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INTRODUCTION

 


“Once. Twice? All in?” The
auctioneer said, surveying the room. “OK. Sold.” Richard Sullivan
took a deep breath and a long pull on his Jack Daniels. He was a
half-dozen tables away from the stage and staring as his wife
stepped out of the stage lights and down the steps from the stage
smiling. A few of the people in the room applauded. The beautiful
brunette had brought almost twice as much as any woman auctioned
thus far in the charity auction.

His wife Kate took the extended hand
of the massive black man and he physically picked her up at her
waist, to the delight of the crowd, carrying her to his table with
his arms extended in a display of his strength. As he reclaimed his
seat she allowed him to guide her down on his lap. The black man
whispered in her ear and she nodded. Kate was facing Richard,
locked eyes with him, and with a sly smile reached behind her head
and untied the top to her bikini, letting it fall, exposing her
stark white breasts to the leering eyes of the men in the room. The
bare white flesh was in in contrast with her dark brown tan lines.
The other white wives at the table were also sitting on the other
three black men at the table, sitting on their laps, all topless
too.

At that moment Richard had never
wanted to touch those big soft white tits as much. He was amazed at
the boldness of the wife he had called too shy and a prude as late
as two weeks before now sitting topless in a strip club on the lap
of one of the largest black men Richard had ever seen.

Something in their lives changed at
that moment, and Richard knew it.

 


***

 


I’M A MOTHER

 


His favorite fantasy had always been
for Kate to be sexier—in both her dress and attitude.

When they were first married he was
insanely jealous if she flirted with another man, but as he aged he
started going in the other direction. However, Kate remained locked
in her insecurity about her appearance—and how she should act
toward men. She zoned the attention of other men out of her
mind.

With the coming of their daughter her
focus changed to that of a mother, which was a priority Richard
endorsed, but was still sexually frustrating. Every time he
suggested she leave off her bra, unbutton an extra button, or
reveal a lace trim to camisole, her comeback was, “I’m a mother!”
as if that was the final answer. Richard never understood why she
couldn’t be both.

That was not to say that their sex
life suffered. Alone in a bedroom Kate was all he could ask for one
on one. She was an enthusiastic sexual partner—but only in the
privacy of a bedroom, not outside where someone might see, and the
only toy she would use was a small white vibrator. Kate would humor
him and watch an occasional porno, at the conclusion of it her
standard statement was, “I did it for you, it did nothing for me.”
It was rare for her to get excited watching porn—and if she did the
guilt from her pleasure of doing something she thought she
shouldn’t blunted the pleasure she had enjoyed moments
earlier.

Richard suspected she was being
passive aggressive about his desires and he would back off, try a
softer approach, but the result was always the same. That didn’t
mean Richard stopped wishing. Pervading all his desire for her to
be more sexually charged outside the bedroom was his conviction
that her pent up sexual inhibitions would explode if he could find
the right trigger —a result Richard could only dream of ever
happening. He continued searching for the trigger.

It was not as if he was unhappy with
her overall. He wasn’t. Overall she was a dream wife, but a wilder,
hornier, dare he say it—sluttier wife would be more icing on what
was already a delicious cake.

Richard sensed a change in
Kate with their daughter leaving for college, her approaching
40th birthday, and adjusting to the fact that her primary role as a
mother was not as needed as it had been before their daughter left
for school. She didn’t have their daughter as an excuse for her
shyness now, and she faced the reality that with her daughter gone
that Richard deserved much of her focus. He was the person she was
going to spend the rest of her life with.

 


***

 


THE SURPRISE

 


Richard had wanted her to change. As
he watched his wife with her right arm around the huge broad
shoulder of the black man half-a-room away it had all changed. This
was the night it changed.

Eight hours earlier as Richard walked
down the jetway from his plane he had expected more of the prudish
wife he was used to urging to open up. Now it was gone in a single
evening. Now his wife was sitting topless on a black man’s knee in
the center of a strip club—and contrary to the original plan, his
losing the bid in the auction for her time meant she was obligated
keep the huge black man company for the next five hours—until
closing time for the strip club.

 


***

 


FOR YOUR AGE

 


It had started with an argument—a
little nothing spat that had they been sober might have passed with
a disapproving glance.

But they weren’t sober. In fact they
were hammered, sitting on their patio by the pool on a warm spring
night in Georgia, resting after finally unpacking from their recent
move to Atlanta for Richard’s job change.

Kate was in a
too-small-to-wear-in-public Wild Weasel swimsuit that was her one
enticement to coerce Richard into sitting outside on such a humid
night. Modest in dress in public, she told him she would indulge
him in wearing the next to nothing suit around the pool, since no
one could see in, thanks to a high privacy fence.

Kate’s reasoning on the swimsuit
rather than nude, in spite of the isolation, was that if they were
out in daylight and someone flew over in a light plane it would be
obvious that she was wearing a swimsuit. Kate wore the swimsuit as
a compromise for Richard wanting to skinny dip. She suspected one
of the reasons he had insisted on this house was the private
pool.

The suit had achieved the desired
result for Richard. Although he had to wait until it was dark and
turned the pool lights out, the stimulation of his wife dressing
hot was working. Richard had just enjoyed five minutes of his
wife’s beautiful face bobbing up and down on his cock, her short
brunette hair flying with the movement of her head. She had looked
up into his eyes as he starting coming, moved off his cock and
finishing him off with her hand.

Kate has an aversion to him coming in
her mouth, but at that moment he couldn’t have cared less. Richard
struggled to catch his breath as Kate moved back to her chaise and
leaned back.

This night she patted her tummy that
now bore a soft cushion around her navel, nothing that any man
would notice had he not known her when she prided herself on her
flat belly. Richard thought her little bulge was cute, and
certainly didn’t detract from her 39-year-old body.

“Look at me, my belly is
huge. I must have gained 10 pounds since Kelli went to
State.”

“It looks good on you,” he
said without thinking.

“So you think I have gained
10 pounds and look it?” she snapped.

“No, uh, yes, uh aw shit
Kate, I love you the way you are.”

“I’m good enough for you?”
she said. Kate did not take it as a compliment.

“That’s what I said. You
look great for your age.” Richard was drinking, and not thinking
and the only thing Kate heard was, “for your age.”

“That’s it, you asshole,”
Kate said. “It’s back to the gym. I’ll show you. I don’t care if we
can’t afford it. You will just have to find a way to pay for it.”
He heard her mutter, “For your age, shit.” He said nothing more,
figuring to quit while he was ahead.

Instead he took a look pull from his
glass of Single Barrel Jack and laid his head back on the chaise
lounge. He must have dozed, for when he opened his eyes Kate was
gone. She was already in bed with the lights off when he staggered
in and collapsed. He reached for her and she pushed his hand
away.

Richard didn’t rush to get up the next
morning, Saturday, ignoring the bumps and door hinges as Kate
puttered about. He did eventually manage to wash down a couple of
painkillers and make it to the kitchen for what turned out to be a
lukewarm cup of coffee. He saw a note on the table.

“Gone to find a gym.
Kate.”

 


***

 


WAITING IN THE
CLUB

 


Richard considered leaving the strip
club. Kate would not be returning until closing time, 2 a.m. He
certainly didn’t need to sit here and drink for five hours. Even
though he had been willing to borrow money to win his wife at the
auction, the reality was he didn’t want to spend money on strippers
here either.

A few girls would stop by and
introduce themselves, inquire about his wife, congratulate him on
how pretty she was, and sit with him to take a break. He suspected
some of them were taking pity on him. This left him watching the
topless women stripping on stage or watching someone else get a
table dance. There were certainly a lot of beautiful women here, he
thought.

Richard ordered an ice tea and watched
the lanky redhead on stage now shrugging out of her sequined bra,
her heavy full breasts falling into view as she did. He’d give it
30 more minutes before he made his decision to wait or
go.

Glancing at his wife’s table, with
five black men seated around it, each with a topless white woman on
their lap, he watched the animated conversation Kate was having
with the large black man, the smile, the flick of the hair, the
head-back laugh with her arm around his huge shoulder. He realized
that for the first time in a long time she was in full flirt
mode.

Even as he watched the men spoke back
and forth and the women stood, as did the men, and holding hands
each black and white couple began moving away from the
table.

 


***

 


FINDING A GYM

 


Five months earlier in their home town
of Nashville their old gym had been bulldozed to make space for a
big box electronics store, and with Kelli graduating and starting
college and the expenses involved in they had not rushed to find a
new gym.

Richard had changed jobs and with the
move to Atlanta the money had been tight. Eliminating the gym
membership seemed like a smart move.

Now she was on a quest. Upon Kate’s
return mid-afternoon that day Richard was called to unload a
half-dozen bags of grocery. They had invited two other couples he
had met through the new job over for the evening to grill
steaks.

Kate loved to entertain but she was
also one of those perfectionists that had to be sure the flowers on
the table are in the right arrangement and the foyer has been
vacuumed—again. This was their first get together with anyone in
their new home.

It was a typical get-together for
them. The ladies took wine on to the patio while the men had beers
in front of the big screen watching the last of the day’s college
football, arguing their teams and players for the next day and
their mutual obsession—pro football. Everyone had left around
midnight and Richard and Kate had collapsed in bed.

Richard didn’t have a chance to learn
how her gym search had gone until Sunday morning as they cleaned up
from the night before.

“Did you find a gym?” he
asked.

“Yes, we will just have to
find a way to afford it. I looked at a half-dozen,” she said. “A
couple were too dirty, one was too far to drive every day, another
didn’t have the classes I thought I might like, and then I found
one north of the perimeter a mile or so. I can be there in 20
minutes.”

“Good. Did you sign us both
up? They have a family rate?”

“No. Actually I don’t think
it is your kind of gym. There were no men there.”

“Oh, one of those,” he
said, “Men are discouraged from joining?”

“Well let’s just say there
is far too much estrogen in the air there for you. There were no
TV’s over the treadmills turned to ESPN.”

“Well I hope you don’t get
bored with it.”

“That remains to be seen,”
she said. “I joined for three months. If I can’t make friends with
a few of the other women by then I’ll go somewhere else. You know
how I hate to work out alone.”

“I do.”

“At least I’ve gotten off
my butt and started getting back in shape.”

“You are in shape,” Richard
said.

“Yeah, in your opinion,”
Kate said.

 


***

 


GWEN

 


It was a Sunday afternoon and Kate and
her gym friend Gwen were having lunch after their workout. There
was no need for Kate to rush home, Richard was locked in front of
the TV. Gwen’s husband was fishing, as was his Sunday afternoon
hobby.

“So here we are again,
sports widows,” Gwen said, raising her second glass of
wine.

“Yes,” Kate said. “Again.
You know I swear I think when that damn football game is on I could
walk into the room naked and he would glance up and go back to the
game.”

“Have you tried
it?”

“No. Of course
not.”

“Maybe you should,” Gwen
smiled. “It could end well.”

“It might not too,” Kate
said. “I’m not sure I could.”

“Girl, we need to get your
confidence up—you’re pretty but you don’t know it. I’ll have help
you along. That’s what friends do.”

“OK,” Kate answered
hesitantly, wondering to herself if she really meant what she had
just said.

 


***

 


ON THE ROAD

 


Richard didn’t think anything more
about Kate’s gym in the ensuing weeks. He was working late and
collapsing when he came home. He felt Kate was getting back in
their old Nashville routine. He was in football mode anyway—hosting
or attending the rotating football party during the weekly mid-week
game and Sunday afternoons. Kate told everyone she was a football
widow during the season.

If working out meant that much to Kate
it would give Richard some freedom to indulge in his passion, and
he would manage the additional cost of the gym without
complaint.

Richard’s new ad agency job had him
traveling a lot and a regular gym workout schedule for him was not
in the cards anyway.

Kate shifted from morning workouts to
early afternoons and was working hard from the sweaty tight gym
clothes he noticed piling up in the laundry room.

Her tighter workout outfits indicated
she felt the workouts were having a positive effect. For Richard he
did enjoy the positive effect on their sex life. He found himself
wanting the sexual pleasure of his wife more after days of being
out of town and away from her. It seemed to be working on Kate’s
horniness too, although it was only through innuendo in their
nightly phone calls.

It was a month before Kate and Richard
once again found themselves with some alone time on their patio
with drinks. Richard inquired about the gym. He started the
compliments before the liquor hit, despite the fact that she had
left the Wild Weasel swimsuit inside the house was instead wearing
a more traditional two-piece that covered up far more than he
liked.

Richard couldn’t understand why she
was so intent on covering it up a body she was working so hard to
looking great—but he said nothing this night. He would try a
different approach.

“Tell me about the gym. It
looks like your workouts are paying off. You are really looking
good baby. ”

“Thank you,” she smiled. “I
have been working hard and thank you for noticing. Having someone
to work out with who is obsessed with fitness doesn’t
hurt.”

“You have a new friend? You
haven’t said.”

“We’ve not had a chance to
talk in weeks—but yes. Her name is Gwen, she and her husband have
moved here recently too, and we joined the gym about the same time.
We have coffee together at the gym during breaks, been to lunch a
time or two.”

“Good, especially if it
keeps you encouraged. You are naturally smoking hot,” he said “but
when you are well toned you are spectacular. Any man would be
crawling all over you. If you would dress in something skimpy and
go out with me in public I would prove it.”

“That’s not me and you know
it,” she said, changing the subject to talk about her landscaping
plans for the patio edging.

 


***

 


Gwen and Kate were enjoying a strong
cup of coffee at Starbucks after their workouts. Gwen was still in
her workout clothes, tight with a bare midriff, and her full
breasts showing a lot of cleavage in the low cut top. Kate had
pulled a modest tee and shorts over her workout clothes. Even
covered the tee was on the thin side and Kate kept glancing down to
be sure it was not too see-through. Gwen just shook her
head.

“You didn’t see it, did
you?”

“What?” Kate
said.

“The cute blond headed guy
by the door checking you out.”

“No, I’m
married.”

“How long have you been
married?”

“Coming up on 20 years,”
Kate said. Gwen nodded like there was some kind of hidden meaning
in that. “What?”

“The way you tug at your
clothes. Is your hubby still the jealous threatened type or he into
the want to show you off phase yet?”

“Huh?”

““Girl, you need some
help,” she said. “You need attention from a man.”

“I’m married.”

“Yes you are, but you’re
not dead.”

“Yeah but…”

“Are you telling me you
don’t enjoy it when a cute guy gives you a compliment, does a
double take?”

“Of course, but I’m old. My
daughter has just left for college. No guys want to look at me.”
Gwen wrinkled her nose in a grimace. “I wish I had the guts to
dress sexier, like you do.”

Gwen laughed as she looked down at her
cleavage. “It not like I’m showing nipples or anything—but the men
seem to enjoy me dressing like this—and I get off on the
attention.”

“I can’t do it.”

“You really are that naïve
aren’t you? If you want to dress sexier just do it.”

“It is really tough for me.
I feel like everyone is judging me.”

“Admiring is not judging.
You didn’t see the three guys check you out when we came into the
gym today?”

“No.”

“Want me to point them out
to you next time?”

“No.” Kate said, pausing
before adding, “Well I lied, I did see one guy do a double
take.”

“That’s what I’m saying.
You didn’t like that?”

“To tell the truth it made
me a little uncomfortable. A married woman should not be attracting
other men,” Kate argued.

“And what does your husband
say about that?”

“He wants to show me off,
or me to show off might be a better way of saying it.”

“And you fight it?” Gwen
said.

“Yeah, I guess I
do.”

“Girl, do you have any idea
of the fun you are missing?”

“No, tell me,” Kate said in
clipped words.

“OK, here’s a list. You are
missing the pleasure of knowing you are attractive to men—men other
than your husband. You are a female. This is natural but you are
suppressing natural instincts. You are depriving your husband of
something he would enjoy—that is just between the two of you in the
final analysis. And last but not least by a damn sight is you are
missing a lot of what can get your hubby horny and you will be
getting fucked twice as much as you are now. And that is just the
start.”

“Our sex life is OK, no
complaints there,” Kate said.

“I didn’t say it would be
OK, I said it would be better.” Gwen stopped abruptly, holding up
her hand. “Alright it is none of my business. I don’t know you well
enough to be getting into this much detail or
suggestions.”

“No, I appreciate it. I
like being your friend. I want you to be able to say anything to
me. And I to you.”

“But you don’t like talking
about fucking?”

“It makes me uncomfortable
when you use that word.”

“Kate, you have to get rid
of some of these hang ups.” Kate knew that Gwen was seeing her more
for who she really was and did not want to admit to
herself.

“Yeah, you’re right, but I
don’t know how—and I’m afraid I’ll feel guilty about
it.”

“OK, I can help if you want
me to.”

“I’m not sure about that,”
Kate said hesitance in her voice.

“Your choice.”

“OK, how can you help me
get rid of some of my hang ups?” Kate asked.

“Repeat what I say—and
don’t think about it or hesitate. OK, ready?”

Against her better judgement, Kate
nodded.

“Say I love
fucking.”

“I love…” Kate hesitated,
but finally after Gwen motioned to her where her hand with a
come-on say it motion, “fucking.”

“Say I love getting
fucked.”

It was easier to use the word the
second time. “I love getting fucked.”

“I love a cock inside my
cunt.”

Kate almost balked, but relented and
repeated it. With the barrier of talking in blunt language behind
her she gave a soft giggle, as if she caught doing something
naughty. She wondered what Gwen would say next.

“I love the feeling when I
wrap my hand around a hard cock, guide to my wet pussy and tell my
lover to give me that big cock as he joins our bodies
together.”

Kate started, lost her place, started
again, giggling, in part to the wine, before Gwen broke it down
into three parts and she finally got it all out.

“You’re wicked,” Kate
laughed at Gwen. “I never talked like that before.”

“Liberating isn’t
it.”

“It is in a way,” Kate
admitted.

“Ready to go
on?”

“Yeah.”

“I want more fucking from
my husband. I want to make him happy.” She repeated it.

The Gwen added, “My breasts are mine.
If I wanted to show them to someone else, or show them off, it is
my choice—and my fun.”

Kate stopped her. “I get the
point.”

“Do you?” Gwen asked.
“Understanding the point and doing something about it is different.
You don’t get the benefits until you do something about
it.”

“You have any
recommendations on how I should do that?”

“Only experiments Kate,
only experiments.”

“Such as?” Gwen surveyed
her expression for a minute. Kate seemed sincere.

“OK, try this. Simple
thing. Go do dinner with your husband, have something a little see
through on, under a sweater or something, and after the appetizers
take the sweater off—let him see, or almost see much or your breast
or even a little nipple. If you get a back booth facing away from
the door it will be easier. Then simply enjoy the reaction. If he
doesn’t notice, enjoy your dinner.”

Kate laughed. “Oh he would
notice.”

“Then you have him excited.
When he does notice is when you whisper to him that you aren’t
wearing panties. And of course you don’t. And be sure to wear a
skirt, a short skirt.”

“You’re
serious.”

“Absolutely.”

“And you do this for your
husband?” Kate asked.

“All the time. I like a lot
of sex. It helps.”

“I’m not sure I
could.”

“I have an idea,” Gwen
said. “We will go to dinner together, with our husbands, and
surprise them together.”

The wine they had consumed influenced
Kate’s decision. “Why not?” she said, raising her glass to clink
against her friend’s.

 


***

 


Richard’s next trip was five days to
the West Coast, and he was back home on a Thursday.

Kate greeted him with an unexpected
hug. She was in thin yoga pants and a crop top shorter than any he
had seen her dare wear before.

“Damn,” he said, extending
her out at arm’s length. “Nice.”

“I thought you might like
it. I’ve bought some new gym clothes. Gwen helped me pick them
out.”

“You wear those yoga pants
in the gym,” he said, noticing they fit her like a second skin and
were somewhat sheer.

“Yeah, most of the women in
his class wear them.”

“I want to see your class,”
he said. She hit his arm.

“Maybe if you play your
cards right. You will see Gwen tomorrow night though. We’re going
out to dinner with her and J.B.”

“Richard looked her more
solemn, already aroused from her attire. He wanted her. “I’ve not
had sex in five days.”

“Me either,” she said.
“Let’s go upstairs and get that out of the way.”

 


***

 


NEW CONTRACT?

 


Cedric Thompson was in a battle—a
battle that was not on a football field. He was the master of that,
he knew what he could do there, but here was the genuine game in
the football world—contract negotiation. He knew his career as a
defensive end was leaning toward the end. After eight years in the
NFL, numerous awards, and a title as one of the most feared ends
that any quarterback would face, he had known success far beyond
his wildest dreams when he was growing up in the Mississippi
Delta.

His father had beat it in to him that
the key to success was working smart and not stopping. The lesson
had sunk in. The other lesson that had been instilled in him by his
raising was do not give up on what you wanted.

Today’s deal was to be the one to put
him over the top—to secure his financial future for the rest of his
life. But there was only one hold up in the form of Joshua Smith, a
hot new upstart defensive end who many claimed was the reason
Auburn had won the national championship the year
before.

The reason for this discomfort was
that his agent and legal team also represented his future
replacement.

At dinner the night before he had
confronted his agent. “Look man, whose side are you on? Mine of
that young kid?”

“Both.”

“You sure?”

“Tell you what, you and
Joshua need to get on the same page. I can represent the two of you
in a package deal—but you have to agree to not sell the other out.
You and he need to spend some time together, do some bonding. You
up for that?”

Cedric knew they came from two
different places. Joshua was a New York street kid, already with a
street rep that bordered on thug except for one thing—a true
natural gift for taking down quarterbacks. Now he had to make this
guy a friend.

“Give me his number,”
Cedric told the agent. “I’ll see if we can find some common
ground.”

 


***

 


GWEN’S NEW
PROJECT

 


Gwen had a project—a makeover of Kate.
Taking the big sister role, a sister who knew things the other
didn’t, who gave good advice based on experience, Kate was willing
to at least hear what Gwen had to say.

“I’ve been thinking about
our talk at lunch the other day,” Gwen said. “I think you don’t
fully comprehend the power of the tease, and the effect it has on
men.”

“What do you
mean?”

“First, you have to realize
the pleasure of having a man’s attention, knowing they are looking
and appreciating—maybe even lusting.”

“OK.”

“Nothing wrong with that.
Do you understand that?”

“I think so,” Kate said. “I
like cute guys checking me out.”

“Then dress like
it.”

“Huh?”

“The key is not to walk
around with your tits out, or go to a PTA meeting in a sheer blouse
and no bra. But if all the other women in a place are unbuttoning 2
buttons, you go one more. She some cleavage, some upper chest, a
lacy bra.”

“But someone might think
I’m…”

“Forget dressing for women,
you are dressing for men. Women aren’t going to give you a
compliment because you are the sexist woman in the room—but every
man there will know it, love it, and Richard will be ready to crawl
all over your bones when he gets home. He knows he is sleeping with
the one woman in the room every other man wants to sleep with.”
Gwen said.

“You make it sound so
simple.”

“That’s my point. It is
that simple. Tease with a little flesh and stop worrying if someone
might think it is inappropriate. Be sexier than everyone and to
hell with anyone that doesn’t like it—as long as Richard likes it.
I promise, after the first time or two when you notice, you will
not only like it you will love it.”

“I’m so self-conscious
though,” Kate said.

“No more. Put that bullshit
out of your mind.” Gwen looked up at the waitress and motioned.
“Two more Cosmo’s here.” She looked back at Kate. “Richard’s ass
deep in his football game, no need to rush home is
there?”

Kate smiled as the next Cosmo was set
down in front of her. “No rush at all. Will you help me buy some
new things?”

 


***

 


NEEDING SOMETHING
NEW

 


William Aldrin was on his way to work,
but decided to take a quick lunch before going in. His bar manager
could open up and get things rolling and handle the lunch crowd. He
needed the time alone to deal with his problem.

For eight years his club “Eye
Pleasures” had been the premiere gentleman’s club on the north side
of town, ever since the previous club to hold that title had been
the subject of an intense investigation by the Atlanta
police.

Once word got out of some of the girls
in the old club were having sex in the private rooms with
celebrities, it was the death knell for the club. The bank called
in the loan, and success left as quickly as it had come.

Aldrin had taken a different approach,
starting small, not pushing the envelope, careful to stay within
the law—but insisting that everything was upscale. The dancers
would wear evening dresses when he first opened—but over the years
much of that had given way to a more relaxed approach. The tastes
of his audience had changed.

Who cared about going to a club to
watch a woman show her boobs when a man could view bare tits on his
cell phone at any time of day for free. He had to come up with
something new and different, something that would get some free
press too.

 


***

 


NEW FRIENDS

 


“I consider Gwen a real
friend.” Kate said as she was applying her makeup in the bathroom
mirror.

“I’m glad you found a
friend here,” Richard said as he was pulling on his socks. “It
makes the move easier.”

“You know part of being a
good friend is accepting them as a friend even though they may look
at things completely different than you do—but you concentrate on
the things in common.”

“You could say that about
everyone,” Richard said.

“Yes. I think you and J.B.
could be friends too. You might have to go fishing with him some so
he can watch a game with you.”

“I might enjoy a day on the
lake actually. It has been a long time since I’ve been fishing,”
Richard said.

Kate took a breath and paused, as if
she started to say something and didn’t.

Richard picked up on it. “You might as
well go ahead and say it. What was that about? There’s something
you’re not telling me.”

“You can’t breathe a word,”
she said.

“What?”

“Promise?”

“Of course.”

“Say it.”

“I promise I won’t breathe
a word Kate.”

“They are a beautiful
couple—you’d never guess they have an open marriage would
you?”

“What?”

“Well it is not a totally
open marriage, Gwen has the freedom to sleep with who she wants,
but J. B. doesn’t, even though if he could if he
wanted.”

“If he wanted?”

“Yeah, he gets off more on
her doing it. He likes to watch her sometimes.”

“Damn,” he said. “So you
and she have been talking about this? Are they
swingers?”

“No. No. Nothing like that.
She just mentioned it. She said if we were going to be friends if
her lifestyle was a problem she wanted it out of the way up
front.

I don’t want you surprised if J.B.
says anything. Act surprised if he does. They’re not ashamed of it.
That doesn’t mean they are trying to recruit us into their
lifestyle.”

“They’re not?”

“Damn Richard, you are so
dense sometimes. Except for that one thing they seem like they
could be good friends. Give it a chance.”

“Yeah I guess
so.”

“Are you afraid she will
cause me to start wanting to fuck other men?”

Richard laughed. “No way that would
ever happen,” he said with a smile. “You’d have to take your
clothes all the way off in front of someone other than me. Hell,
you won’t even go without a bra in public.”

“Maybe some of that is in
the past. We will see.”

“Are you actually
considering that? That would be hot beyond belief.”

“I like to be modest in
public. You know it makes me uncomfortable to be more exposed, so
if I ever do it I do it for you. I might be willing to be
uncomfortable for you sometime.”

“I would consider it a
gift, and it would be appreciated,” Richard said.

“Wow, how did this come
about? Let me guess, it was her idea?”

“Gwen says she was where I
am a few years ago, being a prude, and she said she could see how I
was, the way I dressed, ignoring men watching me, and she wanted to
see if it was a conscious decision on my part or just something
that had evolved over the years of our marriage, like being in a
slump.”

“You think we are in a
slump,” Richard asked.

“In ways. Don’t
you?”

“It just that you have set
up so many boundaries on yourself. You have a strict list of what
you can and can’t do. Sometimes there’s nothing wrong with pushing
a boundary,” he said.

 


***

 


“So you’d be happy if I
dressed like a whore?”

Richard recognized the confrontational
tone of the question. She was reverting back to her reclusive self.
He tried to soft soap it. “I’m happy with you always. I would be
happier if sometimes you wore clothes that accented your beautiful
body more. Like tonight.”

“You mean more revealing?”
she said.

“Precisely. You are a
beautiful woman but you dress down too much. I like to show you off
some.”

“I bet you would like it if
I dressed slutty and fucked other men like Gwen?”

Richard still had a buzz but not
enough to step into that hole. “There is no way I’m responding to
that,” he said.

Kate giggled. That was a good
sign.

 


***

 


ELECTION YEAR

 


Rocky Clyman leaned forward over his
desk to demonstrate to the Captain that he was in rapt attention to
what he was being told.

“It’s an election year,”
his asshole Captain said. “Lot of the church people are wanting
some action on the APD’s part to make them feel good, make them
feel like we’re taking God’s part.” Clyman nodded.

“The new commissioner could
give a shit, we both know that, but like I said, it is an election
year, so we need to throw the church folks a bone or
two.”

“Step up the street
busts?”

“No. Street busts and drug
hits are common, nothing to get in the headlines.”

