
man Georgie told him, “Tell Delan he owes me one.”

“I will,” said the counterman.

Noah
hobbled to Delan’s office, put the phones and wallets into his
blazer draped over the back of a chair, glanced at the now
half-empty vodka bottle on the bar and the reality of the
conversation in the booth struck him. He had not meant what he said
the way Delan took it. Fuck.

Noah
began hobbling quickly toward the dressing room door in a panic,
passing some of the customers who had watched Shay’s show, still
milling around the booths. “Hottest woman I’ve ever seen here,” one
commented as he passed.

“And what great tits,” said another.

“Big thing is how much she liked it. That girl loves a good
dick.”

One of
the black men laughed. “She hangs around here with Delan that’s
exactly what she’ll get. The bro does love him that white
pussy.”

Noah
stumbled and fell. A couple of the men helped him up and finally
Noah made it to the dressing room door. It was locked. He knocked
again. “Shay?” he said. No one came to the door, but he heard a
female gasp from inside the room, one he had heard before—when
fucking his wife.


CHAPTER 14

 


Shay
pulled herself together, noticing the doors on the windows all shut
except the one Noah and Delan had been inside, but it too was
empty. Her legs were weak, but she had never felt so sexually
alive. She had stunned herself that she could go through with what
she had just done, but strangely the excitement had overshadowed
any guilt, or even any reluctance. “Damn, that was actually fun,”
she said, recalling the intensity of the men watching her. Although
she could not see them she knew most of them were stroking their
cocks as they watched her. Men were jerking off watching me, she
thought. Damn, that was hot.

What
surprised Shay as well was that she was not tired but revived,
excited, wide awake and more sober, and hornier than she had ever
been in her life. Noah will not know what hit him, she thought,
smiling at how intently he had watched her too. He had said he
wanted this, now she had given it to him. She knew his nature; he
would be attentive—and grateful for this gift of sexual uninhibited
display she had presented.

Standing,
she pulled on the terry robe without tying it, picked up the two
dildoes, took a long drink of the water, and stepped to the stage
door. She reached for the door handle, surprised that a throb hit
her pussy, as if she could still feel the sensation of the cock
going in and out of her pussy. She opened the door and stepped
inside. I need a real cock inside me, she thought.

As she
entered the dressing room Delan was standing there, fully clothed,
smiling. “The best I have ever seen,” he said. “You are fantastic.
It was as hot as I predicted wasn’t it? I could tell.”

“No,” Shay said. “Hotter.” She felt her arousal reviving, the
sexual tension was tense, and the attraction was
magnetic.

“I’ve seen you naked only moments ago, no need to cover such a
magnificent body under a robe,” Delan said. Shay looked him in the
eye as she shrugged it off her shoulders and it fell to the floor.
Her body gave a tremble, but not from the temperature. Delan raised
his phone and took two quick photos. Shay didn’t protest or ask him
not to. She was complimented.

“Tonight is the first time you’ve been naked in front of
another man isn’t it?” He knew she had told him, but he wanted to
reinforce the moment.

“Yes.”

“I could see how wet you were. It excited you, didn’t
it?

“Yes.” Delan saw her nipples hardening to rock hard points. She
made no attempt to cross her arms.

“You know how hot and erotic you are, you know how much I am
enjoying looking at you like this, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Shay said.

“You like me looking at you?”

“Yes.”

“And you know I want you?”

“Yes.” Delan was purposely leading her with questions prompting
yes answers.

“When you were fucking yourself with your eyes closed, with the
black dildo I picked out for you, did you recall I said to imagine
it was my cock?”

“Yes.”

“Did you?” Shay was getting hotter from the sexy talk, she knew
where it was leading, but felt unable to stop it—had she wanted to,
but she didn’t. She had never been this turned in her
life.

Shay
paused before she answered. “Tell the truth,” Delan
said.

“Yes.”

“And you wonder if I lied? If my cock is the same size as the
dildo?”

“Yes.”

Delan
moved closer, within reach, still not touching her. “Why don’t you
see,” he said, taking her hand and moving it down to his cock on
the outside of his pants. She wrapped her hand around the cock, and
her knees buckled for a second. He was that big. He released her
wrist, but her hand remained on his cock, rubbing it through the
cloth.

Delan
moved close, their lips almost touching. She could feel and smell
his minty breath on her face. He gently touched her face with his
fingertips, guiding her head upward, wrapping one arm around her
back and pulling her top him, kissing her hard, running lines over
her lips with the tip of his tongue, darting his tongue in and out
of her mouth, dancing with her tongue as she responded. He felt her
grip on his cock tighten.

Moving
his right hand to his belt, he unbuckled his belt and unsnapped the
snap without breaking the kiss. Shay knew what was happening and
couldn’t resist, she had to touch the flesh of that big cock, she
had to see it. Unzipping his pants and tugging them down, she dove
her hand inside his boxers, touching her first black cock. She gave
a groan of pleasure as she encircled the thick shaft with her
hand.

Tugging
down his boxers his cock popped free, only inches from her face.
Shay gave way to the lust and enveloped his big black cock with her
mouth, again a purr of pleasure as she felt his cock touch the back
of her throat. “Yes, just like that baby, suck that black cock.
That’s the favor I wanted girl.”

Delan was
looking down as Shay looked up, their eyes locked, her mouth full
of black cock, and his hand on the back of her head. Her breathing
was husky and loud, almost in a rasp, coming in quick bursts. “Love
my dick in that sweet mouth,” he said.

Delan
backed her up against the bar table, still kissing, breaking only
for quick gasps of air, lifting her slightly up to rest her ass on
the edge, his cock rock hard against her belly. Noah flashed in her
mind. “Wait, I can’t” she said, placing her hand flat on Delan’s
chest, as if to push him away.

“It’s OK,” Delan said, kissing up her neck and whispering in
her ear. “Your husband knows I’m here, It’s all right. He wants
this for you too, make it an anniversary present for him, one
you’ll both remember forever. You know you can.”

“Oh God,” Shay said, not really processing the words but no
longer resisting. She had sensed that was what Noah wanted, he had
implied it, but never said the words. He had said enough that there
was no stopping now though.

Shay
wanted fucked, Delan wanted to fuck her with his big black cock,
and Noah wanted it too. From his excitement when she was turned on
to the pornos, to his rapt attention when she performed, she knew
the entire idea of her being slutty turned him on. Now it was
turning her on as well, her lust was taking control of her body and
her emotions.

Shay
kissed Delan again, pulling him tight against her, crushing her
bare breasts against his shirt, his hand reaching and squeezing,
pulling on her nipple. It was time to end her longing.

“Fuck me,” she whispered to Delan. “Put that big black cock
inside me.”

Delan
touched the head of his cock against her pussy, and she was
dripping, her juices coating the mushroom head of his dick, easing
inside her with no resistance, a single slow steady stroke of black
cock until he was all the way inside. She released a groan that
held all the released lust she had held in, a groan that summed up
her letting go and absorbing a strange cock into her. And it felt
marvelous.

For Shay
it felt like he would never stop going inside her, it felt as if a
foot of cock was deep in her belly. Fuck this is really happening,
she thought, a black man has his cock up inside me. I’m really
doing this. Fuck it feels so damn good.

Delan
savored the sensation of being inside this first time blacked white
woman, giving her long moments to absorb the reality that for the
first time in her marriage another man’s cock was inside her, a
large black man, a man she had met for the first time the day
before.

Delan
gave her three long strokes, full length and slamming her hard
enough to bounce her tits each time he rammed home and their bodies
met, each thrust resulting in Shay’s moan as he penetrated deep and
a soft yelp when he bottomed out inside her. She was in
bliss.

“Wrap your arms and legs around me,” Delan said. She did as she
heard a knock. “Shay?” It was Noah’s voice. Again a knock. “We’re
not stopping,” Delan said, staring into her eyes, their bodies
still joined. Shay nodded.

With his
cock inside her, her arms clasped behind his neck and her legs
around his back, Delan stepped the few steps to the door and opened
the deadbolt, then turned slightly and lay Shay down on her back on
the dressing table without breaking contact.

Each step
had moved his cock in and out of her a little, and Shay was lost in
it, hanging on for dear life, the nerve endings in her body
concentrated on that black cock buried between her legs.

Noah
tried the door again and it opened, he stepped inside.

There was
his wife of 20-years, Shay, beautiful, naked, her face flushed,
gasping, tits bouncing, legs up in the air, jerking as if made of
rubber, toes curling, her arms on the ass of the tall black man, so
very black, as if she was trying to pull him deeper into her body,
their bodies merged and rocking against each other.

Delan’s
shirt was pulled up, his pants and boxers were at his knees and his
thick black cock was pistoning in and out of Shay’s pussy,
glistening with her juices. As the door shut behind him Delan
paused, smiling, looking over at Noah, who was struck almost sober
and acutely aware of the two people so eagerly fucking each other,
almost oblivious to his presence. “Congratulations Noah,” he said.
“You said you wanted your wife more open, sexier, hotter. Here she
is. I’ve fixed that for you.” Delan slammed his cock into Shay
twice more bringing a soft yelp from her when he did and stopped,
his cock almost all the way out of her. She groaned, anticipating a
forward thrust, wanting it, and not getting it.

Shay was
aware her husband was there, seeing her impaled on Delan’s black
cock, but she was too far gone to stop. Her eyes locked with Noah,
there was a brief moment of recognition and it gave way to the
passion of the moment and she let her slut side spring free. She
didn’t want to stop. She needed Delan to finish this act of fucking
her. She wanted it. “Fuck me,” she moaned.

Noah felt
his knee giving way and collapsed back into the chair facing the
fucking couple. Shay’s chest and face flushed, her breathing turned
to raspy grunts and arching her ass up to meet Delan’s forward
motion, she came, loud, moaning, and while her muscles relaxed and
she released her grip on Delan’s ass, Delan reached down and lifted
her up to him by her ass, never slowing down.

Shay
revived quickly, she and Delan staring with lustful looks into each
other’s faces. Delan stopped for a second, unbuttoning his shirt
and stripping it off as Shay held his ass, pulling him hard against
her, his cock so inside her deep. He stepped out of his shoes, and
began pumping her slower, leaning over her, kissing her, kneading
her breast with his hand.

When she
moved her hands around his neck he again raised up, lifting her
again without breaking contact, and bounced her up and down on his
cock as he stood. “Oh my God, Oh fuck, oh yeah, Fuck me,” she said
in a scream.

Delan
backed to the couch and sat down, Shay still on his cock, her legs
on either side of him, pulled up. She was the one moving now,
fucking herself back and forth on his cock while Delan was sucking
hard on her breasts. “Suck my tits,” Shay said, her body jerking as
she came a second time.

Noah
watched, stunned, amazed, a little horrified that Shay had finally
let slut side emerge with such intensity, and a new fear was now
that her slut side would be taking over. It was for certain out of
his control. It was too late for second thoughts now. As much as he
had hoped and urged this to happen it was still overwhelming to
watch Shay enjoying fucking another man, a huge black man with an
oversized dick, and enjoying as was obvious.

Noah
could wait no longer. He unbuttoned his pants, scooted to the edge
of the chair and started stroking his cock as he watched his wife’s
first black fuck.

Delan and
Shay were not aware Noah was in the room. For the moment Shay
belonged to Delan, her pussy belonged to him. He knew he only had
to let the words cross her lips to confirm it. While he knew it,
and he was sure Shay knew it, Noah needed to hear it, for several
important reasons. Delan wanted Shay to do another show, and he
wanted to fuck her again tonight, if not more. This was one fine
white piece of ass and she was eager for it. He was not through
with her by a long sight.

“Like that black dick?” Shay nodded, but that was not enough.
“Say it.”

“Love your black cock in my pussy,” she answered.

“Yeah, like being blacked?”

“Love it, fuck me,” she said, encouraging. Delan lay her back
on the couch, with one of her legs over the back, the other toward
the floor.

“Yeah, spread those legs wide and let me take that white pussy.
Give to me,” Delan said.

“Take it. Take my white pussy.”

“I want that white pussy, give it to me. I want Daddy’s white
pussy.”

Shay felt
her orgasm coming and Delan was fucking her harder and faster,
slamming her deep into the couch cushions, as she started cumming
she screamed “Oh Daddy, it’s your white pussy. Fuck your white
pussy.”

“Gonna nut in my white pussy,” Delan said.

“Cum in me,” Shay panted. “Shoot your cum inside
me.”

“Deep inside that white belly,” Delan said, his first spurt of
cum spewing into her. She arched toward him and screamed as they
came together.

“I feel it, oh fuck, I feel you cumming inside me.” Shay could
feel the first pulse of cum, and the warmth of his cum as it spread
within her. Their bodies quit moving and they clung tight to each
other, his cock still inside her.

“Fuck,” Shay said, “That was incredible.”

Delan
remained inside her pussy, leaning her legs higher, keeping his cum
inside her. “You’re not officially blacked till I’ve nutted
bareback inside that sweet pussy.”

“Then I’ve been blacked? You nutted.”

“Absolutely. I got that black cherry,” Delan said.

“Good,” Shay said. Delan nuzzled her breast, sucking her
nipple. Still not pulling out.

Shay
heard a noise, a raspy scruffy intake of breath, and the reality
that her husband was in the room watching. She turned to Noah, and
he had a stricken look on his face, despite his pants still down
and a small puddle of cum on the floor in front of him. He had
jerked to the erotic fucking he had witnessed.

Delan
glanced at Noah and back at Shay, whispering in her ear, “Will you
do another show? He whispered out of Noah’s hearing.

“Will you fuck me again after?” Shay said, just as
low.

“Absolutely,” Delan said.

“Give me a minute and let me talk to Noah,” she said. Delan
nodded and slowly withdrew his softening black cock. Shay gave a
long sigh as she did, her pussy feeling empty. She felt his cum
oozing. Delan brought her a towel and she slid it under
herself.


CHAPTER 15

 


Delan
pulled up his pants, pulled on his shirt and left the room. Shay
turned to Noah. He had pulled up his pants.

Shay
spread her legs toward him, the black man’s cum pouring now, a
large white glob that was almost round before gravity changed its
shape into a long tendril that ran down, over her ass and to the
towel.

“You OK?” she said. Noah couldn’t speak, only nodding. “Isn’t
this,” Shay pointed to the cum oozing out of her pussy, “Isn’t this
what you wanted?”

“I don’t know, I thought I did, but now…”

“You liked watching though, me being so open and sexy? Letting
my inner slut free?” Shay asked.

“Uh, it’s just…”

“It was just a fuck,” Shay said. “Nothing to do with us,
nothing to do with me loving you. I’m trying to give you what you
said you wanted. It’s just for the first time tonight I wanted it
too. Is that OK, to want what you wanted and live it
out.”

“Yes,” Noah said. “I guess I just need you to reassure me. I’m
sorry I’m vacillating. You just took it farther faster than I was
expecting. And yes, It is the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen,
hotter than I ever imagined.”

“For me too,” Shay said. “Baby don’t take this the wrong way
but that was the best fuck of my life. I’ve never cum like that.
But I want us to be OK to. Nothing that happened her makes me love
you any less. In fact I love you even more that you can let me do
this without freaking.”

“I’m a little scared, I admit,” Noah said.

“Why?”

“How much you liked it,” he said.

“I won’t lie. I loved it.”

“You liked letting go?”

“I love it. I should have listened to you years ago. Think of
the time I’ve wasted.”

“We still have plenty of time,” Noah said. “This is something
we do together?”

“It was hotter performing in the room, and just now, with you
watching me,” Shay said. There was a long pregnant pause, Noah’s
cock hardening again staring at his naked wife opposite him, her
pussy open to him still dripping from another man’s cum, her body
sweaty, a small red hickey now beside the areola of her left
breast. Delan had marked her, Noah realized.

“Your told him your pussy was his.”

“I did. And it is. Tonight. But yours the rest when we get back
to the hotel.” Shay had a wicked thought. Looking Noah in the eye
she asked him, lifting one breast to him and parting her pussy with
the other. “Wanna fuck Daddy’s white pussy?” she said. “Wanna put
your dick in my black stretched cunt.”

Noah
could not resist, and was on top of his wife and plunging inside
her with no foreplay, amazed at her warm and wet pussy, lubricated
with her juices and the black man’s cum.

“Am I looser?” Shay asked.

“A little,” Noah said, slowly pumping into his wife.

“I figured,” Shay said, lowering her hand to his ass as he
fucked her harder. She knew him well enough, had fucked him so many
times that she knew he was close to cumming so quick, and she was
barely started. He was panting.

“You know I’m going to do another show and fuck him again
before we leave don’t you?”

“Yeah,” Noah said, his body going limp as he added his
ejaculation to the load already inside her. She held him, smiling
to herself.

“I have the cum of two men in my cunt at the same time,” she
whispered, her pussy throbbing at the thought. Noah slowly rose off
her and she daubed her pussy with the corner of the
towel.

Shay
wrapped the robe around her, with nothing underneath, still wearing
the high heels, and stepped through the door back into the store.
“I wonder if there’s a shower here?” she said.

Delan was
in the hall smiling. “We all good?” he asked.

“We all very good, and looking forward to more,” Shay smiled
back. “That was great.”

“Good,” Delan said. “Next time will be better.”

“Promise?”

“Medical fact,” Delan said. “Male sperm has ingredients that
directly affect a woman’s brain. Something called NFG, a protein in
the semen acts as a hormonal signal triggering something in the
brain and pituitary gland that triggers release of hormones telling
the ovaries to release eggs. It is a proven medical fact that when
I came inside you a tiny bit of my DNA is forever implanted inside
you. Also there are hormones and neurotransmitters that release
dopamine, oxytocin, and endorphins in the female and increases the
feelings of pleasure, relaxation, and bonding, in other words
increases attraction. All that is working in you right
now.”