“True that,” Clyman said.
He didn’t add that he knew the Captain was not anxious to go after
any mid-level drug dealers, since he knew for a fact that twice a
month Truman Rich made sure the Captain got a nice fat envelope
crammed with cash.

“We need something like
that Platinum Club bust a few years ago. That got some national
headlines.”

“Yeah, we bust some
celebrity getting his dick sucked in some back room and we’ve
solved the world’s problems,” Clyman said. “Meanwhile we don’t make
a dent in crime that is really destroying lives.”

“Election year, keep that
in mind,” the Captain said.

“Noted. I’ll get the
department in the headlines,” Clyman said.

 


***

 


ANNIVERSARY
DINNER

 


Richard and Kate approached the couple
in the restaurant foyer, a thin man with glasses and a goatee and
beside him an athletic tanned woman with light brown hair pulled
back from her face. She was not wearing a lot of makeup save for
bright red on her full lips. She broke into a white toothed smile
as she saw Kate approaching.

There was the obligatory hugs,
squeals, and introductions. As Richard took J.B.’s firm handshake
he glanced over at Gwen, noticing that she had a nice set of boobs
that seemed to jiggle under her blouse and sweater.

As he was introduced to Gwen he did a
quick check-out, long brown hair, full lips, lively wide eyes, deep
blue, and a warm smile. In the back of his mind was the added
appeal that she was sexually available to men outside of her
marriage. He had been curious since Kate had told him. Now, as he
looked at her, the idea of Gwen fucking other men was erotic. The
thought of it kept popping into his mind. It was more erotic than
he would have imagined now looking at her face to face, although
she gave no indication in their dinner conversation that she
enjoyed sex with other men.

If anything the banter was an ongoing
conversation about movies, places they had visited, restaurants
they had discovered, sharing the experiences of being in a new town
with few other friends.

Richard smiled to himself, in a mental
daydream in which he imagined the reaction from his wife if Gwen
told Kate she wanted to fuck him? Kate would go into medical shock,
he was sure. His mind was rolling with all these strange thoughts
as he tried to maintain attention into their conversation about
good restaurants in some of the towns they each traveled. He had to
admit to himself that the daydream thought of fucking Gwen—with
Kate’s permission—was one that would be an unbelievable
experience.

It was clear to Richard that Gwen was
helping Kate’s confidence grow. He could see it in Kate’s attitude
and in her tighter clothes. He was not at all comfortable with
other influences Gwen might be having on his wife. He smiled to
himself when he realized he was being the prude on that
score.

They were seated in a booth, the two
men opposite the women, with the women facing toward the back of
the room. There was only one booth behind them and it was empty.
After the waiter delivered the second bottle of wine the two women
glanced back and forth with a conspiratorial look.

Kate gasped and nodded. Gwen said,
“Damn, it’s hot in here,” and putting her right hand on her left
shoulder lowered her sweater, doing the same with the other hand,
pulling her arms out of the sleeves. Richard and J.B. attention was
on Gwen, because underneath the sweater she was wearing a sheer
tank top—with nothing underneath. Her large brown nipples were
rigid under their gaze, the excitement of the semi-public exposure
causing her chest to rise and fall, the movement rubbing her
nipples against the fabric and keeping them hard.

J.B. gave a snicker, but Richard was
staring. Gwen smiled back. The movement to her right caught his
eye, and he glanced at his wife and gasped, choking on his drink,
his heart pounding. Kate smiled back with a nervous smile on her
face, across from him with her sweater pulled down and her breasts
exposed through a sheer button-up top.

“Oh wow,” was all Richard
could stammer.

“For you, my husband,” Kate
said. “Happy anniversary.”

“We thought you might like
the surprise,” Gwen smiled, turning her head to J.B. “I did it too
for moral support.”

“No complaint here,” J.B.
said. “Beautiful boobs, Kate.” Richard was stunned, and
speechless.

Finally he stammered, “I can’t
believe…”

“I know,” Kate said. “I
can’t believe I’m doing this either.” She giggled, “But it is kinda
exciting.” When the waiter approached she started to cross her arms
over her chest but Gwen pulled one arm down.

“Act natural,” she
encouraged. “Most people will try to ignore it if you don’t bring
attention to yourself by acting self-conscious.”

“The voice of experience
talking,” J.B. laughed. “Can’t take this woman
anywhere.”

The waiter asked if they needed
anything else, gave the women a detached double stare and
recovered, taking on an unconcerned air. “The check then.” Both men
handed him credit cards.

Richard’s eyes danced between the two
women’s chests, staring. Gwen’s breasts were larger, and sagged a
tiny bit, and she has small dark nipples. Out of the corner of his
eye he caught J.B. enjoying looking at Kate’s breasts as well. Why
not? Kate has perfect breasts, Richard thought. Kate’s nipples were
the prettiest Richard had ever seen—in a magazine or anywhere
else.

With the receipts delivered Gwen broke
the moment by tugging her sweater back up. “Time to go, I think
someone here is in a hurry to get home,” she smiled at Kate, the
sexual tension between Richard and Kate thick enough to
cut.

“Come on J.B., we need to
get home ourselves. Let’s leave these two to their last drink. Cya
at the gym Kate,” Gwen said, making a quick exit.

“You like your surprise,”
Kate said.

“I dreamed of you to do
something like this for years,” Richard said. “Thank
you.”

“For you. I did it because
I knew you would enjoy it.”

“Loved it. Amazing. You are
amazing,” Richard said. Kate moved the still unbuttoned sweater
aside to show her breast to him again.

“Let’s get home so you can
kiss on these publicly exposed breasts.”

“Can’t wait. Let’s,” he
said.

 


***

 


Knowing that Kate was working out and
lunching with a woman in the hotwife lifestyle did cause him to
wonder what Kate was really thinking. Knowing that J.B. and Gwen
seemed normal in all other ways, he also realized the idea of Kate
fucking someone else had always been, ‘absolutely no way’. In the
past Richard had almost come to blows several times with friends
who made such an off-color remark about sex with Kate in
jest.

Richard knew he was still against the
idea, but with Gwen and J.B. as friends, and living proof that it
was not the end of the world, he had to accept that he no longer
considered as wrong as he once did.

For sure Kate was more aware of her
sexuality and appearance thanks to Gwen. It was not uncommon for
her to stand more erect now with her shoulders back, causing her
breasts to be more prominent and attention gathering. She still
refused to go without a bra except at the one dinner with Gwen and
J.B. It was a paradox Richard could not understand.

 


***

 


AN IDEA

 


“Hey Bill, how are you
doing?” the platinum blonde said, the volume of her voice loud
enough to cause a couple of other shoppers to turn in their
direction. Aldrin turned to see Sharon Hastings reaching for a hug.
She was wearing a red sequined top with gold shorts, her hair
pulled back with a band, and huge hoop earrings. She embraced him,
pressing her huge breasts into him hard enough that he could feel
the hard firmness of her implants.

“How you been?”

“I’ve been good,” Sharon
said. She had gained about 20 pounds since the last time he had
seen her, common for a girl who had been stripping, stopped dancing
and expending those calories, but continued the calorie intake by
not cutting back on their eating and drinking. Sharon had been one
of the older strippers, and considering the way the girls would
come and go the fact he could remember her name was evidence enough
that she had made an impression. She may not be in the high class
stripper category but she still looked hot.

“You look good,” Aldrin
said.

“Liar, but thanks. I know
what I look like.” She glanced down at her muffin top beginning to
press over her tight shorts. “But I’m back in the gym, it’s coming
off slow.”

“Thinking about coming out
of retirement?” he said. “You know anytime you want back in the
rotation…”

“Nah, I know my limitations
on that,” she said. “I thought about trying being a club mother,
sell the girls the things they forget, deal in some costumes, be
the girl’s confessor. Naomi still doing that for you?”

“Yeah, but now that I know
you’re interested I will let you know if she leaves.”

“I do have a gig at the
gym, teaching a few classes, things like that,” Sharon said.
“Doesn’t pay like dancing though. Hard to walk away from that
money, harder than I thought,” Sharon said. “How are things at the
club?”

“A little slow,” he said.
“I’ve been thinking about trying something to perk things up, get
some free press. Something for charity.”

“Oh I can see where this is
going,” Sharon laugh. “You’re going to do something for breast
cancer awareness? Save the ta-ta’s?”

“Other than the woman
herself, who would have a greater interest?” Aldrin grinned. “How
would you promote it? You always have some great ideas.”

“I think I may have
something,” Sharon said. “You have to open your mind a little
though.”

“I’m listening.”

 


***

 


FISHERMEN

 


The restaurant had a dock overlooking
the lake, and at J.B.’s suggestion he and he walked down toward the
marina to admire a couple of lavish yachts. Once out of earshot
J.B. brought the subject up.

“Hey, what are you doing
tomorrow?”

“Not a lot.”

“Go fishing with me. We’re
having a run of stripers and you’ll love it. You catch something
almost with every cast.”

Richard only paused for a second.
“Sure, it might be a change.”

“You have a problem getting
up early on a Saturday, say 6:30?”

“Nah, I always had to get
up that early when I fished with my Dad.”

“Great. I’ll pick you up
then.”

 


Punctually J.B. was there at 6:30,
knocking on Richard’s door. Richard was up but quiet not to disturb
Kate. J.B. had a large coffee cup in his hand. “Want a refill
before we head out?” Richard asked.

“I was hoping you would
offer that, sure.”

J.B. followed Richard to the kitchen,
the room dimmed and illuminated by a single table lamp. Richard
poured the coffee and one of his own, and reached into the cabinet
overhead, a bottle of Scotch in his right hand.

“A little bit of an
eye-opener?” Richard asked.

“Why the hell not,” J.B.
said. “I have plenty of beer in the cooler for later,
too.”

 


***

 


The fish weren’t biting, and J.B. and
Richard ended up on the bank in the shade of a large tree around
the point from the parking lot, the boat trailered and time to
kill. Richard couldn’t not ask.

“I do have a question about
the other night,” Richard said. “When our wives pulled their
sweaters off and were wearing those revealing thin
blouses.”

“Yeah.”

“This was the first time
Kate had ever done anything like that.”

“I know. Gwen told me. We
don’t keep secrets from each other.”

“It was one of the hottest
things I’ve ever seen my wife do. I’ve wanted her to do something
like that for years. She fought me at every turn. I can only assume
Kate is being encouraged by Gwen,” Richard said.

“I would think. Gwen tries
not to take things too serious. If you’re around her a lot it rubs
off. You like the result?”

“Well, yeah, actually I
loved the result. I haven’t gotten fucked like that in years after
we got home. It’s just…”

“I understand that Gwen
told Kate about our, uh, lifestyle.”

“She did,” he said, adding,
“But that’s your business, none of mine.”

“Thank you for that,” J.B.
said. “It is hard to explain. Sometimes I am not sure I understand
it myself.”

“Well, yeah. I’m sure
there’s an involved back story to it. I am one of those people who
does wonder ‘why’ about a whole lot of things. That doesn’t mean I
disrespect anyone’s decision to do what they do. Different strokes
and all that.”

“Fair enough. Thanks for
the respect,” J.B. said. “We try to be discreet for that very
reason. Just know that Gwen is not trying to convince Kate that you
and she should adopt our lifestyle, if that is a concern. It is
hard for us to make friends generally, and Gwen would do nothing to
endanger their friendship.

“Kate just seemed too
reserved and Gwen thought she needed a little encouragement to do
some things for herself now that your kid is off to
college.”

“How long have…”

J. B. laughed. “Four years. About the
time our youngest left for college. I think Gwen sees some of us in
you two.” Richard tensed. “Don’t worry, no one ever does anything
they don’t want to do. You liked Kate showing off a little the
other night didn’t you?”

“Yeah. A lot.”

“Your only concern might be
that Kate might get intrigued with the idea of a variety of men
after knowing someone who enjoys it and the world did not explode
on them.” J. B. said. “Gwen would never push it on anyone else, but
the knowledge that it happens—it can work on a woman’s
mind.”

“You think that’s
possible?”

“She’s a woman, anything is
possible,” pausing before adding with a grin, “Everything is
possible.” Richard laughed.

“The idea of Kate getting
intrigued is…intriguing.” He was going for a cheap joke.

“How would you feel if she
did? Threatened?” J.B. asked.

“I don’t know, honestly. I
always said if she slept with anyone else that would be the end of
our marriage.”

“I don’t know if you’ve
seen the tee shirt, ‘It’s not cheating if my husband is watching.’
”J. B. said.

“As straight-laced and
prudish as Kate is I think that is something that she would never
do,” Richard said. “She’s not obsessed with sex like I
am.”

J.B. tossed the empty can in the
garbage container beside the concrete picnic table. “Question is,
how would you like it if she was obsessed like you?”

“Oh hell,” Richard said,
“Life couldn’t be that good.”

“For me it is,” J.B. said,
“Although two people are never on the same wave length. We’ve
proved that an open marriage is not a destroyer of marriage—at
least not for us—it is an enhancer.”

“So that
simple?”

“No. That complicated. It
works because both of us are willing to give more than we take. A
lot of things Gwen wants to do I have to close my eyes and say ‘go
ahead’ out of respect for her and her wishes. I’m not much of a
player myself, but sometimes Gwen does things that gets me off that
she doesn’t really enjoy that much—but she does it out of respect
for what I like, to entertain my desires. It works.”

“Any regrets that you
started it?” Richard said.

“None.”

“Well, like I said,”
Richard summed up, “That’s something Kate and I don’t have to worry
about.”

 


***

 


PACKAGING

 


“Hey man, Denner said we
needed to talk, maybe hang a little.” Cedric Thompson had called
Joshua at his agent’s prompting.

“Yeah, told me the same
thing.”

“What you think about the
two of us doing our contracts as a package deal, both or
none?”

“Whatever gets me the most
money,” Joshua said.

“Let’s get together and
talk about it face to face, kick back a little.”

“What you got in
mind?”

“Let’s hit some clubs in
the ATL next week.”

“I’m in. Want to bring
along a couple of the young’uns too?”

“Next week
then.”

 


***

 


GETTING A PHONE
HOT

 


“What’ca doing?” Richard
asked.

“Having a drink by the
pool,” the voice on the other end of the phone said.

“Alone?”

“What do you think,” Kate
said. “What’s the matter? You think hanging around Gwen has caused
me to start entertaining men while you’re gone?”

“I didn’t say
that.”

Kate was on a roll, sarcasm heavy in
her words. “Sure baby, I’m sitting here in a sheer top, no panties,
with my legs open showing my pussy to my new lover who is standing
in the pool holding a drink, just waiting for me to hang up from
you so he can step up here and fuck me on my chaise
lounge.”

“OK, OK,” Richard said.
“You totally misunderstood what I said.” He also realized that
before Gwen had come along Kate would have never talked in such
explicit terms. “But keep talking, your dirty talk is turning me
on.”

“It gets you hot for me to
talk about having a lover here to fuck me?” Kate said.

“Just the idea that you
could actually talk like that is hot,” Richard said. “You are
finally opening up.”

“That’s what you wanted
isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“I’m trying.”

“Let’s try something,”
Richard said.

“What?”

“Phone sex.”

“I’m not sure how it works
exactly,” Kate said, “But I’ve had two large glasses of wine so I
may be up to it—just don’t laugh at me.” She paused. “If it starts
to bother me we stop, right?”

“Sure.”

“OK, what do I
do?”

 


***

 


The next day when the class was over
Richard called Kate. With the time difference she was already out
at the pool with her wine again.

“Want to…”

“No.” She interrupted him.
“I feel a little guilty about last night.”

“What’s to feel guilty
about,” Richard asked. “We’re married. Two consenting adults and
all that.”

“I know, I got carried
away, I was too buzzed.”

“Have some more wine,”
Richard jibed. “I loved it.”

“You’re starting to sound
like Gwen. Did JB talk about their lifestyle and try to convince
you to push me into doing other guys so you can watch?”

“Not at all.”

“I’m not there yet,” she
said. Richard wasn’t sure he had heard her right—but with the wine
she had let the “yet” slip. She had been thinking about
it.

 


***

 


There was something about the distance
between them, the absence of distractions, trying to read nuances
of a facial expression. Instead it was a phone conversation, but a
phone conversation that was steadily escalating into the subject of
hotwifing.

“How was your
day?”

“Fine. I went to lunch with
Gwen after my workout.”

“Is being around her
helping you open up?”

“It doesn’t hurt. She does
encourage me,” Kate said.

“I have always encouraged
you.”

“You’re different,” she
said. “It is different. You don’t encourage, you push.”

“And if I didn’t
push?”

“You might be
amazed.”

“Am I pushing now,
lately?”

“No, you’ve been very good
about that lately,” Kate said. “Maybe too good.”

“What do you
mean?”

“I’m used to resisting your
pushing. You’re not pushing, I’m not resisting.”

“And that’s not good?”
Richard said.

“I’m not sure, there’s a
part of me that thinks I should be pulling back—and another part
wants me to go farther, maybe farther than you might expect. I’m
not sure where I need to be.”

“Where do you want to
be?”

“Comfortable. I want to be
comfortable. I want you to be comfortable with whatever I
do.”

“Would it help you dress
hotter if I gave you an open permission to go further? Gwen and
JB’s lifestyle may be popping in your mind it sounds like,” Richard
said.

“Yeah, we know them,
they’re friends, how could it not.” There was a long pause.
“Popping in your mind too?”

“At times.” Richard was
breathing heavily. This was a conversation he had played in his
mind fifty times, and one that he knew was putting their marriage
in an all-new arena if he pursued it.

Something inside him was telling him
it was time to drop this line of conversation now. He knew he
wouldn’t. It was as if he couldn’t. The idea of hot wifing was
pervading his mind, despite his trying to force it away.

But then again the silence on the
other end of the line might have signaled an end to the
conversation anyway. It was Kate’s turn.

“Gwen is not pushing it you
know,” she said. “She doesn’t even talk about it unless I bring it
up.”

“Have you brought it
up?”

“A time or two,” Kate
admitted.

“Intrigued?”

“A little curious is all. I
would lie if I told you I haven’t wondered what it would be like to
be with someone else.”

“Where did my prude go?”
Richard said, trying to bring some lightness to the
conversation.

“She’s right here,” Kate
said. “Still here but a little curious, knowing I need to open up
some, I’m working on that, but I don’t think I’m ready to take it
to Gwen’s level.”

“Do you think I’m asking
that of you? I’m not.”

“Maybe that’s it. Maybe I’m
expecting you to ask that of me.”

“To fuck someone else?”
Richard said.

“I wonder if I start
opening up too much, where does it stop? If I let go I might not be
good at stopping. Does that make sense?” Richard heard her, but he
didn’t comprehend what she was saying. It would require reading
between the lines, and he didn’t pick up on it.

“I think it makes sense,”
Richard said, the realization that she was giving him a warning
beginning to be more clear.

“If I start letting go I
don’t think you deciding where the new lines are will work. I’d see
it as a control issue.”

“Let me repeat this back
and see if I’m getting it,” Richard said. “You’re saying you’re
willing to let go but you want me to trust you that you can stay in
control of yourself and you want to set your own limits and
lines.”

“More or less. Gwen is an
example of how far it could go. Could you handle that?”

“I risk that in order to
get you to dress sexier?” Richard said, thankful that his wife
couldn’t see the raging hard on that he was grasping. It was not
the best position for rational thinking.

“That sounds extreme, but
in a manner of speaking, I guess.” Kate said. “Could you handle
it?”

Richard didn’t consider that for his
wife to be able to ask him that question meant that it had been in
her mind. The question of his ‘handling’ her fucking someone else
was not an instantaneous question popping up in this conversation
out of the blue. She must have thought about it.

“Yes, I think I could
handle it under the right circumstances. It would erotic physically
for sure. But I want us safe, our marriage safe.”

“The mental part afterward
is the part I would worry about with you,” Kate said.

“You’re worried about my
reaction?”

“I’m only talking
hypothetically,” Kate said. “It’s not like I’m looking or want to.
Let’s leave it at I have wondered about it, and I have wondered how
you would take it if I did.”

Richard knew the minefield he was
dancing upon. If he said yes, she would think he was pushing. If he
said no, he was controlling. All he was really asking was for her
to be more aware of her sexuality, dress sexier for his enjoyment,
let him show off what a beautiful wife he had. If he had to share
her body with someone else in order to see that happen, was he
willing? He had not considered that angle. In those moments as the
thoughts raced through his mind, the answer congealed. “It’s your
call.”

Richard waited for her to say
something but there was silence for a moment. She left it
unresolved. “Damn I’m soaked,” he heard his wife say.

“I’m rock hard too,”
Richard said.

“Damn, it is hot to talk
about, isn’t it?”

“Damn right,” Richard said.
“Get off while I listen. Touch yourself.”

“OK, if you do too.”
Richard started stroking his cock in rhythm to his wife’s gasps on
the other end as she pulled up on her pelvis and rubbed her clit.
The unspoken thing going through both of their minds at that
instant was if it was this hot talking about, how hot would it be
doing it?

 


***

 


RETURNING FROM A
TRIP

 


It was an easy return trip, and since
this had been his longest time away—10 days, his office schedule
was relaxed to recover from the jet lag. He was home by lunch and
had the rest of the day off and the coming weekend to recover. He
was coming home on his birthday.

Kate came in from work and went
straight to the shower, coming downstairs with a tiny crop top
under a couple of loose-layered tank tops, one strap sliding off a
shoulder. It was street clothes, not her new sexy workout clothing
he had seen her in before.

“Damn, I don’t believe it,”
he said.

“Put your eyes back inside
your head,” she smiled. “So you think this looks too
slutty.”

“Hell no.”

“But slutty?”

“A good slutty.”

“Good. You ready to
go?”

“Go?”

“Yes, I told you tonight is
your surprise. For your birthday.”

“You dressing like that
isn’t it?”

“That’s a small start,” she
smiled, leaning forward and kissing me. “Come on baby. Enjoy your
birthday.”

In the car he asked where they were
going. “To the Performance Center.”

“Performance
center?”

“Yes, it is commencement
night.”

“OK, dammit,” he said.
“What the hell is going on?”

“You are going to watch our
graduation performance from this special exercise class Gwen and I
have been taking. J.B. will be there too.”

“What class?”

“The secret class,” she
grinned.

“What secret
class?”

“Tonight I graduate my pole
dancing class.”

“You’re joking.”

“You’ll see very soon.” he
speeded up 10 more miles an hour.

 


***

 


Richard was dumbstruck at how hot his
wife was sliding around the brass pole. Climbing to the top, facing
down and sliding down it face first, spinning, grinding against it
that even though she was clothed was one of the sexist things he
had ever witnessed—and it was his wife up there.

The class had 18 women, and Richard
counted 20 people in the audience, most of them husbands and a
couple of the wives’ friends. A few other women were huddled in a
corner, checking out the commencement, invited in an attempt to
recruit them for a future class.

Each woman danced a two minute
routine, sliding, climb, holding, stroking and in some positions
looking like they were being quite sexual with the brass pole. It
was erotic.

When all the ladies had danced, the
director, Sharon, presented each with a certificate. Some of the
couples left quickly, a few were milling around, and as Richard
approached Gwen, Kate and J.B., he overheard Gwen asking Kate,
“Well are you coming?”

“Give me a minute,” she
said, looking at Richard. She came closer and whispered, “Damn,
from the look on your face you’d fuck me right here on the floor in
front of everyone.”

“You’ve always been able to
read me,” he said. “You are the hottest woman I could imagine and
now to me you are even hotter. Let’s go home and do it right now.”
Kate didn’t address his statement.

“You’ve noticed I’m less
modest?” she said, looking down at her stretch cropped top fitting
her like a second skin and the yoga pants thin enough to allow her
black panties to be visible.

“Oh baby.”

“I’ve been working on it,
for you, but for myself too. Gwen has been helping me talk through
it. I’m not as bothered with it as I once was.”

“I’ll say.” he picked up a
hesitation in her visage. “What was Gwen talking about? Where does
she want us to go?”

“It is a part of your
surprise, but I’m not sure now.”

“Why?”

“I’m not sure how you will
react.”

“You know me. You think I
would react badly after I am so excited about what I’ve just seen.
Talk to me woman.”

“There’s a charity event
tonight, and our pole dancing class has been invited to perform
there. It’s a place where our instructor Sharon used to
work.”

“So you have a pole dancing
gig?”

“When we uncorked champagne
to celebrate at the end of our last rehearsal yesterday, one of the
girls commented it was a shame that we had put all this work into
learning to only perform in front of an audience the one time.
That’s when Sharon came up with an idea of performing our routines
at a charity event. But you have to be OK with it.”

“You mean I can watch you
do that in public again? Let’s go.”

“Damn, sometimes I do
wonder if I know you at all,” Kate said. “The event is at Eye
Pleasures.”

“Huh? That strip club off
41?”

“Yeah, we’ve been invited
to pole dance at the strip club. It is a breast cancer fund-raiser.
Some of the girls thought it would be the ideal way to show off our
graduation, but I think we must have been drinking too much when we
decided it. Half the class is going. The other half chickened
out.”

“Like I said, I would love
to see you do another pole dance in front of an audience,” he said.
“It was a turn on.”

“It turned me on too,
knowing that many people were watching me. I never thought that
would happen,” she said. “So we can go? If I am going to do
something like this I’d better do right now while I have my
confidence up.”

“Are you sure?” Richard
asked. He didn’t want to deal with her wrath if she regretted it.
She misunderstood his hesitation.

“You are the one who said I
needed to push my envelope didn’t you?

Richard smiled. “Why not? Let’s go.
I’m going to a strip club with my wife. It’s my
birthday.”

Kate leaned back in the seat, in deep
breaths she gushed, “I can’t believe I’ve just said this. Damn this
is so hot.” With that she reached for Richard’s crotch, rubbing the
stiff erection she found there. “Damn, I think someone likes
this.”

Richard was shocked she had grabbed
him like that—but he was even more shocked when she unzipped his
pants, pulled his cock out and warmth of her mouth encompassed his
cock as he drove down the street. Pulling off long enough to gasp,
“This is going to be your best birthday every.”

“Oh wow,” Richard said.
“Don’t stop.”

 


Kate was still sucking his cock when
the club came into view. Richard drove past and turned into the
large empty parking lot of a grocery store for her to finish him.
He was too close to cumming to continue driving, and as she felt
the car stop Kate was jerking his cock with her hand as Richard
began cumming.

Instinctively he put his hand on the
back of her head, lightly resting there, unable to stop cumming and
wondering how much of a mess he would make on the car seats and in
his pants, but not caring either.

To Robert’s surprise when he started
cumming, for the first time in his life Kate did not pull away from
his dick, keeping her mouth on his cock until he stopped spurting,
milking the last of his cum with her hand tight on his cock, then
she sat up in the car.

Richard waited for her to open the
dash and pull out a napkin or open the car door to spit out his
cum, but she didn’t. She was smiling still as he saw her Adams
apple move. She was swallowing his cum.

“Oh my God. You’re
swallowing.”

“Happy birthday, baby,”
Kate said.

“Wow. That was great.
But…what…”

“Gwen has been talking to
me about how important it is to keep your husband happy. I’ve been
denying you too much over the years and I’m sorry. I understand
more now. I’m trying to be better.”

“You’re off to a great
start.”

“OK. Let’s get to the
club,” she said. “I don’t want to be the last one
there.”

 


They turned into the club with its
lavish marble exterior and the waiting valets, Richard was on such
a high he didn’t want to let this night end a downer. “You’re not
going to be discouraged if the crowd doesn’t carry on like we
husbands did are you?”

“What do you
mean?”

“Well this is a strip
club,” he said. “I’d say women pole dancing in tops and shorts are
not going to get the same attention of women who are stripping and
dancing nude.” he glanced over at Kate and got an incredulous look.
The realization hit him like a bolt. “Oh wow, you mean…”

“Yes. I’m going to strip on
stage. Down to a thong. Unless you say no. he thought you said OK a
little quick back there,” Kate said.

“Willingly?” he
asked.

“What?”

“You are going to strip
willingly?”

“It is a surprise for your
birthday,” she said. “You have always said you thought I was too
modest. This puts it all to an end tonight.” She paused. “That is
unless you’ve changed your mind.”

His heart was pounding. He was sure
she could hear it. His ears were roaring. “I never dreamed, uh,
I’ve not changed his mind. Oh hell Kate, I can’t wait.”

 


***

 


SHOWING OFF

 


Kate smiled. “Watch me baby. You
wanted to show me off, well here I go.” She left him seated with
J.B. and disappeared into the dressing room. He read the placard on
the center of the table talking about the fund raising. It was
being hosted because the club owner’s friend had cancer and they
were trying to show support. All the cover tonight was going to the
charity, 20% of the drinks, and for every $20.00 table dance, $5.00
would go to the charity. At the bottom of the placard was a single
line welcoming the new graduates of the Finest Fitness pole-dancing
school. He folded the placard into his jacket pocket as a
souvenir.