“You think?” Shay said.

“You want me to fuck you again, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“It’s working then.”

“Good thing we didn’t use a condom, huh,” Shay said.

“I never use a condom,” Delan said. “But I am overly cautious
whose pussy I put a dick in. One of the reasons I prefer married
white women. Much safer.”

Shay
shifted on her feet; a bit uncomfortable to realize that this was
nothing unique to Delan. She was just another married white wife
conquest. “Do you have a shower around here?” she asked.

“Door to the left in the dressing room,” Delan said, adding,
“Douche under the sink if want to clean up before the second show.
You have 45 minutes. We’re only have two booths not reserved. Word
is spreading quick.”

Shay
loosed the robe and pressed her body against Delan, in view of
three patrons in the aisle. “I’ll do that before I go on, but only
just before. I want to keep your cum inside me and absorb all those
neurotransmitters that I can,” Shay said.

“Be careful,” Delan said with a grin. “They increase attraction
too.”

“Then they’re working,” Shay said, backing away and retying her
robe, stepping back to the dressing room.

Noah was
in view and had witnessed his wife’s display. Well this is what you
wanted, better enjoy it, he thought. Delan looked at him with a
questioning glance, wondering for a second if Noah was having
regrets—until Noah gave him a thumbs up. Noah turned back to the
dressing room.

Two of
the men who had observed Shay opening her robe to Delan approached
the counter.

“That the girl in the show?” one asked.

“Yep,” Delan said.

“Reserve me a booth,” he said. The other chirped in. “And I
want the other.”

“Wise choice, gentleman,” Delan said. “This lady is
exceptional.”


CHAPTER 16

 


Noah felt
shell shocked. He looked around the room at the various pieces of
furniture on which he had witnessed Shay take Delan’s black cock.
Each piece remined him of that moment etched in his memory. He had
come down from the erotic high, was sobering up, determined not to
drink anymore tonight. He was processing what had occurred, but
reasoned going forward it would be to his advantage to be
completely sober.

His leg
has eased and could bear his weight, but he was still limping. Shay
came back into the room, walking past him with a smile, and into
the dressing room restroom. He heard a shower turn on. She had left
the door open and he watched her drop the robe, her back to him,
her tight in-shape body with which he knew every curve and nuance,
ever spot that would bring a reaction, a body he had known
intimately for 20 years—and at the same time he felt there was
something different too.

Shay had
stunned him with her transformation tonight. It was as if her total
personality and thoughts had radically changed. True, her change
was into a woman he had fantasized her being, but the reality was
shocking. In his gut he knew that it did not matter now, after
witnessing her reaction to Delan and her consenting to doing
another show and fucking Delan again.

The open
and public display of his wife was arousing, there was no denying
that. Her confidence was soaring to heights he had never dreamed.
Noah attributed her showing off in the performance with the dildo
pushing her over the edge and fucking Delan. Now she was going to
do it again. He heard the shower turn off, and she came back into
the room in the terry robe, a towel wrapped around her head,
looking very domestic.

“Hey, I thought about you while I was showering. Are you sure
you’re OK?”

“I’m fine,” Noah said.

“Sure? Is this too much for you? Do I need to scale it back
some?”

Noah
considered his answer for only a second, the need for an answer
coalescing his jumbled thoughts. “Hell no,” Noah said. “I’ve
dreamed of you being this hot and now you are. No, that’s not
right. You are hotter and this is far more exciting than I ever
imagined. So no, don’t scale back. Go for it.”

Shay
smiled. “I guess we do make a good couple, don’t we?”

“20 years’ worth,” Noah said. “We’re going to have some great
erotic fun with the new you.”

“I know that I certainly am,” Shay said. Pointing to the
lingerie rack. “Go find me something you’d like me to wear in front
of all those paying customers,” she said. “And pick out a dildo you
would like for me to use. Delan said he would have some new ones on
the table, but I should let you pick one too, more intimate kind of
thing.”


CHAPTER 17

 


Noah
opened the deeper second drawer and was puzzled at what he saw,
then he realized he was looking at a fucking machine.

He
removed the machine from the drawer, set it on top of the table and
plugged it in. A dial remote was attached to the frame with a
magnet. Noah folded down the four suction capped legs, turned the
dial, and instantly the rod with the blunt end started pumping.
Noah turned the dial and increased the pace, went the other way and
it slowed. He put a black dildo with a suction cup on the bottom,
slightly larger than her largest from the previous session and
secured it to the base of the fucking machine. Again he turned it
on, and the rubber cock began thrusting back and forth. He left it
out, and stepped to the lingerie rack, selecting a knee length
sheer black shirt that buttoned up the front. He laid it over the
chair.

The
bathroom door opened, and Shay emerged. Noah gasped at the change.
She had pulled her hair back, accenting the large hoops in her
ears. “They have a great makeup selection in there,” she said, “All
Bobbie Brown.”

Shay’s
makeup was dark smoky eyes, even underneath, false eyelashes, more
pale than usual for her, and the brightest red lipstick Noah had
ever seen on his wife. She had put make up on the hickey Delan left
on her boob, and Noah could not help but think how fuckable she
looked. Usually he would envision her underneath him as they fucked
when he had these little aroused daydreams, but this time it was
not that. Etched in his mind was his wife naked in the middle of
the room on the turning stage, fucking herself with a life size
black dildo.

Noah’s
mind had progressed beyond the shock, and now he was eager to see
his wife displayed again, performing the show, and yes, fucking
Delan again.

“What’s this?” Shay asked, although with the dildo attached it
was obvious what it was. She jerked her head up. “You want me to
use this?”

“Yes,” Noah said, handing her the remote. She turned it and
watched the cock start pumping.

“Damn,” she said. “This thing would never wear out,” and she
paused, adding, “But it would never dump any cum inside you
either.”

“Huh?” Noah said, not understanding.

“I’ll explain at home,” she smiled. “Neurotransmitters and
things.”

“I don’t understand,” Noah said.

“You will,” she smiled. “I understand very well.”



***

 


Delan
opened the door. “You about ready?”

“Almost,” Shay said, “But how do you set this thing up?” she
said, pointing to the fucking machine. Delan smiled.

“Now you’re thinking,” he said. “Give me a couple of minutes,
we have a special table on rollers. It will be behind your chair,
almost out of sight until you roll it into position. Flip the lever
down that locks the wheels and enjoy. Nothing to it.” He paused.
“Shame we couldn’t have had a practice run, if I’da
known.”

“You’ll get enough practice after the show,” Shay
said.

Delan
walked through the dressing room and out the stage door and pulled
a table on rollers from a closet. She turned to Noah. “You’d better
get to your room so you can watch the slut side of your
straightlaced wife showing off. I’m going out as soon as Delan has
everything set. Love ya baby.” Noah saw the dismissal for what it
was and left for the room.

Delan
took the fucking machine to the table, clamped it on, plugging into
an outlet in the floor, When he stepped back into the room he
walked straight to Shay and kissed her, his hands seeking her
breasts, and sliding his hand down her belly dipping a finger into
her pussy.

“Wet,” he said, “Just like I like’em.”

“You make me that way,” she said. “Let me get this show over so
you and I can have some fun.”

Delan
handed her a temporary tattoo, it was a spade with a Q in it. “Put
this on your ankle,” he said. “You’ve earned it.” Shay took it to
the sink and wet it, applying it to her ankle. She looked up at
Delan.

“It’s what you are now,” Delan said. “Be proud of
it.”

“What does it mean?” Shay asked.

“Queen of Spades. You like black cock. You’ve had black cock.
And you want some more. It signals that white pussy is available to
the right black man.”

“I’ve only fucked you,” she said.

“I’m the right black man,” Delan said. “But it doesn’t have to
stop there, and probably won’t. You done gone black girl, no going
back.” Delan stepped out the door. He licked his finger, tasting
her sweet taste. The first time had been urgent and hot, this next
time he was going to drag out and savor.


CHAPTER 18

 


Shay had
sobered some, but poured herself a double and drank half before
carrying it with her to the stage, greeted by the sounds of the
doors over the windows opening. She saw Noah was alone, and
wondered where Delan was. Music came over the speakers, a porno
started on the screen, and rather than touch herself with her
fingers as she did the first time, she turned to the table where
Delan had laid out five realistic dildoes, all black, with the
smallest the same model as the one he compared to his own big cock.
She didn’t think she could take the larger ones. Shay knew what was
expected, and picked up the smallest, licking it before pouring a
small amount of lube on the head.

Lowering
the tip to her pussy, she slowly slid it in, her heart pounding as
she glanced up at the intent faces of her viewers. As she moved the
rubber cock in and out of her pussy, she tried to look each one of
the men watching directly in the eyes. It was a rush.

Some
looked down or looked away, as if embarrassed, but the black men,
which was about half of the patrons gave her a knowing smile and
returned her direct stare in a way that flooded her pussy. She knew
what was attracting their attention, the Queen of Spades temporary
tattoo.

The
thought of fucking more black men crossed her mind, and within
seconds she was fucking herself to a squirting orgasm.

 


***

 


Shay
finished her drink, chased it with water, and went to the next size
up dildo, bigger than anything that had ever been inside her
before. She worked it inside her in short, tiny pushes, her pussy
feeling tightly filled and stretching to accommodate the bigger
size. The stretching was not that much and with the lube it was
even comfortable. She had an orgasm before she got the cock all the
way inside her. She looked down at the remaining two dildoes. I’ll
never get that biggest one inside me without tearing me apart, she
thought, realizing she needed to do what she could to spend the
rest of the show with the third rubber cock. It was big, by far the
biggest thing she had ever hand inside her, but she felt determined
to try. She held it up and carefully poured lube down the shaft,
using the oil still on her hand and rubbing it over her bare pussy,
her pubis reflecting in the bright light shining down on her,
glistening.

Showtime,
she thought, staring down at her pussy as she positioned the head
of it at her entrance, slowly, parting her labia and then deep. She
could feel it stretching when she barely had all the head of it in
sight. She was holding on to the base of the cock, where the
suction cup was with both hands. Taking a breath she pulled it
deeper into her.

Shay
paused, allowing her body to adjust, in no pain but so very tight.
Another push, deeper inside. She looked down, then closing her eyes
and leaning her head back pushed again. Harder. She opened her eyes
and glanced at the screen on the wall showing the porno. A skinny
blonde was fucking herself with a dildo larger than even the one
Shay now had deep inside her. She felt her pussy gushing lube, her
nipples were so hard they almost hurt, rock solid, and she pulled
again on the dildo, with one hand squeezing her breast and pulling
on her nipple. She was surprised how easily the rest of the cock
went it, all the way, the balls base of it tight against her
pussy.

Shay was
amazed she had that much cock inside her, and didn’t realize at
first she was panting, and she felt the sensation of an orgasm
building, emanating from her stretched pussy. She didn’t stroke it
in and out in long strokes, but instead pushed it tight into her
with her wrist touching her clit and fucked herself without
withdrawing or stroking it, pushing it deeper into her, even though
the wide rubber balls on the base prevented it, she ground it tight
against her pussy, over and over. It was an unbelievable
sensation.

The sound
of moaning, groaning of a woman cumming extremely hard, almost in a
scream cut through Shay’s consciousness as the spasms wracked her
body. Her entire body was convulsing, and she realized the voice
she heard was her own. She came, but she didn’t want to stop. She
couldn’t stop.

Slowly
she withdrew the cock, a sad empty feeling in her pussy. Quickly
but deliberately she rolled the fucking machine into place and
attached the suction cup on the cock she had used on the flat plate
at the end of the rod.

There
were two stirrup like arms designed to hold her legs up and apart,
and after applying more lube to both the cock and her pussy, she
took the two straps on the cart and lay back, pulling it toward
her, the rubber cock on the end of the rod in perfect position to
penetrate her. She placed her calves on the leather straps on the
arms and pulled the cock closer, until she could feel the cock at
her pussy entrance.

The
straps stretched, and she hooked each on the fasteners on the end
of the straps with the tension holding the cart against her lower
half. She glanced at the faces in rapt attention, and saw her
husband was flushed and sweating, his body vibrating. From the
movements she could tell he was jerking off to her exhibiting
herself like this.

Shay
turned the dial on the machine, there was a hum, and the rod pushed
forward, shoving half the cock into her on the first stroke. The
tension on the straps pulled the machine closer and on the second
pump the entire length of cock slammed home. She yelped and gave a
loud “Oh My God.” She increased the dial and the cock kept pumping
away. “I’m being fucked by a machine,” she said softly, not that
anyone could hear. She increased the pace, laid back in the bliss
and sensation of a steady fucking she knew would not cum early or
tire.

Shay felt
herself instinctively rocking up her pelvis to meet the machine.
She could not see the machine without raising up, and it was
pounding her so steady she didn’t dare. She opened her eyes,
glancing at the video screen of a woman with a huge black man
pounding her from behind, bent over a couch.

She let
her imagination go there. It was as if an invisible black lover
with a huge cock was fucking her. She wanted to let it fuck her
forever. She had a small orgasm and whispered “fuck me harder” as
she turned up the speed even more.

The
orgasms began hitting her in waves, seconds apart, writhing on the
table lost in the cumming non-stop. There were no shouts now, only
whimpers. Tears were rolling out of the corners of her eye, she
felt she was drooling, and then like a huge wave struck and with
her loudest shout yet she screamed YESSSS as he same hard. She
turned the machine off and lay there with it still inside her, her
body jerking and stomach rolling, muscles tensing and releasing in
a full body orgasm.

Shay lay
there without moving, may have even blacked out for a second,
awakened by the sound of the doors over the windows shutting. She
unsnapped the straps and pushed the cart lightly, the move
withdrawing the cock from her pussy. Again the empty
feeling.

Without
moving from the table on which she was laying she heard the fucking
machine being rolled away. Shay felt the presence of someone there,
opening her eyes to see Delan at the lower end of the table, his
hard cock jutting out, naked, his body glistening in the lights
like it was oiled.

“Fuck me, Delan, my pussy feels empty.”

“Not for long,” Delan said, popping his cock all the way in on
a single stroke.

Shay
thought she had collapsed with the full body orgasm, but as Delan
started stroking harder, his hands tugging on her nipples, their
bodies making a pop, pop, pop when the collided, the continuous
orgasm she had started with the machine returned, quickly, waves or
orgasms. She was almost delirious.

“Oh you fuck me with that big black dick so good, lover,” she
groaned. “Gimme that black dick.”


CHAPTER 19

 


Noah was
still in the booth. He was shocked to see the Queen of Spades on
her ankle. He had surfed enough porn he knew what it meant. Was she
going to want more black men after this? She was letting go, but
this was far beyond anything Noah could have imagined or dreamed.
And if she did want more partners, or more with Delan? Was there a
line they needed to draw now, or was it already too
late?

It was
not that he wanted or needed control, but his concern was how out
of control Shay might get. It worried him but made his cock even
harder. Was she already this far over the edge? He kept watching,
his pants down at his ankles, his cock in his hand but not moving,
for an instant concerned because Shay didn’t move. He pulled up his
pants and buckled them.

Noah
thought he would leave when Shay got up from the table, not
expecting Delan to step into the room and plunge his cock into his
wife this quickly. He contemplated leaving the booth, but that
would mean he would miss some of what he was watching. He remained
seated and watched his wife black fucked.

Shay at
that moment wasn’t aware she was married, didn’t know she was a
wife, but was instead simply a woman in the throes of ecstasy with
a big black dick buried in her belly, her pussy being pummeled so
well by this big dicked black man. “I love how you fuck me,” she
moaned. Part of the previous fuck entered her mind. “Fuck your
white pussy, it’s yours,” she proclaimed.

“Damn right it is,” Delan said. “And this is only the
beginning.”

“I want it,” Shay moaned.

“What?”

“Your cum, fill my pussy up with those neurotransmitters, flood
my brain with them, make me want you even more than I do. Cum
inside me.”

It was
all the prompting Delan needed. He squeezed her tits hard, wrapping
his hands around them with the nipples pushing through the circle
of his thumb and forefinger, brown and hard. With a long groan he
spewed his seed inside her, and Shay for an instant felt as if she
really had received a jolt of something in her brain. Delan lay
over on her. They kissed.

“Are you done?” she asked.

“No, we’re going to a bed though,” Delan said. “I have a
bedroom off my office for when I work late.”

“Lead on,” Shay said.

Delan led
the way and she followed. She reached for the robe but didn’t pull
it on, she draped it over her arm, and felt free and bold. As if on
a dare she said, “Fuck they’ve all seen me naked already anyway,”
she said, entering the dressing room, passing her husband. “Come on
Noah, Delan’s not through with his pussy.”

Noah was
shocked as Shay brazenly walked nude into the store, following the
black man who had paused only to pull on his boxers. Down the
aisles, past the front counter, and into the office, the door
closing behind them. The remaining store patrons did not seem
shocked, but it was clear they all knew that the white woman they
had witnessed fucking the machine was now going to be getting the
real thing from the black man she was following.

Like
being drawn by a magnet those still in the store milled closer to
the office door, trying to hear.

Noah
watched for a second. Glancing down at the floor he noticed a trail
of cum that Shay had dripped from her pussy as she had walked
through the store. He glanced at the counter man. “I know, I’ll mop
it up before someone slips. About closing time anyway.”

Noah went
to the office door, half expecting the door to be locked, but
finding it was not, walked inside. He closed the door and heard his
wife gushing to Delan, “Fuck me like a whore.” The sound was from
inside another room—a door opposite the restroom door and closed.
He stepped to it and turned the knob. It too was unlocked. He
quietly opened the door and stepped inside. They were on the bed;
he was already inside her.


CHAPTER 20

 


“That was a rush,” Shay said as he tossed the robe over the
chair and moved to crawl on the large bed where Delan lay naked,
his cock already recovered and sticking straight up.

“What was the rush?”

“Walking naked through the store behind you—and everyone there
that saw me knowing that you would be fucking me in
minutes.”

“And I will be,” Delan said. “But first we need some proper
blacking. Yeah, I’ve nutted in your pussy and that counts, but I’ve
not fucked you the way I want to fuck you, the way you’ll never
forget. Lay that pretty white ass back and spread those long legs,
display that sweet pussy to me,” he said.

Shay did
as he ordered, and he buried his head into her pussy, sucking her
clit, circling it with his tongue, easing two long fingers inside
her at the same time.

“Oh shit, oh hell,” Shay said, thrusting her pelvis up and
reaching to put her hand on the back of Delan’s head, pressing it
harder against her pussy. “I’m gonna cum,” she said, “I’ve lost
track of how many times I’ve cum,” and she did again, squirting,
spraying Delan’s face. He never slowed until she pushed against his
forehead.

Delan
reached for the robe on the bed and dried his face. “I’m sorry,”
Shay said, embarrassed.

“For what?” Delan asked. “That was delightful.”

Delan
moved over her and they kissed, flicking their tongues against each
other, Shay wrapping her arms around his ebony back and crushing
him against his chest, running her fingertips over his back,
noticing how velvety the texture of his skin.

Delan
started sucking on her nipples, sucking until they were rock hard
buds, dark red from his sucking on them, reaching for her hand and
locking fingers with the white wife. He went back down and started
eating her pussy, causing her grunts to come out like “wuuf,
wuuf,”. He reached his hand toward her mouth and she pulled his
fingers to her, sucking on them as if they were a cock. Shay pushed
him up.

“My turn” she said, and Delan was on his knees on the bed, Shay
moved sideways to him, taking his cock into her mouth, causing him
to give a humming sound of pleasure. “You suck me so good,” he
said. “I love to fuck that sweet mouth like that. That’s
nice.”

Delan
wrapped his hand in her hair with one hand pushing his cock to the
back of her throat, surprised as she deep throated him. “Get it all
Momma,” he said, dropping to finger her with two fingers, her pussy
so wet it was making sopping sounds. He moved to kiss her again,
pumping his fingers harder, three fingers now, then four, easily
going in from the stretching of pussy by the big dildo on the
machine.

Shay came
like that, and Delan moved between her legs. She pulled her knees
up toward her shoulders and reached for his cock, guiding it inside
her as he moved forward. “Uh huh, take it. Yes,” Delan said as he
went deep, hard, all the way inside. “Getting all up in that white
cunt,” he grunts.

Shay
kissed him hungrily as he fucked, her breasts bouncing. “Make my
tits bounce,” Shay said, spurring Delan on harder. He grabbed her
ankles and moved them to her shoulders, and he didn’t move. Shay
started moving, fucking herself against the stationary black
man.

Delan
loomed over her again, kissing, still inside her, his hands rubbing
her tits, pulling on her nipples, squeezing, first one breast, than
the other. He reached down between her legs with his cock inside
her and started rubbing her clit.

Shay was
resting her hands on his ass as he began pumping harder,
faster.

“Give Black Daddy that pussy,” he said.

“It’s yours,” Shay said, surrendering her body to him. “Take
it.”

“You are so fucking hot. Hottest woman I’ve ever seen, and the
hot way you’re taking to this black dick.”

“I love it. Give me all of it.”

“My pussy. My slut,” Delan said. Slut, Shay thought. There it
was. The word she had never thought she would accept of herself.
Slut. As she said it she felt her pussy gush with juices.
Slut.

“Your slut,” she said. Delan rolled to his back. “Fuck your
slut.

“Ride my black dick Momma, ride Daddy’s big black
cock.”

Shay
straddled him, reaching down guiding him into her pussy as she
lowered her body down on his cock, gently bouncing up and down on
it at first, rocking her pelvis with his cock imbedded deep in her
belly, his hands squeezing her tits, pressing them up, holding them
as she rode him. She leaned back and brushed her hair away from her
face, then leaned forward kissing him again.

“I’m a slut,” Shay whispered, realizing there was no other word
for tonight. “I’ve never been a slut before.”

“You’re a good slut, a natural slut,” Delan said. “Only sluts
like dick the way you do.”

“Natural slut,” Shay repeated. “Yeah, I am. Fuck me like the
slut I am.”

She put
her hands over his, holding them on her boobs, pressing down, then
kissed him again, his cock inside her but she was not longer
moving, instead soaking in the sensation of that black cock inside
her.

Shay
rose, still squatting on his dick, her feet flat on the bed, and
reaching back put her hands on his knees and began bouncing on his
cock, her breasts bouncing wildly. Shay got off balance and fell to
her back, Delan following, between her legs again. “Get this dick
in that hot Momma pussy,” he said.

“Yes,” Shay said.

“Like my big black cock inside you?” Shay nodded. “Say it,” he
ordered.

“I love your black cock inside my pussy. I love it, love it,
love itttt” Shay screamed as he came again. As she did she was
begging Delan, “Give me your cum. Cum in me.” Delan gave a loud
moan and slammed her hard, grinding his cock into her pussy,
letting her pussy drain him, depositing all his cum inside this
newly made white slut. He couldn’t recall ever fucking any white
woman that loved black dick more than the woman twisting on his
cock at that moment.

As they
wound down this time, Delan was whispering to Shay. Noah couldn’t
hear. Shay was nodding, whispering in return, shaking her head
no.

After he
pulled out she snuggled under his arm and was still.

Delan
looked down at Shay. Her eyes were closed, and she had dozed off.
Delan looked over at Noah, fully clothed, sitting in a chair facing
the bed. Delan had no idea how long Noah had been there. The look
on Noah’s face was as if he was awestruck, as if he saw from how
his wife’s lustful emotional exchange between her and this black
man she had just fucked they had only known two days that this was
not the end, but only the beginning of his wife’s now freed slut
side.

“This ain’t the last black dick this girl will be getting,”
Delan said, recovering. His mind was already reeling, looking for a
solution to get more of this white wife pussy.

Delan
studied Noah’s blank face, and as if he could read Noah’s mind and
told him, “Hang on for the ride, it’s going to a wild one.” Noah
nodded.

“I can see that,” Noah said.

Shay
awoke and lay still, giving her black lover’s cum time to run out.
She didn’t speak to Noah, exchanging glances with a strange look on
her face that he could not read.

Shay
eased out of the bed and walked into the bathroom and closed the
door without speaking. Noah looked down at the floor and again his
wife was still dripping another man’s cum across the floor. He
heard the shower turn on.

“Thanks for sharing,” Delan smiled at Noah as he rose, pulled
on his clothes, and walked out of the room.


CHAPTER 21

 


Noah
stood and took a step. His knee still hurt but he could walk
unaided.

Shay came
out of the shower, drying with a towel. Delan came back into the
room as if he had forgotten something, and she made no effort to
cover herself, naturally comfortable nude in front of the man with
who she had shared her body.

Delan
pulled her close, giving Shay a long kiss, fondling her boobs,
lowering his mouth to them and giving two more hickeys, one on each
breast, close to her nipples before dressing. “Something to
remember me by,” he smiled. He left the room again.

Shay
gathered her clothes, she asked Noah. “Like it better the second
time?”

“Yes,” Noah said. “You?”

“Yes, you couldn’t tell?” Shay asked.

“I could tell,” Noah smiled.

“Want to fuck me here or back at the hotel? I’m ready to leave
if you are.”

“You can go again?”

“I am surprising myself, but yes, I’d love to get fucked again
tonight.”

No third
show?” Noah asked.

“Not tonight,” Shay said. “I’m too tired, and it’s getting
late. They’ll close soon.”

Shay
pulled on her clothes she had worn for dinner, only hours but
seemed like a lifetime ago, and it ways it was, the emergence of a
new Shay, a woman in tune with her desires and sexuality, and
looking forward to enjoying them with her husband—and other men
too.

 


***

 


As they
waited for the Uber, Delan stood with them, his arm possessively
around Shay. “You take care of my white pussy,” he said to
Noah.

“Don’t worry, he will,” Shay said, “Or I’ll find someone else
who will.”

“Whoa,” Delan laughed. “What have we unleashed?”

“A woman.” She paused. “A woman that has discovered black
cock.”

“True that,” Delan said. “So when can you come
back?”

Noah
jerked his head toward Shay in surprise. Their expressions changed
at the same time in two diverse ways, shock for Noah and a caught
look on Shay. In their after-fuck whispers Shay had said she was
willing to come back for a replay. Delan had suggested they come
for a weekend and overnight in Delan’s bed if Noah would
agree.

“I don’t know,” Noah said.

“Well consider it or stay an extra day and we can take in some
sights tomorrow; I’ll give you my personal tour. I guarantee you’ll
love it.”

“Our hotel is probably full tomorrow; I know they are hosting a
major convention. I was only able to get our rooms for Thursday and
Friday because of a last-minute cancellation.

“You two can stay at my place, I’ve got plenty of room,” Delan
smiled. “Won’t cost you anything.”

“Another time maybe,” Noah said. Noah looked at Shay and saw
the disappointed look. It was clear what she wanted. He looked down
at his phone and looked at Shay. “Nothing planned on a weekend in
nine weeks,” he said. Shay looked up and smiled at
Delan.

“We’ll see you in nine weeks Black Daddy.”

“And my customers will get to see a lot more of you? If so I’ll
spread the word.”

“Spread the word,” Shay said.

“Great, I look so forward to your coming back. I’ve got some
friends that would love to meet you, too,” he said.

“And I look forward to meeting them,” Shay said, the
anticipation of how she knew that might turn out already causing
her pussy to flood.

The Uber
arrived and Noah climbed in. Shay kissed Delan one last time. “Till
next time,” he said.

Once in
the car Shay kissed Noah. “You better be up for some serious
reclaiming,” she said, “You need to fuck Delan out of my
head.”

“Get us back to the hotel as fast as you can,” Noah said,
feeling Shay’s hand circling his cock, thankful after all that had
happened tonight he was hard.

“Happy Anniversary,” Shay said.

“Happy Anniversary,” Noah answered, reaching his arm around
her, and pulling her close, sliding his hand inside her top to cup
her breast. In the past Shay would have angrily pushed his hand
away and tell him the driver might see. Tonight she made no effort
to move Noah’s hand, even when he pushed the dress aside to see her
bare breast before he covered it with his hand. Shay looked up at
him and smiled.

 


***

 


In a
moment of inspiration Shay leaned back, disentangling his hand from
inside her top, and turned the tables. Haistily she reached for the
buckle of his pants and unfastened it, popping the button and
unzipping his pants, opening them up to allow her to snake her hand
to the waistband of his briefs and pull them down, lowering her
mouth to his cock, licking up the shaft of his cock and taking him
deep into her mouth. He gasped as he realized she was blowing him
in the back of a cab, and it was only a few blocks away from their
hotel.

Shay
bobbed her head up and down on his cock only a few times until he
told her, “We’re here baby.”

Shay
raised, her hand still holding his cock, stroking it lightly and
her face inches from his. “I want to stay another night,” she said.
“Let’s go stay at his place tomorrow.” Noah was in a compromised
position; the cabbie was double parked and there was plenty of
light coming into the car.

“I’m not letting go of your dick until you say yes,” Shay said.
“I mean it. You wanted me more open, more assertive; you got it
baby. Here I am.” Noah looked her in the face and saw the serious
intent. “Well?”

“OK.”

“Great,” Shay said, smiling and sitting up. Noah put his cock
back in his pants. “I’ll call him right now.”

“You have his number?”

“Yeah, he put his number in my phone and I put mine in his when
we were in the dressing room.” Shay touched her phone and put it to
her ear. “Hey Black Daddy, we’ve decided to stay another day and
take you up on your hospitality if the offer is still open.” She
paused. “Great, what time?” Again a pause. “OK, I’ll call you when
we get up and we will check back then.”

Shay was
giddy. She wrapped her arms around Noah a kissed him hard. “I love
you so much,” she said. “This is so much fun. I never dreamed.”
Shay paused as if a different thought came to her. “this is not all
too much for you is it baby?”

“Just happening faster than I would have ever thought,” Noah
said. “I’ve been thinking about it as I watched you. Everything is
happening that my wildest most erotic fantasy envisioned. I’m
seeing it. So I’m good.” He laughed, “I didn’t understand that when
you yielded to your nasty side it was emerging as far and as fast
as it has. Believe or not I’m enjoying it. I’m good.”

Shay got
out of the car, walked to the curb, and looked back at Noah, still
sitting there. He was right, it was all happening so fast. But why
would I want to do it slow, she thought her herself “Come on baby,”
she said.


CHAPTER 22

 


In the
room despite all the liquor and wall to wall sex of the evening,
Shay wanted one more round. “Reclaim me,” she said. “You gave me to
Delan, I gave him my pussy, now take it back and make it yours
again.”

“I’m not sure I can,” Noah said, thinking back on the times he
had already cum tonight. “Hang on a sec.” He went to the restroom,
reached in his Dopp kit, and found the blue pills. He popped one
without telling Shay. He climbed on the bed with his naked wife,
looking no different than the hundreds of times they had done this
before other than the three hickeys on her breast.

“Let me see if can help,” she said.

Shay did
suck him hard—and from the stretching and lube that remained it was
far easier entering her pussy than ever felt before. “Do I feel
different?” she asked him. “I know I’ve been stretched.”

“You feel great,” Noah said as he pushed inside her and started
his typical rhythm.

“I love the being stretched feeling,” she said. “Thank you for
letting me enjoy this.”

“Thank you for finally letting go,” Noah said.

“You’ll get all the benefits long term,” Shay said. “I’m over
holding everything it. It feels like I am free.” She closed her
eyes as if she was thinking for a second, and opened them, telling
Noah, “Thank you for sharing me with Delan.”

. “I love
you like this,” Noah said.

“Like what?”

“Slutty.”

“Well after tonight I am a slut. I hope you can handle it,” she
said.

“I hope I can too, I’m certainly going to try.”

“Well I’m certainly going to try to be a slut for you too,”
Shay said. “Now stop talking and start fucking.” She shoved her
pubis hard against him, lifting her legs to his shoulders as he
rose over her, fucking her straight down.

Noah came
quickly and they held each other as the sleep came.


CHAPTER 23

 


It was 10
am when the light from the gap in the curtains hit Noah in the
eyes. He awoke with a light hangover, but when he looked up he saw
Shay leaving the shower, her hair wet, drying off with the towel
and bringing him a coffee from the in-room Keurig.

“Hey baby, I was going to wake you up when I got out of the
shower. We have a noon check out.” Noah wiped the sleep from his
eyes and looked up at his smiling wife, so naturally beautiful, as
pristine, and normal, nothing indicating the night of debauchery
from the night before, except for some hickeys on her breasts, a
reminder that everything was no longer pristine and normal. Someone
else had fucked her. She had a strange cock, a black cock, inside
her for the first time in 20 years of marriage.

“Did we really do what we did last night?” Shay
asked.

“From the hickeys on your tits and my recollections we
certainly did.”

“Are you OK?” Shay asked.

“I’m fine. I’m incredibly good in fact. A little sore down
there, I guess from being stretched by big dildos and cocks, but I
loved every bit of what happened. My only concern is in ways it
left you out. I’m worried about how you take it.”

“I’ve wanted you to let go for years, and last night you did,
taking it further than I would have every dreamed, granted, but,
well, wow! You were amazing. I’ve never seen you like that before
and the look on your face as you did. I know you enjoyed it a lot.
It was exciting to watch,” Noah said.

“How many times did I fuck?” Shay asked.

“If you include the dildoes I lost count,” Noah said,
smiling.

“So you’re good? Really?” Shay asked.

“I’m good.”

“How do you feel going forward?”

“What do you mean?” Noah asked.

“Do you want me to stop, let this be a one-off?” Shay
asked.

“Is that what you want?” He looked into her eyes and saw her
face study the question for a second before she
answered.

“No. To be honest I want to do more.”

“Such as?”

“I’m not sure, just see where this takes us.
Explore.”

“A sexual exploration?” Noah asked.

“Precisely,” Shay said.

“I don’t want this to take over our lives, we need to both know
when to pull back, I do not want to risk “us”, Noah
said.

“Me either,” Shay said. “Tell you what, if it gets to much for
you, or you feel I should stop, say it.”

“And will you stop?”

“I’d like to think I would. We’ll talk about it for sure,” Shay
said, noticing the concern cross Noah’s face. He didn’t like that
answer. She went on. “What I am saying is if you had wanted to stop
Delan from fucking me last night after the build-up I would not
have wanted to stop. I was too far into it.”

“That’s it, I need you to not get too far into it.”

“What is too far?” Shay asked.

“We’ll know it when we see it, I hope,” Noah said.

“I hope too,” Shay said, feeling the subject exhausted, she
changed the subject. “Delan has already texted. He is waiting
before he goes anywhere so we can drop our bags off at his place.
He’s not that far from here, he said.”

“We have time for a quickie?” Noah ventured.

“Sorry, but no,” Shay said. “Get out of bed, we need to
go.”

 


***

 


The door
man opened the cab door and Shay and Noah stood out front of an
expensive looking high-rise apartment building. The door man put
the bags on a cart and led them to the elevators. “Mr. Delan is
expecting you,” he said.

“How did you know who we were?” Shay asked.