 


***

 


Fifteen minutes later after two of the
other girls from the pole dancing class had stripped down to a
thong, both of the less polished and giving evidence it was their
first time, acted nervous, but the amateur appeal had fired up the
audience. There was a lot of applause, and one could feel an
electric sensation in the air. The music picked up and Kate stepped
out on stage.

His wife was dressed in a long sheer
yellow shirt over a simple string bikini, also yellow, that Richard
had never seen her in before. It must be borrowed, he thought,
because it was clearly two or three sizes too small. The triangles
of the top did not contain her breasts, serving more to only cover
her nipples. The bottom of the cup could not fit against her chest
without revealing her nipples. The tiny bottom was not much better,
not completely covering her pubic mound, showing enough to make it
clear that during his absence Kate had removed all her pubic
hair.

Kate did not reveal nervousness,
spinning on the pole and stripped like a professional dancer,
moving in sensual steps to the music, her body touching the pole
throughout the dance.

Toward the end of the dance she leaned
back against the pole, stepped her feet out a few steps away, and
undulated her body, as if her entire body was making a slow wave.
She moved her legs apart, and for Richard his only thought was he
could fuck her in this position. Her head was back and her eyes
were closed, as if she was imagining someone was fucking her on
stage. It was the most erotic thing anyone had done on stage.
Turning, she moved her legs on both side of the pole, holding on to
it but rubbing her pussy up and down it, sliding down to the floor
as the song ended. The crowd loved it, screaming.

Kate smiled and gathered up her
clothes, racing off the stage.

Gwen’s routine was next, and Richard
wondered if he had been as riveted to the stage as J.B. was now,
and he knew that he was.

 


***

 


In a few minutes Gwen and Kate came
out of the dressing room, still dressed in the outfits with which
they had taken the stage. Three times Kate was stopped by one of
the patrons as she made her way to Richard through the crowd. Each
time she smiled, said a few words and pulled away, continuing to
their table. As she got closer Richard could see that her swimsuit
bottom was damp. She had to be soaking.

Gwen was not stopped going through the
crowd and was already seated when Kate came up. There were only
three chairs so Kate had Richard roll his seat back and sat down on
his leg, her arms wrapped around his neck.

“You like that?” she said,
still breathing heavy.

“I loved it,” he said. “In
his wildest dreams and fantasies he never imagined…”

“I know,” she interrupted.
“I don’t know why it took me so long to get here.”

“Well welcome home,” he
smiled.

“Everyone in the class has
been invited to work the room. Sharon could tell how excited we all
are and suggested it. She got the owner’s permission, gave us a
little talk on the dos and don’ts.” Gwen explained.

“What?”

“For the next half hour we
wander through the crowd and do table dances,” Kate said. “Part of
the money goes to the charity.” She paused. “I already have three
lined up just by walking over here if I want to do it. If you don’t
mind.”

“OK, half an hour, we can
hang around that much longer. In for a penny…” he said.

 


Kate walked back toward the dressing
room, stopping to tap one of the men she had spoken to earlier. He
smiled, scooted his chair out, and Kate began swaying to the music,
pulling off the sheer cover and then her top until she was topless
in front of the person. Richard was transfixed watching his wife
dancing bare breasted in front of a stranger, standing in the
middle of a room of men—but not that many were noticing her
specifically, for there were dozens of women in various places
around the room doing topless table dances for the
patrons.

Richard looked over at J.B. “Are we
fucking crazy?” he asked.

“I’m not sure,” J.B.
agreed. “But for sure we are caught up in the moment—OH
SHIT!”

“What?” he turned to see
where he was staring. When they moved the spotlight away from the
stage it had illuminated a table of well-dressed large black
men.

“Do you know who that
is?”

“Oh hell yes I do,” Richard
said, “That’s Cedric Thompson. Hell, he was my second pick on my
fantasy football team this year. He’s played in two Super Bowls.
He’s the core for that new NFL team, the Los Angeles
Avengers.

“Yeah, and the two other
guys beside him were on my fantasy team,” J.B. said. “Joshua Smith
and R.D. Delman. The Avengers must be playing the
Falcons.”

 


***

 


AUCTION LOTS

 


Richard was glancing at his watch in
between enjoying the show of his wife as she bared her breasts to
three different patrons, dancing in front of them, leaning over and
rubbing her breasts on their faces, and the last one offering her a
lap that she took and let him buy her two drinks—and three more
dances. It was past 30 minutes.

Gwen had already come out to sit with
them, but was making no move to leave. When Kate left the man who
had been buying her drinks and went into the restroom he expected
her to come out back in her workout clothes from the pole dancing
commencement. Instead she came out still in the yellow
bikini.

Kate came up, a huge grin on her face,
another drink still in her hand, stumbling a bit from the drinks.
“Scoot your chair out baby.”

Richard did and she sat down in a
clumsy near-fall on his leg. Gwen was looking at them. Kate glanced
at her and back to Richard. “What?” he said, wondering what was
next. There was a reason for her hesitation.

“The manager has a
proposition for us. He wants those of us that will to participate
to in the charity auction,” Kate said.

“What auction?”

Gwen butted in again. “We go on stage
and the customers bid for us, sort of like they used to do in those
church suppers in the country.”

“And if they win the
bid?”

“Then we hang with them
until closing—all the dances they want.”

“Can we bid?” J.B.
said.

“Yes, you two can bid for
us,” Kate said. “You’d better bid. After all, it is for
charity.”

“You OK with
it?”

“Sure. I’m on a roll,” his
wife said. She kissed him and whispered, “Let’s do this to see what
I bring. I am so turned on. Be sure you win me. I’ll have a couple
of hundred dollars you can add to the bid too,” she said, handing
him a roll of cash. “Tips from my table dances.”

“I’m in,” J.B. grinned.
Richard hesitated. “Come on, let the girls play,” J.B.
said.

“OK, we’re in, I guess.”
Richard said.

Kate kissed him, gave him a hug.
“You’ll see me in a minute,” she joked. “This is gonna be
fun.”

 


***

 


Aldrin was sitting at the corner of
the bar, signaling the bartender for another round for himself and
Sharon.

“I can’t believe that
you’ve pulled this off, thanks,” he said.

“It was one of those
perfect storm things,” she smiled. “You are looking for something
different to get publicity—a breast cancer donation makes sense for
a strip club. I have a pole dancing class full of pretty young
wives who have had three months of imagining themselves twirling on
a stripper pole. Thanks to you I provided a place to take it to the
next level and you get over a dozen new strippers for a
night.”

“And the new blood
energizes the place,” Aldrin said. “Look at this room. It is like
the old days.”

“Out of those 12 amateurs
you should be able to recruit two or three as part-timers, if you
want them.”

“Hey, they’re all
lookers.”

“After the time I’ve spent
with them it was easy to see that more than a few might want to try
stripping for real,” Sharon said. “Some of the have the look. You
can tell.”

“Yeah, you can,” Aldrin
agreed. “The best part of your idea was to email all of my
customers with the photos from your class, telling everyone that we
were bringing 12 strip club virgins. Anyone who has ever been to a
strip club and got a dance from a first timer knows the have
probably been practicing at home on their boyfriend and end up
fucking them, so it will be easy to get over the line in a club.
They’re not used to stopping someone. So the guys get an extra feel
or two.”

“If you don’t get busted,”
Sharon said flatly.

“Oh hell,” Aldrin said
looking over her shoulder. “That’s Rocky, the guy that busted you
isn’t it?”

“Damn right,” Sharon said.
“You might want to pass the word that everyone plays by the rules
tonight.”

 


***

 


As the emcee announced the night’s
charity auction, he explained the details. The winning bidder for
each girl would have her company exclusively until closing, with as
many dances as they might desire thrown in. He had the girls enter
and walk around the edge of the stage, circle the pole, and form a
line at the back of the stage. Each woman was wearing a modest, at
least modest by club standings, string bikini of the same cut, each
a different color.

Gwen was
6th,
Kate was 10th. Each woman had a cloth number with one end tucked into her
bikini bottom.

 


***

 


“Damn Cedric, we got a good
crop of white pussy to choose from tonight don’t we?” Joshua said
to the large man seated beside him.

“Yeah, but we got all
night,” Cedric smiled, glancing over at the two younger men to his
right. “We will show these two youngsters how it’s done.” The
waitress appeared at his shoulder, smiling her best smile in an
effort to get the black football legend’s attention. She knew it
was a good night for her. He was a great tipper and he had been
here a couple of times before, although it had not been her table
then. The word was already out when he hit the door. “What would
you like to drink, Mr. Thompson?”

“Bourbon, neat,” he said.
“Hey, what’s that commotion on the stage? Some of those girls don’t
look like strippers.”

“They aren’t,” the waitress
said. “A pole dancing class got it into their heads that they’d
like to strip one time to show off their skills—and the manager
convinced them to participate in the fund raising auction for
breast cancer research. You win the bid the girl sits with you
until closing.”

Cedric smiled. “You mean lot of them
never been on stage before tonight?”

“Most of them up there, you
can pick them out by the way they are standing.” She was right. All
the women from the pole dancing class were nervously shifting their
weight from one foot to the other as the emcee explained the
event.

“Fresh meat,” Cedric told
Joshua. “Newbies.” Nodding toward the stage.

“Damned if they ain’t,”
Joshua said. “This could be fun,” he grinned.

“Tell the others,” Cedric
said. “We only want the new girls, has to be one of the ones to the
right of the stage standing together.”

“Will do.” Joshua said.
“Three grand says I get my cock in one before you do.” Cedric
looked back at the stage, checking the glances between some of the
wives on stage and two men seated back at the rear of the
room.

“At least two of them got
their husband’s with them,” Cedric said. “Make it five grand if it
is one of them.”

“Done,” Joshua said. “I’ll
take the tall one with the light brown hair. Number 6.”

“Number 10 looks like a
tougher nut to crack but I love a challenge. I’ll take her. She’s
the whitest one in the bunch. See who the others want.” The
waitress was placing their drinks on the table. “Tell the manager
I’d like to see him.”

The manager had been observing the
famous player already and when the waitress waved him over he was
there quickly. “How much to reserve the VIP for the rest of the
night?” Cedric asked.

The manager paused, but he knew he
could rope off the back corner for the regular customers. Also it
might make the police officer in the corner less curious. “Three
grand work?”

“It does,” Cedric said,
handing him a black American Express card. “Start the
tab.”

 


***

 


Kate looked over the crowd of leering
men, and then back to her husband. Some of the leering men seemed
sleazy. “Bid” she mouthed. Richard could tell she was starting to
feel intimidated. He had looked into his wallet—he had $500 in
cash, and he had withdrawn another $200 from the ATM in the lobby,
just in case. That was more money than he needed to be spending,
but Kate had told him that she wanted to participate in the
auction—and that she wanted Richard to win. With the $200 more Kate
had given him he felt comfortable he could win Kate’s bid, and they
could be home in bed relieving the arousal he had felt since first
watching his wife show her breasts to the entire room full of
men.

The bidding started, the first girl,
one of the regular dancers, looked to be in her 20’s, with a
tattooed sleeve on one arm, pierced nipples, and an innocent smile.
The bidding stalled at $300, and the emcee paused to
comment.

“Gentleman, you are looking
at prime women here, and if you win the bid you have her for five
hours. At $300 that is less than 12 dances unless you are a
cheapskate and don’t tip for shit.” He turned and surveyed the
women, turning back to the audience. Someone toward the front said
something that Richard couldn’t hear, but the emcee
acknowledged.

“OK, OK. I understand. You
want to see more of what you are bidding for. Ladies, if you would
please remove your tops and let the boys see what beautiful tits
really look like.” Some of the women glanced back and forth among
themselves, whispering, and then finally one by one they untied the
tops of their bikinis and held the wadded up fabric in their
hand.

The tattooed girl had vertical
piercings in her nipples, and ring in her eyebrow that was
reflecting in the light. The look appealed to someone in the crowd
as the bidding quickly went to $450.00 and that was the final
price.

The next three girls were all club
dancers, two with overdone boob jobs, and they went for $350, $400,
and $325. The next, bearing the number 5, was a slender redhead
Richard recognized from the pole dancing class, and her b-cup boobs
were capped with pink nipples, and her coat of freckles covered her
breasts as well. She must have been sunbathing topless, Richard
thought to himself. When the emcee came to her, he approached her
with the microphone.

“What’s your name,
honey?”

“Alexandra,” she said the
excitement or fear of the moment causing her voice to tremble as
she did.

“I’ve not see you here
before. You don’t work here do you?”

“No.”

“And you are here with?”
The emcee knew the answer but he continued.

“My pole dancing class. We
graduated tonight.”

“And you are here to earn
money for the charity, is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Wow, so this is your first
time here?”

“It is.”

“First time stripping in
public?”

“Except for a wet tee-shirt
contest on spring break when I was in college,” Alexandra said. The
crowd laughed.

The exchange helped the bidding.
Alexandra brought $500.00. The winning bidder was one of the black
men sitting at the table with Cedric Thompson.

Gwen was next, again the emcee asked
her enough questions to determine that she was with the pole
dancing class, and again the bidding was up, $675.00. J. B. had
started at $500.00 but dropped out at $650.00. “That’s all I have
on me,” he said sadly. A second black man at the football players
table won Gwen. “Joshua Smith won the bid for Gwen,” he told
Richard.

The next two girls were dancers at the
club, their company being auctioned for $450 and $425.00. The girl
next to Kate, number 9, was from the pole dancing class and had an
impressive pair of boobs, her large brown nipples were long and
rock hard. Richard realized as the bidding continued that it was
obvious the black men’s tables were keying on the women from the
pole dancing class. Alexandra and Gwen were both already sitting on
black men’s laps, an arm around the men’s neck. Neither had
bothered to retie their bikini tops and sat topless on legs of the
black men.

One of the other black men were
bidding against the large breasted woman’s husband, who went to
$800.00 before the black man yelled $900 and waived a wad of cash
in the air. The husband shook his head no and sat down. Richard
looked over at J.B.

“Can I tap into that $650
you have if I need to?” he asked.

“Sure, it’s not like I have
any further use for it tonight,” J. B. said.

Richard added it up: $700 using the
ATM cash and what he had in his wallet, make that $800 if he threw
in the $100 bill he had folded up behind the credit cards in his
wall for emergencies. With up to $650 from J. B. he could easily go
to $1450 – which he knew he was willing to do to keep Kate from the
hands of the black men at their table. He has been observing one of
his favorite football players and he noticed the other men at the
table were all harboring a heavy buzz, and were not bashful about
copping a feel of the ladies on their laps. As Richard watched
Gwen’s buyer slid his hand up and cupped her breast. He didn’t move
it. Gwen didn’t protest.

Kate stepped forward into the
spotlight, slumped a little, looking like a deer cautiously
stepping into a clearing. Richard didn’t want the emcee asking her
a lot of questions after he introduced her as another of the ladies
from the pole dancing class. “400 dollars” Richard shouted out,
cutting off the emcee’s prattle.

“450” came from behind
him.

“500” was offered from the
left.

“525” Some had bid from the
black man’s table.

“625” Richard
countered.

“700” came the response,
again from the black table. There was a buzz in the room. This was
the highest anyone had brought, and the emcee was getting excited
too. “800” countered Richard.

“That your husband?” the
emcee asked. Kate nodded.

“OK gentlemen, her husband
bids $800.00. He wants to keep the little lady close to home. There
may be a reason. Any of you bold enough to see?”

“1000” came a booming voice
from the table. Richard shot a glance back at the voice. It was
Cedric Thompson.

“Shit.” Richard said under
his breath. He had to do something. Maybe if he jumped it stronger.
“1250” he said, knowing that he was already bidding much of their
spending money and going in debt to J.B.

“1350.00”

“1550” Richard said, maxing
out his bid, and hoping that Cedric Thompson would stop there. He
didn’t.

“$1800.00” The crowd gasped
and as the emcee and Kate looked at him he slowly shook his head
no. Kate had a fearful look on her face as the massive black man
approached her at the stage. She started down the step and he
reached for her, picking her up and manually carrying her to the
table a few feet away, her body extended from him with his arms
straight, demonstrating to everyone amazing strength. There was
applause among the room.

“Damn, that girl is going
be dancing non-stop to make that pay off,” the emcee joked. He
turned to the next girl in line.

The wives from the pole dancing class
sat on the black men’s laps until the last man there also won a bid
for one of the last women from the pole dancing class, Number 15.
The bid was $600.00.

 


***

 


Richard watched his wife approaching.
“I don’t know what to say,” she said, not sure the effect it would
have on Richard since he had been outbid. “You know I have to stay,
don’t you?”

“I’m proud of you,” he
said, “you brought more than any woman here. Do you know who won
you?”

“No. Some pro football
player the girls said.”

“That’s Cedric Thompson.
No, THE Cedric Thompson. Hell Kate, he is the man on the life size
fathead decal on my media room wall. We’ve watched him together on
Sunday afternoons. He plays for the Avengers. He was on my fantasy
team.”

“That’s him?” Kate said.
“Damn, he looks even bigger in real life. Yeah, I’ve heard you
mention his name,” she said.

Richard was in a zone. “My wife
hanging out with Cedric Thompson, how damn cool is that?” he said.
“You tell him I’m a big fan.”

“Well looks like I should
have plenty of opportunity. I am going to have the next five hours
with him. Are you going to wait, leave and come back at two, or
want me to get a cab or a ride?”

“I’ll wait,” he
said.

“OK, whatever you want to
do. Text me if you change your mind. I don’t think they want us to
take our phones with us but I can lock it up in a locker in the
dressing room. I’ll check it when they leave.”

“I’ll be here,” he
promised. She started to walk away. “Get me an autograph,” he said
again.

“OK,” she smiled, and as
she approached the football star he stood, towering far over her.
Damn he was big, Richard thought. Kate sat down on his leg again,
one long thick black arm around her waist, and she whispered
something to him. Cedric peered toward Richard and with a smile
waved. He said something to Kate and Richard could tell she was
giggling.

“Damn, Cedric Thompson just
waved at me,” he turned to J.B., who was not paying attention to
Richard but was instead watching his wife Gwen join the black men
at their table. He felt more comfortable knowing Gwen was with
Kate. “At least if I had to lose the bid, it was to Cedric
Thompson,” Richard said. If J.B. heard him, he made no
indication.

 


***

 


INSIDE THE VIP

 


Inside the VIP room each of the
pole-dancing class women had their own individual black man to whom
they were supposed to direct their attention. Joshua Smith, the
tight end was with Gwen, and linebacker R.D. Delman was with
Alexandra. They were not introduced to the other two men, and they
referred to the two women on their laps simply as “Nine” and
“Fifteen.”

When he heard that Cedric laughed.
“Damn, I got girl number 10 who is a 10. I might just call you
“Twenty” he joked.

“My name is Kate,” she
said.

“OK, Kate it is. Kate my 10
for the night.”

Kate was not a heavy drinker and had
already had two margaritas before going on stage at Gwen’s
suggestion. Add the one she had while sitting with Cedric in the
main room, the two bought by the man who bought her dances, and it
was enough to take some of the tension away as she followed the
massive black man into the VIP room. He was at least six feet five,
with thick broad shoulders that narrowed down in a “V” to a tight
waist. He had no flab. She felt tiny as she walked beside
him.

Kate smiled to herself as she recalled
the look on Richard’s face when she told Cedric that Richard was a
big fan and Cedric asked her to point him out and he waved at
him.

“Think he is getting a kick
out of knowing I’ve just paid a couple of grand to spend some time
with his fine wife?” Cedric asked.

“I don’t know but if I had
to guess I’d say yes,” Kate giggled. “He’s on sensory overload
already—he’s always pushed me to get out there—wear more revealing
clothes, be more sexy, but I’ve always resisted until
lately.”

“What changed?” Cedric
asked.

“My new friend Gwen,” Kate
said. “She opened my mind to the potential fun I was denying myself
as well as my husband.”

“I’m all in for the fun,”
Cedric said, sliding his hand up her back and brushing the outside
of her bare breast discreetly. She jumped. She was told she would
be expected to dance, but before going out on to the floor for the
table dances Sharon reminded all of them to not be trading feels
for extra money—it was against the rules. Kate gently put her hand
on his thick wrist and pushed his hand down.

“Damn girl, you have some
pretty tits, and I mean those are the nicest nipples I’ve ever seen
on a woman. They are just screaming out for me to touch
them.”

“I’m married,” Kate
reminded him. “And it is against the rules.” Cedric moved his hand
and pulled her tight against him, the side of her breast now
pressed against his shirt, her nipples hardening as he stared at
them.

“This permissible?” Cedric
said, a lilt in his voice.

“Yeah, I guess that’s OK,”
Kate said.

Richard could see that Kate had a
large margarita and she and Cedric bumped glasses in a toast. Kate
moved off his lap and stood, as did the others, and holding their
drinks Cedric took her hand and following the waitress moved toward
the back corner and through a door there.

 


“Where are we going?” Kate
said. She was fearful they were wanting to take the party at some
other location.

“VIP baby, the VIP,” the
dark black man with Gwen said.

“I thought the sign said
reserved,” Kate said.

“It is. Reserved for us,”
Cedric said. “Now it is time to party.”

 


***

 


A waitress stopped with a cart with
champagne, wines, and a variety of liquors with one of the staff
mixing the drinks as needed—and she was busy passing out drinks as
the five black men were drinking heavily—and pushing the women to
match them drink for drink.

 


“Where are they going?” he
said.

“That’s the VIP,” she said.
“Takes a $300 bottle of champagne and dances are $100. But that’s
if there’s room. Tonight the room is reserved.”

 


***

 


In the VIP drinks were flowing and all
the women were dancing for the men, the techno beat cut into 4
minutes sections before the beat changed, to allow the girls on the
floor to time their dancing.

Kate was only in her bikini bottom,
topless like the other four women, all with a buzz and caught up in
the excitement that could only come from everyday housewives boldly
going from a pole dance class graduation to stripping to now being
topless in a VIP room with five NFL players. It was impossible—but
here it was.

And now these men were expecting
dances, and not table dances but lap dances. Kate leaned over and
shook her breasts in Cedric’s face, pulling away when he moved his
face toward them. Turning around she slid down his body with her
back to him, sliding all the way to the floor. Standing she twisted
to the music, undulating her body in front of him.

As Kate leaned over again Cedric ran
his hand up her back and down, brushing her breast. She moved his
wrist back to his lap. “The rules are no touching you
know.”

“Awww baby,” Cedric said,
“This is the VIP. Floor rules don’t go here. Look around.” Kate did
as he said and saw that Gwen was grinding on the lap of Joshua, her
hands over both of his large black hands—cupped over her breasts.
Alexandra was not being groped, but the other two women were. One
man was sucking a nipple, the other couple were kissing.

Oh hell, what have I gotten myself
into, Kate thought. Things are this far along and this is only the
second song? She glanced at Cedric’s Rolex. They had only been here
20 minutes. There were over four and a half hours to go. The
waitress set another drink down on the small table in front of the
couch for both she and Cedric.

“Hey girl, take a break for
a minute. Let’s enjoy our drink.” Kate was grateful for the break
and to give her time to collect her thoughts. She knew she should
bolt—but the fact that none of the other wives were bolting caused
her to hesitate. She whispered to the waitress.

“I thought there was no
touching here.”

The waitress looked at her as if it
was a strange question. “The club has to say that—out there. In
here things can go a little farther—that’s how the girls get the
big tips,” she said, noticing the stressed look on Kate’s face she
added. “OK, it’s OK to let the guy play with your tits a little.
He’s not supposed to touch the coochie. One of the reason’s I’m in
here is to keep everyone safe and within the law. Don’t
worry.”

Relieved, Kate sat back on the couch,
Cedric’s large arm reaching over her shoulder and pulling her to
him. This time when he moved his hand to her breast she didn’t push
him away. In fact she got a tingle as he gently brushed her nipple
to solid with his fingertips.

“What was that about?”
Cedric asked, nodding toward the waitress.

“I’ve never done this
before, she was explaining the rules.”

“And those are?”

“You’re playing with my
boobs aren’t you? That should be answer enough.”

“And a very nice white boob
is it,” Cedric smiled, his arm tightening and his fingers closing
around her breast. “Great nipples too.”

Cedric fought saying it but couldn’t
resist. Something about feeling up a white wife while her husband
was outside waiting was at the top of his arousal list. He loved
converting wives into sluts. He wondered about how this beautiful
white woman might work out in that endeavor.

“They said you just
graduated a pole dancing class.”

“Yes.”

“You were just here as a
sort-of graduation party that got out of hand?”

“Way out of hand,” Kate
said.

“So you’ve never stripped
before?”

“Hell no.” Kate
said.

“You’re a natural, but you
have that innocent look about you too. It’s hot.”

“I am innocent.”

“How innocent?” Cedric
said. “Don’t lie.”

“OK. Since I’ve been
married yours are the first hands touching my bare breasts other
than my husband.”

“Damn.” Cedric said,
adding, “And how does it feel?”

“It feels nice.”

“Not worried about your
husband getting mad or jealous?”

“I was, but he is such a
fan of yours I don’t think he could mad. I’d say he only wishes he
was in here to hang out with you while I dance.” She giggled.
“You’re on his wall.”

“What?”

“Richard has this big
life-size image of you in uniform on a big blow up thing on his
wall. Fathead is what they call those.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

Despite the nervous laugh when she
said that, Cedric read through the lines on this, all of a sudden
knowing a little more about where this could lead than either Kate
or Richard could have imagined. Hubby was a big fan. He had an
in.

“Well then maybe you should
dance again.” Kate rose over him, dancing at a distance, Cedric’s
hands caressing her body but always returning to her breasts. He
reached for her crotch and she pushed his hand away gently. This
was going way too fast, she thought to herself. The drinks were not
helping her focus and keep him at a distance either, even if he was
a famous football star and she was going farther that she had with
any man other that Richard—she did have her limits, despite how
turned on she was getting.

“Sorry. Rules,” she
cooed.

“Kate I’d think your
husband would want you to real nice to me.”

“Not that nice,” Kate said.
When he tried it again she added, trying to shift her resistance to
something out of her control by saying, “The waitress is supposed
to report any rule breaking, so you better not.”

Cedric’s fame and celebrity had
accustomed to others catering to his wishes. He was not used to
being told no, which added to his intensity to push things further
with Kate. She was resisting much more than the other women in the
room. Joshua was going to win their bet, from the way he was going
with the brown haired girl.

Over Kate’s shoulder he could see that
two of his friends had already convinced their girls to go totally
nude. In the dim light Cedric could see that one woman was
discreetly taking a long black finger into her pussy. Cedric tried
to keep Kate attention toward him with the small talk, not wanting
what was already happening to freak her out. He could sense even
though well on her way to being smashed that she was
skittish.

One of the other girls said she had to
go to the restroom, and Kate and Gwen went with them. Nine and
Fifteen had removed their bottoms but pulled them back on as the
waitress turned the dim lights a little brighter.

As they left Cedric called the
waitress over. She leaned in close. “Honey you are doing a
wonderful job, but in about 30 minutes I want you to have mixed up
a couple of pitchers of margaritas and made four drinks of what
everyone else is drinking, leave them on the counter beside a
couple of buckets of ice, and give us some privacy in here until
right before closing time.”

“I’m not supposed to do
that,” she said. “I’m supposed to stay in here and serve the
drinks.”

“I know,” Cedric said,
reaching into his front pocket and withdrawing a thick wad of
bills. He counted off 10 one-hundred dollar bills as the waitress
watched. “Think you can find something else to do for a while? Say
you give everyone time enough to get to the restrooms, have one
more drink, and about midnight you simply wander away”

“I’m sure I can,” she
smiled, looking at the bills.

“Good,” Cedric smiled as
the waitress leaned over, and he took the folded up bills and
tucked them into her low cut top—making sure to rub her nipple to
firmness with the back of his fingers. The waitress continued to
smile as he did.

“I’ll check back in in
about an hour,” she said pausing, “To see if you need anything
else.” She hung on the word “else”. Cedric caught it and smiled,
but his goal was on someone else tonight.

“Make it an hour and a
half,” he said.

“No problem,” she said,
moving to the cart and deftly mixing the drinks.

 


***

 


Richard was staring at the VIP door,
wondering what was going on inside, when the door opened and Kate,
Gwen, and another girl exited on wobbly legs. He started to stand,
thinking the evening might end earlier than anticipated but he
realized that the three women were making a weaving beeline for the
dressing room. From the way Kate was walking Richard could tell she
was in dire need of a restroom. J.B. was still sitting with him,
watching the women too.