“Easy, he said this beautiful woman with her husband would be
arriving with bags, and be on the lookout,” the door man
said.

“Thanks,” Shay said, blushing.


CHAPTER 24

 


The
apartment was large, two large bedrooms a sectional couch facing a
full window wall overlooking the city. Delan picked up Shay’s bag.
“I’ll show you to the room,” he said, leading the way. Shay stopped
Noah, pointing to the bar. “Fix us all a drink honey.”

Noah
poured a nice 12-year-old expensive bourbon for himself and Delan,
a vodka and cranberry for Shay, and carried them in the direction
he had seen Delan and Shay go. He waited, became impatient and went
hunting them, going into two rooms before he opened a bedroom door
to find Shay on her knees in front of Delan, sucking his cock.
Delan looked over at Noah. “Just set the drinks on the dresser,” he
said. “Girl said she couldn’t wait to get my black cock in her
mouth. We won’t be long.”

Noah set
the drinks down and sat down in the easy chair, watching his wife
suck the black man. Delan had his hand now the back of her head,
urging her forward. Delan did have a large cock, Noah thought, and
Shay was enjoying it, looking up to Delan, gasping when he released
his grasp and let her off his cock.

“Faster baby, I want to get off quick so we can get started on
our day,” Delan said. Last night had been a drunken series of
unexpected circumstances. She was sober now, so the key was to keep
the fires stoked to take her where he had in mind. He had to get a
dick in her sober—even if only a blow job. Do not give her time to
overthink it.

Shay
wrapped her hand around the base of Delan’s black cock and was
stroking it, jerking him off with her hand while she faced him with
her mouth open, ready to take his cum. “Jus like dat,” Delan said,
less articulate in that moment before he spurted his cum. The first
spurt hit her cheek and she turned her head to take the rest of his
cum, gobbling it as if it were delicious candy, holding her mouth
on his and running her hand up the length to pull every drop of his
cum into her mouth. She swallowed it all.

“Thanks baby,” Delan said. “I’ll leave you all to it. Maybe
30-45 minutes?” He exited.

Shay
looked at Noah, the black man’s cum still on her cheek, and smiled.
“Damn this is all so hot,” she said. “I’d better hurry.” She
stepped into the bathroom to clean up. Noah dressed in a dress
shirt and khaki pants, dressy casual Delan had said.

Shay had
a black pants suit with blazer over a white button up shirt. Noah
watched her as she dressed, noting she did not put on a bra, and
unbuttoned the blouse one button lower than usual. Wow, he thought,
she really is loosening up. Delan had dress pants and a white shirt
with no tie.

 


***

 


The lunch
was in a crowded restaurant with business types scurrying in and
out. They took a corner table, had soup and salads, and started
drinking. It was a long lunch, feeling each other out. Delan
explained had middle class parents, played several sports in
college, and became successful buying and selling real estate. The
bookstore was one of his properties and he had been working because
his manager had left, and he had not hired a replacement yet. He
usually checked on the business a couple of days a week, but rarely
at night.

“So we were just lucky I guess,” Shay said.

“Luck sometimes is seizing the opportunity. I went back to the
store the second night hoping you would show up, and it did. I just
had a feeling,” Delan said.

“What kind of feeling?” Noah asked, curious.

“Don’t know how to say it other than to say it. A white woman
opening to getting black cock gives off vibes, and I am attuned to
pick up on them. They are little subtle things, a glance that holds
an instant of a second too long, how she carries herself and body
language when I’m talking to her. It is hard to explain in words,
but it exists.”

“And I was putting off vibes?”

“Strong vibes,” Delan said. “Even stronger now.”

“Such as?”

“You haven’t rubbed off that Queen of Spades from your
ankle.”

“Oh I forgot,” Shay said.

“No you didn’t,” Delan said. “Another vibe you were putting off
is new and different things, pushing your comfort zone, stepping
outside the shy old you is a massive arousing thing for you. You’re
thinking about what is next after fucking your first black man,
aren’t you?”

Shay
seemed shocked that Delan had tapped into exactly what she was
thinking.

“How do you know that?”

“I know your type,” he said. “Faithful, married, things a
little dull at home, kids leave, bored, getting to the age that you
want to prove to yourself that you appeal to younger men, hubby
wanting to see that too.”

“OK, right so far,” Noah said. Shay gave him a sideways glance.
He had never said that to her.

“So you indulge your husband some, dress hot, push the
envelope,” Delan said. “The more you do out of your comfort zone
the hotter it become, and the hotter it becomes the more you want
to get over the line. How am I doing so far?”

“You’re good, I’ll admit,” Shay said. “I just don’t like being
that obvious and predictable.”

Delan
laughed. “You are not obvious to most people, a few black men in
the game attuned to such things is all. And you are nowhere near
predictable. What I enjoy is laying options out there and letting
the woman make her own choices. The fucking and all that goes with
it is an early part of it all.”

“You sure of that?” Shay asked.

“Reasonably sure, not certain. Everyone is different. But I
pick up something else if you don’t mind me saying.”

“Go ahead.”

“You’ve paid a price to control every part of your being. You
had to in raising kids, managing a household, things like that. But
it takes a toll. Letting go of that control you have discovered the
excitement and freedom of the feeling. It is exhilarating,” Delan
said.

“Yes, but I know that,” Shay said.

“Yes, but you can’t give up that control to your husband, you
have to live with him in your day-to-day real lives, you have 20
years of picking your lanes.”

“True,” Noah said.

“So the hottest part of giving up control is giving it up to
someone who will take control. “Like me. In other words you have
some strong submissive tendencies that would be fun to explore.”
Delan looked over at Noah, watching his effect on Shay’s husband.
He was nodding. Delan checked that hurdle off the box.

So what
do you have planned for the day?” Shay asked.

“Would you like to do more shows tonight?” Delan
asked.

“I’m not sure,” Shay said. “Last night was like a coming out
party for me. It was spontaneous, and while it was fun, I’ve done
that. I’m new to all this.”

“So you’d like to explore a little?” Delan asked. Shay and Noah
looked at each other with a knowing look.

“That’s exactly the word she used this morning,” Noah
said.

“Any sites here you particularly want to see?”

“Your town,” Noah said.

“OK, exploring we will go,” Delan said.


CHAPTER 25

 


The trio
hit all the major tourist spots, the observation point overlooking
the city, the museum, ending up at the park and the adjoining zoo.
Noah was feeling increasingly like a third wheel. Delan was fawning
over Shay, constantly keeping her in conversation, walking beside
her. As the day wore on, it was more obvious to anyone observing
that Shay was with Delan, not Noah, and they were the couple, not
the husband and his wife.

Noah
brushed it off as the excitement of the newness of everything.
Delan did make some attempts to include Noah in the conversation,
but on any narrow sidewalk it was Shay and Delan walking side by
side.

One time
Shay did drop back while Delan went ahead to pay for admission all
of them, whispering. “Have you noticed some of the looks I’m
getting, walking with this black man? Don’t you think it is hot.
Damn I do. I must be putting off that vibe Delan was talking
about.” She didn’t give him time to answer the question, she
preempted him. “Don’t worry baby, this is just fun for today. I’m
always yours.” She returned to Delan’s side and he put his hand on
her waist and pulled her to him for a few seconds. Noah heard her
laugh; she was indeed enjoying this. Noah shrugged his shoulders
and fell closely behind.

They were
talking out of his hearing as Noah lagged, watching the otters at
feeding time. Delan said something to her, and she laughed again,
taking off her blazer. When she turned to Noah he saw she had
unbuttoned another button on her white shirt. It was open below her
breasts now, and they were jigging wildly with each step. She was
making no effort to step lightly to reduce the effect.

At days
end they stopped for drinks at a bar heading back to the hotel,
taking a booth. He entered first, Delan on the other side. Shay
excused herself to go to the restroom. Noah looked at the large man
opposite him. His skin was a very dark black, his head was shaved,
and he was smiling all the time.

“Glad we have a chance to talk man to man,” Delan said. “Shay
says you’re good with all this, but I wanted to hear it from
you.”

Noah’s
words seem to spill out. “I always wanted her to be less inhibited,
dress sexier, flirt some, have more confidence in her looks, enjoy
her effect on men, and expand her sexuality.” Delan nodded. “But to
be honest I never dreamed in my wildest fantasy that she would be
fucking herself with a variety of rubber cocks in front of a bunch
of men in a peep show or let alone fucking someone
else.”

“That’s my question,” Delan said. “How you feel about
that.”

“Honestly I don’t know. I’ve not had time to process
everything. I am excited to see this side of her turn loose, but
she seems to have little self-control. I don’t want her to jump
down the rabbit hole,” Noah said.

Delan
nodded. “I hear you. I will help you keep her out of the rabbit
hole, and I thank you for sharing your beautiful wife with me. I do
appreciate it, and I will not disrespect your marriage. I don’t
want to get in the middle of anything.” He paused, ordering drinks
all round from the waitress.

“But I will be up front too. Your pretty white wife is one
fabulous fuck. I have enjoyed fucking her and I would love to fuck
her some more. I don’t think you want to get in the middle of what
she wants yourself by objecting. You know it is what she wants
too,” Delan said. “The lady makes the rules.”

Noah
nodded.

“I want to be sure you’re OK with going a little further.
Tonight she said she wants to explore more, so I plan to, but these
things seem to flow best if you let me take the lead. I think you
will be amazed at how hot your wife can be, and in the end it is
you are the one who gets to take this woman home with her newly
opened slut side where you can fuck her all the time. You are the
one who reaps all the benefits in the end.”

Noah
heard his wife returning from the restroom, he could smell her
perfume before she came into view. Delan leaned closer before she
arrived. “But unless there is a large objection, and from what I’d
see I do not expect it, I plan to enjoy as many of those benefits
as I can. I’m just saying if it is something unexpected, enjoy the
ride. The instant she says “No” everything stops. You get her back
tomorrow, but tonight that sweet pussy is mine.”

Shay
scooted into the booth beside Noah. He looked over, and from the
side he could see inside Shay’s blouse, her entire right boob was
exposed to his view. Her nipple was a hard brown bud. She had
something in her right hand and extended it toward
Delan.

“So you did?” he asked. Shay nodded, and Delan opened his hand.
Shay dropped the lace panties into his open hand.

“You know what that means?” he asked Noah. He shook his head
no. “Tell him Shay.”

“It means I belong to Big Black Daddy Delan tonight,” she said.
“I’m letting him pick the agenda.”

“And you are going to be my nasty girl?”

“As nasty as you want baby,” Shay said. Noah remained quiet,
taking in what was happening, doing as Delan advised, not
interfering with their interactions. Delan signaled for the waiter
and laid a 100-dollar bill on the table.

“Let’s go,” he said. “We need to do some shopping.”

“Huh?” Noah said.

“We are going to some clubs and Delan said I don’t have any of
the right clothes to wear. He went through my things when I was
unpacking.”

“We have a new girl on her hands, some new clothes to show it
is in order, don’t you think?” Delan asked.

“Sure, long as you are buying,” Noah said.

“I am.”


CHAPTER 26

 


The store
advertised club wear, the two mannequins in the windows of the
small shop were wearing noticeably short skirts and thin stretch
crop tops with chains for straps over the shoulders that appeared
more a decoration than function. Over that were fishnet tops that
looked closer to a beach coverup. One was yellow under a black
fishnet, the other a bright red with a white cover. Unlike most
mannequins these had nipples that poked against the tops and were
very visible, and realistic in that the outline of a dark areola
could be seen.

Who would
be seen out in something like that, Shay thought, thinking to
herself that she would be more comfortable stripping naked in front
of 20 or so men than being seen out in anything that
suggestive.

Delan was
greeted by a smiling lanky girl with a nose ring, a sleeve tattoo
down her right arm, a cropped black top that showed off a dangling
silver feather from her navel ring. Her hair was purple, pushed up
in back, and she had a Pieces sign on the back of her
neck.

Delan
introduced Shay and Noah to Amber, explaining Shay and Noah were
friends from out of town and he was showing them Club N-dulge
tonight.

“Oh, lucky you,” Amber smiled at Shay. “I love that club.
You’re going to have an exciting time.” She told Delan, “She needs
her makeup done. Want me to stop by after I close?”

“Yeah, that’d be good. Want the girl looking
correct.”

Amber
looked Shay up and down.” I think I have just what you need.” Amber
selected three dresses and Delan and Noah took seats outside the
changing room.

Shay
first tried a metallic cowl neck dress that fell almost to her
waist in front. Her second dress was a beige wrap-around with a
plunging V, and finally a tight, bright red mini-dress that showed
off her Shay’s curves and plunged low in the front, paired with
strappy black heels. “With tits like those it is a crime to keep
them under wraps girl, be proud of what God gave ya,” she had said
when Shay asked for something less revealing.

The dress
was made of a clingy, sheer material that left little to the
imagination. As she checked herself out in the mirror, she felt
sexy and knew how well the dress complimented her toned calves and
long legs.

Delan
spoke briefly with Amber, and suggested to Shay and Noah they get
something to eat. Amber would deliver the dress when she came to do
Shay’s makeup.

Delan
took them to a nice bistro, they had an expensive wine, and unlike
what had been happening so far, it was a dinner with conversation,
a getting to know you thing about how Shay and Noah met, Delan told
them how he had grown his business, and throughout the meal nothing
sexual was implied, save for a glance down her top by both men when
she moved, with the shirt unbuttoned so low.

Despite
not talking about it, each time she caught one of her lovers
glancing at her boobs, she felt a thrill of excitement at the
thought of the attention she'd be getting in the red dress and
couldn’t wait to see what the night has in store for
her.

It was a
long meal, and by 7:30 they were back at Delan’s.

Noah knew
it was coming, and once inside the door as he made drinks he heard
Delan tell Shay. “You know I haven’t fucked you today.”

“No, you haven’t,” Shay said with a fake pout. He saw Noah look
up.

“Tell you what,” Delan said. “I’m going to get a quick shower,
while I do give your husband a blowjob and come in the bedroom
after you do. I’ll be through by then. Nothing long and involved,
but I need to nut inside you to get a good start in the evening.”
He went into the bedroom.

Noah
looked at his wife without speaking, and she motioned to the couch.
“You heard him, his night, you know.” Shay kissed him, unbuckled
and lowered his pants, and gently nudged him down on the couch, his
pants off, and her still in her clothes, opening the blouse to
expose her breasts, on her knees in front of him. She brushed her
bare breasts over his cock, with hands on the outside of her
breasts wrapping them around his erect dick.

As she
lowered her face toward his cock she smiled. “Well this is
something new,” she said.

“What’s that.”

“Me sucking your cock because my Black Daddy told me
to.”

Noah
smiled at the new nuance. “Then you’d better get to it
then.”

Shay was
quick, bringing him off and swallowing. With Noah still breathing
heavy she stood without closing her blouse over her exposed tits,
still wearing the blazer but it unbuttoned, and turned toward the
bedroom door where Delan would be fucking her.

“I think you know that this time we’re alone don’t you?” Shay
asked Noah.

“I figured,” Noah said, “Enjoy”.


CHAPTER 27

 


Noah
could hear Shay screaming as Delan fucked her, their conversation
was mumbled and unable to be made out through the closed door. They
were fucking strong and loud when he heard a knock at the door.
Noah rose and admitted Amber. She was casually dressed in a tank
top and jeans. Her hair was down.

Shay was
having an orgasm, a loud “Fuck meeeeeee, God I’m cumming,” in a
whine.

“I’d better give them a minute,” she smiled at Noah.

“Your wife I think Delan said?”

Noah
nodded, feeling a little embarrassed.

“New to the lifestyle?” Amber asked.

“Yes. First weekend.”

“Well you’re in for a ride, enjoy,” she said.

“How about you?” Noah asked but was interrupted when Delan came
into the room. He came out dressed in blue shirt and slacks. He
pointed Amber to his bedroom door. “She’s in there,” he said. Amber
was carrying boxes in a large bag. She gave Delan a small package
that he put in a leather men’s shoulder bag, and taking the rest of
the things went into the bedroom.

“Hey baby,” Amber said to Shay before she closed the
door.

Delan
mixed he and Noah a drink and took the seat opposite Noah. “Damn
what a wild fuck that woman is,” he laughed. “You are going to have
a big job keeping up with her newfound desires when you get
home.”

“I know,” Noah said.

“You know in the future you’re going to get some help on
keeping her well fucked don’t you?”

“I figured.”

“You good with that?”

“Wanted her to try it for years, just never dreamed she’d like
it as much as she does.”

“What’s not to like?” Delan laughed. “Well anytime you think
you’re getting behind in your under the cover work, put her on a
puddle-jumper and send her back up here for a weekend and I’ll help
you get caught up.”

“Thanks,” Noah smiled, “I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Do that,” Delan said. “Serious.”

 


***

 


Shay made
an entrance into the room. She was stunning. The red dress was
perfect, tight, and not see through but thin enough to show the
slightest hint of a nipple. It was shorter than she expected. A
gold zipper in the front unzipped from either end. The dress was
too short to unzip from the bottom, she would have to be careful
how she sat. She unzipped the top to show the upper swell of her
breasts, nothing as low as the night before. Her makeup was darker
that she had ever worn it, black smoky eyes, long false eyelashes,
glossy wine-colored lipstick. Large gold hoops. Her hair pulled
back.

“How’d I do?” Amber asked.

“Perfect,” Delan said, handing her a 100-dollar
bill.

“I might catch up with you all later,” Amber said, smiling at
Noah.

“Do that,” Delan said. “You can help keep Noah company in case
he gets lonesome tonight.” Noah and Shay exchanged a quick glance
and Shay shrugged her shoulders. She moved closer to
Noah.