Richard changed his stare to the
dressing room door—waiting for his wife to emerge. When she did she
started toward Richard’s table. As she neared from her expression
it was clear she was drunk. She didn’t sit but leaned
over.

“How is it going in there?”
Richard asked.

“Fine,” Kate said with a
slight slur, “But we’re probably drinking too much.”

“Are you OK?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” she
repeated.

“And Cedric is he…” Richard
didn’t know what to add to the end of the question. He wanted to
know what was going on was the short version.

“He’s OK, he’s nice,” Kate
said. Richard knew that was saying nothing. “Don’t forget my
autograph,” Richard said.

“I’ll try to introduce you
when we leave,” Kate said, staring off at the door of the VIP room.
“I have to get back.” She started an unsteady walk to the door and
opened it. She had to step aside for a waitress leaving with a tray
of empty glasses who carried them through the kitchen entrance and
did not reappear. Kate entered without a backward
glance.

Richard glanced over at J.B. who was
looking down at his phone. “Gwen texted while she was in the
dressing room,” he said. “She said to go on home and she’ll catch a
cab. I have to work tomorrow.” What J.B. didn’t tell Richard was
that Gwen’s text said more than that. She was going to the hotel
with her black man from the VIP. She told him she would be home
before lunch tomorrow.

“I don’t, I’ll stick
around. We can drop her off if she needs a ride.”

“Thanks but there’s no
need. It will be too far out of your way. The cab will be
easier.”

“Whatever you say,” Richard
said, shaking J.B. hand as he rose and went toward the
door.

Richard looked down at his watch. It
was 11:30. Two and a half hours to go. As the crowd thinned out he
saw a corner table open up with the back side a long bench. He
propped himself in the corner, switched to a cognac, and sipped it
slowly, watching the customers getting drunker, the girls moving
among the dancing, and one girl on stage steadily taking her
clothes off before spinning on the pole for a song and another
dancer taking her place.

Laying his head back against the wall,
he closed his eyes for a moment.

 


***

 


Rocky Clyman was sipping on ice tea.
He knew ordering a non-alcoholic drink would be brought in a
different glass, so he had ordered a water, a bourbon on the rocks,
and the tea. He drank the water, dumped the bourbon into the water
glass, and put the tea into the bourbon glass. He moved the tea
glass to the floor beside his chair and had the waitress take away
the water. To anyone watching he was having a drink—and not
standing out as a police officer.

In the past he had gotten several
busts here at Eye Pleasures, but tonight all the dancers and
patrons were in line with the law. His one hope had been the
amateur women, knowing they were unfamiliar with handling drunk
patrons, and he had identified several of them on the stage during
the auction.

Clyman noted that one table of black
men were concentrating on the amateur women in the auction, and he
knew if he watched long enough someone would get over the line. If
it was one of the NFL players, there were the headlines for his
boss.

To his dismay the group disappeared
into the VIP area. He called a dancer over and told her he wanted
to go to the VIP. “Private party, it is reserved, but there is the
roped off area that offers the same amenities, we can go there,”
she offered.

“Thanks, anyway,” Clyman
said. He left a 20 on the table and headed for the door. The night
was wasted for him.

 


***

 


With Kate’s return to the VIP the
remaining girls took a bathroom break, and the men went out the
side entrance to the men’s room there.

When everyone was back in the room
with a fresh round of drinks they all toasted to a fantastic
evening. As the most famous person in the room the other black men
deferred to Cedric, and when he suggested that everyone rotate
girls so everyone could get a little variety the men were in
agreement. The waitress was more alert to infractions with the
change, for the next four songs each woman danced for a different
man, each being felt up and breasts fondled, nipples kissed, but
that was as far as it went. The men were content to play with five
different pairs of boobs for the moment.

Back on the laps of the men who had
bid for them, it was as if that their brief time before the round
robin they had enough familiarity with their first man that after
bouncing between the other four men landing back with their
original bidder was in a sense comforting.

“Ah, my 10 comes back,”
Cedric smiled. “Come on girl, I need a good lap dance.” He guided
her over him, straddling his lap. His hands went straight to her
breasts.

“I cannot believe I’m
actually doing this,” Kate said. “I’ve never done anything this
wild and crazy before.”

“But you’re having fun
aren’t you?” Cedric soothed. “Go with the flow girl. We’ll make
this night memorable.”

“I’m so drunk I’m not sure
I’ll remember anything,” she said.

“Then we can do anything we
want, can’t we?”

“No. I’m drunk, but I’m
still married.”

“Why don’t you take a two
hour vacation from that marriage?” Cedric suggested.

“That’s not the way it
works,” she said. “Are you married?”

“Not at the moment. I’ve
tried it twice already. Not sure I’m good at it.”

“You’re not moving,” Cedric
said.

“What?”

“Lap dance. You are not
moving.”

“I’ve never done a lap
dance before,” Kate said. “What am I supposed to do?” Cedric turned
to his left and Kate followed his eyes and understood. Gwen was
grinding her pelvis against Joshua that would had looked like she
was fucking him—except he still had on his pants and she her bikini
bottoms. Joshua was kneading her breasts as she slid back and
forth.

Kate started slowly, gently lowering
her body with more pressure against him. She could feel his cock
harden under her, and she leaned forward to put pressure on her
clit as she did. When she realized how big his cock was, bigger
than her forearm, she shuddered. It felt good, and as she rocked
against his hard cock she started getting flashes of desire
emanating from her pussy.

“My God, is that real?” she
said, sliding left and right on his cock. His pants were thin which
made his large cock even more evident. Cedric moved his hands to
her ass and held her against his cock, humping his body up against
hers in return. Kate’s breath was getting heavier. It was a rush.
She lay her head over on Cedric’s shoulder and turning her head to
the right saw Nine and Fifteen were nude. There was nothing
discreet now, both were hovering over their men while the men were
thrusting their long black fingers in and out of the two women’s
pussies. Fifteen was rubbing her man’s cock through his
pants.

Kate nervously turned her head to the
left, and saw Gwen was in a similar state, naked, moaning as Joshua
was fingering her, his thumb rubbing her clit. Gwen started cumming
as Kate watched. She glanced around for the waitress and realized
she was not in the room.

Gwen was drunk enough and horny enough
to have already known Joshua would want to take her home with
him—but she was sober enough to tell him that there would be no
fucking until they got into a hotel. She didn’t want to risk
fucking in the VIP room, with the danger of interruptions and
cameras. Gwen wondered where the waitress had gone.

Kate could hear moans from Alexandra,
seated behind her. It was clear she was in a similar
state.

Kate felt scared and confused. She
knew she shouldn’t get naked with this man—and also knew what was
likely to happen if she did. In that moment she determined that she
was not going to get fucked by this huge black man, but she
suspected the other women just might. She was bordering on panic
when Cedric whispered in her ear, having noticed the pain in her
face.

“Don’t worry, my 10, I’m
not going to push you into anything that you don’t want to do. No
pressure. Just do what you enjoy and have some fun.” With that
Cedric pulled her to him and kissed her.

Kate had never kissed another man
since she was married—at least not kissed like this, his thick soft
lips on hers, their tongues dancing, his tongue causing tingling
sensations as he manipulated her mouth. She was approaching sensory
overload as Cedric kissed her, ground his cock against her pussy
and tugged gently on her nipples. It was too much. She started to
have a small orgasm, which encouraged Cedric even more. “That’s it
baby, let the pleasure hit you, let it go.”

Kate ground harder as she came,
feeling the rush rack her body and the weakness that followed,
rolling to sit under Cedric’s arm, gasping for breath. Her eyes
fell on the large bulge protruding from Cedric’s pants. He saw her
staring.

Cedric gently took her left arm and
guided it to his lap. “Go ahead, touch it. It’s OK.” Kate lightly
laid her hand on his cock, wrapping her fingers around it, so huge
she shuddered again. Cedric sensed his need to go gentle with this
pretty white wife whose hand was now holding his cock through his
pants. He didn’t move, said nothing, and Kate lightly ran her hand
up and down his cock, determining the length of his cock. Again he
felt her flesh shudder across her shoulder.

The drinks, the adrenaline of the
night, the dim room, and the small orgasm were all hitting Kate and
she felt tired and sleepy. She closed her eyes and absent-mindedly
ran her hand up and down Cedric’s long cock. She didn’t know how
long she napped, but she was still under Cedric’s comforting arm.
She was grateful she wasn’t having to fight him off because she
didn’t want to go as far as the other women in the room were. At
least that is what ran through her mind before she opened her
eyes.

The moans were what woke her up. It
was the unmistakable sound of two people fucking, the rhythmic
cadence of grunts and whimpers, and she opened her eyes to see Gwen
laid back on the couch while Joshua was on his knees between her
open legs thrusting his long black cock in an out of her. She
turned her head to the other side and Nine was riding her black
lover cowgirl, Fifteen was leaned back, black hands from behind
holding her breasts, getting fucked reverse cowgirl. No one was
using a condom. She couldn’t see Alexandra.

Gwen had fought the desire as long as
she could, but once she got Joshua’s huge thick cock in her hand
she had to take it in her mouth as quick as she could—and once she
had her mouth over his cock she wanted that cock inside her. She
threw caution aside and offered no resistance when Joshua had moved
between her legs.

Oh shit, it is an orgy, Kate thought.
What do I do now?

“Glad you are awake and
decided to join us,” Cedric whispered. “I think everyone else is
ahead of us.” She could feel his hand cupping her
breast.

Kate looked up at his face and saw he
was looking down. Her eyes turned in that direction. He had
unzipped his pants and folded the cloth back, and his cock was up
off his belly and fully erect, straining against his silk boxers.
In her position under his arm her left arm had no were to lay
except on his cock and as before she touched his cock, she could
feel every bump and vein. “Go ahead, take it out,” Cedric said. “It
wants to feel your fingers.”

Kate cautiously reached for the waist
of his boxers and pulled them down, as if she were unleashing a
wild animal, and in reality she was—a huge thick black snake. She
had never seen a cock this big even in pornos. Thick, long, dark
black. He was uncircumcised. It was the first uncut cock she had
ever seen. Cedric pushed her hand to his bare cock and she gasped.
She was holding a big black cock while the other four women in the
room were getting fucked.

“Stroke it,” Cedric said
and she did, slowly at first and then faster, then stopping. She
looked up at Cedric, her hand still tight on his cock.

“I can’t fuck you,” she
said.

“You know I want to fuck
you.”

“Yes, and in ways I do to,”
Kate admitted. “I want to go along with everyone as much as I can.
I don’t know what is expected. If I had known I was expected to do
any of this before it started I would not have done it. But I’m
married and I won’t do that. I’m sorry.”

“I told you no pressure and
I meant it,” Cedric said. “Do as much as you feel like you can do.”
Kate began stroking his cock again, feeling grateful for not
pressuring her, and wanting to reward him as much as she
could.

In her position nestled under his arm
she had slid down in the seat and his cock was only inches from her
face. She pulled his cock closer to her face and lowered her mouth
to him, sucking his cock inside her. She could not get most of his
cock inside her mouth, but she tried to take as much as she
could.

“Oh my God yes, Kate, suck
that big black dick,” Cedric said, moving his hand to the back of
her head and resting it there. Without taking her mouth off his
cock she moved to a better position on the couch, holding his cock
at the base while she bobbed her head on him. In that position his
hand reached her ass and he rubbed her ass as she continued sucking
him, licking up the side like a huge chocolate lollipop.

Kate concentrated on his cock,
reveling in the folds of his foreskin, so totally different from
Richard—and realizing that for the first time in her life she was
sucking another man’s cock, and not only that but a coal black
cock. It was a fantasy/curiosity that she had never told anyone.
She had never even dared dwell on it in her mind very long. But
here it was in real life, in her hand, in her mouth—a black man’s
huge cock. She was in a dream.

And if it was a dream then it couldn’t
be reality. And it was only in a dream that she felt the large
black hand on her ass move further, fingers move under the crotch
of her bikini and probe, brushing over her clit, coating fingers
with her soaking pussy juices. It was a dream that her mouth full
of black cock, fuck his fingers, fingers as long as an average
man’s cock in and out of her waiting wet pussy. The orgasm this
time was stronger, more out of control, more intense and
pleasurable, creating almost an itch in her pussy to feel that
sensation again.

Kate was unaware of what was going on
around her. Cedric was fully aware despite his consumption of
liquor—in part because his large frame absorbed it better and in
part the delight in watching four white wives who thought they were
only going to show off their pole dancing tonight all ending up
getting black cock. It was Cedric’s favorite type of
party.

Gwen was finished, fucked, and
cuddling with Joshua, as was Alexandra with her lover. Nine and
Fifteen were going slut. They had swapped men, fucking different
partners, aided in part by a couple of lines of coke Cedric had
watched them lay out.

Every man in the room had put his cock
in a beautiful white woman except him, but a blow job wasn’t that
bad either. There was a captivating naiveté and innocence about
Kate.

Cedric was aware of the time, figuring
he had maybe 10 minutes before the server would come back and
announce the closing. He started working his fingers harder in and
out of Kate’s cunt, two long fingers, rubbing her g-spot and she
started cumming, squirting and soaking the floor, making such noise
that Gwen began watching. Somehow in the movement Cedric had
managed to untie one side of her bikini and it slid down to her
knee. She was naked sucking a black cock and being fingered to yet
another orgasm by this huge black man.

After Kate had her g-spot orgasm she
started to relax under Cedric’s arm again. Cedric lifted her
effortlessly and moved her over him, his cock in position to enter
her. As he lowered Kate toward his waiting hard cock, she reached
between her legs and moved his cock against his belly, away from
her pussy entrance, lowering her body on his until her pussy was on
his hard cock rather than his cock up inside her. Kate slid her
pussy up and back coating the shaft of his cock with her juices and
putting pressure on her clit on his cock. Kate trembled as she
did.

Kate stared down at the black cock
between her legs, amazed at its massive size against her tight
body. If he put that cock inside her, it would reach her navel.
Even through her drunkenness she still was clinging to the
thought—I can’t fuck him, I’m a married woman.

Cedric kissed her, and she
instinctively slid her pussy on his cock again. He leaned back,
holding her bare breasts against him, tugging on her nipples in a
way that vibrated pleasure through her. The movement pulled her
body off his lap and over his cock springing straight up in
anticipation.

“I can’t fuck you, I told
you that.” Even as she said it, Cedric leaned forward, holding her
body in the same position with a firm grip on her nipples. The move
and her inability to change position lowered her body. Kate jumped
as she felt the tip of his cock touch her wet pussy.

“I know,” Cedric said,
enjoying the warm wetness barely touching the tip of his cock and
ignoring her protest. He pulsed his cock and moved it, feeling the
tip part her puffed pussy lips and enter between them. She didn’t
move away. Kate was fighting the impulse to lower herself on that
hard cock, throbbing for it.

Kate was still kissing him, and even
as close as she was still mumbled, “I can’t. You don’t have a
condom. I am not on any contraception.”

“It’s not fucking if I
don’t cum inside you. My cock yearns to be inside your body—since
the first moment I laid eyes on you. Just relax, let yourself down
slowly. Enjoy the slide.”

“No.” Kate said, her
position poised over his hard cock in total contradiction to her
words, but she was still resisting. In a plea for help she looked
over at Gwen, she needed help making her decision here.

Gwen leaned over and whispered in her
ear. “Kate, you want to know what that big black cock would feel
like inside your body. Get that dick inside you for a stroke or
two. No one will know.” At that moment Cedric moved forward and put
the first three inches of his cock inside her, the size of it
stretching her but instead of her body reacting and pulling away,
her body reacted in a different direction and moved an inch lower
on to his cock. “All the way down and I’ll give you a thousand
dollars,” Cedric whispered.

“Ahh fuck,” Kate said,
starting to lower herself further, the thick shaft of his cock
already stretching her pussy wide, and she pulled off a tiny bit as
her body adjusted more to his girth. For an instant Kate wondered
if he would tear her open. She looked down at the thick black mass
disappearing inside her and the wave of an orgasm hit her, before
he was halfway in she had an orgasm on his huge cock.

A stab of pain hit her and she rose,
moving an inch off his cock, the sensation taking control. Kate
shifted and more of his cock was going in, easier with more of his
cock covered in her wetness. She leaned back and could see the head
of his cock bulging against her abdomen and he was only a little
over half way in.

Kate looked at his cock buried in her
pussy and felt him arch his body in a partial withdraw, ready to
ram his cock the rest of the way into her, a moment of clarity
broke through her stupor. This wasn’t what she wanted. What the
fuck was she doing? Fucking another man. She pulled off his cock
with a jerk and rolled to the side, a massive empty feeling inside
her pussy.

“Ahhhhh Fuck,” Cedric
moaned in protest.

Kate didn’t want to finish fucking
Cedric—but she didn’t want to disappoint him either. Dropping to
her knees she started sucking his cock again, eager, devouring his
cock as she pumped with her hand, never taking her mouth off his
cock. Her mind was in turmoil, she was hyperventilating. What had
she done?

The others in the room were fucked
out, bordering on passing out for a couple of them, and oblivious
to the large black man getting one hell of a blow job. Cedric
started moaning and giving tiny thrusts in Kate’s mouth.

“Yeah, take this cum baby,
it’s coming.” With those words he flooded her mouth with a massive
load of cum. Kate tried swallowing but it was too much and some of
it spilled from around her mouth and slid back down his shaft in a
slick white mass. She swallowed again, and then carefully licked
the rest of the cum from his shaft and swallowed that. With his
cock still in her mouth she looked up into Cedric’s smiling
face.

“Damn girl, that was one
fine blowjob.” Kate crawled back on the couch beside him, a look of
horror on her face, she was bordering on panic, tears welling up in
her eyes.

“I didn’t, I couldn’t fuck,
aw hell what am I going to do?” Tears rolled down her face and Gwen
was right there.

“It didn’t count as a
fuck,” Gwen said.

“We didn’t fuck?” she said,
blinking through her tears.

“My cock was inside you—and
I loved the feeling—but I didn’t even get it all the way in. We
didn’t fuck.” Cedric said. The words seemed perfect in her
panic.

“Good.”. She was trembling.
Had she gone too far?

“But I do want to fuck you.
We’re going back to my hotel. Why don’t you come along? My cum
needs to be inside you. I want my cock all the way inside that
sugar pussy.” Cedric said. Kate didn’t answer. Knowing what she
should say.

“I can’t, my
husband…”

“Hell, tell him you are
going to spend the night with your friend here, or you are going to
take a cab home—that will give us a little more time together.”
Cedric looked her straight in the eye and in a voice that made it
clear he usually got what he wanted said, “This has got me warmed
up. I really need to cum inside a tight white pussy.”

Kate was in trouble and knew it. Gwen
was hovering like a protective hen and having been in similar
situations with other men, she could read Kate. Gwen felt
responsible for this happening and wanted to be sure she wasn’t
fucking up a marriage by what had just happened.

“Hey, Kate can’t go, but
why don’t I go back to the room and let you and Joshua spit roast
me. I haven’t had two good men at once in a while.”

Cedric looked her up and down, those
hard nipples and her oversized C cup boobs. “That’d work,” he said.
He then turned to Kate, “I am going to come back—and when I do I am
going to fuck you right. You’ll give up all of that pretty pussy
then.”

Kate didn’t answer again, but even in
her regret and panic her rapid breathing gave away her sexual
excitement from the thought of his promised return—and what would
happen then. Her buzz had faded, much like a drunk driver sobering
when the blue lights go on behind them.

Gwen whispered, “Don’t worry baby, you
weren’t fucked, but you did give him a good blow job and you will
know when to be honest about it. Don’t mention about his cock being
inside you to Richard—we have to give that some thought on how to
handle it.”

The waitress knocked at the door and
entered. “Sorry folks but time to start clearing the
room.”

The men quickly pulled on their
clothes, the lights were turned up.

“Shit, cum is pouring out
of me, it’s running down my leg,” Fifteen said.

“Maybe we all better get a
quick shower first. I can’t put the bikini on I’ll drip cum all in
it,” Alexandra said. Kate put both pieces of her bikini on,
sobering on the thought of seeing her husband face to face. She
didn’t want him studying her expression too much. She needed a
distraction. Kate looked up at Cedric.

“Would you mind meeting my
husband so he can get off about meeting his favorite sports hero,”
she asked Cedric.

“Anything for you girl,”
Cedric had. “I loved every minute of it—but I’m not through yet
either. Don’t you forget that.” He extended his hand and took hers
in it, laying a wad of bills in her palm. “Custom in clubs is you
tip the ladies. This might give you an idea of how much I enjoyed
our time together.” Kate kept it in her hand and didn’t bother to
count it. She could do that later.

“If I had got to cum inside
you I would have added another grand to that.”

Kate’s eyes widened as she looked up
and saw he was serious. “Next time then,” he said, holding the door
open for Kate to walk through. Kate didn’t respond.

 


***

 


CLOSING TIME

 


At 1:55 Richard felt someone shaking
his shoulder. “Last call honey,” the waitress said. He shook his
head awake, and saw the five women and the five black men coming
out of the VIP room. There were some hugs, kisses, and four of the
women made a beeline to the dressing room. Kate was in her bikini.
What struck Richard was Gwen and the other three women had been
totally nude, with their clothing wadded up in their
hands.

Cedric and Kate headed toward him.
They were holding hands. It struck Richard how small his wife was
walking beside this massive man. He stood as they
approached.

“Honey, I wanted to
introduce you to Cedric Thompson.

Richard was awestruck. Here was one of
the legends of the NFL, someone he had watched on television for
years, whose career he had followed. He almost babbled as he said,
“Mr. Thompson, it is an honor to meet you. I am a big fan. I never
miss an Avengers game when you’re playing. I mean I can’t believe
I’m meeting you.”

Cedric had dealt with enthusiastic
fans before—but never with a fan’s wife with whom he had spent five
hours in a VIP room enjoying lap dances and extras. Cedric smiled.
“Thank you for watching me and supporting the team. We are putting
it out there for the fans.”

Richard stammered, “Well it is an
honor sir.”

“Tell him about the coffee
table,” Kate prompted.

“Oh yeah,” Richard said.
“Last year when you intercepted that pass against the Falcons and
ran it back to the 2—I was watching, having a beer, and I jumped up
cheering when you did, dropped the beer and broke our glass coffee
table.”

“Damn man, sorry I caused
you to break your table, but that is a real fan. And speaking of
fans, I’m a fan of your wife here. There was something about her
pole dancing was captivating. She told me that today is your
birthday so I thank you for allowing your wife to brighten my
evening.”

“Uhh, certainly, ah”
Richard was straining for words. “Anytime,” he said
awkwardly.

“Good,” Cedric smiled his
best TV smile, shaking Richard’s hand. He turned to Kate. “Kate
dear why don’t you take a photo of me and one of my fans. He
stepped beside Richard. Kate realized her phone was in the locker.
Richard handed her his. She snapped the picture, and then two quick
more.

Cedric moved his hand to his belt and
handed his camera to Richard. “And how about a couple with me and
your beautiful wife.” Richard took the camera and Cedric moved
behind Kate, his hands on her waist, steadying her from her drunken
weaving. As Richard looked at the camera Cedric whispered something
in her ear. She giggled. Richard touched the camera icon on
Cedric’s phone and the camera flashed. He repeated it. “OK,
another,” Kate said, wobbling, reaching behind her back and untying
her top, letting it fall and exposing her breasts with Cedric
sliding his hands up her side, his black hands in stark contrast to
her white flesh. Richard was shocked but he didn’t know what to say
that wouldn’t sound jealous or stupid. This was new ground for
him.

“These are just for me,”
Cedric said. “No one else will see them.”

“OK, last ones,” Kate said,
and taking Cedric’s hands she moved them up to her breasts, and
Richard snapped two photos in that pose, one with his hands cupping
her breasts, the other with his fingers spread and her nipples
visible between his thick black fingers.

“Thank you,” Cedric said
taking his phone back without looking at the picture. “It has been
a pleasure meeting you both. Maybe I can see you again sometime,”
he said.

“Sure,” Richard
said.

“Here, let me walk your
wife to the dressing room if you don’t mind,” Cedric
said.

“Be my guest,” Richard
said.

Kate led him toward the dressing room,
and peeking her head inside first and finding it empty except for
the women who had shared the VIP with them, she grinned and pulled
Cedric into the dressing room behind her. Richard started to head
that way to find what the hell was going on, but the door opened
and the other three women who had been in the VIP room came out,
wearing the clothes in which they had arrived, smelling faintly of
soap and body wash as the brushed by him. Gwen came out, and
shortly after that Cedric came out, talking to Gwen, following her
toward the door, where Joshua was standing waiting too.

The manager was heading their way,
thanking the two black men for coming to his club as Kate came out,
dressed. He started to offer Gwen a ride but she brushed by
quickly. “Shit I forgot my purse,” she said.

“Need a ride?” he asked
after her.

“Nah, I’m good,” Gwen said,
adding, “You get Kate home. I’m afraid she might have one hell of a
hangover in the morning.”

“Yeah, that’s a good idea,”
Richard said, taking Kate’s hand as she reached him. She waved bye
to the two black men as they walked past and into the early morning
darkness.

 


***

 


“I am exhausted,” she said.
“Take me home, husband.” She fell asleep in the car on the way
home, but woke up as the garage door opened. Richard helped her
inside and roughly tugged her clothes off. He had wanted to fuck
her for hours, looking forward to a hot fuck after seeing her
exhibit herself. He was hornier than he had ever been watching her
strip and do table dances, and even with his earlier in-the-car
blowjob, and exhausted or not, he could not wait any longer to put
his cock inside his wife. He had never wanted to fuck her as bad as
right now.

Richard lowered her pants, and was
greeted with a surprise when he pulled her top over her head. On
her left breast curving over her nipple, the down strokes going
into her areola, in dark black ink was, “Thanks for a great
evening. Cedric Thompson.”

“What the fuck?” he
said.

“You said to get you an
autograph,” she said, smiling, pulling him toward her. “I almost
forgot – but that’s why I pulled him into the dressing room after
you met him. Staring down at her nipple she saw the nickel size
hickey on her other breast. “Probably where I got that too,” she
said. Looking through half closed lids at her husband she told him,
“Now fuck me quick so I can go to sleep. I’m drunk and have never
been this tired. If it wasn’t your birthday I would be putting you
off, so get to it.”

Even with the damper of her attitude
he couldn’t stop, plunging his cock into without regard for
foreplay or getting her off. Her pussy was hot and soaked. It had
been exciting for her, obviously—he had never felt her pussy this
wet. He slid in easily and rose over her body, the angle pressing
his cock harder against the bottom of her pussy, increasing the
friction and needing to.

Kate was moaning but not cumming when
he let go inside her and collapsed.

One hell of a birthday, Richard
thought.

 


***

 


DOUBLE YOUR
PLEASURE

 


By the time Gwen returned with her
purse the only people remaining in the club were Cedric, Joshua,
and the manager. Cedric was holding a full bottle of champagne, a
gift from the manager, and the club limo was waiting at the
entrance when they emerged.

They drank more champagne; Gwen had
pulled on her gym clothes but Cedric’s hands roamed free over her
body. “Joshua’s already got to enjoy that hot body, get over here
and let me check it out,” Cedric said.

Gwen had been double teamed before,
but never by two black men at the same time, and certainly not two
men the size of these two, both in stature and dick size. She saw
it as an opportunity too good to pass—and luckily, she had a
husband who understood. She knew he would get his reward tomorrow
in the telling—and she was going to get more of the reward she had
already started receiving with a good fuck from Joshua in the
VIP.

Gwen expected she would be fucked in
the limo, but instead they finished off the champagne and staggered
to the seventh floor and the rooms of Cedric and Joshua, connected
by a common door. Cedric had wrapped his arm around her as they
entered the hotel, the lobby empty except for the desk clerk who
gave the small woman between the two hulking black men a quiet
smile.

 

“I’ve already hit it, so
you get you some of that and I’ll catch up in a few minutes,”
Joshua said, opening his door as Cedric opened his.

Cedric went to the couch. “Dance for
me,” he said, and punched a heavy disco beat song on his cell
phone, connecting through the Bluetooth speaker sitting on the end
table. Gwen swayed to the music and pulled off her layers of
clothing, hearing Cedric moan, “That’s what I’m talking about,”
when her breasts popped free. She danced topless for a few turns,
and turning her ass toward Cedric she crossed her legs at the
ankles and rolled her pants down her long legs, stepping out of
them and twisting her arms over her head and turning around,
totally naked.

Cedric was already undressed when she
turned around, his chocolate skin glistening and his cock defying
gravity and sticking up in the perfect position to straddle. “Time
for your real lap dance lady,” he said. “Come on up here and give
me one.” He smiled at how her big firm breasts took little bounces
with her steps, beckoning his hands to touch them.

Cedric placed his hands on her waist
and guided her over him, pulling her to him, pressing those big
soft tits against his chest, sliding his hands up and down her bare
back and down to her ass. He moved his hands up between their
bodies and squeezed her breast, rolling the nipple between his
thumb and forefinger, feeling it harden under his touch, the
sensation of his touch causing a tingle all the way down between
her legs and eliciting a moan from deep within her. Gwen was a
beautiful woman and it was time he joined their bodies. Cedric
broke the kiss.


“Put me inside you without
guiding,” he said, feeling her pussy moving, positioning over his
cock, lowering slightly and his cock kinking. She was not lined up
just right—and Gwen raised herself up and landed right this time,
lowering herself down and with a left-and-right shake felt the
mushroom head of his cock slid into the outer labia and down
further, feeling the big head pop inside her.

Gwen’s eyes locked with his and she
went down further, half way, lifting off his now lubricated shaft
and finally dropping all the way down, gasping as she
did.

“I love a big thick cock,”
Gwen breathed. “Especially a big thick black dick.”

“All yours baby, now ride.”
She moved her feet until her feet were on either side of him, her
legs bent at the knees, and began bouncing up and down on his cock.
Gwen was moaning and whimpering in ecstasy, all at her own pace.
Cedric was only enjoying the vision of this pretty white woman with
that look of bliss on her face, her eyes closed, breasts bouncing,
gasping from the exertion of her fucking, and the warm wet pleasure
of a tight wet pussy stroking his cock with her entire
body.

Gwen came in that position, screaming
and hugging him tight as she did, dropping from the flats of her
feet to her knees, still with his cock inside her.

Gwen pulled off him and turned around,
giving him a glimpse of her taut ass and a small butterfly tattoo
on her right hip before backing over his cock again and inserting
him inside her, fucking in reverse cowgirl.

Cedric reached forward and grabbing
her breasts from behind and pulled her down in rhythm to her
fucking. Cedric had developed the ability to concentrate on a
woman’s curves, the small of her back, the line of her spine, the
cleft of a cut ass and by concentrating on those things put off his
own cumming until the woman welcoming his thick cock had usually
cum at least four times.

Gwen had come three, was starting on
the fourth when Joshua appeared in front of Gwen, and with his hand
on the back of her head guided her mouth to his cock, moving to
deep throat him, her lips touching down to his pelvis.

“Girl’s got 20 inches of
cock in her now,” Joshua said, “Take it.”

With his arms reaching forward under
her armpits Joshua took charge of guiding Gwen’s movement, even
when she gagged he kept up a rhythm, forcing Gwen to gasp on the
outstroke. “It’s coming now,” Cedric said, in perfect timing with
her orgasm. She felt his cum pouring from her pussy as he came, and
popping out of her pussy as he went soft, the entire time Joshua
was pumping her mouth.

They weren’t talking, there was
nothing to say but to fuck, and they were lost in it, until Gwen
could sense his urgency to his stroking that he was getting ready
to cum—and he did, his cock so far down her throat that she was
swallowing even before she felt it flooding out of her mouth.
Joshua pulled out and Gwen coughed, spraying cum over the floor,
heaving for breath.

Cedric was mixing drinks at the bar,
his cock hanging half way down his leg even though it was soft.
“I’m into Scotch, Joshua likes beer. What about you?” he asked
Gwen.

“Scotch works for me,” she
said, excusing herself to go to the restroom where she straddled
the john and sat there with Cedric’s cum pouring out of
her.

The two black men were seated on each
end of the couch when she came out, still naked, and she moved
between them, taking the center of the couch.

“Sweet pussy,” Cedric said,
“Don’t you think Joshua?”

“Sure enough,” he
said.

“That black cock is pretty
good too,” Gwen smiled, moving her hands to grab each cock. “This
puts double team on a whole new level,” she joked.

“Your husband good with you
playing with us?” Cedric said.

“He likes for me to have
fun, to enjoy pleasure,” she said. “And I like fucking.”

“You ever had black cock
before?”

“Once before, a few months
ago. I’ve been wanting more though,” Gwen said. “Looks like tonight
is making up for it.”

“Ever had two black men
before?” Joshua said.

“I’ve had two men at once
before, but never two black men,” she said.

“Then we have to make this
memorable,” Joshua said, rising from the couch and pulling Gwen
toward the bed. Cedric rose too.

“Ever had two cocks inside
your pussy at the same time?” Cedric asked.

“No, but I have a feeling
I’m about to.”

“Yeah girl, that white
pussy is about to be stretched,” Joshua said.

“Yeah, well stretched,”
Cedric said.

 


***

 


Gwen was pulling on her clothes from
the previous evening, smiling to herself that she didn’t have to
worry about dirty underwear—since she had not worn any to start
with. She had the dull aches in parts of her body from the extended
positions in which she had been fucked the night before.

Earlier she had planned to skip the
shower, tell them bye and take her leave, but when she started to
kiss Cedric goodbye he pulled her on to the bed with him, the toss
waking up Joshua. “I’m not done with that white pussy
yet.”

“Then take it again,” Gwen
said. “Get that big black dick back inside me. I’m already sore,
but it is a good sore.”

Cedric’s cock penetrated her easily,
much easier than before. Gwen wondered her pussy would ever get
back to normal after having been ravaged by those two big dicked
back men.

Gwen didn’t expect a reoccurrence
after her shower. She stepped out of the bathroom in her skirt and
top, her bikini from the night before crammed into her large purse,
Cedric was standing there in his boxers. He had a wad of $100 bills
in his hand and offered them to her.

“I didn’t do last night for
pay,” she told him. “I’m not a whore.”

“It’s just a
tip.”

“Not to me, but thanks
anyway,” she said.

“I need you to do something
for me if you will. Just call this to cover expenses.”

“And what might that be,”
Gwen asked.

“Simply go by a big box
store, buy the best track phone they have, pre-pay the largest time
they sell for a month. A smart phone that I can text
too.”

“OK.”

“Call me and give me the
number, then pass the phone along to Kate.”

“She’s married.”

“I know. That’s the reason
for the track phone. I don’t want her to get into any trouble with
her husband.”

“Is she expecting
this?”

“I haven’t mentioned it to
her. I just need a brief conversation. You will do this for me,
won’t you?”

“I will offer it to her,
but if she takes or refuses it is up to her.”

“Fair enough,” Cedric say
smiling. Cedric thought back of the night before in the VIP room.
There was something about Kate that stuck in his mind. He wasn’t
through with her yet—and he was used to getting what he wanted.
Right now he wanted Kate. She was unfinished business.

 


***

 


THERE’S GOT TO BE A MORNING
AFTER

 


“You OK with last night?”
Kate said to her husband, smiling with a cup of coffee that she sat
on his nightstand. She had waked early, surprised that she didn’t
have a hangover and was alert and felt good. She made coffee and
took one to Richard, still in the bed.

“How do you feel about it
sober and in the light of day?” Richard asked.

“I know I got carried away
and went farther that I would have ever imagined. It just seemed to
evolve so quickly. You know it was like ‘this is fun, to go a step
further would be more fun’, and it was. Everyone was cheering when
we pole danced for the husbands and when the question came up about
participating in the charity thing, it was like a dare. I took the
dare. You know how out of character it was for me. I was
crazy.”

Richard smiled. “You are really asking
me if I enjoyed you showing your bare boobs to a bunch of men? You
know that answer? I loved it. The rest? I’m not sure the reality of
that has even sunk in yet. The big question is did you enjoy
it.”

“I did. More than I would
have dreamed. Cedric was very nice too.” She reached into the
pocket of her housecoat and extended a wad of bills.

“What’s this?”

“My tips,” she said. “$300
from the auction, and $1800 tip from Cedric.”

“$1800?”

“Yeah.”

“My goodness. That’s more
than I made in a week’s work. What’s did you do?” he said, joking,
“Give him a blow job?” The answer was not what Richard expected but
her answer was spontaneous.

“Well everyone else was
fucking – I wanted to be a good girl so he convinced him to settle
for a blow job.” Kate did want to be as honest as she dared with
Richard, but she had blurted it out without thinking. She felt
panic course through her.

“What the fuck?”

“I’ve heard you say before
in joking about the ex-President ‘Well it was just a blow job’” she
said quickly, recalling Richard’s comments when they had been
watching a documentary about the Clinton years. “It wasn’t as if I
was in a position to come back to the table and ask your
permission. You are such a fan of his I really thought it would be
all right.”

“You are
joking?”

“No, I’m not. I’m being
honest with you. Under the circumstances I didn’t think you’d mind,
from what you’ve been saying lately. You told me I could set my own
lines if I would be dress sexier, show off more. What more could I
have done in that regard? Tell me this is not going to be a big
thing between us.”

“I’m not sure. I mean, No.
Yeah, I guess it will be ok.” he said. “I will have to live with
it—not like you can undo a blow job. It is going to take some time
for me to absorb.”

“You need to understand it
was a quick blow job and nothing more. There was no emotion or
anything involved—it was just a blow job.” I mean I didn’t fuck
him. Although he wanted to.”

Richard was stunned. His modest wife
had sucked the cock of a big black pro football player. He didn’t
know what to say. And then again he couldn’t think of her as modest
ever again either—she had stripped topless in front of a crowded
strip club. It was what he had always said he wanted. Now he had
it. He still shook his head in disbelief. Richard wondered if he
would wake up from this dream, and if it was a good dream or a
nightmare.

Kate moved closer and dropped her
robe. She was nude underneath. The autograph still black and clear
on her breast. She saw Richard looking. “I washed around it. I
thought it would be hot to see how long your autograph stays on.”
Her eyes met his.

“Are we OK? I hope you’re
not mad. I’m sorry but I thought…”

Kate saw Richard staring at her nude
body in a way she had not seen before. That was when the
realization hit her. Richard wasn’t mad. He was turned on. She had
an impulse to do something different that might lessen the tension.
She took his hand and moved it to her breast with the
autograph.

“Touch the breast that an
NFL Hall of Famer held while he signed his name to it. Touch the
same breast—that is yours to touch all the time.” Kate could tell
by Richard’s gasp of air that she was hitting a nerve. It was
working and encouraged she went at it harder. “Now touch the other
breast, look at the hickey he put there.” Kate looked down to his
cock. He was rock solid.

“Tell you what, you don’t
be mad and I’ll suck your cock and swallow,” she offered, looking
at his face, adding, “And I’ll go topless till lunch,” she
offered.

“Deal,” he said as she
lowered her mouth to his cock.

“You like the way my mouth
feels on your cock?”

“Yes. I love
it.”

“Your NFL guy got to feel
the same sensation. Your cock is inside a mouth that he was inside
just hours ago. You like that?”

Richard tried to resist but he
couldn’t. “Yes.”

“I like sucking your cock,
much more that I enjoyed sucking his.” Kate never stopped sucking
and stroking his cock. She shoved her head farther down on his cock
trying to take all of him in, to the back of her throat. In the
back of her mind realizing how much bigger Cedric had been, how her
fingers didn’t meet reaching around Cedric’s cock, how she had her
entire hand on the base of the black man’s cock and could not get
her mouth down on his cock far enough for her lips to touch her
hand. Even then, there was an expanse of black cock in
between.

“You liked me doing things
with a big black sports figure, didn’t you?” she said, eliciting a
moan from Richard as he arched his back and began cumming. She kept
her mouth pressed on his cock, holding it there as she felt his cum
filling her mouth, swallowing as fast as she could, still unable to
stop a small bit of semen from slipping out the corner of her
mouth. She held her mouth on him until his body stopped convulsing
and pulling off his cock licked the cum on her cheek with her
tongue and swallowed it.

“Wow,” her gasping husband
said.

“Yeah, wow back,” Kate
said. “That was hot.” The two cuddled and dozed.

 


***

 


They both woke about the same time and
held each other before Richard broke the silence. “You really blew
him?” he asked. Kate nodded.

“I was too caught up in the
moment.”

“I have to wonder, what
kept your from fucking him?”

“Gwen went to the hotel
with both of them instead, she ran interference for me,” she
said.

“Was he big?”

“I wondered when you were
going to get around to that. Yes.”

“How big?”

“In proportion to his
size—plus a little I guess. He was huge.”

“Oh.”

“I am not sure I could have
fucked him if I had been willing—he would have split me
open.”

“Oh,” Richard said, the
silence that followed pounding in his head.

The continued holding each other.
“Richard?”’

“Yeah.”

“Being around Gwen and J.B.
Have you wondered what it might be like?”

“You mean opening our
marriage?”

“Yeah, has knowing that
about them made you wonder?”

“Some. I’m not sure how I
could handle it.”

“You handed me giving
another man a blow job reasonably well.”

“Yeah, I guess I did,”
Richard said. “I wasn’t jealous or pissed. Strange.” She felt the
hardness of his cock pushing against her ass.

“Would you have been mad if
I had fucked him?”

“Did you?”

“I already answered that.
Don’t start accusing me or all this fun will end,” Kate
said.

“Fair enough.”

“Would you have been made
if I had fucked him? You seemed OK with me giving him a blow
job.”

“If we were like Gwen and
J.B. I don’t guess I would have thought a thing about. I think J.B.
knew Gwen was going to the hotel because he bailed early. But for
me, I would have been disappointed if you had done it before we had
talked it through.”

“Are we talking it
through?”

“You sure seem interested
in this line of conversation,” he said.

“I guess I am. I mean it
was so close. I’m trying to get inside your head a
little.”

“OK. I’ll give you a
glimpse of how I was reasoning things last night. I saw my wife
acting bold, like I had asked her to for years. I know she has to
push to do it, and last night she broke through and took it far
beyond what I would have dreamed. So that was hot, very
hot.”

“OK.”

“And then my wife took it
even further, stripping, showing off to a room full of men. And out
of all the women in that room, with strippers swarming him, one of
the leading sports figures of our time, who could have had any
woman he wanted outbid me for five hours of your time, because he
wanted to spend time with MY wife.”

“So you were
complimented?”

“Yes. He had to pay several
thousand dollars for the woman I have for the rest of my
life.”

“And the blow
job?”

“A blow job is just a blow
job. The scandal with President Clinton seemed to finalize that for
a lot of people.”

“And if a fuck is just a
fuck?”

“Can a fuck just be a
fuck?” Richard asked.

“I think so, same as a blow
job. If I did it, I can’t think afterward that you should look at
it any different.”

“I think you wish you had
fucked him.”

“No,” Kate said. “It was
all so new and so quick—it would have been less stressful if I had
gone into that room knowing exactly where the line should be if I’m
going bolder.”

“Where do you want that
line to be?” Richard asked.

“Three days ago I would
have given you a prudish answer,” Kate said. “Today, after what has
happened…” She gave a long pause as she formed the words in her
mind. “If you want me to be bolder, sexier, sluttier, I think you
need to let me be free to decide where those lines are.” The words
came out in a gush, totally stream of conscious. She couldn’t
believe she had said those words herself, and waited on Richard’s
reaction.

“Well that is a point.”
Kate noticed for the first time that Richard’s cock was pushing a
tent up in his pants.

“This is turning you
on.”

“You’re turning me
on.”

“The fact that I sucked a
big black man’s cock is turning you on. Don’t lie.” She moved
closer to her husband.

“OK, yes, it turns me on.
Hard to hide it. That doesn’t mean that I would want you doing that
as a regular thing.”

“You think if I fucked
someone else with your permission and knowledge that you would have
a similar non-jealous non-pissed reaction?” Kate asked.

“Last night and Cedric
bring this on?”

“No. I’ve wondered before I
ever met Gwen, but it was always a fleeting thought. Knowing Gwen
makes it more real.” A thought popped into Kate’s mind. “You know
we talked about hall passes when we saw that movie?”

“Yeah. I’ve got Scarlett
Johannson, Rosie Huntington-Whitley, and Olivia Wilde.”

“Who did I have?” Kate
asked.

“Colin Ferrell, Paul
Walker, Tyler Kitsch.”

“Paul Walker got
killed.”

“Yes, so you want to add
another?” Richard asked.

“Yes.”

“Who?” Richard thought she
was considering choices, but when he didn’t hear her say anything,
only her breathing increase he pulled back from her, and saw she
was staring at the half-life size image on the wall—the one of
Cedric Thompson. Richard felt his heart sink. “Really?”

“Cedric is as famous as
those actors,” she reasoned. “Is it a hall pass or
bullshit.”

“You do wish you had fucked
him.”

“I didn’t,” Kate
said.

“There are parts of it
sounds like it would be fun to do?”

“Yes, something like that,”
Kate said.

“I’m proud of you letting
go like that. The stripping, and the rest. I just wish I could have
watched more.”

“You don’t think watching
me giving lap dances or sucking the cock another man would bother
you?”

“I was thinking about it
when you were in the VIP room with Cedric Thompson. I had no idea
what was going on. It could have been an orgy for all I knew. For
some it was I guess.”

“And how would you feel if
I had let go and taken part in the orgy? If I had let him fuck me?
Would you still love me or would you divorcing me.”

“I wouldn’t divorce you. I
would still love you, and,” Richard nudged forward as Kate raised
her leg, giving him access to her pussy from behind, “I would
probably want you to tell me about it while I fucked
you.”

Kate laughed a soft giggle as Richard
entered her. “Then I have the hall pass?”

“Sure, why not,” Richard
said. “We’ll probably never see him again anyway.”

 


***

 


Richard felt he and Kate fell back
into much of their old routine, he was working and traveling, she
was working her office job, and about every third night he was home
they subject of her night in the VIP room sucking off Cedric
Thompson served as arousing foreplay.

The more they talked about it the
specifics she let more slip: her amazement at the size of his cock,
how he kissed, how different he had sucked her nipples.

The subject of Richard giving
permission for her to play if she wanted had never reentered the
conversation. Richard was arrogant enough to think that even though
he had seen his wife strip and work a VIP room, it had been a fluke
that would never be repeated. Having permission to do something was
one thing—having the audacity to actually do something about it was
different.

Another reason he avoided that subject
with Kate was that if he had changed his mind he was too prideful
to admit it to Kate. So the entire subject lay there, undiscussed,
unresolved, but with Kate having tacit permission to fuck someone
else, at least to fuck Cedric because he was added to her hall pass
list.

Richard grudgingly had to admit the
money she earned that night was opportune. They paid off the small
loan they had taken to pay for part of their daughter’s tuition,
and had enough left for a new big screen smart TV for Richard’s
media room. He thanked her for earning the money to make that
possible a half dozen times.

 


***

 


BACKCHANNEL

 


Kate was focused like she was on a
mission, working out every day, more intense than before, jogging
some days with Gwen, and spending much of Sunday with Gwen while
Richard watched his games.

It was three days after the strip club
event when Gwen had offered the phone.

“What’s this?”

“A phone. Someone asked me
to give it to you.”

“Who?” Kate
asked.

“Cedric. He obviously wants
to communicate with you.”

“I don’t want that,” Kate
said. “I was drunk. I can’t do that.”

“I was drunk too—and I gave
him my number and I’ve not heard from him. You realize that every
girl in the room was throwing themselves at him—and he wanted
you?”

“I guess I should feel
complimented,” Kate said, looking up at Gwen’s incredulous stare.
“OK, OK. I am complimented, I admit it. He is hot.”

“Girl you have no idea how
hot,” Gwen smiled.

“You should know,” Kate
said.

“You want me to text him
and say you refused the phone?” Kate wavered, the silence pounding
harder on her decision. “Give it here. That doesn’t mean I’ll
answer it if he calls.”

“I doubt he’ll call,” Gwen
said. “Everyone texts these days.”

“That too.”

After lunch once back in her car Gwen
texted Cedric. “Kate has the phone.”

“Thanks, I owe you,” was
the instant response.

 


***

 


A JOB OFFER

 


Work became more complicated when his
company added an extra day of travel for Richard every other
week.

It had been almost a month since Kate
had stripped, and she and Richard had just finished a marathon fuck
session that starts as a lot of their hot fuck sessions had started
lately, commenting back and forth about that erotic night of
nights. It was a building their erotic desires as they discovered
the mental eroticism of two minds easing their sexual pretensions
along a single theme.

Richard wouldn’t admit it to Kate, as
he was fearful of her reaction, but as she had talked about her
sucking Cedric’s cock, there was a voyeuristic side of him that
wished he could have seen it. The feeling evolved.

There was a part of him now wanted to
see her suck a cock, any cock, but especially a big black cock. As
taboo as it was for a husband to wish this for his wife, the idea
it was a black man’s cock made it even more taboo, even more out
there for her. His mind was there as he held his naked wife’s body
against his when Kate dropped her bombshell.

“Gwen and I have been
talking,” she said.

“Yes?”

“I have not adjusted to
being home alone when you are traveling. The house gets very
lonely.”

“I’m sorry for that. You
know I wish it was different.”

“And Gwen and I have both
received what I felt was a big compliment—and an ego
boost—especially at my age.”

“What’s that?”

Kate went on as if she had not heard
the question. “Gwen has an OK from J.B. so I wanted to ask you what
you thought about me doing something that you would never expect me
to be bold enough to do, to prove to you once and for all that I’ve
let go of my prudish self.”

“You have done a lot of
that already the night you stripped.”

“That was fun for
sure.”

“Yes it was.”

“And Richard it was more
exhilarating than I thought. I liked it. It was a great
rush.”

“That’s been obvious,”
Richard said. “What’s the compliment?”

“The management at the club
called Sharon. She took us to lunch. There have been a lot of
requests from guys who want us to dance there again. They’ve
offered both of us part time jobs there.”

“Stripping?”

“Maybe part time—only
nights when you are traveling and Gwen can be there with me. We
could use the extra money.”

“What?” Richard’s body
stiffened with a jerk. “What did you say?” He had heard her but he
wasn’t sure it was what he had heard.

“The club contacted the
gym. They specifically requested Gwen and me. We must have made an
impression when we were there. They want us to work there
part-time.”

“You made an impression on
a lot of people that night,” Richard said. “J.B. has said it is OK
for Gwen to do it?”

“Only if I can go with her
so we can sorta take care of each other.”

“Is this something you want
to do?”

“Yes. This is so far out of
character for me I want to push myself to do it—at least for a few
times. It would help me get rid of the last of my prudishness. If
it bothers you or me I can always quit, but I want to try if you
don’t mind.”

Richard thought for a moment and Kate
wondered if he was going to say no. He had a look of concern on his
face. “Yeah, I do have a problem with it,” he said. “I don’t know
if it is the right thing for a wife to be doing.”

“A lot of the girls working
there are married,” she said. “I talked to them.”

“You want to do
this?”

“I said that.” Kate saw he
was wavering. “Don’t answer yet, give me a minute.” She went into
the kitchen, rummaged around for a second and disappeared upstairs.
She was back down in a moment, holding a filled garbage bag,
extending it to him.

“You let me do what I want
and I will return the favor,” she said. Richard looked in the bag,
it was filled with bras and what he called her granny
panties.

“What?”

“Throw them away. I don’t
need them anymore.”

“Are you
serious?”

“Yes. I kept one lacy bra
to wear under sheer tops, one solid bra for when family is around,
and a thong or two. Everything else is in the bag. I’ll not have
underwear on again except in the instances I mentioned.” Richard
felt his cock hardening—this was a dream come true. Still he
couldn’t let it go at that.

“Why now?”

“A woman who can strip in
front of a room full of men has no need to dress modest. Strippers
don’t wear bras.”

“If that is what it takes,
OK, do it.” Richard said, “But I have one other big problem. And it
is a deal killer I’m afraid.”

Kate tried to hide her disappointment.
“OK, it is your call,” she said, sadness in her voice.

“My problem is if you only
work there when I’m traveling then how am I going to come watch
you?”

“Huh? Oh, OH!” Kate said
excitedly, pulling his body against her, a giddy laugh coming from
her as she did. “Thank you, I think it will be fun.”

“I was serious,” Richard
said.

“You know they have a rule
that they don’t want husbands there because sometimes they get
jealous.”

“I think I’ve proved I
don’t get jealous haven’t it?” Richard said.

“Maybe after the fact,”
Kate said.

“Well I was working without
all the information at the time.”

“You don’t have to worry,
you know that,” Kate said. “How about if I make it a condition of
my working there that they not ban you—and I work some time when
you’re home so you can come watch me.”

“And what about the VIP
room?”

“What about it?” Kate said,
caution in her voice.

“No blow-jobs to
strangers.” Richard said it even though the image of his wife being
available for blow jobs in the VIP gave him an instant hard on. He
had to demonstrate that he didn’t feel he could just turn her
loose.

“It against the rules,” she
said.

“It wasn’t the other
night?”

“It was then too, but there
were exceptions because it had been reserved and the waitress who
is supposed to be sure everyone is observing the rules was not in
the room,” Kate explained.

“You still ended up sucking
a big black cock.”

“Yes I did,” she smiled.
“And a prudish woman wouldn’t do that—and it turned you on when I
told you that.”

“Yes, but…”

“I thought you said you
didn’t want me prudish…”

“I did but…”

“How about this, I won’t
suck anyone’s cock unless they are NFL pro-bowlers. How about that
Mr. Football fan?” Richard knew there was no explaining what he was
feeling. His gut was screaming danger, things were getting out of
control, and on the other hand his cock was rock hard and the idea
of her getting wild and crazy at a strip club pushed the caution
out of his senses.

“OK, OK. I guess you can
make an exception for pro-bowlers there. I’m OK with you trying
it—as long as there are no secrets and either one of us can pull
the plug on it—agreed?”

“Agreed.” She said. “You
know at my age I’m at the upper limits of dancing anyway. I don’t
have that much more time. If I’m ever going to try this now is the
time.”

“Not looking the way you
look, you have years if you wanted,” Richard said. “You are going
to rake in the tips.”

“So no blow-jobs to anyone
but pro-bowlers?” Kate said with a taunting lilt.

“Unless someone offers a
really big tip,” Richard answered, glancing over at the big screen
TV.

“How big a tip?”

“Maybe I should ask you,”
Richard said.

“I’m asking you,” Kate
said, seriously.

Richard didn’t change expression. She
was trying to shock him now. Two could play at that game. “Would
you suck someone’s cock for a couple of grand?”

“Maybe,” Kate said. “Two
grand is a lot of money.”

“Yes it is.”

“I can’t believe we’re
having this conversation. OK, two grand is a line?” she laughed.
“No blow jobs for less than two grand?”

“Close enough,” Richard
said.

Kate couldn’t leave it at that,
taunting, “That mean I can fuck someone for three?”

Richard shot back. “You find someone
willing to pay three grand go for it.” He pulled her to him,
joking, “If you are going to be a whore don’t be a cheap
one.”

Kate pulled back. “That proves it.
I’ve always thought you wanted me to be a whore.”

“Sometimes,” Richard said.
“I know you have the ability to be both a lady and a whore. You’ve
been a lady for 20 years. Let me see some of your whore side
now.”

Kate released her embrace. “Be careful
what you ask for big boy. I’m going to call Gwen, have a drink, and
come home and then you can fuck your soon-to-be stripper wife.” She
reached for her phone, stepping out on to the patio.

“Don’t talk too long,”
Richard yelled after her. “I don’t want to lose this
hard-on.”

 


***

 


FINDING A C.I.

 


Detective Rocky Clyman had put the
feelers out among his informants that he was wanting to tie
something to a celebrity, and he was coming up dry until Friday,
when he waited outside Eye Pleasures and watched the closing shift
leave. Several of the girls used cabs, or a service, but he knew a
few would not.

Clyman had not waited 15 minutes
before he saw his target, a late model blue Toyota with a gray
primer front fender and a bumper that was still bent. The girl
looked young, jeans and a tee with her hair pulled back. Pretty, he
thought as he saw her face illuminated by the flame of the lighter
as she lit a cigarette before pulling out. He could have waited for
her to weave, but there was no need—they didn’t have cameras in his
car.

A few hundred feet from the club he
lit her up and she pulled over, tossing the cigarette toward the
storm drain. She didn’t make it. He had her get out and stand at
the rear of the car. Leaning in the car he pulled the baggie of
weed from the interior pocket of his jacket, unwrapped it from the
handkerchief, and stuck it into the console.

“Would you come here
please?” he said. The girl came forward. Clyman pointed to the open
console. What’s that?”

“That’s not
mine.”

“Would you pull it out
please?” She did, getting her fingerprints on the baggie should it
be questioned.

In cuffs in his back seat of his
patrol car, he made his proposition. She was crying, begging him to
give her another change. “My parents will kill me,” she said.
“Please. It’s not mine.”

Clyman ignored the tears, he’d seen
all that before. “OK Miri,” he said looking down at the license for
her name. “Here’s how it works. You’re busted with a dime bag of
weed, which I promise you do not want on your record. I need a good
bust, and yours will do—unless you bring me something
bigger.”