“Well I said we’re letting Delan pick the agenda didn’t
we?”

“Guess we did,” Noah said, watching Amber give him a nice smile
before she walked out the door.


CHAPTER 28

 


“Tell me about this club?” Shay asked. Delan had rented a limo
for the evening, and they were on the way.

“You’ll see once you get there,” Delan said. He added nothing
to it.

The
outside of the club was like any of a hundred different clubs in
the city, the name in neon, and not like a top club with a long
entry que. They walked straight to the door. There was a huge black
doorman who checked ID’s and looked up names on a clipboard.
“Reservations only,” Delan explained.

As they
approached the guard high fived Delan and gave him a shoulder bump.
He opened the door for Delan.

The
interior was elegant, low-key lights, tables and booths, a long
U-shaped bar, a mixed of couples and singles. Most of the men were
in suits, nice shirts, and no ties. The women were all dresses or
clubwear, most of it a little revealing or suggestive. The dress
Shay was wearing fit in.

The sever
showed them to a small round table near the back, and they sat
down, on either side of Shay. While they waited on the drinks Delan
leaned over to Shay. “Notice anything unusual about this
club?”

“No.”

“Look again,” he said. He repeated the same thing to Noah. He
motioned them closer. “Look at the couples, and how they are lining
up, look at who is with who.”

Shay
looked again, glanced at Noah who understood. “Shit,” she said. “I
never dreamed.”

Delan
smiled as if he had won a victory. “Wanted to let you two see you
are not alone.” He looked at Noah. “You see it?”

“Yeah. It looks like this is a club where white couples come to
hook up with black men,” he said.

“Somewhat,” Delan said. “Also it is where black men come to
show off their hot white women. Sometimes the husbands come along,
sometimes they don’t. Sometimes we introduce the wife to other
black men, like I said, bragging rights for the hottest woman. But
we’re not possessive, you feel me? Watch for a while, enjoy the
drinks.”

Noah
watched closer. A busty blonde came in with her husband, they
hailed a light skinned tall man with dreads, and walked over to
him. The black man kissed the wife boldly, they sat down, and after
a few minutes a second black man approached, sat down with them.
After a few minutes of conversation the blonde moved to the second
man’s side of the table, and the man put his hand on her leg and
slid it up the inside of her thigh as the woman leaned into him.
They were whispering.

Looking
back over at his wife and Delan, he saw their heads were together
and talking low. He looked back at the blonde he had been watching.
She stood and taking the second man’s hand, they went to the bar
for a drink, and still holding hands as they took their drinks and
walked out the exit.

The light
skinned man with the dreads and the husband remained, talking,
drinking.

Noah
turned his attention to the bar where a brunette in a sheer top
over an almost shear lacy bra in a short black skirt stood. She
appeared alone, but soon black men were on either side of her,
engaging in conversation, laughing, flirting, and the body language
clear. After some minutes she nodded and walked toward the exit,
the two black men following, smiling at each other.

The
server brought a second round of drinks. Shay and Delan had stopped
talking and turned back to Noah. “Where are these people going when
they leave?” Noah asked.

“Depends,” Delan said. “Back to someone’s place, maybe a motel,
maybe in the parking deck if they can’t wait. Hell, sometimes you
even must wait outside the bathroom while a man and a woman go
inside, lock the door, and get their urges out of the way.” He
looked at Noah. “This is more a hook-up spot,” Delan explained.
“Nothing goes on here, just friends meeting friends. This club is
best known for black men meeting with white wives. Wonderful place
for the men and women into that to share their hobby, you might
say.”

Noah saw
through what he was saying. “So you brought my wife here to show
her off?”

“Absolutely,” Delan said. “She’s the hottest woman in the room.
Don’t you agree?” Noah looked around the room, and Delan was right.
“I win over the other men tonight,” he smiled. “Your being here
with her, showing your permission, well that kind of adds to the
pecking order. I wanted you to see that you are not alone in your
explorations.”

“Oh,” Noah said, not sure how to approach it but blurting it
out. “And did you bring Shay here to share her?”

“Up to her, isn’t it?” Delan said, standing. “Excuse me, I got
to use it.” He walked to the restroom and Shay moved around the
table to sit beside her husband. She scooted her chair
close.+


CHAPTER 29

 


"Noah, I
need to talk to you about something."

"Sure,
what's up?" Noah said, bracing for what he expected.

"I need
to tell you before it happens. Delan asked me to try something new
and I want to know what you think."

“Okay, what is it?"

"He wants
to share me with a friend," she said. “I’m willing to meet his
friend, no that is not right, I think I want to do it, but I need
you to be OK with it.”

“Exploring?” Noah asked.

“You rubbed the bottle and unleashed the genie,” she said. “The
genie doesn’t want to go back in the bottle yet.”

“Up to you in the end, isn’t it?”

“I was thinking it might not be good to have all my sexual
tension directed at one man, you know. Are you good if I do?” She
threw in what she knew would be the clincher. “You said you wanted
me to be slutty.”

“Yes I did. Yes, not concentrating one outside lover might be
better,” Noah said, thinking of how intense she was with Delan,
knowing in part he was lying but was trying to indulge Shay without
putting a damper on the evening.

“Good,” Shay said, fidgeting. “I do not know how this will play
out, it may not happen, but this is so exciting.”

Noah had
a thought as he saw her skirt riding high up her thighs. “Tell me
something,” Noah asked, trying to break the tension he was feeling.
“Are you wearing underwear?”

Shay
laughed. “You know I can’t wear a bra in this, you can all but see
through it and tell that.”

“I know that.”

“So panties? Or a thong?”

“Yes, I am,” Shay said, leaning closer, “But you want to know
why?”

“Why?”

“Because Amber said I should wear one in case I want to take it
off and hand it to someone.” She smiled and left her seat beside
Noah, moving back to her spot by Delan who had returned. Shay
smiled at Delan. “We’re good Daddy.”

“Good,” Delan said. “One more round.”



 


***

 


Delan
nodded to someone, and Shay turned to see a well-dressed black man
at the bar, and upon seeing Delan smiled and began weaving through
the other tables toward them.

“That’s my friend Darnell,” Delan said. “Actually everyone
calls him ‘Smooth.’”

“Why would they call him that?” Shay asked.

“You’ll see,” Delan said.


CHAPTER 30

 


Noah had
gone to the restroom and as he approached their table he saw
another black man in an expensive suit was flanking Shay. He took
one of the empty chairs facing Shay but beside Delan.

Shay was
already locked into a conversation with the man. Delan interrupted
for introductions. “This is my friend Smooth,” Delan
said.

“He’s the owner here,” Shay said in an excited tone. Shay and
Smooth’s voices went lower, she was leaning toward him, and Noah
and Delan were outside the conversation.

Noah
decided to cut through the bullshit. He asked Delan in a muffled
voice so Shay would not hear. “Is this the friend you want to share
my wife with?”

Delan
didn’t smile. “Up to her is how I understand it. That’s right,
isn’t it?”

“I guess it is,” Noah said, sipping his drink and again
surveying the room filled with white women clearly enjoying the
back men with which they were conversing.

For Shay
the conversation was light but entertaining. Although Delan had not
said, she suspected that this friend he wanted to share her with.
Up close Smooth was even intense, and Shay was
intrigued.

Smooth
was charming, confident, and had a magnetic presence that she could
not put a finger on why, but drew her in. As they sat and talked,
Shay found herself increasingly drawn to Smooth’s confident swagger
and the way he looked at her. He was different, and she couldn't
help but feel a strong sexual attraction towards him.

Noah was
beginning to feel shut out when Amber appeared standing behind him.
Noah scooted his chair over allowing Amber to put her chair between
Noah and Delan. Smooth turned to Shay with his back to
Noah.

As Shay
and Smooth continued into their own private conversations, Delan
joined the conversation with Noah and Amber. He told Noah more
about Smooth. Delan and Smooth had grown up together, had
partnerships in a lot of things, were close. Delan told Noah that
Smooth was a successful businessman who had built his fortune
through various ventures, including some, Delan said with a
conspiratorial air, which were not 100% legal.

As Noah
glanced around the room he realized how the women were dressed here
was to attract the attention of the black men with their daring and
sometimes revealing attire, displaying their assets, and it was
becoming clearer to Noah, his wife was dressed just like
them.

A third
man came up that Delan introduced, Jael, and the conversation
veered to one of Noah’s passions, college football. He lost track
of Shay’s conversation going on behind him.

 


***

 


Smooth
was indeed demonstrating to Shay how he had earned his street name.
He gave off a strange vibe that intrigued her. His bearing, his
swagger and his overly broad shoulders caused a jolt of electricity
to shoot through her body as he laid his hand over hers on the
table. Smooth was charming.

“Delan told me all about you. You're quite the adventurous one,
aren't you?" he said.

“What did he tell you?”

“All good and nothing but high praise,” Smooth said. “So much
that I had to meet this beguiling creature he
described.”

“I'm just trying to explore my desires and have some
fun.”

"Well,
you came to the right place. I can show you things that you never
even imagined," Smooth said. “Are you interested in exploring your
desires further?"

“I've never done anything like this before this weekend, and I
want to peek behind the curtains of my bad side see where it takes
me. I don’t know how I will be once I get home and the reality of
what I have done hits, but right now I want to enjoy as much as I
can.”

Smooth
greeted that answer with a wide smile.


CHAPTER 31

 


Noah was
talking more with Amber, he could see Shay in the mirror on that
side of the wall, watching as his wife became more aroused. He saw
the signs; he could see the hunger in her eyes. He tried to remain
detached but as he watched the interaction between Shay and Smooth
he knew he was watching her seduction. It was going to happen; he
had no doubt about that. His wife would have a second black man
inside her body, fucking her, before they returned home from this
anniversary trip.

Noah
couldn’t help feeling a sense of arousal mixed with trepidation. He
watched over Amber’s shoulder as his wife listened intently to her
large black companion, her eyes glinting with excitement and
anticipation. Amber excused herself to speak to a friend she saw on
the other side of the room.

Noah
eased closer to Shay and Smooth in an attempt to overhear and catch
some of the words. He could only catch a word here and there, but
it was clear what he was doing.

Smooth
was seducing Shay with his words, telling her that she was a
beautiful and desirable woman, how he could help her explore her
deepest desires, asking probing provocative questions about what
those dark desires might be, pulling things out of her that Noah
had never heard her say. She admitted to Smooth she had always had
a fantasy about black men, and knew she had a naughty side she had
kept restrained.

Smooth
talked about the thrill of the chase and the excitement of the
unknown. Noah watched as his wife became increasingly
excited.

Delan
ended his conversation with his friend and turned to Shay and
Smooth, pausing Smooth’s one on one with Shay. They ordered
champagne and Delan started entertaining with jokes. Noah had to
admit Delan had an extensive catalog of great jokes, and he began
to feel at ease with the evening, despite the large black man
opposite him now had his arm around Shay and was whispering in her
ear as she smiled in response.

Smooth
began to make his move, slowly closing in on Shay. He reached out
and took her hand, his eyes locked on hers.

Delan
leaned over to Smooth and told him, “Why don’t you show Shay around
the club,” he said.

Noah
started to stand but Delan touched his shoulder. “They’ll be all
right alone. Hang here.”

Smooth
was whispering in Shay’s ear and she was giggling, then nodded.
Smooth leaned back with a knowing grin as Shay was squirming around
in her chair. She leaned over as if touching her ankles and gave a
questioning glance at Smooth. He nodded.

Shay
looked at Noah, motioning for him to come closer. He leaned over
the table as she did. “Stick your hand out baby,” she said. Noah
did, and she extended her hand and dropped her wadded up soaked
thong into his open hand. “He says I won’t be needing
them.”

Smooth
stood and took Shay’s hand as she straightened up. She saw Noah
shocked stare and gave him a weak finger wave with a soft smile.
Still holding her hand he watched his wife stand and walk away with
the large black man.

Noah
looked at Delan. “Where are they going?”

“Where do you think?” Delan asked. “He’s going to show her
around the club. He is the owner.”

“OK, Noah said with no enthusiasm.

Delan
added. “He’ll fuck her. I know him, and I can see she’s ripe for
it. Don’t worry, if he does you’ll get to watch them later. He
likes showing off in front of a husband. We’ll be here a while,
enjoy your drinks, it is all on me. They’ll get back
here—eventually.”

Noah felt
out of place, a white husband in the middle of a room with white
women, black men, a few other husbands looking like third wheels.
What the hell was he going to do now?

Delan
didn’t help when he told Noah, “This afternoon when we were fucking
you want to know why she was moaning and cumming so
loud?”

“Why?”

“Because I was talking dirty to her. I told her that her pussy
was so good I wanted to share it with a good friend of mine, and
that he could even take her places that I couldn’t. She balked at
first but when I reminded her that her pussy was mine, and I owned
that pussy tonight, she agreed she had given ownership of her pussy
to me. “You can’t loan what you don’t own, do you? I told her to go
for it all. You said it was up to her, didn’t you?”

“Yes.” Noah said.

“Smooth is my long-time friend. We share nearly everything,”
Delan said.

“Including women?” Noah asked.

“Especially women. And don’t worry. She’s safe with Smooth and
he is going to take exceptionally diligent care of her. Meanwhile
relax. “Have some fun.” Even as he said it Amber was back and
scooting her chair against Noah’s.

Amber had
enjoyed several drinks and put her arm around his shoulder, her
face close to his, close enough he could smell the liquor and smoke
on her breath. “Hey baby, tell me about you. I saw your wife and
Smooth leaving, so I knew you’d be alone, and I hurried
over.”

Delan
leaned over to Noah and Amber. “I see some folks I need to talk to.
I’m leaving you well cared for with Amber here,” he said before
turning away.

Amber
looked into Noah’s eyes. “Let’s get a back booth out of the
traffic.” Noah didn’t answer but when she stood to lead him, he
followed.


CHAPTER 32

 


It was
quieter in the back booth, and Noah finally was able to ask a
question that he had on his mind since they had arrived. He had the
foreboding sense that there was something going on here he wasn’t
seeing. He hoped Amber would help, but she took the lead in the
conversation.

“I think it is so cool that you can let your wife fuck other
men. How long have you two been doing this?”

“Since last night,” Noah said.

“You’re kidding?” Noah shook his head no.

“But Delan said she worked two shows last night.”

“She did. We had drunk far too much, she was extra horny
because we had been watching some interracial porn, got robbed,
Delan helped us get our stuff back and the rest of it just seemed
to happen,” Noah explained.

“And now you’re out with him tonight?”

“Yeah, he asked us to stay over and extra day and stay at his
place,” Noah said.

“So he can fuck your wife some more?”

“Apparently so,” Noah said. “This is all so new, I mean I
wanted her to let go a little, but she has jumped in with both
feet, and I’m following along. I am not sure how to stop things or
even slow them down. Each thing we do that is new and different is
even more exciting, and Shay wants to try something new. It’s crazy
I know, but a week ago she was a shy straight-laced wife and mother
and now, now…”

“Now she’s a slut and liking it?” Amber said. “I
know.”

“How do you know?”

“I’ve been there, fuck maybe I am there,” Amber said. “I went
through that when I first started hotwifing, finally my desire for
variety slowed down some, but I still enjoy sometimes.” She paused
and smiled. “If I didn’t I wouldn’t be here with you right
now.”

“Why are you here with me?” Noah said. “I’m not sure I
understand.”

“Oh, in part because I have a sense of the inner turmoil you’re
going through. You thought a hotter wife was what you wanted, but
now you aren’t sure, and you are uneasy because everything is out
of your control now. You’re scared for your relationship now; will
someone fuck her better and will she think less of you.”

“How do you know that?” Noah asked. She had pegged
it.

“Easy,” Amber said. “My husband went through almost the same
thing. Got so bad he couldn’t handle it, so he split. We had a lot
of counseling before we did, and we have talked a lot since. We’re
still friends, but he can’t handle me hotwifing the way I need to
play it, and I’m not ready to quit.”

“OK, you saw my inner turmoil. You still haven’t said why you
are here with me.”

“I’m here to keep you back from the edge, call it my good deed
of the day,” Amber said. “Plus I think you’re cute.” Amber kissed
him. Noah wasn’t expecting it, but she did, and after the shock he
started kissing her back. She was certainly unlike any woman he’d
ever been with. Very pretty, far too young for him, but still, here
it was.

Amber
took Noah’s hand and pushed it under her crop top. Noah moved his
hand up her chest to her breasts and found her nipples were
pierced. Well this is something new for sure, he thought. They
broke the kiss, and she cuddled underneath his arm. She noticed his
tentative touch.

“You’ve not been with bad girls much, have you?”

“Am I that obvious?”

“Well you didn’t tug on my nipple ring. You seemed surprised to
find my nipples pierced,” Amber said.

“First time,” Noah said.

“Well you’d better get used to bad girls now that you are
taking one home. I do not think tonight is the end but only the
beginning. You might come home one afternoon and find some gold
rings through your wife’s nipples. Would you like that?”

Noah was
getting more into it. “I’m not sure, maybe I’d better play with
yours some more to get a better feel for it.”

“Yeah, baby, maybe you should.” Noah moved his hands again
under her top, pulling lightly on her ring this time.

 


When Noah
started to kiss her again she stopped him. “Wait, I have to tell
you the limits.”

“Limits?”

“Yes. We can kiss, you can feel me up, finger me, I can give
you a hand job, even a good blow job, but you can’t fuck me. My
pussy is off limits,” Amber said. She saw the puzzlement on his
face. “My pussy is black cock only. When I was married my white
husband was an exception, but now that I’m divorced there are no
exceptions.”