“But I don’t know anything
on anyone,” she wailed.

“Sure you do. In a strip
club you see a lot of things.” She brightened, snubbing back with a
sniffle.

“Well there is this one
thing.”

“What’s that?”

“The other night this
famous football guy came in. Cedric somebody, with some of his
teammates.”

“Cedric Thompson?” Clyman
said, perking up.

“Yeah, that was the name I
heard.”

“And?”

“He and his friends
reserved the VIP room, took some amateur girls from some pole
dancing class back there and I know at one point he paid Shawna,
the waitress, to leave for at least an hour.

“OK.” This was exactly what
Clyman was looking for.

“When was this?”

“A couple of weeks ago,
Saturday night I think.” Clyman thought back and cursed. He had
been there earlier than night, but after he saw it was a breast
cancer fund raiser he figured from the outside attention and press
that would bring that the club wouldn’t dare do anything for which
he could get a collar.

“Some of the girls got
fucked in there. I was getting my stuff to leave I saw one of the
girls who had just left the VIP wiping the cum off her leg. She had
crossed from the VIP to the dressing room with cum dripping out of
her. I heard her comment to one of her friends about
it.”

“What did she
say?”

“She said she had never had
so much cum inside her before.”

“What was her
name?”

“I don’t know. They were
amateurs. Not regular dancers.”

“Anyone can back it
up?”

“Janice, one of the
clean-up girls. She was bitching because she was having to clean up
the cum that had dripped on the floor. She said two of the girls
were dripping cum.”

Clyman knew he was on to
something—this would be better than the old Platinum Club scandal
from the 90’s, when a strip club owner was indicted because he was
encouraging his girls to give extras to the celebrities who visited
his club. And they were only talking blow jobs then—not fucking.
This had the makings of a celebrity prostitution bust. The boss
would love those headlines, “Cleaning up Atlanta.” Clyman also
realized that he could not make a case on what had happened
previously, since he had been there that same night and missed the
signs. He would have to catch someone in the act.

“That happen a
lot?”

“Never before that I know
of. I don’t know if it will happen again, but I know they guy is
coming back, I heard Mr. Aldrin tell Janice to get the VIP spotless
because the football guy was coming back.”

“When is he coming
back?”

“This Friday.”

 


***

 


PROFESSIONAL
DEBUT

 


That Friday Kate drove Richard to the
airport. As she let him out he turned back into the car. “Enjoy
your professional debut tonight,” he said. “I wish I could get
pictures.”

“It won’t hurt to ask,
maybe they can get someone to shoot a shot or two for you.” Kate
said. “Mr. Aldin said he was having a photographer shoot some
photos soon to put on the website. Our faces showing is optional,
but I might be able to get something. Remember, I may not be in
touch. You know we have to lock our cells up in the lockers. I love
you.”

“I love you too. I’ll talk
to you tomorrow.” Richard said as he gave her a hug and a kiss
before she drove away.

Kate dialed Gwen as she waited at the
red light. “You up?”

“Yes, I wanted to sleep
late. I suspect it will be a late night.”

“Yeah me too,” Kate
giggled. “Damn I can’t believe I’m doing this. You’ve corrupted
me.”

“I don’t think it is just
me,” Gwen said. “You’ve not mentioned what you did with the phone I
gave you from Cedric.”

“We’ve talked some, texted
some.”

“Richard know?” Gwen
said.

“Not yet. I’ve not had a
good time,” Kate said.

“Richard doesn’t know
Cedric is coming to the club tonight?”

“No.”

“And he doesn’t know that
Cedric was pushing the manager to get us to come back
more.”

“No, he
doesn’t.”

“You think keeping this
from him is wise?” Gwen asked. “There could be a downside when he
finds out. Hubby’s always find out.”

“It has just not been the
right time yet—I’m working on it. I’m not going to keep it from him
much longer.”

“I don’t want to see anyone
hurt.”

“Neither do I,” Kate said,
through with the subject. “Can you pick me up around
seven?”

“You did spark a connection
with Cedric, I could tell it. He talked about you a lot the night I
went back to the hotel after the club. He asked a ton of questions
about you.”

“You’ve not told me that
before,” Kate said.

“You never told me that you
might be willing to take it further with Cedric. You need to be
careful with him though. He is an incredible fuck—but he could go
off the deep end with you too, and being your first real fuck it
could happen easily on your end. It’s called New Relationship
Excitement. I call it a new big cock.”

Kate laughed. “I won’t go off the deep
end. Not while you are here to pull me back down to earth,” Kate
said.

“You know he will expect to
pick up where he left off—and he wants to completely fuck
you.”

“I know,” Kate said, “He
has told me as much,” adding, “And you say he is an incredible
fuck?”

“Top two or three if not
the best ever, and I have a pretty good base to make that
decision,” Gwen said. “You know as much about that big thick cock
as I do. You got up close and personal with it.”

“I did. It is a beautiful
cock, and not just because it is black.”

“Doesn’t hurt that it is
black does it?”

“Doesn’t hurt at
all.”

“The problem you have is
doing it and not fucking up your marriage.”

 


***

 


RETURN
ENGAGEMENT

 


Cedric had hurt his ankle and was on
the inactive list—not well enough to play, but certainly able to
get around and do other things—like go back to Atlanta for what he
considered unfinished business. Kate was a challenge, but a
challenge he knew he was winning. After all, he had got his cock
inside her that first night, but that had not been
enough.

Kate’s pussy was what he called sugar
pussy, wet, sticky, and white. The texture of her pussy, the
tightness, the knowledge that his cock was the first black one she
had inside her—and the second cock of her life all increased his
desire. It was not love—it was absolutely lust.

The quest for a night with Kate stuck
into his consciousness even while he was fucking her friend Gwen
that first night—and as amazing and enthusiastic a fuck as Gwen had
been, he wanted to see Kate displaying that unreserved
eagerness.

No, he thought, he didn’t want just
that. He wanted to see that prim and proper white bread wife become
a total black cock slut. He understood it would take time—and would
begin when he could communicate with her by a back
channel.

Hours after Gwen’s text that Kate had
accepted the phone he knew it would be a matter of time. He started
with a simple, “Hey baby, I had a great time the other
night.”

When Kate received the text she knew
she shouldn’t answer—but a part of her considered it only courteous
to respond. It was only a text. “Me too,” she responded. That was
the only text she received until the next day, when Cedric texted
mid-morning while she was on her break at lunch.

“What are you
doing?”

“Taking a break,” Kate
answered.

“What kind of work do you
do?” came the next text. They exchanged a dozen texts, and despite
Kate’s checking her phone over the next three days there was
nothing. She was beginning to think she wouldn’t hear from him
again and deep down felt rejected. When he texted on the evening of
the third day she was excited—and relieved. She texted back
quickly, and their conversations became even more involved and
intimate.

When Cedric told her on the third week
of texting that he would like to see her again, her response was
the one he expected. “I would love to see you again too

“You know I am going to
fuck you good when I get there don’t you? You ready to give that
sweet sugar pussy to me?”

“I know,” had been the
response. That was when Cedric checked his calendar and called
Aldin, suggesting he hire a couple of the amateurs from that night
for some part time stripping. The cash bonus Cedric offered sealed
the deal.

 


***

 


Kate went into the dressing room with
Aldin and the photographer and posed for several photos in various
stripper outfits, all starting out in the full outfit and ending
with her in nothing but a thong. “We will get a couple with you on
the pole without the flash,” Aldin directed, “But a few in the
dressing room at the makeup table will work for our first emailing
announcing the new girls.” Kate nodded.

Aldin was called from the room, and
Kate was alone with the photographer. “Would you mind doing some
showing my face and get them direct to me? For my
husband?”

“Sure,” the photographer
said. Let’s do some with you reclining on the couch.” She posed for
a few shots. “If these for hubby you need to lose the thong,” he
suggested. She did as he asked, going to the point he took a few
shots with her finger inside her pussy.

Sharon came into the dressing room.
“Some pix for her hubby,” the photographer explained.

“Nice,” the new house
mother said. “You need to get in costume and ready to go to the
floor. A customer is asking for you specifically.”

Kate was taken aback.

“I haven’t even been on
stage yet.”

“I know. Do the next set so
we can get a couple of photos and then go to the customer at table
18.”

“OK,” Kate said.

Her stripping debut was not as
exciting as she expected. The room was not completely full, there
was no “amateur” status or billing now, and while the rush from
getting half naked in front of strangers was still there, the
adulation was not. She saw Gwen arriving and giving her a thumbs up
as she came by headed for the dressing room.

Kate pulled on her costume of a white
slingshot swimsuit, a thong with two white straps going over her
shoulders and a matching tube top, and headed toward table 18. Her
heart started pounding when he saw the large black man standing up,
reaching for her to hug as she closed. Here we go, she
thought.

“Hey, here’s my No. 10,”
Cedric said. “Let’s sit here and have a drink—then let’s hit the
VIP for old time’s sake.”

“Great,” Kate said, her
decisions on how this was going to go having been made in a phone
call with Cedric a few days earlier.

“You know when I get there
and alone with you I’m going to fuck you, don’t you?” he had
said.

“Yes,” was Kate’s answer.
“I look forward to it.” Now here it was. Reality.

 


 


***

 


CATCHING IN THE
ACT

 


Clyman saw the brunette stripper and
the football player go into the VIP room, followed by a waitress
carrying a large bottle of champagne. Clyman looked at his watch.
He would give them 20 minutes. If they were doing anything illegal
they should be right in the middle of it by then.

Miri saw the officer from across the
room, and as did not tip anyone off. A few knew him from prior
busts, but there were a lot of new people here too.

Sharon Hastings was at the bar with
owner William Aldin. “There’s that son-of-a-bitch again. The
bastard’s up to something.”

“We know what he wants,”
Aldin said.” He wants a bust. Get that new security guy, what’s is
name?”

“Russell?”

“Yeah, Russell. Tell him I
need to talk to him.”

Miri caught the wave from Clyman, and
headed toward him, sitting down at his table. “I want to go into
the VIP,” he said.

“With me?”

“Yes. Get me in
there.”

“No problem, but the
champagne is $300.” Clyman peeled off three one-hundred dollar
bills. “It may be reserved though.”

“You do what it takes to
get me in there,” he said.

Miri went to the bar to get the
champagne. Sharon had seen the whole thing and pulled Miri out of
sight behind a corner. “What the fuck is going on, Miri. What are
you talking about with that fucking cop?”

“He wants some kind of high
profile bust,” Miri said. “He planted drugs in my car and is
holding that over me. He wants to go into the VIP.”

Sharon knew that Kate had gone in
there with Cedric, and she had heard what had happened inside there
the other night. She had heard that every wife got fucked in
there—and if that was the case Kate had fucked Cedric—and he might
be trying that again. She called Aldrin over, with Russell the new
security guard and Sharon quickly explained.

“We need a plan quick,”
Aldrin said. Looking at Sharon he instructed, “Take a tray of
drinking into the VIP.”

Miri was soon coming through the door
of the VIP with Clyman in tow. She shouted to the back of the room
where a large black man and a brunette in a white slingshot
swimsuit were cuddling. “Hey, we just learned the VIP is double
booked so we have to share. Don’t worry about us, we’ll stay out of
your way down on this end of the room.” Miri led Clyman to the
distant couch. A waitress came in and gave them the champagne
flutes and set up the chilled bottle. Clyman stayed with water. He
peered into the dim light but could see little going on in the
other end of the room.

“You want a bust don’t
you?”

“Yeah. My boss is demanding
it. He wants some headlines. That’s why I need to bust someone
important. That NFL football player will do the trick.”

“They’re not doing anything
now but I bet that will change.”

“Maybe we can hasten things
along,” Miri said, saying across the room, “Hey Kate, want to have
a game of dare?”

“Why not,” came the
response.

“What’s going on?” Clyman
said.

“You want to catch them
over the line it is simple, we go first. She does something over
the line and you have a bust on the NFL player.”

“OK, let’s do it. I need
this bust,” Clyman said.

“Totally naked…” Miri
shouted, stepping out from Clyman and stripping down. “Do it or
lose.”

At the other end of the room in the
dimness Clyman could see the brunette removing the slingshot
swimsuit and top. “Done.”

“Blow job,” Miri said. She
motioned to Clyman. Stand up and move out from the couch so they
can see.” Clyman stood and didn’t object when Miri pulled down his
pants. He thought she would face it but she didn’t. He felt her
mouth on his cock. He knew he should stop her—but he had cell phone
in one hand and was ready to hit the camera, turn on the light, and
get evidence for his bust. It would made the nightly
news.

As in on a signal the door burst open,
the lights turned on and two dancers were filming it with their
phones. The two officers in full uniform had burst in on the
anonymous tip there was someone was with a gun was in the VIP room
at the strip club. A television cameraman had been nearby and heard
it on his scanner, and was following with the light on. What they
saw was a man getting his cock sucked. The nude girl jumped away,
screamed, tried to cover herself. “He made me,” she said, pointing.
“He planted drugs in my car and said he would clear if it I sucked
and fucked him.”

In the rear corner a large black man
stood up, and a stripper in a white outfit.

The officer arrested the girl sucking
the guy’s cock, and he held the man whose cock she was sucking. On
further investigation the officer did not arrest the other couple.
The stripper was within the limits of the law with only her top off
and a flesh colored thong on—and the large black man was on his
break and an employee—he was Russell, the security at the
club.

When Clyman pulled his police ID and
tried to dodge the charge, the two officers conferred. “Sorry
Rocky, but we gotta turn it in, we have a damn TV camera crew
catching it all.”

“Where’s the NFL player?”
Clyman asked.

“What NFL player? Ain’t one
here,” the officer said. “Come on, well put you in the car and not
cuff you. Best we can do.”

The other officer spoke to William
Aldin. “You know we run a clean house here. Girl is claiming she
was forced. I don’t allow fucking in the VIP room, I may even have
a security camera pointed at that spot where he was. It covers the
center of the room where he was standing.”

Clyman heard that as he was walking
out the door. “That’s it, get the film for the last month—my
investigation.”

“Sorry,” Aldrin said,
shaking his head. “We only hold the film for 24 hours then it
erases.”

“No problem,” the officer
said. “I think Clyman’s in a hole this time.” He gave a soft
chuckle. “I heard the boss telling some of the officers that it was
an election year and he wanted some headlines—well he got them. I
can see it now, ‘Vice detective caught receiving oral sex in a
strip club. Stripper claims forced’. I don’t think we have a
problem with your club. Evidence looks like it was not your deal.
That’s how I will write it up.”

“Thanks officer,” Aldrin
said. “Come back anytime.” He walked the policemen to the door,
handing him a stack of free passes. “Pass them out to your friends.
Police are always welcome here,” he said.

“Whew,” Aldrin said as he
approached Sharon, back at her seat at the corner of the bar. “That
was close.”

“Too close,” Sharon said,
raising her fresh drink. “But payback is sweet.”

“Miri OK?”

“She balked at first—but
she reconsidered quickly when she realized the son-of-a-bitch was
framing her. He framed me too but there was no way I could fight
it. She was willing to risk a charge and some negative publicity to
get back at him.”

 


At Aldrin and Sharon’s instructions,
Russell had gone through the back entrance to the VIP. Accompanying
him was Trisha, one of the older dancers Sharon had recruited from
the floor with a hair color and build close to Kate. She was
quickly redressed in Kate’s white slingshot.

Sharon was in the VIP room quickly,
seeing the shapes in the dark corner. Cedric’s pants were at his
ankles and Kate was totally nude, on her knees between his legs,
sucking his cock. They didn’t look up when Sharon came
in.

“Excuse me,” she said, and
Kate looked up, still holding Cedric’s cock in her hand. “We’re
tipped that there is going to be a raid. You may want to forget
about partying here and find a room somewhere.”

Kate looked at Cedric and was greeted
with a smile. “I have a nice room at the Marriott,” he said. “Let’s
take this party there.”

“A great idea under the
circumstances,” Kate said.

“Don’t go out through that
door,” Sharon said. “Use the direct entrance to the Men’s room, go
out the other door and down the hall.” Sharon looked at Kate. “Give
me your locker key and I will meet you outside with your stuff.
I’ll sign you out.” Kate gave her the combination and Sharon wrote
it down in her palm. Sharon shuffled the couple out the door and
retrieved Kate’s things.

They were in the club limo at the side
door when Sharon delivered the things.

As the limo pulled away from the club
Cedric reached for Kate again. “I think you were sucking my dick
when we were interrupted,” he said.

“Yes, we were,” Kate said,
moving into position to suck his cock.

 


***

 


HOTEL

 


In the hotel as the door closed Cedric
did a move he had learned impressed women. He deftly bent down, put
one arm under Kate’s knees, and the other behind her back, carrying
her like a groom with a bride over to the bed. He laid he back
gently and with two string pulls had her nude, her legs spread open
in front of him, her bare pussy waiting, her pussy lips looking for
all the world like a piece of bubble gum. Cedric dove his mouth
into her pussy, tonguing his long tongue inside her. He fucked her
with his tongue like a man would with a cock, hard, then soft,
twirling the tip of his tongue around her clit, biting her clit at
one point. Kate was cumming, moaning and he could feel a muscle in
her inner thigh spasm when he his tongue it parts of his tongue
fuck.

Kate was loud and vocal, and unable to
conceal any of the pleasure she was receiving. “Oh my god I had no
idea my pussy could be eaten like this, this is incredible.” Cedric
ate her to another orgasm, this time Kate watched his mouth on her,
locking eyes with him when he looked up. She did nothing to make
him stop—but she knew it was time that he fucked her. They had
texted and talked about this moment for weeks. She had committed
days before to go through with it, and now it was only the simple
act of inserting his erect penis into her white pussy, but it was
not that simple at all.

What was coming was earth shattering,
transformational, and a step she could not retract. It was a step
she had steeled herself for—and one that she wanted very much to
happen. “Fuck me, Cedric.”

Those were the words he had waited
for, his white wife with her legs spread open, her pussy lips
parted by his tongue, wet and waiting. He climbed on the bed and
over her, his body on her, kissing her, kissing her breasts, hard,
hard enough to mark her with a ring of small red hickeys around her
areolas, sucking on her nipples long enough to bring a small orgasm
before he centered his body over her, moving his cock forward until
the tip of his cock touched her wet interior lips, and pushed
inside. Kate gasped as she felt his penetration.

“You want this big black
cock, Kate?”

“Yes. I want
it.”

“You giving me this white
pussy?”

“Yes. Take it. I’ve wanted
it for weeks. Fuck me.” Cedric considered a slow series of small
strokes to get all the way inside her but she was so wet he knew it
was not necessary.

“Ready to be changed, into
a slut?”

“Slut me.” Cedric rammed
his cock all the way inside her at one time. Kate screamed,
squirmed, gave a long satisfied sigh as she felt his balls against
her ass.

“Damn girl, you took it
all.”

“Not all,” Kate said,
rotating her body around on his massive cock, feeling her pussy
walls give way to his girth as she did. “I’ve not taken your cum
yet.”

“You will.”

“Yes. I will. I want it.”
Kate said. With his cock imbedded in her pussy Cedric rolled over
her, pulling her up astride him.

“Ride this big cock.” Kate
started cumming, amazed that something that long could be concealed
within her body. She felt full, and incredible, like a massive itch
that was a smooth constant scratch. They fucked like that, then
Cedric put her on her hands and knees and fucked her from behind.
He began teasing he with his cock, three or four quick thrusts,
then pulling out completely and watch her moving her scooting her
ass lower, trying to push her body on to his cock, as if she her
body was begging for it.

Cedric held his body rigid and watched
Kate fuck herself on his cock without him moving at all. She was
whimpering and cumming, twice, before Cedric felt it was time to
consummate this moment, to christen her pussy with his cum. He was
putting a part of himself inside her.

Flipping her to her back he quit
holding back, fucking her in a flurry of hard quick strokes,
telling her now, “Here’s my cum, I’m going to load that cunt down
with my cum.”

“Do it,” Kate begged. “I
want to be fully fucked by you.” Even as she said it Cedric rammed
her pussy four hard times and then held still.

Cum was oozing from around his cock
and Kate could feel it sliding down her legs and ass. It was a
mess, a hot erotic mess for Kate. Cedric pulled out and rolled to
her side. “I finally fucked you,” he said.

“Yes you did, and did it
well,” Kate said, kissing him and snuggling against him, her legs
still spread, cum still inside her. As Cedric watched Kate dipped
her finger into her pussy, coating it with his cum, and lifted it
to her mouth, licking it off.

“I want to suck your cock
and swallow your cum,” she said.

“As soon as I can get it
back up,” Cedric said. “I plan to fuck you all night
long.”

At 6 a.m. Kate got up and gathered her
clothes, kissed Cedric bye and would have woke him up for a goodbye
fuck had she not been fucked three or four times throughout the
night.

“Bye love,” she whispered.
“I had no idea fucking could be like that. Come back and fuck me
good soon. I have to get home. Hubby is back today.”

Cedric heard her words, was half away,
but made no move. He heard the door click and smiled. She wasn’t
quite to the slut stage yet, but well on her way. It had started.
And he had finished the business he had started the night at the
strip club, he had fucked completely—more than once.

“I’ll be back to hit that
pussy again,” Curtis said. “We’re just getting started.

 


***

 


CATCHING UP

 


Richard arrived home a little after 8
p.m. Kate met him at the door with a warm welcome home kiss, and to
his delight she was in shorts and a white ribbed tank top with no
bra. “Damn I like you greeting me like this,” he said.

“There’s a lot you’re going
to like,” Kate taunted.

“Promise?”

“Only if you promise you
can take the new me you claim you always wanted.”

“I promise.”

“Get you a drink and I’ll
be in in a minute and we can catch up. I will tested your promise.”
Richard watched his wife’s ass twisting away toward the bedroom. As
instructed he poured three fingers of Jack, and settled in front of
ESPN for the latest update. If felt good to be home.

Kate came into the room wearing a
white Avengers jersey, striking her a bit above her knees, her
steps jouncing her unfettered breasts, their movement against the
fabric hardening her nipples. For a football fan like Richard his
wife in that jersey was smoking hot. “Damn girl.” He said. With a
chill up his spine he realized it was Cedric Thompson’s number.
Kate got closer.

“I love you. You know
that?”

“Yes.”

“Do you recognize this
jersey?”

“It’s Cedric Thompson’s
number.”

“Yes. It is.”

“Did you order it to help
remember the night you sucked his cock?”

“No. He gave it to
me.”

“He gave it to
you?”

“Actually he gave it to me
to give to you.” Kate said. “It is a game worn jersey.”

“Game worn?”

“Yes. This is the jersey he
was wearing the night he intercepted the pass against the Falcons
and caused you to break the coffee table.”

“No shit?”

“No shit.”

“Oh hell, oh wow, I mean
damn.” Richard glanced around the room. “I’ll have to frame it and
put it on the wall. Thank you Cedric!” He had been so excited in
the moment that he did no catch the ramifications of his wife
wearing the black man’s jersey. That reality hit him.

“You say he gave it to
you?”

“Yes. It is yours.
Everything standing in front of you is yours. The jersey. The woman
inside it.” That sounded strange, Richard thought.

“Did he send it to
you?”

“No. He delivered
it.”

“Here?”

“No. At the club. He was at
the club when I was working while you were gone.” Richard’s mind
raced ahead.

“Did he reserve the VIP
again?”

“Yes.”

“Did you go
again?”

“Yes. Don’t say anything
else right now,” Kate said. “Take your jersey off me.” Richard
lifted the jersey over her head and laid it over the back of his
recliner. She was dressed only in black panties. “Get your clothes
off and get on the couch.” Richard did, not sure where this was
going but getting naked was worth playing out. He sat on the
couch.

“Scoot down,” she said. He
scooted his ass to the edge of the couch. Looking up at his wife
she looked different somehow, in some way he couldn’t put his
finger on. A confidence, a certain smile as she stretched her arms
over her head, the move lifting her breasts, enticingly twisting as
she did. Kate was at her most beautiful Richard thought.

As she dropped to her knees and took
his cock in her mouth he noticed there were a couple of new hickeys
on her breasts but all thoughts of that were erased by the waves of
pleasure as his wife’s mouth covered his cock and began sucking
him. She pulled off his cock. “I missed you.” She sucked a couple
of more strokes and rising off his cock added, “I missed your
cock.” A suck or two more she moved over him, kissing him, removing
her panties without his noticing. He could feel her hand reaching
for him and guiding his cock to her bare pussy. “My pussy has
missed your hard dick.” Richard was rock hard, excited even more
from Kate using such explicit language. She never took her face
more than an inch or two from his, enhancing the
closeness.

Kate lowered herself on to his cock.
Richard was amazed at how soaked her pussy was. She was breathing
in heavy breaths, as if she was trying to summon the courage to say
something. Kate kissed him, hard, and rocked back and forth on his
cock.

“I have a confession to
make.” She could feel his cock jerk inside her. Richard had a wave
of emotion sweep over him. What was she going to say? Deep inside
he suspected what she was about to say—and feared how it might be
changing their lives forever.

“What?”

“I love you. You know I
love you.”

“Yes.”

“You seemed to handle it OK
the night I went into the VIP with Cedric.”

“Yes.”

“Cedric was at the club
again and I went into the VIP with him--again.” Richard felt her
pussy flooding with more of her juices.

“Yes. And did he reserve it
privately again?”

“Yes.”

“Did he bring friends like
last time?”

“No. Just him…and me.” Kate
began sliding back and forth on his lap, increasing the length of
his stroke inside her, still trying to focus to tell what she was
trying to get out, trying to read her husband’s face.

“Did you suck his cock
again?”

“Yes.” Kate said, adding,
“And I used my hall pass.”

“You fucked
him?”

"Yes,” Kate said, tensing, waiting for
the explosion of emotion or anger that she anticipated, but instead
Richard put his hands on her ass and pulled her to him in a rhythm,
nuzzling his face between her breasts, guiding her riding of his
cock with his hands.

“I knew it was coming,” he
said. “I didn’t stop it.”

“You could have,” Kate
said, the entire history of their years building to this moment
coming clear in her mind.

“Maybe I didn’t want to.
Maybe I sensed you wanted to. Maybe I wanted you to get fucked,”
Richard said, losing himself in his own erotic images of his
forbidden fantasies. “Maybe I wanted you to fuck a big black man.
Oh fuck, I can’t believe I just admitted that,” Richard breathed.
“If it had to be a black man I guess it couldn’t have been much
better than with my favorite player.”

“Good baby. Good. I’m glad
it was something you wanted. It was something I wanted. Now we’ve
both had what we wanted and in the end it is still just you and me
here together, in our home, fucking.”

“Yes, fucking,” Richard
said, his hands guiding her into a more rapid fucking, with Kate
grinding her pelvis on to his cock in a lap dance fuck.

“Tell me about it,” Richard
said. “Tell me about you fucking him.” Kate could feel his cock
jerk firmer inside her. He had never been this hard.

“It was more like he fucked
me. Maybe not even just fucked,” Kate said, feeling an orgasm
rushing to flood over her, gasping as she neared starting to cum
but gushing the words: “He ravished me, he took me, he fucked me so
good with that huge black dick. I’ve never thought fucking could be
that intense,” she screamed, her body taking control over her mind
and wildly bouncing up and down on her husband’s cock in an
uncontrolled spasm, reliving her recent fuck from Cedric as she
did, doubling the pleasure, as if she was fucking both of them at
once, moaning in uncontrollable ecstasy.

Richard was responding to her bliss,
thrusting hard from underneath her, lifting both their bodies off
the couch in his thrusting. “His big black cock was so huge and
felt so good,” she moaned, all the while Kate grinding their bodies
together, rocking his cock around inside her pussy in a small
circle, her clit pressed hard on his pubis. Richard was holding on
but losing the battle when Kate’s orgasm started.

Kate leaned over to her husband,
kissed down his neck and up to his ear. “You fuck me so good. Only
a husband can fuck me like this,” and then she whispered, “Cum
inside me. Fill my cunt with your cum. Give me your cum just like
my black lover did, cum inside me.”

That was it for Richard, he gave a
long groan and his body released itself into his wife, his groan
joining with her staccato bursts of “yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, oh
shit yes.” They held each other tight, as if afraid to let each
other go, clinging to each other until the orgasms passed, their
bodies sweating and their eyes closed, savoring the moment and each
other’s bodies. Richard lessened his embrace and felt Kate did the
same. She rolled to his left, snuggling up under his arm after she
reached to the floor for her panties and positioned them under her
to catch the cum oozing from her pussy. Richard thought it strange
that she didn’t wipe herself with her panties.

“Cedric said that a woman
should lay with her legs open after fucking so her man can see
evidence that she has taken his cum, at least until the first glob
of cum rolls out.”