“Oh,” Noah stammered. “I, uh, well I didn’t know, uh uh. I
mean…”

“I know your wife is off with Smooth so she can’t say anything
about you having some fun, but just wanted to let you know those
are the limits,” Amber said, waving for another round which
appeared quickly. “Drink up, we plenty of time before we call it a
night.”

When the
music started with a slow song she drug him out on the dance floor,
the only white couple in the room. As they danced Noah noticed most
of the men were feeling up the women with who they were dancing,
and when he slid his hand under Amber’s top and moved up to cup her
breast, his thumb wiggling the ring piercing her nipple, he was
greeted with a hummed, “Mmmmm,” of encouragement.

Maybe
tonight will be better than he thought. Even as he thought it Amber
pulled him to her for a kiss.


CHAPTER 33

 


Smooth
walked Shay through the club, showing her the bar, getting her a
double in the private VIP area upstairs which was better furnished
that the downstairs more public part. It was crowded.

There was
a roped off area toward the back, in the shadows, with a love seat
and a low coffee table in front. Smooth led her there and the
waitress took their drink order. The waitress turned and Smooth
kissed her. Shay was waiting and anticipating, and her heart was
pumping hard, she could feel it pulse inside her as she wrapped her
arm around Smooth’s neck. He was an excellent kisser. She never
heard the waitress leave their drinks, and didn’t break the kiss,
even as Smooth began running his fingertips in circles over her
inner thigh. She parted her legs instinctively. It felt delightful,
almost like a feather touch on her bare pussy.

Shay
braced for the touch of his fingers parting her labia, but it never
came, just light brushes barely touching.

Smooth
kissed her forehead, down her nose, back to her lips, then her ear,
down her neck, the hollow of her throat. He was cupping her breast
through her thin dress. Shay was offering no resistance to Smooth’s
advances. She dropped her hand to his crotch and felt a large thick
hard cock, thicker than Delan’s. She knew her pussy was
flooding.

They
paused to toss back their drinks, and Shay was starting to feel the
buzz, kissing, and nuzzling again. The thought crossed Shay’s mind
that she had not made out this much since high school. Smooth
seemed in no hurry, nor was she.

There was
no track of time. The would stop to gulp the next round and go back
to kissing and fondling. She realized that her dress was unzipped
high enough that her pussy was visible. She felt the cool air
there. They kissed again, their tongues darting in and out of each
other’s mouths.

Smooth
unzipped the top zipper low enough to slip a hand inside her top.
“Nice soft tit,” he whispered, “perfect size.”

Shay put
her hand on his wrist and stopped him. “Someone might see,” she
said.

Smooth
laughed and leaned back. “Look around girl.”

Shay did,
and there were two other couples, one woman had her button up
blouse open, a skinny blonde was spread wide while her black lover
was stroking two fingers in and out of her. There were a few other
couples visible, but no one was watching them.

“I thought you wanted an adventure, an exploration,” he
said.

“I do. I do.” Shay said. “I don’t know why I stopped you, just
reflex I guess. It didn’t seem right.”

“But you want to let go?”

“Yes.”

“You were enjoying what we were doing?”

“Yes, I was enjoying it a lot. I’m sorry I stopped you. Want to
pick back up?” Shay unzipped the top zipper lower. She was
surprised when Smooth didn’t grab for her.

“Later,” he said. “I have some other things I want to show you
first.” He stopped. “But since you interrupted the flow, you
willing to indulge me a little?”

“Yeah, I owe you a little,” she said.

“Come on.” Smooth stood, and Shay followed, zipping the top up
enough that she wouldn’t fall out of it, and pushing the lower
zipper down low enough that her pussy wasn’t showing.

As she
followed Smooth, Shay was arguing with herself mentally. Why did
she stop Smooth? She was enjoying his touch, she knew that she
would be giving herself to him, she wanted him, there was no
debating that he excited her. She shook off her reluctance and
pushed it back into a recess of her mind, resolving that she wasn’t
going to stop what he wanted to do, and she would enjoy the
excitement and lewdness of it all. Last night was the most exciting
night of her life, exhibiting herself, getting so far outside her
boundaries, letting go, enjoying the freedom of that. She wanted
tonight to be as exciting or more.

Smooth’s
approach had her off balance. She was surprised he had not fingered
her when he was so close. She wanted his fingers inside her. It was
clear who was in charge. Was she being manipulated? Probably. And
it felt delicious. Shay shuddered in anticipation of what was about
to happen.

Smooth
unlocked a large wood door and she followed him into a large office
with a massive wood desk, a couch on one end, and on the opposite
side a bar and bookcase. Smooth made her a drink.

“You want to explore, you said?” Shay nodded.

“That means you must learn to let go and enjoy the ride. You
think you can do that? The rewards are mind shattering orgasms and
pushing you so far out of your comfort zone that you’ll never want
to go back.”

Shay felt
her boldness of the night before sweep over her. She wanted this.
“Promise?”

Smooth
reached for a bag and handed it to Shay. “Time to try some new
things and let go of more of those inhibitions,” he said. Moving
close he pulled her to him. “Close your eyes,” he said. Shay did
and Smooth unzipped her dress as far as the zipper would go,
sliding it off her shoulders and baring her breasts.

“Feel the cool air on your nipples? Feel the heat from my
stare? Get those nipples hard for me.” Shay didn’t speak. “You are
experiencing a sexual awakening, and I will be your guide. Let the
empowerment of that push those inhibitions away.”

It was
almost hypnotic in his cadence. Shay felt herself getting lost in
the moment.

Shay felt
the empowerment he talked about, more empowered than ever before.
She knew that she had found a new side of herself, one that she
could explore with the support of her husband and the guidance of
Smooth. And she was excited to see where this newfound freedom
would take her next.


CHAPTER 34

 


Noah was
getting sloppy drunk, and he knew it. Amber was matching him drink
for drink. Delan was wandering by regularly, keeping checks on
them. Time was not a factor. Over the previous hour and a half Noah
had fingered Amber to an orgasm, she had flashed her boobs to him,
showing him her tattoo collection on her upper chest, including the
under boob one resembling an open cup lace bustier, gave him an
up-close inspection of her pierced nipples, as well as sitting
sideways and pulling her skirt up and her thong to the side to
display the double rings in each labia and the Queen of Spades on
her pubis.

Amber had
rubbed his cock on the outside of his pants, even slid her hand
inside his pants a couple of times, but with every move Noah
understood that no matter, what he wanted most was to put his cock
inside her so very wet pussy—and that was not going to
happen.

That
realization was causing him to be frustrated a little, a
frustration he was taking out in more drinks.

Delan
appeared with his phone in his hand. “We’re heading back to my
home,” he said, looking at Amber. “You can come along.”

“But my wife…” Noah said.

“They will meet us there later,” Delan said.

“But…”

“But shit man. We’re leaving and you are too drunk for us to
leave you. Your wife will be along later, she’s busy right now,”
Delan said. He extended the phone to Noah. Delan had received a
text message with a photo. The text message read, “She wanted to
let go, so she is. Catch up with you at your place later.” The
photo was of Shay, on her knees, a black cock was poking through a
hole in a wall, and she had it half-way down her throat. She was no
longer wearing the red dress but instead one of the outfits Noah
had seen on the mannequin in Amber’s store window, a yellow stretch
top under a fishnet top. The top was wadded up under her breasts,
the fishnet top was pulled up above them.

“Come on,” Delan said, helping Noah to his feet, with Amber on
the other side they walked him outside where the cool air sobered
him a little. A limo was waiting.

Amber had
her top off and her nipples in Noah’s mouth before they pulled away
from the club entrance.


CHAPTER 35

 


“Open your eyes,” Smooth said. Shay was nude. She didn’t
remember removing the red dress, but she was naked in front of this
black man she had been making out with earlier. He was not touching
her now, but she wanted him too. She straightened her back, jutting
her tits out, her nipples rock hard, yearning for his
touch.

Smooth
said nothing more, grabbed her and kissed her, pawing her breasts,
running his hands up and down her body, breasts down her belly to
her pussy. He scooted her butt up on the desk and she parted her
legs. With two fingers he plunged into her, her pussy making a
squishy sound, and the anticipation that had built released
quickly, orgasming and squirting.

Shay was
rubbing his cock and wanted to touch him. Still without breaking
the kiss or slowing the movement of the black fingers inside her,
she was unbuckling his pants and reaching for his thick cock. She
wanted it.

“You ready for it?”

“Yes.”

“You want this black cock?”

“Yes, I want your black cock,” Shay said, tugging on
it.

“You gotta earn it,” Smooth said. “I don’t stick my dick in
just any white pussy. Only the absolute best. You want to be my
best. You want this dick bad enough to earn it.”

“Please,” Shay said in a throaty whisper. “Kiss me.” He was
right. At that moment she needed his cock. She wanted
it.

Smooth
was playing this white wife, playing her like a musical instrument,
touching in the right places to elicit the harmonious notes,
bringing forth the beautiful sounds, and producing the tune that he
was wanting to hear. He stopped fingering her pussy and with his
pants down at his knees moved between her legs, pushing her back to
the desk, her legs dangling over the edge.

Holding
his long cock at the base, he began slapping her clit with his
cock, and she was writhing beneath him, wanting his cock, trying to
move her body to put her pussy in position for him to enter her,
but Smooth kept eluding, teasing, toying with her desire. Shay came
again from his beating her pussy with his cock.

“Fuck me,” she moaned. “I need your cock.”

“I need you to do some things for me in return,” Smooth said,
moving the head of his cock up and down, parting her pussy lips,
coating the head of his cock with her dripping juices. “You will
won’t you?”

“Yes,” Shay said. “If you’ll put that big black cock deep
inside my cunt.”

“Good,” Smooth said, pressing his body forward, popping the
head of his cock inside her, pulling out, her body trembling in
desire, holding his cock away from her pussy. She gave a
whimper.

“Put it in,” she said. “I need you inside me.”

Smooth
leaned over the desk and sucked her nipples hard, nuzzling his face
between them and telling her, “I’m going to put my cock inside you.
Let you know how it feels. But I am not going to fuck you like you
need to be fucked till later, till I fuck you like you know I am
going to fuck you, until you see colors, until you almost pass out,
until you body in convulsing as my cum drips from your pussy.” With
that he slammed his cock all the way inside her, balls deep, in a
single thrust.

Shay was
not expecting it and screamed, first in surprise and then as her
pussy stretched and adjusted to the huge cock inside her moaning in
pleasure. “Yes,” she moaned. “Fuck me.”

Smooth
didn’t move, waiting until she locked her eyes with his, then
withdrawing almost all the way out slammed into her again, pulling
her body down on his cock, moving to her tits and yanking on her
nipples. “We’ll finish this later. We’ve got some things I want to
show you first. You’re not done exploring tonight.” He very slowly
withdrew his cock.

“You’re stopping?” Shay said.

“For the moment, you’ll understand later.” Shay was peeved, but
still, the feeling of that cock inside her was like nothing she had
ever felt. Yes, she wanted to complete the act with him, wanted to
feel his cum coating her womb, and tonight, this night, she would
do whatever he wanted to get his cock inside her pussy
again.

 


***

 


Smooth
handed her a small bag. “Here, put this on. Gonna play in the game,
wear the uniform,” he said.

Shay
pulled it out and gasped. It was the outfit she had seen at
Amber’s, the one she thought was how a hooker might dress. “What do
you want me to do?” Shay asked.

“I want you to put that fucking outfit on,” Smooth said with a
harsh tone. “You’ll be glad you did; I promise.”

Shay
pulled on the brief skirt, the yellow top, and the fishnet cover.
She looked in the mirror. She did look cheap. A hot cheap. A tube
of the brightest red lipstick she had ever seen was included. Hoop
earrings even larger than she was wearing came next, and a
scrunchie to pull back her hair to accent the oversized hoops. She
put the lipstick on and looked in the mirror. I do look like a
hooker, she thought. As she twisted in the mirror she felt a throb
in her pussy. She wanted that black cock back inside
her.

“Looking good,” Smooth said. “Come on girl. The night is just
getting started.”

 


***

 


Noah,
Amber, and Delan entered Delan’s apartment. Delan made himself a
drink, checked his phone, and told them, “I need to make some
calls. I’ll be awhile. Make yourself at home.”

As soon
as he was out of the room Amber pulled her top over her head, her
breasts bouncing free, her array of tats making the contrast of her
bare breasts appear even more naked. She kissed Noah, who was drunk
enough to react by instinct rather than conscious
movements.

Amber was
making every attempt to keep Noah awake and rolling. “Get your
pants off, I want to suck your cock,” she whispered. Noah was
fumbling, so Amber took over, unbuttoned his slacks, unzipped it
and reached inside and pulling his cock out, already
hard.

“It wants some air,” Amber said, lowering her mouth to his cock
and pumping her mouth up and down on his hard dick..

“Damn that feels so good,” Noah said. even as he was enjoying
it, he wondered where his wife was.

 


***

 


Smooth
led Shay down a hall, through another locked door, and into a
different club. This one had low lights, a long bar, dozens of
tables but no stage, no music, just the buzz of people in small
knots of conversation. Like the previous club there were no white
men, although most of the women were white, all mixing and mingling
with well dressed men. And Smooth had been right—most of the women
were dressed like Shay was now—like hookers.

“No inhibitions here,” Smooth said.


CHAPTER 36

 


Although
she was dressed in a revealing and slutty outfit, Shay noticed that
she did not draw a lot of attention at first. She was a little
disappointed that she was not noticed, and as she looked around the
room at the smiling faces, soft laughs, and the body language that
demonstrated the mating dance most of the people were dancing. Shay
felt an increasing inner desire to explore this world of sexuality
and passion that had been hidden deep inside her. At the same time
deep down she was still torn between her inhibitions and her
newfound desire for adventure.

“Why are we here?” she asked.

“Letting you see how the other half lives. You would have
balked at wearing something as suggestive and sexy as what you are
wearing if you had not seen this. You wanted to explore, here’s a
place to do this,” Smooth said. “Come on.”

Smooth
led her into a hall with a line of doors, like the booths in
Delan’s store. Smooth opened a door and ushered her inside. Like
the booth at Delan’s a porno was playing, a white woman being
fucked by three men at the same time.

Smooth
forcefully kissed her again, his hand snaking under her fishnet
top, sliding the chain straps off her shoulder, and tugging the top
down below her breasts. He harshly pushed her skirt above her hips,
now with full access to her pussy. They were still standing,
kissing, and Smooth continued teasing her pussy, brushing it
lightly, rubbing her clit with the tip of his
forefinger.

Shay was
pushing her pelvis forward, as if trying to push her pussy on to
his finger. “We’ll get to that,” Smooth said. “I got something you
need to do for me first though. I need to prove to me that you are
sincere in this talk about loosening your inhibitions.”

“I do. What you want me to do?”

“Does it matter if I’m your guide on this exploration? You must
trust me.”

Shay knew
she was surrendering. “No. It doesn’t matter. What do you want me
to do.” She heard a movement next door. That was when she noticed
there was a hole in each wall about waist high, the edges covered
in duct tape. An erect uncut black cock appeared at the hole,
pushed into the room. She started at the faceless cock.

“Suck it,” Smooth said.

“Whose cock is it?” Shay said, stalling.

“I don’t know, and you don’t know, and probably never will. You
want rid of your inhibitions, suck that black cock, make it
memorable for him.” Shay hesitated. She started to pull up her top,
but Smooth stopped her. “No, leave those tits out.”

Shay took
some paper towels from the roll on the wall and lay them on the
floor. She dropped her knees to the paper towels, eye level with
the large cock, and wrapping her hand around it pulled the flesh
back to expose the head and took the stranger’s cock in her mouth.
I cannot believe I’m doing this, she thought. This was the first
time in hours that she thought about her husband. He has been
positive about all her adventures so far, but she hoped this would
be a turn on for him too when she told him.

Shay
turned back to her job at hand, which was sucking the black cock.
She looked up at Smooth and he was smiling. “Good girl,” he said,
as if he was talking to a dog. She closed her eyes, and it was as
if she could look down on herself sucking this cock, the good girl
no more, the nasty sexy side of her taking over. She moved to touch
herself, rubbing her wet juices up over her clit.

Shay
could hear the man whose cock she was sucking start groaning. He
was trying to push his cock further through the hole to match her
sucking. Shay started stroking his cock and holding her mouth open
for his cum.

The first
spurt hit her cheek before she turned her head and caught much of
what followed. She put her head back on his cock, swallowed some,
and taking a towel spit the rest into it. The man pulled his cock
back in. “Thanks, that was great,” the voice in the booth said. He
pushed a $100 bill through the hole. Shocked, Shay let it fall to
the floor.

“Pick it up,” Smooth said, “You earned it.”

Smooth
pulled her up and turned her back to him, gently caressing her
breasts, tugging on her nipples with one hand, the other lower,
rubbing her clit, dipping a finger in and out. “You did that so
good,” Smooth was saying in a loud whisper. “I’m so proud of you
letting go, it was so hot to see you with that big black cock in
your mouth. You were giving such pleasure. It was good, right?”
Shay nodded, her body responding to Smooth’s caresses, her
breathing heavy from the adrenaline rush of being so far outside
her comfort zone.

“You never dreamed you would be so hot, did you?”

“No,” she whispered. “Never.”

“But you were. And the world didn’t stop did it?”

“No.”

“And you are no different than you were before you did it, are
you? Except maybe freer.”

“Yes, free,” Shay responded.

“You could do it again couldn’t you?”

“Yes.”

“With less hesitation? You liked it, didn’t you? You didn’t
know you would like it, you were scared, but you see now that it
was hot, and you liked it.”