Richard rose his head off the couch
and looked to his wife’s pussy—and as she said a marble size white
bulge of cum was issuing from her pussy. “Damn, I never had any
idea I could cum that much.” Kate said nothing, but realizing if
Richard thought his load of cum was a lot that Cedric had exceeded
him five fold.

“Another autograph?”
Richard said.

Kate looked down at the sharpie
signature over her bare pubis. “Thanks for the loan of this sugar
pussy, Cedric Thompson” it read. “He said he likes to tag his
pussy,” she giggled. “He wanted me to leave it until you saw it—he
said it was showing you respect by saying thanks.”

“Good thing I think that is
kinda hot,” Richard said.

Kate nestled under his arm again,
melding her body against his. “Are you OK? Are we OK?”

Richard thought a long time before he
answered, the silence causing Kate to become fearful that this may
end up being a horrible thing that could damage their marriage.
“I’m OK as long as you keep it just a fuck.”

“Good,” Kate said,
relieved. “That is what Cedric actually said. He said he didn’t
want to cause any trouble in a marriage—he merely wanted to fuck me
from time to time. And he did.”

“But we need some ground
rules so we both know where we stand.”

“What ground
rules?”

“We will talk about it when
we both not naked on a couch after having just fucked,” he said.
“I’m in a weakened state.”

Kate realized that she had
absent-mindedly been stroking his cock and it was hardening again.
“I don’t think you are that weakened. Ready to go
again?”

“Keep stroking me like that
and I will be very quick.”

“Then this should work even
quicker,” Kate said as again she began sucking him into
hardness.

 


***

 


WEEKEND IN LA

 


Kate danced one night a week, spending
most of her time when not on stage sitting on the lap of a
customer, drinking, flirting, and three times a night taking a
stage and demonstrating her pole dancing skills. The third time she
danced Richard was there for much of the night, watching, drinking
himself, and enjoying some special dances of his own. As a husband
it was like he was in the club, and the girls would take their
breaks at his table, filling him in on the latest club
gossip.

The most recent scandal was covered in
the news, the demotion of a Vice detective caught in the act at the
club. The young dancer Miri had told Richard firsthand how it had
gone down. Their life wasn’t routine, but it did fall into a
rhythm. His travel hit a regular schedule, Kate seemed have lost
much of her inhibitions about her dress, and Richard had a long
list of places he wanted to go that enabled him to show off his
beautiful sexy wife.

With Kate dressed sexy it made
revisiting old places seem new again. A few times Kate had even
allowed him to take a photo of her with her top up seated in a
public place, something that took planning to avoid being seen but
still showing off in three seconds.

Each little thing made the both of
them even hornier when they got home—and the sexual excitement was
on a record high.

A few weeks later Richard discovered
he had a week-long trip to New York, and it covered the weekend.
When he told Kate she has news of her own.

“Cedric is wanting me to
come to Los Angeles and talk to a pole dancing class for the
charity event there. I didn’t know you would be going out of town
and had figured you and I could use that as an excuse and have a
couple of expenses paid days on the Coast.”

“What did you tell
him?”

“I told him yes but I
thought it would be a surprise for you to hang out with one of your
heroes. Now I think I should probably call and decline.”

“Do you want to
go?”

“Yes I do. I mean that is
what got all this started.” She smiled and looked down at her
breasts, shimmying her shoulders and causing her breasts to bounce
freely under her thin shirt. “Not a lot of entertainers wear bras,”
she smiled.

“I do love that side
benefit of you working,” he said. “It has certainly got rid of your
modesty.”

“After rooms full of men
have seen my boobs, why should I care if my nipples poke against my
shirt a little. Besides I know you like it.”

“Indeed I do.”

Despite the causal banter, Richard was
torn. He felt threatened with Kate’s enthusiasm whenever Cedric’s
name came up. But after coming this far he didn’t want to start
saying no, because he had no idea how retro she would go if he did.
He was enjoying his now more open part-time stripper wife. He was
getting laid more often than any time in his life—including his
honeymoon.

On nights Kate worked she was coming
home not just wanting to fuck but needing to fuck.

Kate could see Richard was hesitating.
And she did want to be at Cedric’s sexual whim away from a strip
club too. She threw in her Ace in the hole, pulling him close and
whispering, “Gwen will come over to keep you company on the one
night you will be home and I won’t.”

“J.B. ok with
that?”

“Yes. He lets her make her
own decisions on who she fucks.”

“This mean you will be
fucking J.B. in the future?”

“No. He’s not
black.”

Richard jerked his head up. “Huh? What
did you say?”

“I have no interest in
fucking any white men other than you. Cedric says it is called
‘black exclusive’”.

“Damn that sounds slutty,”
Richard said, the fact he would joke about it showing his
adjustment to their new lifestyle.

“It is. One of the things I
like about the term. So can I go?”

Against his inner voice screaming no,
he shook his head yes. “OK,” he said. Then more solemnly he added.
“This better not become a habit.”

“Tell me that after you’ve
had a night with Gwen,” She taunted. “She is going to fuck your
balls off.”

“You are just doing this so
you can go fuck Cedric again,” Richard said.

“In part. That’s is an
enticing side benefit.” Kate pressed her body against his.
“Besides, there is a part of you that gets off on sharing my white
pussy with him—you like the idea of me getting black
fucked.”

“Tell me something I don’t
know,” Richard said. “Go and have a good time with my
blessing.”

“Thank you.” Kate said.
Before he could say anything else she turned and went into the
laundry room and started pulling wet clothes from the washer. The
subject was closed.

 


***

 


Cedric and Joshua were having a drink
after their workout before heading back to Cedric’s
place.

“You know the best thing in
the world,” Cedric said.

Joshua laughed, “Let me guess, white
pussy?”

“Almost. Married white
pussy.”

“Alright.”

“Well actually married
white pussy that hasn’t had black dick before, getting that black
cherry.”

“Like you with that
brunette?”

“Exactly. I knew I was
gonna turn her the minute I laid eyes on her.”

“Good pussy?”

“The best.”

“Where I grew up a ho is a
ho,” Joshua said. “Plenty of pussy around, just have to take it. No
need for a lot of this romance shit. Be a little rough, demanding,
the girls like it once you’ve loaded up that pussy with cum a time
or two.”

“Some of the girls need a
little more finesse than that, you got to get them wanting it. Get
them believing. Spoil that girl for anything except big black dick.
”

“I don’t give a shit if the
bitches want it, I want it. Once I get it, they want it quick
enough.”

“True that.”

“Problem is you turn a
white girl on to black dick is where she decides to stop. It’s
always a trip to see where that ends up.” Cedric said.

“Like I said before, a ho’s
a ho. Just takes some of them longer to get there.”

“Like my little white
brunette? She is sure liking black dick for sure.”

“You want that little white
brunette all to yourself? I was thinking we might double team her
like we did her friend we picked up back at the strip
joint.”

“That kind of bonding might
help us keeping our stories straight in the contract talks coming
up, both or none,” Cedric laughed. “Yeah, I like that. We double
team the contract and we double team my white girl.”

“When?”

“I got her coming out in a
few days.” He laughed, “I told her I wanted her to explain about
amateur wives pole dancing at a strip club for the club I got a
financial interest it.”

“Is there a group that does
that?”

“I got people working on
it. There should be a group when she gets here, but I don’t think
she’s gonna have the time to spend with them—I got more specific
plans for her.”

 


***

 


TEXTS

 


His flight was out at 9 a.m. Kate was
to leave for LA at lunch. His first text from her was at 12:30.
“Arrived safely. No one he re…wait, he’s here. OK
later.”

In his new job his boss has a hard and
fast rule. No cells during the seminar hours. “You’re here to learn
and not be distracted,” he said. Of course that means there was a
mad flurry of calls during lunch and breaks.

His outgoing flight was delayed for a
couple of hours and he went straight into the seminar. It was 5:40
before he could check for texts again. His thumbs worked
quickly.

“Status?”

The reply came back almost instantly.
“Can’t text. Dinner. Status? Well fucked. Twice so far. Amazing. He
fucks like he plays football—pro-bowler!”

 


***

 


GWEN

 


After their first two fucks, for a
break Gwen and Richard took their drinks to the pool. She didn’t
bother to dress, only pulling on a robe that she let fall open as
soon as she had lay back on the chaise lounge. The only light was
the soft glow from the illuminated landscaping, highlighting the
curves of her sculpted body.

Richard was satiated for the moment,
although the realization that he had just fucked a beautiful woman
other than his wife was more erotic than he had ever
imagined.

Toward the end of his second drink,
Gwen was starting on her third, he made a fresh pitcher of
margaritas at his small pool bar. The night was warm, there was a
light cooling breeze wafting over them in occasional gusts. It was
a mellow moment.

A beautiful woman with whom he had
minutes before enjoyed two wild crazy fucks was displaying her
well-proportioned naked body beside him. It was a perfect moment,
except for one thing. The thought of his wife at that exact moment
was likely getting pumped full of black cock.

“I wonder what Kate is
doing at this moment?” said aloud. He didn’t expect a comment from
Gwen, and the comment had not been particularly addressed to
her.

“What time is it?” she
asked. He could see the wall clock through the sliding glass
doors.

“12.” he said.

“That’s 9 in LA. I’d says
he getting fucked by a big black cock right now.”

“That sounds sure,” he
said.

“The y won’t go out until
10. He will want her fresh fucked before she starts getting
ready.”

“Sounds like you’ve been
there.”

“Actually I have,” Gwen
said. “After the night with Cedric and Joshua when we did the pole
dancing, I was invited to visit Joshua after Kate turned them down.
I went a couple of weeks after.”

“Kate turned them down?” he
was confused. If she had turned Cedric down earlier why was she
going now.

“Yes. We talked about it.
She didn’t think you were ready to go along with it. Frankly I
didn’t either. I advised her to pass,” Gwen said.

“So what changed?” he
asked.

“You. Your attitude. You
grew more accustomed to your wife with other men.”

“You think?”

“Yeah, it is a gradual
thing for most men. I’ve observed it a few times with other wives
in the lifestyle. You push her to open up, dress hotter, flirt a
little. You get off on her teasing other men and coming home to
you—still all yours.

“Then it escalates, on some
idle night a guy cops a feel and she doesn’t object—and after that
shock, it starts turning you on and you encourage more.

In your case watching Kate strip and
do table dances moved things along quickly for you. Not just you
really, she was flying along at the same supersonic
speed.”

“Sounds about right,” he
said. “The strip club was hot.”

“The night at the club was
the real turning point for Kate though. She got a rush being bid
for, and being with someone famous, someone you are a fan of, toss
in some liquor, a room full of a five horny black men and naked
white girls and things are gonna happen. Two of the girls get black
cocks inside them and every other girl in the room has to have one
too.”

In his buzz he focused that she had
not exempted Kate in that. In in the mellow flow of her
conversation and he wanted to know more but knew he couldn’t break
the moment with a “what the fuck did you say?” Instead he muttered
a small “Un huh.”

“Cedric was really into
Kate. It took her a while to get all that huge black cock inside
her, but when she did, damn, the look on her face. She was
whimpering, moaning, and Cedric was whispering in her ear and it
was turning her on more. To tell the truth it was so erotic that it
got the guys and other women turned on and he think everyone got
better fucks because of it. It was a special moment.”

Gwen suddenly felt cautious about what
she might be revealing. “But that was before she sobered up enough
to realize that there really was a black cock inside her and she
kinda freaked.” Gwen gave a quiet laugh. “Yeah she was over the
edge until Cedric and I convinced her that he has not really fucked
her.”

“Huh?”

“We convinced her that he
had not really fucked her because he had not cum inside
her.”

“So he got his cock inside
her that night in the VIP room, but just didn’t cum in
her.”

“Yes. We told her he had
not fucked her because of that.” Gwen giggled. “Your wife is naïve
about some things still.”

“Evidentially,” Richard
said.

“How did you end up going
to the hotel with both of them?” he asked.

“I fucked Joshua, and after
seeing how big Cedric’s cock was I wanted him too. When Kate said
she couldn’t, that she had to go home with her husband—I ended up
doing double duty.”

“I didn’t know they allowed
fucking in the club,” he said.

“Of course they don’t. They
could get busted for that. Cedric bribed the waitress, who is
supposed to keep things in check, to leave the room for a few
hours. The management had no idea. The door is locked, so who would
know? It’s pricy to reserve the VIP so only the high rollers ever
use it.”

“I didn’t know that,” he
said. “But a girl is willing to go back there it is more or less
understood that she’s willing to fuck?”

“Not necessarily. Depends
on the girl,” Gwen said. “You can do a lot without fucking and
still leave with some great tips.”

“That experience talking I
take it?” he said.

“Yes. A few
times.”

“How about Kate. Has she
taken clients into the VIP when it has been reserved?” he asked. It
was the wrong question. It alerted Gwen that she might have been
talking out of school.

“You need to ask her that,”
she said.

“Kate’s not
here.”

“That’s a conversation for
you and her, not you and her friend.”

“Fair enough,” he said,
dropping it.

“Here, let me get your mind
back on the subject at hand,” she said, rising off her chaise
lounge, letting the robe fall off her shoulders. Nude in front of
him, Gwen placed the robe on the concrete to cushion her knees as
she knelt beside his lounge and took his hardening cock into her
mouth.

As soon as he was hard inside her
mouth Gwen straddled him with her long legs over the chaise lounge
and they began their third fuck of the evening. This time she
stared straight into his eyes, her bouncing on his cock sending her
breasts on a wild dance of their own, except when Richard was hold
them and letting the bounce inside his grip.

 


***

 


AN LA DAY

 


On the arrival for her first day Kate
shamelessly bounced off the plane in a thin top and no bra. She
drew the attention of most of the men around her—and when she ran
to the tall black man waiting outside security, even the more
liberal types who didn’t admit that they noticed such things, this
beautiful woman running into the huge black man’s arms got
attention. Her squeal when she saw him didn’t hurt. There were a
lot of men looking at her, her tight ass slowing when she pulled
her arms up to hug him—they were envious.

One businessman in a starched white
shirt and blue suit carrying a gold monogramed black briefcase
looked over at the man standing beside him in jeans and a black
tee. “Some men get all the luck don’t they?”

“Yeah, athletic talent,
money, and a build like that and we’d all have pretty white women
crawling all over us,” the jeaned man said. The two men shook their
head and turned down the jet way.

A pretty black woman observed the
meeting and gave a glowering look. What is it about white women
that makes a black man think that pussy is golden?” she said to her
heavy friend walking beside her.

Both Cedric and Kate had heard the
comments, and as they talked about them later that they enjoyed
it—the “in your face” aspect of shock and envy in the stranger’s
voices. It was hot, and a great build-up to their first relaxed
fuck. This was not a stripper fucking a customer—but two lovers in
the quest to please each other, not slowing until he had cum inside
her. Kate had three orgasms of her on before Cedric reached that
point.

There was only one way to describe the
way Kate had felt—somewhere between floating on a cloud or laying
in a pool of chocolate—and she loved chocolate, especially in the
form of a huge NFL football player with dark chocolate skin with
his massive dick finally all the way inside her. The sensation was
incredible—but being able to fuck without worrying about
interruption, with the ability to focus totally on the pleasure he
was giving her—and the pleasure she was determined to give him. She
had been inside his house less than five minutes.

His home was an estate, a mansion,
with a huge curving drive once you passed through the massive iron
gates. The foyer was huge, with marble floors, and glass doors
overlooking a large pool.

“You should see the view
from upstairs,” Cedric said, taking her hand and leading her into a
lavish bedroom with a view of the Pacific in the
distance.

“Amazing,” she said,
feeling his hands behind her and lifting her top up above her
breasts, cupping them from behind. “Mmmmm” she said, reaching
behind her and finding a hard cock. He had slipped out of his
clothes as she was enjoying the view. “For me?” she
asked.

“All of it, all yours,
aching to get inside that tight pussy.”

“Good. I’ve been aching for
your big black dick too.” She turned to kiss him and they fell back
on the bed for their first fuck, short on foreplay but long on
urgent desire to join their bodies.

It was intense at first—not making
love but fucking, maybe even rutting. She wanted his cock; he
wanted her pussy, and as quick and as hard as possible. Once that
first fuck was out of the way it was time for cuddling, tenderness,
pillow talk, followed by a languorous long second fuck in which
Kate hit a plateau and had a series of orgasms that lasted ten
minutes or more. Kate had looked at the clock when Cedric has
started eating her pussy for the second round, and as she lay
beside him spent, her pussy draining his second heavy load of cum
and she glanced over at the clock—it had been over an
hour.

Cedric was face down beside her
starting a soft snore, and she went to sleep like that, her legs
still open, naked, close to the same position she had been in when
Cedric had pulled his cock out of her.

 


***

 


The morning of the second day was when
it became something different, which something emotional passed
between them. Cedric had made breakfast, bacon, eggs, toast, and
mimosas. They ate on his balcony overlooking the ocean, Kate
dressed in a robe that she didn’t bother to tie, and Cedric in
boxers. They would look at the other, their eyes locking, and Kate
would giggle, a secret the two of them had discovered that no one
else was privy too.

Cedric had been here before. This was
a great fuck, a beautiful woman, and a delight to be around,
bright, funny, sweet. And usually these morning were just hanging
around for another fuck and putting her in a cab and sending her on
her way. But something was different about Kate. He didn’t want her
to leave.

For Kate, Cedric was her first lover,
her first black lover, and a part of her uncontrollably drawn to
him. Cedric was so different from Richard, not just in color, but
the texture of Cedric’s skin, which was like soft velvet. She loved
the sensation of his velvety skin under her fingers as he stroked
his back as he fucked her. Cedric was attentive, paid attention to
what she said, to nuances that she liked in how he read her
body—and his cock—she couldn’t imagine a more perfect cock, big,
thick, long, uncut.

Kate recognized it was lust, a bit of
a crush, and maybe something more.

That Saturday was when they stopped
fucking and began making love.

By Saturday night when as he slid his
cock into her he said, “That’s pussy’s mine now, isn’t
it?”

“You want it?” she
asked.

“You know I want it, I want
it all.”

“It’s yours then, yours and
that big black dick of yours.”

“We accept.”

“Now you two fuck your
pussy.”

“I own it.”

“You own it as long as you
fuck it like this.”

 


Later, in their last fuck of the
evening, they were both with heavy a heavy wine buzz. Cedric
flipped her to her back from fucking her doggy because he was close
to cumming and he wanted to cum inside her in the missionary
position. He called it the conception position. He felt cumming
inside a woman, even if she was on contraception, even that remote
possibility, would be more likely if she was on her back and her
legs up, holding that cum inside and gravity pulling it deeper too.
As he plunged into her he told her, “This is the conception
position.” If it clicked with Kate she didn’t acknowledge
it.

“I love how you fuck me,”
Kate moaned in her passion.

“I love you,” Cedric said,
thinking to himself, shit, now I said it.

“I love you too,” she
murmured.

 


***

 


Monday morning was the holiday, and
Kate awoke first, slowly pulling back the covers and admiring the
amazing physique of her black lover. He was beyond a simple
athletic build. He was sculpted muscles, a big chocolate colored
near perfect male, right down to his long uncut cock, huge even
when flaccid. And this man was hers, at least for their time now.
He had told her he loved her as he fucked her. She had expressed
the same sentiment.

Richard never entered her mind—he was
thousands of miles away, in reality and in her thoughts. And she
did love her husband, he was her husband after all, but this was so
different—and for the moment it was dominating her soul.

Kate’s time with Cedric has been
magical. She wanted more of him, she wanted to be around him, to
spend time with him in this lavish mansion and fuck in the mornings
and fuck in every room in this house. Kate thought a worthwhile
goal would be to mark every room in this house with the knowledge
Cedric had ravished her body in that room. It would make the place
more hers, and at that moment it was what she wanted. She felt a
throbbing and need inside her pussy stirring her arousal. With
Cedric still asleep she touched his cock and began to suck
him.

“Oh hell what a great way
to wake up,” Cedric said. “Kate, I love it.” Kate smiled inwardly.
It was working.

 


***

 


SHARING

 


At 4 p.m. that afternoon they started
drinking the hard stuff—as much to lessen the knowledge that she
was leaving in the morning and hoping the drinking would lessen the
reality that it was coming. It was a drunk fuck at five, more
drinking, and Kate was smashed. “I’d better slow down, I’m drunk on
my ass,” she slurred to Cedric, not even moving or making any
attempt to cover her nude body when the doorbell rang at 5:30.
Cedric got up to get rid of whoever was at the door.

Through blurred eyes Kate looked up
and saw another man standing there, coal black, almost as big as
Cedric. “Fuck, I’m naked,” she said, pulling a pillow into her
lap.

“Too late,” the man said.
“I’ve already seen that pussy might as well uncover that pussy
girl. And I’ve seen those pretty tits before too.” Joshua came to
the couch and sat down beside her, having stripped to red silk
boxers before he was there. He put his arm around her.

“What is going on?” Kate
looked up at Cedric.

“I was telling Joshua how
good my white girl’s pussy is—and he reminded me he shared your
friend with me back in Atlanta—I figured I should return the
favor.”

Kate was too drunk to argue, but she
tried. “But I’m your…”

“That’s right girl. If you
are mine then you are mine to share. Hell, your friend in Atlanta
probably told you how good this is going to be.” Kate felt a black
hand on her breast, and she felt another hand on her wrist, guiding
it to a large hard black cock. It was circumcised, different from
Cedric’s.

Kate looked down at the black cock
with its bulbous head protruding inches above her hand gripped at
its base. In her mind the rest was natural. She had a black cock in
her hand. Time to suck it. She dropped her head into his lap,
licking up the side of his cock, feeling Cedric’s weight on the
couch and his hands touching her too.

“Teammates share,” Cedric
said. “And we double team too.” Kate allowed Cedric to position her
body, and as she sucked Joshua she felt Cedric’s cock go inside
her. Two cocks in my body at once, she thought. How
slutty.

 


***

 


Tuesday morning there was not a lot of
time. Kate thought they would fuck as soon as they awoke, but
Cedric shooed her into the shower and suggested she get packed
first. As she closed her suitcase she heard him calling.

“Come here, take a look at
this,” Cedric said, calling for Kate to come into his computer
room. He had hooked his laptop up to his big screen TV and as she
walked in she gasped. A woman was on the screen, larger than life
size. She was on her hands and knees on the bed, with one man
fucking her doggie, and the man in front was putting his cock down
the woman’s throat. Her breasts were bouncing with the rhythm, she
wasn’t moaning as much as a guttural grunt each time the man behind
her slammed home, and the grunts came faster as the black man
fucking the woman from behind increased the pace.

As the woman turned her head slightly,
showing her face in profile, Kate saw that it was her being fucked
by Joshua and Cedric from her trip to see him in LA. “What the
fuck!” she snapped.

Cedric laughed, “You didn’t object
when we brought the video camera out. You don’t remember
it?”

“I remember it; I didn’t
imagine you would download it to your computer.”

“I didn’t,” Cedric said,
pointed to a blue card, “It is on the SD card, it is the one from
the camera, so I didn’t download it.” He saw the worried look on
her face. “Don’t worry, Joshua doesn’t have a copy. That is the
only copy in the world. “Now sit down and watch me take my pussy.”
Kate sat down and snuggled under his arm.

“Well it is pretty hot,”
she admitted.

“Open your legs and let me
see,” Cedric said, sliding his finger into her pussy. “Yeah, you
like it.”

“My body doesn’t lie,” she
said. “I only fucked him because you asked me to, you understand
that?”

“Sure baby, and I
appreciate it.” He smiled down at her, smiling. “But you’d fuck
another brother if I asked you to wouldn’t you?”

“Depend on the guy,” Kate
said.

“That wasn’t a no.” Cedric
said.

“You are right. That wasn’t
a no.” There was silence as Cedric began running over in his mind
who he would share his girl with next—and that same thought was
running through Kate’s mind as well, anticipating who it might
be.

A scream and moan came from the
screen. “Yeah, watch this,” Cedric said to Kate. “This is the scene
when we both go inside you pussy at once and give that cunt a good
stretching.”

 


***

 


THE RETURN

 


The return of Kate was more subdued
than Richard had anticipated. She was quiet, almost too quiet, and
seemed tired and hung over. She gave him a hug, a kiss, and Richard
rubbed her back, not finding the bra strap there he was used to
feeling. “I love you and I’m glad I’m home but would you mind if I
lay down for a while?”

“Sure, go ahead,” Richard
said.

After a couple of hours of sleep she
was up, with Richard anticipating the story of her weekend with her
pro-football lover. “Lover” Richard said aloud. It felt strange
mentioning his wife in that context, but there was no denying that
is what it was.

Kate was rattling glasses in the
kitchen, emerging with two champagne flutes of orange juice.
“Mimosas?” she said, handing one to him.

“OK, how was
it?”

“Drink a couple of these
first,” she said. “It may take some time. How about your time with
Gwen?”

“Great, we…” Kate
interrupted him with an extended palm.

“I’m not like you. I don’t
need the details. The fact you had a good time is
enough.”

Richard finished his drink quickly,
and was half way through his second when he started. “Cedric send
me an autograph again? You said he likes to tag his pussy last
time.”

Kate didn’t say anything, instead she
slid down in the chair and opened her legs, pulling up the top
above her pubis, her pussy bare and on her pubic mount a simple
signature. “Cedric Thompson #85”.

“I figured he would,”
Richard said. “Let me get my camera.”

“No need,” Kate
said.

“What?”

“It’s not a sharpie,” she
said. “It’s a tat.”

“A tat? A temporary tat?”
Richard said.

“No. A permanent tat. He
signed his name on my pussy, we went to a tattoo shop on the way to
the airport and had it inked into my flesh.”

“Oh hell,” Richard
said.

“Why?”

“I was caught up in the
moment,” she said, “And something else. Cedric has his ankle hurt
in practice a couple of days ago so he won’t be playing when the
team comes to play the Falcons. He’s invited us to sit in a private
box and watch the game. He said he’d have some other former players
there that he would expect you to recognize. He said he would do it
if I would get inked.”

“So you did it for
me?”

“In a manner of
speaking.”

Richard laughed as he looked down at
the tat on his wife’s pussy. She gave him a questioning look. “You
look like a sports fan,” the idea of it humorous to him.

“No, not a sports fan—but
definitely a black cock fan.” She contemplated telling Richard
about fucking Joshua too—but some caution was going off on the back
of her mind. She backed away.

 


***

 


Two weeks later Kate laid an envelope
on the end table, along with a cold beer. Richard was riveted on
the game in the closing seconds before halftime, stopping to look
up. “Thanks babe, you usually don’t bring me beer during a
game—special occasion?”

“Something like that,” she
smiled. The halftime came as she said it, and Richard looked at the
envelope. “A surprise,” she said. “For you.”

Richard took the envelope and opened
it. It was a plane ticket to LA for the coming weekend. “What’s
this?”

“What does it look like? It
is a ticket to LA, where the Falcons are playing the Avengers in
the first playoff game. If you notice there is also a pass in there
to a private box for the game.”

“Wow. No
kidding?”

“No. Cedric has invited
us.”

“Us?”

“Yes,” Kate said, moving to
straddle him in a practiced move anticipatory to a lap dance. She
was in her new household uniform of men’s boxers and a thin white
wife beater. She put her arms around him and kissed him. “We’re on
different flights; I go out in the morning, you in the afternoon
but in time for the game. Cedric used mileage points for me. He
paid for you. You’re going first class.”

“A box? For the playoff?”
Richard was smiling. Kate said nothing in response. If her husband
wanted to emphasize the football aspect of the trip that was good,
he wouldn’t be thinking about the real reason this was happening,
that Cedric wanted Kate so he could fuck her some more—and that
worked for Kate.

 


***

 


PRIVATE BOX

 


“That was fantastic,”
Richard said. “A dream come true, thank you so much Cedric.”
Richard was on a high. He had realized a dream—a private box for a
game, an NFL playoff game, and meeting and hanging out with a half
dozen famous pro football players.

Richard’s one apprehension was not
happening. He was worried that it would be a box full of white
women and black men with him shunted off into a corner. There were
two other white women there with black men, and it was obvious that
Kate was with Cedric, the way she hung on his arm and sat with him
during the game, not to mention the casual intimate touches. No one
ever connected that Kate was Richard’s wife. To all concerned in
the room Richard appeared as a friend of someone and was a guest in
the suite as they all were.

Kate was making it well known to all
there that she was Cedric’s. A couple of times Richard saw her take
Cedric’s arm around her and guide his hand to her breast for a
quick feel. She was wearing a soft yellow sweater and white pants,
the pants thin enough that panties or even a thong would have
showed through—but that wasn’t a problem today, since she was not
wearing either.