“Yes,” Shay nodded. “Yes, I liked it,” her body shuddering as
she admitted to herself that she had gotten a crazy rush out of
doing something so utterly slutty.

Smooth
bent her over the back of the chair, moving behind her and much
smoother than before, gently eased his cock into her again,
repeating the process as before, stroking her a few times,
withdrawing, kissing, talking, lavishing her with praise on letting
go. Not giving her a long hard fucking but edging her, teasing.
“Fuck me,” Shay gushed with his cock deep inside her. She reached
between her legs and caressed his balls, the need to feel the
sensation of that lovely black cock sliding in and out in a hard
rhythm overriding everything else at this moment.

She
groaned when he pulled out. No man had ever treated her like this,
no one had the control to stop until he came once he got a cock
inside her.

The
different approach rattled Shay’s thinking. Am I not hot enough
that he wants to finish? she thought. Smooth slammed into her hard,
leaning forward, squeezing her tits hard. “Like it?” Smooth
asked.

“Oh God Yes. Love it.”

“Feels good?”

“Feels great.”

“Think how good it is going to feel when I let go and fuck you
hard,” Smooth said. “It will be worth the wait.”

Shay felt
him withdrawing. “No, don’t,” she pleaded. The empty feeling in her
pussy caused her to groan. Smooth had moved away and helped her
stand.

Smooth
moved behind her and caressed her again. “When I do fuck you the
way I want to fuck you it will set the bar high for anyone else. We
are building some anticipation. Understand?”

“I think so,” Shay said, trembling in her desire to be fucked.
She had never wanted fucked as badly as she did at this moment, but
Smooth was manipulating the moment and helped her adjust her
clothing before opening the door and leading her from the booth.
Shay looked around at the men milling in the area, wondering whose
cock she had sucked, but knew the impossibility of determining
it.

Smooth
led them to a small booth in the back, facing the room, and Shay
watched as she maintained her buzz from the liquor, drinking a
second, wondering when Smooth was going to take her away from this
and give her the fucking she wanted, the one he had been
promising.

Shay
watched as the women standing at the bar would be approached, they
would banter for a few minutes, sometimes have a fresh drink
ordered and consumed, and together they would fade into the shadows
of the dark corners. She thought she knew what she was watching,
but she wanted to confirm it. Leaning close to Smooth she asked
him, “Why is every woman here dressed like hookers?”

“Because it is what most of them are,” Smooth said. “This club
started as an after-hours club, after everything else closed you
could come here. Some of the working girls would end up here after
calling it a night, word got out and gradually the regular johns
would come in too, and it evolved from there. There are wannabe’s
here too, role-players are what I call them. You see that woman in
the white midriff top at the bar?”

Shay
nodded.

“She is a PTA president, she likes to slum sometimes, let her
nasty side out. Her husband gets off on her coming
here.”

“Is she working?”

“Sometimes,” Smooth said. “You know, living fantasies. My women
wonder what it would be like to be paid for, to do something
society looks down on, be bold enough and free enough to want to
experience what it would be like. You see that woman in the green
halter top?” Shay looked over at a middle-aged woman with red hair.
“That is what she did. She wanted to see what it was like, so she
tried it.”

“How do you know all this about them?” Shay asked.

“Because I own this club too, and when they work, they work for
me. All life is really fantasies and enjoying them if you have the
boldness to enjoy.” Smooth paused, letting the words sink in. “How
about you Shay, tell me about your fantasies. You know, the secret
ones you do not dare mention.” The waitress set doubles on the
table for both. Shay took a long drink of hers, wondering why she
felt she could open to this relative stranger, this man she was
yearning to feel his cock inside her again.

“I never told anyone I had a fantasy/curiosity about black
men,” Shay admitted. “I didn’t even tell my husband until this
trip.”

“And was it what you expected?”

“More. A lot more.”

“Makes you feel free to accept the realization of your
fantasy?”

“Yes,” Shay said. Smooth kissed her, moving his hand under her
top to cup her bare breast, kissing her ear, whispering. “Yes, you
are free now that you’ve dared realize your fantasy.” He continued
in his almost hypnotic melodious voice. “I know another fantasy
you’ve had, once you’ve never told.” Shay felt her pulse
increasing, what did he know? “I can see inside you,” Smooth said.
“I know what you need to do.”

“What’s that?”

“Do something you always wondered what it would be like to do.
You are already dressed for it, you’re already here. I want you to
fuck someone for me. Because I ask you. Delan has shared you with
me, I want to share you too. You will do that for me won’t
you?”
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Shay gave
a huge sigh. Here it was. Did she dare say the fantasy that had
popped into her mind. She hesitated. “You can let go here,” Smooth
said. “I can help you explore your desires, protect you, keep you
safe but still let you be free.”

“Are you a pimp?” Shay asked.

“You know that. You knew that when we walked in here didn’t
you?” Shay did not answer. “And you get off on wearing these hooker
clothes, you got off being with me, with everyone here thinking
that you are one of my girls. It is a rush for you. Admit
it.”

“Yes,” Shay said.

“No need to pretend anymore. It is time for you to try it for
real. Even if only once you can always recall this one crazy time
you let yourself go totally, lived in the excitement and lust of
the moment,” Smooth said. “You've got the looks, the body, and the
personality. You could have some amazing experiences.”

Shay felt
as if she was in another persona. The Shay she had been knew this
was crazy to even consider. The answer was simple. Say no. But at
the same time the curiosity overwhelmed her, the excitement of
being so bad was too much temptation. She knew she should say no
but she knew she would not. She was wavering.

Smooth
continued as if her saying yes was a forgone conclusion, adding, “I
have some very wealthy and influential clients who would love to
spend time with a beautiful woman like yourself. all of my clients
are respectful and professional, and your safety and comfort are my
top priorities."

Shay was
not totally convinced and tried to stall. “What would I have to
do?”

“Nothing more than you has already done this weekend, just a
different nuance. Now just stand up and walk to the bar, order a
drink, and I will send someone your way. He will tell you that I
sent him over.”

“Then what?”

“I will have Breanna show you where to go, back to one of the
rooms, make sure you use a condom, and you fuck him, then come back
to me, and you and I will go fuck then. I want you to do this for
me, to show me you will. Then I will return the favor with some
mind-bending fucking. It is easier than you think, just do
it.”

Shay felt
herself tremble; the decision made. Smooth could see it in her
face. He had won again, taking another white wife to the dark
side.

“Baby steps. Stand up and walk to the bar, order a drink,”
Smooth said.

Shay did
not know why she did it, but she did, walking almost robot-like to
the bar. Men scooted to either side to give her access to the bar.
She ordered her drink and drank it in three swallows, setting the
empty glass down and signaling for another. A short girl with
bobbed blonde hair approached and introduced her as Breanna. “I’ll
be nearby to show you around,” she said, standing a few feet
away.

With her
drink in hand Shay turned her back to the bar and looked out at the
room. Smooth was smiling from the booth and looked down at his
phone, thumbing it. Shay looked to her left and right. Her hand was
shaking.

As she
finished her drink a man about six foot tall approached, as broad
in the shoulders as any man she had ever seen, closely cropped
hair, rough, handsome, and very black. “Hi, I am Arno. Smooth said
I should introduce myself to you.”

“Shay,” she said. “Pleased to meet you.”

“I’d love to spend some time with you.” He said it as a
statement, not a question. Breanna was right there.

“Why don’t you two follow me,” she said, walking away from the
bar. Arno and Shay fell in behind her. She led them down a hall, to
a room with fifteen on the door. She unlocked it and handed Shay
the key. “Lock it behind you,” she said. “Smooth said to come back
to the booth when you’re through.”

Shay
stepped into the room. She could feel her chest pounding. This is
it, she thought, this is where I become a whore.
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Shay did
not know what she expected, but other than the excitement of
stepping beyond every boundary she ever set for herself, doing
something she never entertained the idea of doing, the act that
would stun anyone who knew her, there was not that much to
it.

Her first
sexual act as a whore was quicker than she expected. She stripped
out of her two garments, brief as they were, remaining in her
heels. He handed Shay $300, unbuckled his pants and asked her to
start by sucking his cock, and then a quick fuck. She was barely
getting into sucking his cock, it was a nice one with a thick
mushroom head, when he pulled her up he tried to pull her on to his
lap.

Shay
pulled away and went to the fishbowl full of condoms on the dresser
of the small room. “Un uh, raincoat first,” she smiled. Tearing it
open she put it in her mouth and went back to his cock, rolling the
condom down his cock with her mouth before finally straddling his
cock and stuffing it inside her.

The
client did not care about her, only getting off. She rocked on his
lap as he pawed her tits, rough, and finally he laid her back on
the small bed and finished off in the condom.

Shay took
a paper towel and pulled it off his cock, wiping it, and sucking
him clean. He gave her a $40 tip and exited. Shay sat down on the
bed, naked, staring blankly at the wall. “Now I’m officially a
whore,” she said, smiling to herself. Actually that was rather
easy, she thought, although not sexually gratifying. “Hell, there
wasn’t that much to it,” she said.

 


***

 


After
dressing and cleaning up briefly, she went back into the club and
saw Smooth. She approached the booth and sat down beside
him.

“How’s my newly made whore?” he asked.

“Horny,” Shay said. “He only got me started. I need fucked like
you promised.”

“I think it is time,” Smooth said. Together they went back to
the same room Shay had just left.

Smooth
had all the time in the world and this white wife had fallen into
this perfectly. Now it was time to seal the deal. He started by a
long make-out session, kissing, then fondling outside her clothes,
stripping her slowly and kissing each inch of exposed flesh as he
did.

This time
when he laid her on the bed and crawled between her legs he did not
stop after a few strokes, but continued slowly, painfully slow, for
long minutes holding his cock inside Shay as he sucked her nipples,
whispered how she was the wettest pussy he had ever entered, how
good a fuck she was, kissing, caressing, and making out as if he
did not already have his cock buried to the hilt inside
her.

Shay was
jolted with a wave of pleasure each time he moved his cock ever so
slightly. When he started a long stroke he was right, she did see
colors, fireworks, and a level of orgasms she had never imagined.
When she came down a little he picked up the pace, pushed his
finger into her ass and she started over with another wave of
orgasms. She had never experienced anything to compare. He lived up
to his promises of a memorable fuck. Shay wanted to be fucked like
this forever. The muscles in her legs were spasming as she came,
and she rolled through the waves of passion, losing all track of
time, until she felt the signs that Smooth was getting close to
cumming.

His
breath became more rapid, he was making soft grunts as he slammed
home. Shay put her mouth close to his ear after a kiss and told
him, “Cum in me. I want your black cum to fill up my pussy. Give it
to me.”

“You get all my cum, Shay. Take it.” Shay could feel the warmth
of Smooth’s seed spreading inside her. He remained in he pussy,
still kissing, still making short strokes, then he gently pulled
out. Shay felt the warm cum pouring in a torrent from her
pussy.

Smooth
smiled. “Gonna leave something for next time,” he said. “Catch your
breath and get your clothes back on, I will be back in my booth.
There is a shower there, towels in the vanity.” He pointed to a
narrow wood door at the corner.

Shay went
into the shower, letting the warm hot spray pour over her, sobering
her up to how many personal taboos she had broken this night,
suddenly dreading the conversation she knew she had to have with
Noah. It was as she was dressing that she saw the clock and
realized it was 2:30 a.m.
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Noah had
passed out after his blow job from Amber. He woke up with her
shaking him. “Come on Noah, we got to pick up Shay. Smooth has
something come up and he cannot drop her off right now.”

Noah
sleepily pulled his clothes back on, Amber dressed, and mixed them
more drinks.

“No need to lose a good buzz,” she said.

Delan
came into the living room. “We still have the limo, come on,” he
said. Delan sat in the front with the driver on this trip, leaving
Amber and Noah in the back.

“Why is Shay not home?” Noah asked. “No one said that she would
be gone for hours.”

“They play it by ear,” Amber said. “Delan and Smooth are
masters at figuring out what makes a woman tick and disassembling
her objections and molding her the way they want her.”

“They have done that with Shay?”

Amber
chuckled. “What do you think?”

“Is she all right?”

“Oh she will be all right, I’m sure, and she will have some
crazy sexual things to tell you about. The only big question is how
far Smooth took her tonight. He took three nights before he turned
me out. He does not have that much time with your wife, so he’ll
try to accelerate the program. How that goes will depend on her
resistance.”

“Turned you out?”

Amber
gave him a shocked look. “You do not know? You do not see
it?”

“See what?”

“Delan and Smooth are pimps Noah. Their goal from step one was
to turn your wife into one of their whores, like they did with me.
Do not be surprised if your wife is returned to you officially a
whore.”

“A whore?”

“That is right. Selling her pussy for her black pimp. And you
can bet it will not be a white man that breaks her in.”

“Not Shay,” Noah said. “She wouldn’t.”

“Think about the look on her face when she left with Smooth.
You know she would.”

“Oh fuck,” Noah said, realizing Amber was right. “Isn’t that
illegal? Did they force her?”

“They would not force anyone to do anything, but Smooth can be
very persuasive. If she did it she was willing.”

As the
limo neared the club they slowed long enough for Delan to step out.
“Stay inside, I’ll be back in a minute,” he said. Noah and Amber
remained in the back compartment. The vehicle continued to the
corner and turned down a street that was on the back side of the
club’s block, with a couple of other clubs on the corners, and in
between Noah could see a long street in which a half dozen women in
scanty dress where standing or walking sensuously back and forth.
As they got closer the driver approached a tall woman in
exceedingly high heels, a skirt that was short enough to display
the cleft on her ass cheeks, a yellow midriff stretch top under a
large open fishnet top. Her hair was pulled back and she was
wearing oversized hoop earrings. As she heard the car approaching
behind her she turned. It was Shay, looking exactly like the other
whores walking this street.
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The black
limo driver has been told how to play it. He rolled down his
window, and Shay leaned into the window. “Hey baby, how are you
doing?” Noah was in stunned silence, not believing he was seeing
his wife dressed like a whore soliciting this black
driver.

“I’m good,” the driver said. “What’ca doing out here
girl?”

Shay
looked right and left before answering. “Actually this is my very
first night. My guy is back there in the doorway. He said he wanted
me to see what it was like out here on the street.”

“On the job training?” the driver joked.

“Something like that,” Shay said. “I do not know. This is all
new to me.”

“And have you picked up any dates out here?”

“Not yet,” Shay said. “I have only been out here a few minutes.
I am trying to keep my man happy tonight, doing what he
asked.”

“Let me see what I’m going to get,” the driver said. “Give me a
look at them damn fine white titties.” Shay did not hesitate,
lifting the top to flash her breasts to him.

“They are very nice,” the driver said. “So you ready for your
first customer tonight? I want to sample that pussy. Get
in.”

Shay
looked rattled, hesitating, glancing back over her shoulder at
Smooth, who had emerged into the light from the doorway. He nodded.
“Uh, I guess so,” she said with a sigh, as if she had resigned
herself to completing this act.

Noah
could tell her chest was heaving in long gasps as she said it. She
was excited by all this. She started to open the passenger
door.

“Get in the back girl, more room to fuck there. I will park
this thing down the way and climb back there in a minute. Nothing
like fresh white pussy.” Shay glanced into the back but could not
see into the darkness where Noah and Amber sat.

Shay
opened the back door and was face to face with Noah and Amber. Her
knees buckled but she caught herself on the door.
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Shay
plopped down in the seat, panicked. Noah did not speak, staring
straight ahead.

Smooth
appeared at the door, laughing. “Surprise, surprise,” he said,
leaning in, whispering in Shay’s ear. “You did great girl. I will
be hitting you up. Loved it.” He turned and walked away.

Amber
gave Noah a buss on the cheek. “This is where I get out,” she said
to Noah. “I’ll see you again in the future, I’m guessing,” she
said.

“Where are you going?” Noah asked.

“I’m going to work, my shift with Smooth is about to start.”
She exited and closed the door leaving Noah alone in the back seat
with his wife.

“Look at me,” Noah said. She had tears welling in her
eyes.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I do not know what has come over me. I
was going to tell you as soon as I got back to you.” She took a
long breath. “I did not want you to find out like this.”

Despite
his shock he was not angry. “Come here,” he said, pulling her to
him. She turned sideways in the seat, raising her leg and
accidentally displaying her pussy to him. Even in the dim
streetlight through the window Noah could see her pussy was red and
her labia glistening with moisture.

The limo
started, circled the block and Delan was standing on the curb in
front of the club. He got back in the front, leaving the married
couple in the back.

“I don’t quite know what to say,” Shay said, “I uh, I guess I
got carried away tonight.”

Noah
pondered her response for a second. “Not here. We can talk all this
out when we get home. Are you good? I mean are you OK?”

Shay was
relieved Noah was not enraged and said simply, “I am incredibly
good. I had an amazing evening.”

Delan
turned around in the seat. “So did my friend Smooth live up to his
reputation?” he asked Shay in a jovial tone.

Shay
squirmed in the seat before answering. “That and more,” she
said.

“Good,” Delan said turning back to the front. Noah was quiet,
his arm around his wife as she leaned into him, and Shay was
rewinding her conversation with Smooth before he had her standing
out on the street in front of the passing cars, the conversation
she was yet to have with her husband.

 


***

 


Smooth
had led her down the stairs from the club to the street. She saw
five girls already walking back and forth, all dressed like the
hookers she had seen inside. She shivered.

“What is this?”

“Showing you the lower side,” Smooth said. “Want you to get out
there and walk a little bit, get the feel for it.”

“Streetwalking?”

“More like doing what I ask you to do like a good whore,”
Smooth said. “Don’t worry, I’ll be right here.” He smiled. “More
like a test. You said you wanted to explore. This is as safe as you
will ever experience this.”

“OK,” Shay said, pausing. “Am I expected to fuck
someone?”

“Up to you,” Smooth said. “What I need to talk to you about is
now that we have the whore hurdle out of the way, if you wanted to
come back some I would love for you to escort for me,” Smooth had
said.

“What is that exactly?”

“It is the total opposite of what you are seeing here. You
would accompany men to events or on dates, and they would
compensate you generously for your time."

“And sex?”

“That would be up to you and the client. Some may want that,
some may not.” Smooth immediately sensed her curiosity and
eagerness to continue to explore.

 


***

 


In the
car beside Noah, she knew she needed to say something. She spoke in
a faint voice so Delan would not hear. "Noah, there's something
else I need to tell you.”

"Okay,
what is it?"

"Smooth
pimped me out. You know that now. But he wants me to escort
some."

Noah had
braced for this, after hearing what Amber had said and seeing his
wife flashing her tits at what she thought was a potential john
paying for her pussy. She had opened the door of the car thinking
that she was going to complete the deal and fuck the driver for
money.

There was
no stopping what had already happened. Now it was damage control.
"Shay, I don't want to lose you. What if something goes
wrong?"

Shay had
made her decision of what she wanted and reassured her husband. "I
promise I'll be careful, Noah. And I will come back to you every
time. You are my husband and I love you. But I need to do this for
myself. I will not do anything that puts myself in danger," Shay
argued.

"I can't
believe I'm even having this conversation with you," Noah said,
exasperated. "I can't just give you permission to become a
prostitute, Shay."

"I know,
Noah, but please try to understand. I have already done it. I am
already a whore now. This is my choice, and I want to do it. I need
you to support me," Shay said, her eyes pleading with
Noah.

Noah was
both shocked and aroused by Shay's new desires. He had always
thought of himself as a sexually adventurous person, but Shay was
taking it to a whole new level. Was it beyond what he could
handle?

Shay
repeated what Smooth had described. “The clients are screened. Shay
said they would be respectful and friendly. They would take things
slow, starting with conversation and allowing us to know each other
before we slowly escalate the intimacy. Mostly it is a wealthy
businessman who only wants a night out on the town with a beautiful
woman.”

Noah
could not believe that this was his wife, the woman he had loved
and cherished for so many years, now transforming into a high-end
escort. As much as it shocked him to see her like this, he knew
that he could not stop her. If she was determined to explore this
new side of herself, to embrace her inner whore, he had to accept
that. It was everything he thought he had wanted of her—but she had
taken far beyond his fantasies. His spoken fantasies may have
sparked this, but Shay’s actions were taking control
now.

When they
arrived at the entrance to the apartment building, Shay fell in
beside Delan. He wrapped his arm around her waist, sliding up to
slide it under the crop top and crop a quick feel. “Night’s still
young.”

“Yes it is.”

“Tired or sleepy?” he asked.

“I’m just getting started,” Shay said.


CHAPTER 42

 


On the
way up the elevator Shay was hanging on to Delan. The tube top had
slipped down exposing one breast as she reached for him, not
noticing her tit was out.

“Pull it down and walk down the hall,” Delan said. Shay
hesitated. “Do it. I did not ask. Give up that control.” She pulled
it down to her waist and walked topless down the hall. She did not
care if anyone saw. Her modesty was left behind in that club of
hookers.

Inside
the apartment she made her way to the bar and mixed strong drinks
for everyone, still topless. The adrenaline that had sobered her
earlier had faded, and the liquor was back shading her mind. “A
nightcap,” she said, looking down at her bare tits and
smiling.

Delan sat
opposite them, and Shay sat down beside Noah, wrapping her arms
around him, and giving him a kiss. “I love you so much,” she
slurred. “Not many husbands would be let me do this, but you do,
don’t you baby. I am doing what you wanted, isn’t that
right?”

Noah
reached out and touched her bare breast. “Yeah, that’s
right.”

Shay was
working at his belt buckle. “You want to know what I’m
thinking?”

“What are you thinking,” Noah said, looking over at a grinning
Delan.

“I’m thinking I’m going to suck your cock,” she said, unzipping
his pants and on her knees in front of the couch sucking her
husband’s cock as the black man opposite them watched. Delan stood
and walked behind Shay as she bobbed her head up and down on her
husband’s cock, dropping to his knees, pulling out his cock,
walking on his knees closer, spreading her legs, lifting her short
skirt up to her waist, her pussy exposed and waiting.

Noah
could feel the shiver that ran over her body when Delan put his
cock into her. She pulled off her husband’s cock to moan a drawn
out “Yess, fuck me.” Placing his hand on Shay’s hips and pulling
her back onto his cock, Delan was fucking her in long steady
strokes.

Shay
raised off her husband’s cock and leaned back, Delan wrapped his
black hands over her tits, underneath and lifting, as if offering
them to Noah. Noah reached out and pulled both her nipples, and
Shay had an orgasm, a little one, but an orgasm just the same. She
pulled away from Delan. “Let’s take this to the bedroom, lovers,”
she said, leading the way, walking into Delan’s bedroom. She turned
to Noah and whispered, “Just watch, OK? I want you to watch me get
black fucked. I will make it up to you later. I
promise.”

Noah only
nodded.

Shay lay
back on the bed and Delan moved beside her, kissing, sliding his
hand down her belly and she opened her legs in response as he
neared her pussy, running his hand over her pubis and sliding two
fingers inside her.

Delan
broke the kiss to suck on her nipple, running a fingertip over her
clit and rubbing it, pushing her legs more open with his hand
without breaking the kiss.

Moving
between her legs he kissed her again, kissed both her nipples and
moved further down to lick her pussy, his arms around the outside
of her thighs. Shay reached down and placed her hands on his biceps
as he ate her pussy. He reached up and twisted each of her nipples
as she would jerk when he was gently biting her clit and tongue
fucking her.

Shay
reached down to his head and placed her hands on it, pulling his
face harder into her pussy, groaning.

Delan
stopped licking her and moved up to his knees, moving up her body
to kiss and alternate sucking her nipples. Shay reached for his
cock as he stood beside the bed and she began sucking him, reaching
between his legs with her hand on his ass pulling him into her
mouth, her other hand at the base of his black cock
stroking.

Delan did
not want to cum like this, and he laid her back on the bed, moved
between her legs again, pushing his cock down and into her in a
long stroke.

With his
arms behind her knees he pushed her back, rolling her ass almost
off the bed. “Breeding position,” Delan said, receiving a long
passionate moan from Shay. He fucked her like that then rolled off
her. “You get on top,” he said.

Shay
straddled him, her feet flat on the bed, sliding up and down on his
cock, her hands reaching behind her and bracing on his thighs.
“Ohhhh” Shay said, her gasps for air rhythmic in unison with his
stroking.

“Yes baby, ride that black cock,” Delan said. Shay dropped from
her feet flat and wrapped her legs around his back, kissing him,
grinding their bodies together, his cock still deep inside her,
rocking back and forth until her breath grew faster and faster
until she gave a groan and came.

Delan
pushed her off and started back eating her pussy again. “Oh God,”
she said. “I want you inside me,” she told him, and Delan moved
over her again, putting her back in the breeding position, fucking
her with his cock almost vertical going in and out of her
pussy.

“Daddy likes fucking his white pussy, owning this cunt,” he
said. Delan grabbed her ankles and put them on his shoulders,
pumping her faster. Noah watched as Shay was arching her body up to
meet him. She had her hands on the outside of his thighs urging him
on.

They
changed position slightly, letting Shay’s back flat on the bed, and
she wrapped her legs around his back. Noah could see Delan’s long
black cock shaft withdrawing until most of it was out of her pussy
and the just as quick disappearing balls deep into his
wife.

“Do it, cum inside me,” Shay said, and Delan groaned and fucked
her even harder, faster, and faster with only one thought, cumming
as quick as possible. He gave a shout and his body stopped, as if
frozen in place, all the way inside her, spewing his cum deep
inside her pussy. He did not move for a while, letting her pussy
drain and absorb all his cum before gently pulled out.

Shay lay
there recovering, looking over at Noah and motioning him closer.
Noah wondered if she might want him to fuck her now, but instead
she pulled him close to her face, gave him a quick buss, and
whispered, “I will see you in the morning baby. I am going to spend
tonight in Delan’s bed, our last night here.”

Noah was
speechless but none the less raised up without speaking and walked
to the door. He looked back to see Shay and Delan in an embrace and
kiss. He gulped down another double and went to bed
drunk.


CHAPTER 43

 


Noah
awoke in the darkness to the sounds of fucking. He had no idea of
the time. He dozed off and was awaken later by his wife’s shouts of
passion, screams of delight as she was cumming. Shay was making
rhythmic grunts that he knew corresponded into every time Delan
bottomed out in her pussy. He started hearing the “Pop, Pop, Pop”
as their bodies slapped against each other.

“Oh Daddy,” he heard Shay scream, “Fuck me good Black Daddy.
Fuck your whore.” The room went quiet, and he dozed
again.

 


***

 


Sometime
in the night Noah woke again with the need to pee. He got out of
the bed and walked into the hall into the bathroom, passing Delan’s
open door. Shay and Delan were still fucking, the sound coming from
the room a symphony of groans, slaps, grunts, and whimpers. Shay
was lost in it, no doubt about that. At that moment he realized she
was not his wife but a black man’s whore.

Noah
glanced in for a better view, the bed illuminated by the moonlight
coming through the windows. They were not alone. Shay was on her
knees, sucking Delan’s cock, and another black man was fucking her
from behind. She was whimpering and the man fucking her from behind
was popping her ass with his hand. Noah could make out it was
Smooth.

Shay
pulled off sucking Delan’s cock to urge Smooth. “Cum inside me,
shoot your cum in my pussy. Fill my whore cunt.”

Noah felt
his head spinning and held to the doorframe to keep from falling.
He stepped into the bathroom, and with the sounds of the two men
double teaming his wife, braced against the wall and made his way
back to his bed. He passed out again.

 


***

 


Noah was
awakened with daylight creeping through the curtains by Shay
crawling into the bed beside him, scooting over against him, her
mouth close to his ear.

“Are you awake?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Noah said.

“Delan had to go to work, some early meeting,” she said. “We
won’t see him before we have to leave.”

“OK. And Smooth?”

“He left too. Hey, I want to tell you something,” Shay
whispered. “Right this moment my cunt is full of two black men’s
cum, they both fucked me before they left a few minutes ago. I want
to be fucked again, to have been fucked by three men only minutes
apart, and now that is up to you baby. I want you to fuck my slutty
cunt that is still full of black men’s cum.” She was stroking
Noah’s cock and his cock was quickly rigid.

“That’s the way I like it,” Shay said. Noah moved over her, and
the head of his cock touched her pussy, she was right, her pussy
was overrunning with cum.

“Damn, how much cum did they put inside you?”

“A whore load,” Shay said. “I was a good black man’s ho last
night.” Noah said nothing more, and Shay pulled him to her with a
hard kiss, an urgent one, as if they had not fucked for weeks and
this was the first time—all the while knowing she had been fucked
throughout the night and into the morning.

“Thank you for letting me have a good time,” Shay said. “I love
you.”

“I love you too,” Noah said. They went on like that for long
minutes, their bodies rocking against each other, groping, kissing,
tugging, pumping until Noah could hold out no longer and added his
cum to the loads already inside his wife.


CHAPTER 44

 


Shay had
two cups of coffee on the nightstand she had brought when she had
entered the room. She took one and handed the other to her husband,
the two of the sitting up in the bed, the bedcovers at their
waists.

That was
when Noah noticed her breasts were now covered in hickeys. She saw
him staring. “Delan said every time I look in the mirror and see
how he had put his mark on my tits I should think of him,” she
said. “He called it a reminder.”

Shay
looked over at her husband. “I hope you like the new me. I know it
is a lot more than you meant when you asked me to let
go.”

“Yeah, it is, but if that was what it took to get you to open
up...”

“Good, because I don’t think I could go back to the way I
was.”

“You were OK the way you were, I only wanted you a little
bolder, more confident, less inhibited,” Noah said.

Shay gave
a low laugh. “I’m all that now,” she said. “When I let my slut side
out the bitch took over, did she not. I did not know I would end up
performing in a peep show, fucking two black men, sucking a black
cock in a glory hole, let along whoring for my black
pimp.”

“No, I would have never believed you would do that.”

“I wouldn’t until I did,” Shay said. “I cannot believe I’ve
just spent the night fucking two black men all night long. I do not
know how many times we fucked last night. I do not think we ever
slept.”

“You are uninhibited now, for sure,” he said. “I think we let a
tiger loose.”

“A horny slutty tiger,” she said, making a growling noise that
turned into a laugh. Her face turned serious.

“I looked at our calendar,” Shay said.

“And?”

“We don’t have anything planned the second weekend of May; you
know 9 weeks from now.”

Noah knew
it was coming. “Why do I suspect that actually we do have something
planned.”

“Yeah, well, I kind of promised Delan and Smooth I’d come back
in nine weeks for some more fun.”

“More exploring?”

“More whoring and escorting may be a better way to say it. Not
trying to soften what I am doing. That is me baby, a sexual
explorer. I want to explore it all,” she said, “And,” a long pause,
“I want you with me every step of the way. I want you to watch your
wife being a black cock slut and whore.”

“Is that what you are?”

“At the moment, absolutely,” she said. “I love it. I want more
of it. If you do not object.”

“I don’t object,” Noah said.

“Good,” Shay said, picking up her phone instantly and texted.
“He says we are good, and I can’t wait,” she said.

“Well that should make Delan happy,” Noah said.

Shay
giggled. “Honey I was not talking to Delan. We have explored with
him a lot, but I am coming back to be with Smooth.”

“But he’s a…”

“I know baby,” Shay said. “Something we explorers have not
tried yet. I mean technically I did, but this time it is a sober
decision, not one make at my height of drunken arousal.”

“You will?” Noah asked.

“I will,” Shay said. “Isn’t that what sluts do? How is that for
uninhibited?”

“It’s OK, I guess.” Noah said. “I get to watch some
too?”

“Of course. I love you. You hard enough for another
round?”

Noah
laughed. “As wet as your pussy is right now, no problem. I love you
too.”

 


***

 


A few
days later back at home, as they lay in bed together, in their
reality life, they had time to process and sort through the events
of their anniversary weekend; the second guessing, the diverse ways
they could have played it, and most important what would they do
going forward.

Shay
turned to Noah and said, "Thank you for accepting me for who I am,
for allowing me to explore my desires and become the woman I was
always meant to be."

Noah
smiled, "You're my wife, Shay. I love you, no matter what. You
think you were meant to be a whore?"

"I know I
had to try it. The buildup and knowledge of being that nasty was
hotter than the actual act," Shay replied. "Smooth says escorting
is a lot better though. The clients want to try to get me.” She saw
the strained look on her husband’s face. “I love you. But I need
you to know that I am a whore, there’s no undoing that. Funny thing
is I'm proud of it."

Noah
sighed, "I know. And I accept that. But I still worry about you. I
don't want anything bad to happen to you."

Shay
placed a hand on his chest, "I know you worry, but I'll be careful,
Noah. And besides, I'm having the time of my life."

Noah
looked into her eyes, seeing the joy and excitement there, and he
knew that he could not take that away from her.

"I know,"
he said. "And I'm happy for you. I just wish I could be more a part
of it, more of a ‘we’ thing we would do together."

Shay
smiled, "You are a part of it, Noah. You are my husband, my rock.
And you are always there for me, no matter what. It is just where I
will be going sometimes there are no white men allowed."

“Huh?”

“If I am doing this I told Smooth I only would go out with
black men. I have a white man at home, I told him.”

“OK,” Noah said, realizing despite his reservations, Noah could
not deny the fact that he was also turned on by Shay's newfound
desires.

“You could drive me to the hotel meets,” she said. “Wait for me
in the lobby. You could sit there wondering how well I was getting
fucked upstairs.”

Noah
pulled her close, gently rolling her nipples between his thumb and
forefinger. Amber’s pierced nipples crossed his mind.

Shay
sensed the extra attention he was paying to her nipples and tried
to read his thoughts. “What would you say if I got my nipples
pierced?”

“You want to get your nipples pierced?” Noah asked.

“I asked you what you thought,” Shay said.

“It is your body and your decision,” Noah said, “but if you are
asking my opinion, I think pierced nipples are hot.
Why?”

“Amber’s were, Smooth mentioned me having my nipples pierced.
He said he would pay.”

“Well if you put it like that, the idea you’d get your nipples
pierced for your black pimp, well that is a lot hotter.” He paused.
“Would you?”

“I guess we’ll see in a few weeks, won’t me?” Shay said without
really answering the question. Noah pulled her close, spooning, his
hand on her bare breast. She had slept nude since their return from
their anniversary.

Noah knew
now when they returned from their next trip she would be sporting
rings through those thick tender nipples. He reminded himself to
buy a new camera tomorrow, he expected he had a lot of things
coming that he would want to film.

Shay
moved toward him, pressing her breasts against him, and reaching
for his hard cock. “Fuck me husband. All this talk about black men
and whoring has me really turned on.”

“I’d love to, love, but I’m not fucking you as a wife, I’m
fucking you like a black man’s whore.”

“Good,” Shay said. “That is how I want it tonight. Fuck me like
the whore I am. I will be your wife again in the morning.” As she
said the words the thought, “Best of both worlds” stuck in her
mind. “I love you,” she said.

 


THE END
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