As the drinks got heavier during
halftime, Richard noticed that Kate was the center of attention in
the right corner. Cedric was standing against the wall, and the two
men were turned to Kate in the corner, more or less blocking much
of the view. They were laughing and he heard Kate’s distinctive
laugh and “OK, OK. I’ll show you.”

In the space between the men’s bodies
Richard could see her leg, and see her white pants being lowered.
She was showing them Cedric’s name tattooed on her pussy. The two
men gave a loud laugh of delight and each high fived Cedric. “You
the man, always raising the level,” he heard one say. In the
meantime Kate had pulled up her pants and resumed her place holding
on to Cedric’s arm.

Richard was engaged in the
conversations of the pro players, most who he recognized from a
variety of teams, all here because their teams had already been
eliminated from the playoff, and his knowledge of the game allowed
him to appear as if he worked within the sport as well.

The only reference to Cedric and Kate
was when he was taking about the earlier Colts/Saints game with
Cameron Anderson, a Saints linebacker, a former teammate of
Cedric’s. He glanced over at Cedric wrapping his arm around Kate’s
waist. “Looks like Cedric has him one hot piece of ass this time,”
the linebacker commented, “Sure hope when he starts sharing that
pussy that I get on the list.”

“Cedric has done that?”
Richard asked.

Anderson laughed. “Done, shit. More
like “does”. Everybody knows Cedric is famous for that. Shit, he
gets infatuated with a girl, gets in her head, gets bored and
passes her around. Boy’s got great taste in pussy though. I’ll give
him that. Brothers stand in line for his cast-offs.” He glanced
back at Richard. “I heard Joshua’s done got some of that already
the other week, ”Matter of fact I’d better talk to my ‘boy—he may
be setting up something for the bitch tonight, wouldn’t want to
miss sticking my cock in that. Shit, look how them tits bounce when
she takes a step.”

Richard sat back in his chair and
tried to sort out the muddle of his thoughts about what he had been
told about his wife’s lover—and his proclivity to pimp out his
white girlfriend of the moment. He concentrated instead on the game
and on consuming drinks. He was overwhelmed with his mental
conflicts and needed an escape. The drinks finally gave him
that.

 


***

 


“Come on Richard, we got to
get you to the car,” he heard someone saying, and felt someone
under each arm as he tried to stand on rubbery legs. He fought for
consciousness, but it wasn’t coming.

“I think there’s a
wheelchair in the closet down the hall,” he heard someone say, and
again he felt himself lifted and then blackness. He was aware he
was in a car, but that was it.

Richard had sobered enough to stagger
into Cedric’s mansion and collapsed on the couch. Even in his state
of inebriation, he took the drink that Cedric brought him. Kate was
by Cedric’s side. Amazing as it seemed the drink seemed to revive
him a bit, and he straightened up in the chair.

“You OK baby?” Kate
asked.

“Yeah, just a little
foggy,” Richard said.

“Get sober quick baby, or
you will miss your surprise.” He felt the cool water being pressed
into his hand and he took long drinks of it.

“Surprise?”

“Yeah,” he heard his wife
saying low to his ear. “You like me showing off. I watched you
staring when I was carrying on with Cedric back in the suite. I
know it turns you on.”

Richard could only nod. “I think it
would be a turn on for you to watch Cedric fuck me. We’ve never
done that. Are you ready for your live porno?”

“Oh hell yes,” Richard
said, the impact of what she was saying not hitting home. As he sat
there he saw Kate and Cedric lock into a standing kiss, a long
kiss, with Cedric’s hands sliding over her body, pulling her ass
against him, playing with her boobs, pushing the top up to bare
them.

Kate didn’t break the kiss,
unbuttoning his shirt and pressing her bare breasts against his
chest. He was working at the zipper to her pants as she undid his
belt, and they broke the kiss long enough to tug their pants off.
Kate remained bent down, starting to suck Cedric’s cock and without
breaking contact moved her knees in front of him. Cedric was making
short pumps into her mouth as well, his hand softly on the back of
her neck. She broke to lick his balls, only able to get one in her
mouth at a time, then back up his shaft and sucking him
again.

Kate glanced over at Richard a single
time before devoting all her attention to Cedric.

Richard was in a daze, not really
believing his wife was worshiping the huge black cock of Cedric.
Worship was the only word he could describe what she was doing, her
reaction and delight in sucking him. Cedric’s size was bigger than
anything Richard could ever imagine. It wasn’t a matter of cock
envy as much as he was imagining the damage a cock that big could
do to his wife’s pussy.

Her pussy seemed more loose after she
returned from her last visit with Cedric, but he didn’t click on
the reason why until now. He still thought it would be amazing for
someone with the thin build of Kate could take his cock inside her.
“No way he could get it all in,” Richard said under his
breath.

The white wife and black man were both
getting a thin layer of glistening sweat, even though the air
conditioning had the place cool. The sounds were more purrs and
whispered, nothing Richard could make out, but from the facial
expressions they were intimate exchanges. Cedric leaned over and
pulled on her nipples, hard, harder than Richard had, expecting her
to jump in pain, but instead hearing a guttural moan of pleasure
and excitement.

Richard was sobering quickly, and
realizing that Cedric was playing his wife’s body like an
instrument, each touch eliciting a moan from Kate. Cedric pulled
her up from sucking his cock and they still kissing again. Kate was
grasping his cock with both hands—and his cock was still sticking
out.

Cedric’s hand snaked down her body and
between her legs, touching her pussy. Kate spread her legs to make
it easier for him to touch her, shuddering into a small orgasm as
Cedric rubbed her clit. Her knees buckled as she came, but she hung
on Cedric’s neck as he moved her to the couch and laid her down,
lifting one leg over the back of the couch, the other on the floor.
He slid a couch pillow under her ass, pushing her pelvis and open
pussy toward him.

Cedric dove into her pussy loud
slurping noises and Kate screamed, “Oh yeah, tongue fuck my cunt.”
Her hand was on the back of his head, pulling his face against her.
Her head laid back, eyes closed, a look of bliss on her face, her
free arm caressing her breasts. She came louder this time, and as
Cedric rose off her, catching his breath, she pulled at his
shoulder. “I want you inside me. I need a big black cock,” she
said.

“We’ll get to it,” Cedric
said, moving on his knees closer to her pussy, grasping the base of
his long cock. He positioned his cock over her pussy, over her
tattoo bearing his signature, and began to beat his cock against
her clit. The first tap brought a “Yesss, Oh my God!” as Cedric
beat her clit with his cock, harder and harder as Kate lifting her
body up toward him, as if her ass off the couch was increasing the
impact of his cock on her clit. “Oh, Oh, Oh,” she was panting, and
again a screamed, “Oh my Goddd!” and she pushed Cedric away,
squirting a six foot stream of liquid across the room, the next
squirt less so but soaking Cedric, the couch, and the
pillow.

Kate’s head lolled to the side, and
staring at Cedric’s cock she stared down as he moved closer to her
pussy. Instinctively Kate reached between her legs and parted her
pussy lips for him, laying her head back again when she felt the
head of his cock against her pussy. Cedric moved over her, only the
head inside, and with his entire body stiff, his long cock barely
inserted in her pussy, he lowered his entire body in a single
smooth move. Kate was grabbing the fabric of the couch back in a
gathered grip and squeezed the skirt of the couch. “I’m in heaven,”
she moaned.

Although Richard was only feet away it
was clear neither of the coupling pair on the couch opposite him
had any awareness at that moment Kate’s husband was
watching.

As he continued to watch and to
Richard’s amazement, Cedric was able to go balls deep into Kate, as
Kate grabbed her ankles and begged him to fuck her harder. His
balls were making slap, slap, slap sounds as his balls popped
against her ass, and as he watched Richard saw Kate’s eyes roll up
deep, and out of control pleasure sweeping her.

“Fuck my cunt,” he heard
Kate say, “Fuck your black slut’s cunt,” and it was as if her words
was the spark that started their dirty talk, the dirtier Cedric
talked the more she moaned and got into the pounding
fuck.

“Take this big black cock
in your black-owned pussy. It’s mine isn’t it?”

“Yes, my pussy is
yours.”

“All mine?”

“All yours,” Kate said.
Cedric tugged hard on her nipples again, sparking another round of
Kate’s body responding even more eager, her voice getting louder.
His cock was glistening in the room light, covered with her juices,
and Kate had another orgasm, louder, squirting again but not
slowing Cedric down. As her next orgasm began building Kate was
speaking softer, but clear enough for Richard to hear.

“Come inside
me.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. I absolutely love it.
I welcome your cum inside me.”

“Then take it,” Cedric
grunted, moving his body higher, forcing the base of his cock
against her upper pubis and the angle forcing his cock to a
different angle inside her.

“Cum in me, cum in me,
please cum in me.”

“Get this black cum, take
this black seed,” Cedric said.

“Seed me,” Kate said, and
Richard wasn’t certain he heard it right, but it sounded almost
like she had also said, “Breed me,” instead. She didn’t repeat it
but Cedric started making sounds too, clear his orgasm was coming,
and his body jerked and convulsed before staying inside
Kate—pulling her tight against him.

“Damn, girl, that’s so
good.” He rose off her, his cock withdrawal followed by a torrent
of white cum that poured from her.

“I’m too weak to move,” she
exclaimed, not moving, continued to lay on the couch with her legs
splayed open.

“I’m going to clean up,
I’ll be in the bedroom,” he said, giving Richard a sideways
glance.

Kate didn’t move but made eye contact
with Richard. “Are you OK?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like it? Was it
hot for you?”

“I think.” Kate moved to
sit up, took a couple of breaths, and wiped at her pussy with her
top. Standing, she came to Richard and reached for his hand. “Come
along husband, your turn.” She led him to the guest room, and
kissed him, pulling off his clothes, and pushing him back on the
bed, sucking his cock as eagerly as she had fucked Cedric, moving
to straddle him, slowly starting to ride her.

“I love another cock this
quick inside me,” she said. “Is it too loose for you?”

“Loose,” Richard admitted,
“Not too loose.”

“Too sloppy?”

“No.”

“Good,” she smiled, pulling
his hands to her nipples. “Pull my nipples, hard.” The hard he
pulled the faster his wife rocked on his cock. With the stimulation
of having watched a live sex act for almost 30 minutes he was
already primed.

Kate could see it. “That’s it baby.
Get you some sloppy seconds, add a second load of cum in my pussy.”
Richard was already moaning, the words worked for him too. “Send me
to bed with two men’s cum inside me.”

Kate lost control of herself then, the
idea of what she had described and the pleasure of fucking two men,
her two men, brought a hard orgasm for Kate too, another squirting
orgasm that soaked the bed, cumming in unison with her husband,
holding him, giving him a kiss before rolling off him. She caught
her breath for a few seconds. Richard her moving to the side of the
bed.

“Good night,” Kate said,
sliding out of the bed.

“Where are you
going?”

“To keep our host happy,”
Kate said. “I’ll see you in the morning.”

Richard was still buzzed, sexually
satisfied, and too weak to protest.

 


***

 


Richard dozed and awoke to moans, and
Kate’s voice emerging between the rhythmic slaps of two bodies
meeting, “Yes, yes, take your pussy with that big black cock, it’s
yours. All yours.”

 


The next morning when Richard woke, as
he headed to the restroom, he heard Cedric and Kate fucking again.
He wondered when they had slept.

 


By the time he showered and dressed he
could smell coffee, and went into the kitchen, where an array of
muffins and fruit were laid out by coffee pot. Cedric and Kate were
at a table on the balcony, overlooking the ocean view.

“This is so lovely, I could
just stay here forever,” Kate said. “It’s paradise.”

“I like to think so,”
Cedric said, seeing Richard he was all smiles. “Richard my man,
have a seat and have some breakfast. We were just talking about
what a shame you have to get back.”

“Work calls,” Richard said.
“I had to call in a couple of markers to clear this
trip.”

“Well you are more than
welcome to return,” Cedric said. “I hope you enjoyed
yesterday?”

“I did, thank you for
inviting us.”

“We will have to do it all
again then,” Cedric smiled. “What did you think about the game?”
Richard was always distracted by football talk, and they talked
about the game for a while before he excused himself from the table
to go pack.

“Don’t lose track of the
time,” he said to Kate as he left, and as he stopped to refill his
coffee he wasn’t certain because of the distance but it sounds like
Kate was asking Cedric, “When are you going to say
something?”

 


***

 


SAYING SOMETHING

 


“Richard, can I have a
moment or two of your time before you leave?”

“Sure,” Richard said,
following Cedric into the living room, taking a seat opposite him.
He didn’t see Kate.

Cedric handed a drink to Richard. “I
think it is time we had a talk,” he said.

“About?”

“I want to thank you for
sharing Kate with me. A lot of men would have never let that
happen.”

“Well it has been tough at
times,” Richard said.

“Kate is a special woman, I
believe.”

“I think so.”

“Girl like that, you want
to see her happy, give her everything she wants,” Cedric said.
Richard nodded, wondering where this conversation was
going.

“I have grown very close to
her—and her to me, she says. And Richard,” Cedric leaned over and
gave a quick pat to Richard’s knee with his massive hand; I know
you want what is only the best for her.”

“I do.”

“And you saw us fuck. You
saw how she reacts, how we are together. It’s special man. Magic.
Like we are soul mates, like we were together in a past
life.”

“I didn’t get
that.”

Cedric expelled a rush of air between
his lips, a hissing sound, and leaned back in the chair. His
frustration in Richard not agreeing with his assessment showed in
his exasperated face. “Well it doesn’t matter if you see it or not.
I thought it would be obvious, but you must be in denial. Here’s
the bottom line Richard. I think Kate should stay here in
California with me.”

“What!” Richard said his
voice elevating.

“I mean, she’d still be
your wife, but in a manner of speaking she would be my wife too,
staying with me, enjoying what my millions can offer. Think about,
she would not have to worry if she was paying too much for a
dress—if she wanted it she got it. She wouldn’t have to strip for
extra money. I can give her so much more than you—and not just in
money.” Cedric smiled a condescending grin and glanced down at his
crotch.

“And she’s gone black, you
know what they said. I think it’s true for that girl. She loves
black dick.”

Richard was stunned, he couldn’t
speak, his heart beat was roaring in his ears. He knew he couldn’t
take Cedric—but he was ready to try, summoning his strength to
pounce and starting his short crouch when Kate walked into the
room. To Richard’s dismay she walked to stand beside Cedric and he
gave her a quick kiss, his hand cupping her breast as she
did.

“Now looks who’s here.
Richard and I have been having a talk, about you spending more time
here with me.” The look of encouragement from his wife told him all
he needed to know about her knowledge of this
conversation.

“Should I leave?” she
asked.

“Give us a minute if you
would, but stay close,” Cedric said. Kate gave Richard a strange
look, almost sad, and left the room, glancing back over her
shoulder at him as she left the room.

“I love her, and she loves
me,” Cedric said. “She went off birth control before she came out
here, but I don’t know if anything has taken yet.”

Richard gasped but did not explode. He
was shell-shocked but knew he had to hear this out. “She didn’t
want to at first, but you know, the more I asked she finally went
along with me. She’s a pleaser.”

“And exactly where do I fit
into all this?” Richard said. “You and Kate seem to have all this
planned out.”

“Like I said, she’d still
be married to you, but most of the time she’s going to enjoying
life out here with me. You can tell the folks at home that she has
taken a job out here, with the team organization in P.R. or
something. She can come home to you for your family events, things
like that. I don’t object if you fuck her some when she’s back
there. Not like you are cut off or anything.”

“Kate doesn’t know anything
about PR.”

“That’s just be in name
only, in case some paparazzi tried to make a scandal, we could
explain away as she was just doing her job. No need to embarrass
anyone with the family.”

“I don’t know. This is all
so quick.”

Cedric was harsher, more imposing. “I
am trying to be nice here. It is going to happen, the only question
is will you have any access at all to her. You want to divorce her,
go ahead, I have a team of the best lawyers in the US and they
would dismantle you and leave you with nothing. I told you before,
I get what I want—and I want your wife.”

Richard was amazed how
quiet and unemotional he was—which was scary because he knew when
his emotions went to this point he was at his most dangerous. He
had shown it on the other two occasions when he had felt like this.
One was a bully in the 8th grade he beat with a rock and
would not have quit until he killed him had others not pulled him
off.

The second was an attempted robbery.
He was just trying to buy a bottle of liquor, and the young punk
robber pushed Richard away with his pistol, hard in the ribs, and
it hurt, but in that fleeting instant that Richard realized the
pistol was not pointed against his body but just to the side of it,
that if he fired it would not hit Richard. In those slow motion
milli-seconds Richard had shoved the black Colt automatic away with
his left hand—and brought the heavy handle of Crown Royal on the
top of the kid’s head. His kick had broken two of the punk’s ribs,
and had grabbed the dropped pistol, raising it to empty into the
figure trying to rise off the floor when the police officer grabbed
the pistol from his hand. “Thanks friend, I’ll take from here.” the
officer had said. Richard had not objected. There had been no
official ramifications over what he had done.

Richard had that same cold calm over
him now. Cedric was unaware of the danger he was in.

“I want to hear it from
Kate,” he said.

“Honey would you come in
here a minute,” he called. Kate returned but again went to Cedric’s
side.

“Alone” Richard said. It
was not a request, and Kate caught the tone. She knew him and knew
that a nuclear explosion was close. She knew it was something
Cedric had said.

“Let me talk to him alone
please, Cedric.”

“You sure?”

“Yes.”

 


Richard waited until Cedric had left
the room, and his tension eased. Inside he was dying.

“Do you know what Cedric
has just said?”

“Not exactly. I know what
he said he was going to talk to you about.”

“What was that? I need to
hear it directly from you,” Richard said.

“Cedric has invited me to
spend more time out here with him,” she said. “He said we could be
very discreet about it.”

“Do you love him?” Kate
bowed her head. “I told him I did,” her head popped up, “But I love
you too. A woman can love two men.”

“How would you see it
working?” Richard asked.

“I know how you love your
football—and this way you can have access to famous players,
private boxes, and things you wouldn’t have otherwise. I have a lot
of great sex with Cedric, and, well, it would be as if I have two
husbands. I could split my time between the two of you—or maybe you
could move in here too.”

“I don’t think that would
work,” Richard said.

“We could try,” Kate
countered.

“You want to do
this?”

“I would like to try it,”
she said.

“How did you expect me to
react?” Richard said. “You and Cedric have set all this up and not
even brought me into the equation. I’m a third wheel here and can
feel it.”

“No, not like that. I
expect you to give it real consideration. In the end I hope you
will agree to try it. We can always go back like we were if it
doesn’t work.”

“I don’t think we could,”
Richard said. “How many times has he fucked you and you fertile?”
Kate gasped. The shock on her face was clear she had not expected
Cedric to mention it yet.

“So it’s true?” Kate hung
her head without answering; she didn’t know how to answer it. “You
wanted to have his kid?”

“You wouldn’t want to help
raise an athlete like he would be? I’d still be married to you; you
could adopt him as your son even.”

Richard felt the cold calm covering
him again. There was only one thought in his mind at that moment, a
voice screaming what was obvious. “This is so fucked; Richard, get
your ass the hell away from here before you hurt someone
badly.”

The answer he gave was succinct. “You
and Cedric should be very happy together. If that is what it takes
to make you happy I won’t stand in the way of that, but I have a
dog in this race too, and my answer to all this is not no, but Hell
Fucking NO!” Richard didn’t realize how loud he was until he saw
Cedric’s head come around the corner.

“Respect man. This is my
house.” Cedric considered that warning enough and disappeared
behind the wall again. Richard fought the inclination to scream
“Fuck you!” but he too focused on Kate.

“Let me know when you come
to get your stuff, and I’ll be sure to not be around and in the
way.” Richard turned and he heard Kate bursting into tears. It
didn’t slow his steps to his room to gather up his clothes. He
would call a cab from the street.

The door opened to the bedroom and
Kate came inside, closing the door behind her. She was a different
woman from the one he had just had a conversation. He turned to her
and backed up from the vehemence. “Don’t you dare leave yet. I have
something to say to you.”

“OK. What do you have to
say you haven’t already said?”

“I love you. And just like
I have always said I want to die with you, old and gray and rocking
on a porch. I do not want to live without you. This stuff with
Cedric is out of hand—but if it is an either or” Kate took a deep
breath, as if it was a difficult decision. “I pick you. Only you,”
the words were gushing through tears.

“I’m leaving here now,”
Richard said. “If you’re beside me when the cab comes, great. If
you are not I’ll have your real answer. I’m not sure at this point
if I give a flying fuck either way.”

“Give me 10
minutes.”

“Five. I’ve given you far
too much time already.”

“OK.” Kate disappeared.
Richard didn’t slow in his packing, and he was packed and rolling
the bag toward the door. He saw Kate on the upper landing talking
intently with Cedric, and she was still crying. It was an animated
conversation from the waving arms and body movements.

“Fuck it.” Richard said and
went out the door. He walked down the driveway and took a seat on
the rock wall and dialed a cab company. The dispatcher said they
had a cab nearby and would be there in less than 10 minutes.
Richard continued to sit on the wall at the driveway entrance while
the thoughts inside his head boiled. He saw the cab coming and
looked back toward Cedric’s building one last time. Kate was not in
sight.

Nick opened the door on the cab and
started to get in when he heard, “Wait!” and saw Kate running
toward him, her long legs reaching out for speed. She was wearing
her thigh high shorts and a white wife beater, not carrying a
suitcase, only her large purse. She was 20 feet from the cab when
the door burst open and Cedric followed, trying to run but hobbling
since he still was suffering from his foot injury. Cedric was angry
and cursing. Kate dove into the cab. “Go, Go dammit,” Kate ordered
the cabbie. The cabbie gassed it.

“I didn’t think you were
coming,” Richard said.

“You have this whole thing
misunderstood, but you see who I’m choosing, who I always chose,”
Kate said. She kissed him. “I do love you so.”

“Did you tell Cedric you
loved him right before you left?”

“No. I told him it had been
fun but it was over. You had to be on board with what he proposed.
He told me he always got what he wanted, and I told him, ‘Not this
time Motherfucker. That’s when I ran.”

“Was he that
pissed?”

“Well when he figured out
that I had taken the SD card with the photos and the video of me
with him and Joshua he got pissed. He said it was his property.
That’s what I went back for.”

“Him and
Joshua?”

“Yeah, something we haven’t
had a chance to talk about.”

“You have it?”

“I do,” she smiled,
reaching into the bag and handing it to him. “It’s pretty hot. We
can watch it together if you get over this Cedric episode. If you
ever get over the fact that I enjoy fucking black guys.” Richard
smiled, relaxed for the first time that day.

“Why are you smiling,” she
asked.

“I didn’t say you couldn’t
fuck more black guys—but no falling in love, no moving in with
someone else, and sure as hell not being some black guy’s Baby
Mama.” Richard stopped as he said it. “If you’re not
already…”

“No. I didn’t stop my birth
control, I just told him I had so he would shut up about it,” Kate
said. “See, I wasn’t as far over the edge as you thought I
was.”

“Good,” Richard said,
settling down for the cab ride to the airport. “What did you agree
to with him? How much of what he said was you, what you
wanted?”

Kate was quiet for a while, thinking,
and said, “I’ll be honest. I thought it could work like that. In
ways it would be fun, having two husbands, one a black guy on the
west coast, one in Atlanta, and me spending time in between, maybe
times when both of you would be at the same place with me and I
could rotate rooms.” She paused. “The idea was hot. But it wasn’t
hot if you’re not on board. I don’t think Cedric saw it as 50-50
either, but that was not how he presented the idea to
me.”

“That’s a lot of you I
don’t want to share with anyone. Your attention. Your
love.”

“Have I just proved that,
leaving with you?”

“I hope so,” Richard said.
He knew full well that what had transpired this morning might not
be totally resolved with a single event.

Kate snuggled against him, pressing
one braless breast into his ribs, directing his other through the
loose arm hole of her top to touch her bare breasts. “Now I want to
be sure I heard you right, I can still dance, I can still fuck an
occasional black guy?”

“Never said you couldn’t,”
Richard said.

“I love you,” Kate said,
whispering, “Think we could fuck without the cabbie getting pissed
and booting us out of the cab?”

“Let’s wait till we get on
the plane,” Richard said. “The mile-high club has always been on my
bucket list.”

“Mine too,” Kate giggled.
“I love you.” As they snuggled Richard laid his head back on the
seat. He felt drained from stress.

 


***

 


A few weeks later it was Sunday
afternoon. Gwen and J.B. was at brunch with Richard and Kate. “I’m
sorry but when I’ve worked that hard and up that late, I have to
start the day with breakfast, even it should be lunch,” Gwen
said.

“Yeah, it is harder work
than I thought,” Kate said.

“But more rewarding,” Gwen
smiled.

“Only because you find it a
fertile ground for hook ups,” J.B. said. “The cougar has a better
hunting ground.” Kate snickered.

“What are you giggling
about? You’re as bad as I am for that,” Gwen said.

“Only once so far,” Kate
said, smiling at Richard.

“You could do more if you
didn’t insist on only being interested in black men,” Gwen
said.

“You say that like it is a
bad thing,” Kate laughed.

“Slut.” Gwen
said.

“Your point?” Kate answered
back.

 


J.B. looked at Richard, the two
exchanging knowing smiles, acting as if they had not heard the
exchange. “I assume you’re watching the game today—I’m thinking of
heading up into the mountains and have a hook in some remote trout
stream by 3, fish till dark and head home.” J.B. said.

“You know football doesn’t
hold the allure that it once did,” Richard said. “I like it but my
interest is fading. Mind if I tag along for the
fishing?”

“Be glad to have the
company,” J.B. said.

“I guess we’ll just crash
around the pool this afternoon,” Kate said, looking down at her
boobs. “I’m trying to get rid of my tan lines. You in for some
topless sunbathing?” she asked Gwen.

“You have wine?” Gwen said.
Kate nodded. “I’m in.”

“Hurry back,” Kate told
Richard. “I have last night’s work that I have not told you about.
It might give us something to do tonight.” Richard caught the
inflection.

“Let me get my rod and
tackle, J.B. Meet you at your car.”

J.B. was in his SUV when Richard’s
garage door open and he came out through the garage, winding
between his pick-up and the large trash can with the lid propped
open. Rolled up in the can was a life size fathead wall decal of
Cedric Thompson.

 


***

 


Across the country a few hours later
Cedric and Joshua were smiling as they signed new contracts worth
millions each at the same time in their agent’s office. Each
boasted a couple of million dollar checks as signing
bonus.

In the hall on the way out they shook
hands. “Man, we pulled it off,” Cedric said. “We need to
celebrate.”

“I know. I need some white
pussy.”

“You not got anything lined
up,” Joshua said.

“I did have, figured we’d
share Kate again, but she wanted to get too serious,” Cedric
said.

“That was some good pussy,”
Joshua said. “Girls do that after they’ve been fucked a half-dozen
times. They all want to set up some kind of fucking home or shit.
They don’t understand all we want is some white pussy and fuck with
they heads.”

“Well want to hit a strip
club and see what we can scare up?” Cedric asked.

“I’m in. Let’s go spend
some money.”

 


***

 


The two women were topless by the
pool, soft music playing through the Bluetooth, wine in a small
cooler between the two chaise lounges, with one bottle already
gone. They were both on their backs, bodies slathered in oil, eyes
closed, sunglass on.

Gwen spoke without turning her head,
her eyes still closed under her sunglasses. “When the guys go
fishing in the Keys in a couple of weeks…”

“Yeah.”

“I’ve got an old friend
going to be in town, we have a date. Wondered if you might like to
join us—he has a black friend who will be here with him,” Gwen
said.

“You have a picture of the
friend?”

“Yes. He’s cute. You’ll
like him.”

“Pending seeing the
picture, I don’t see why not.”

“Things getting back to
normal after your Cedric episode?” Gwen asked.

“More or less.”

“You still hearing from
Cedric?”

“I still have the phone. I
texted him a ‘happy birthday’ the other day, and a couple of times
he’s texted and asked how I was. I just answer “O.K.” and let it go
at that. We’ve not talked.”

“You’d fuck him again
wouldn’t you?”

“You never forget your
first big black cock. He was my first,” Kate said. “Richard
insisted I stop—it wasn’t my decision.”

“Oh my god. I just now
figured it out. You haven’t given up on Cedric. You figure Richard
will come around. You’re planning on fucking him again.”

“It ended because it was a
choice between Richard or Cedric. That was no choice at all. Would
I love to fuck Cedric again? Hell yes. Will that ever happen?”
There was a long pause and Kate turned her head to Gwen, who had
raised her sunglasses and was listening for the answer. “We’ll
see,” Kate said, smiling. “Now, would you pass the wine
please?”

 


THE END
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