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CHAPTER 1

 


The casino and hotel on
the Native American reservation land north of Atlanta had been
opened two months before Donald and Suzanna MacDonald landed
overnight reservations, a situation not aided by the rave reviews
of elegant surroundings and a world-class chef, all the necessary
ingredients for what the couple hoped would make their
20th wedding anniversary memorable.

They were not gamblers but did love
things that might take them away from their day to day lives of
Donald’s work at a marketing firm and Suzanna’s freelance writing.
After the isolation of Covid restrictions they had declared their
determination to get out more and make up for the time they had
missed during Covid.

Donald did his research well and they
were well-prepared for the upscale attire at the penthouse level
rotating restaurant boasting a 360-degree mountain view, the casino
sounds left behind, insulated from the ding-ding-ding bells of the
tourists bit by bit paying the tribe back for the land stolen from
them in the 1830’s.

Donald had gone to extremes to make
this anniversary of the most romantic evenings possible, starting
with flowers and champagne waiting in their room. Suzanna was
thinking the same but in a different vein, searching for days
before choosing a clingy red sequined dress that hit her mid-thigh
and could best described as clubwear, perhaps a little to young for
most women Suzanna’s age but she made it work well for her.
Acquaintances were always mistaking her age as much younger than
her 40 years. Donald would smile as other men gaped and
complimented her, seeing her as a trophy wife. Her radiating
beauty, bubbly personality and youthful appearance did indeed give
first time introductions that air, even though she and Donald met
in collage and were a tight pair since that first
meeting.

This revealing dress was a reach for
her, as Suzanna usually dressed down and dowdy, bashfully
downplaying and avoiding anything that might draw attention to her
nice rack, flat gym-obtained waist and tight butt. Donald on the
other hand was always struggling to convince her to show off her
body more. “I am proud of my wife, I want every man in the room to
envy me even more than they already do,” he would say. “Tease and
tantalize a little.”

Tonight he couldn’t object, as she was
certainly dressed to tease and tantalize, she thought. After her
shower she pulled on a sheer tiny red thong that she could only
describe as uncomfortable. She had bought a lacy red bra that
matched, but as she tried it on and zipped her dress, twisting in
the light, frowning in the mirror the outline of the bra disrupted
the lines of the tight dress.

This was not the effect she had
anticipated. She tried the dress without the bra, frowning more,
the hint of her dark nipples faintly visible. Suzanna unzipped the
dress and put the bra on again, as bold as she would dare
tonight.

Still Donald gave a low whistle when
she walked into the room. “Oh, Oh, Oh my!” he exclaimed, catching
the whiff of her expensive perfume, reserved for special occasions
despite his begging her to wear it all the time.

Suzanna’s brunette hair she had let go
longer at Mac’s request, and tonight she had it cascading down her
shoulders, framing her model face.

Donald’s nickname for his wife was
“Oh,” a play on the song “Oh, Suzanna,” while in turn she called
him “Mac” as in MacDonald. He preferred that to the smart ass
remarks he often received when introducing himself by his full
name, Donald MacDonald.

What Suzanna did not know was Donald
also enjoyed calling her “Oh” because she reminded him of the
character in one of his erotic favorites, “The Story of O,” but he
didn’t dare tell her that. She might have been grossly offended and
pissed at him for weeks.

They took the elevator to the top
floor, and the host showed them to their reserved table on the
outer edge, slowly rotating around a quiet but crowded central bar.
Mac could breathe in the waft of her perfume that seemed perfect
for the evening.

The wine was exceptional, a bruschetta
appetizer, waitstaff attentive, and as they waited for their prime
rib they engaged in one of their favorite restaurant games, picking
out a couple or someone at the bar and making up what they thought
was the scenario surrounding that person.

Oh caught a gray haired man in his
late 40’s with a lanky blonde in her late 20’s wearing a long dress
that dipped almost to her waist. “Trophy wife. Number 2,” she
said.

“Agreed,” Mac said,
adding, “That was a gimme.” It was now his turn. As he scanned the
room, he caught his breath at a beautiful woman with long blonde
hair in a gold metallic dress approached the bar. He took a deep
breath at her beauty. “Damn,” he said under his breath. Oh half
turned and saw the woman, nodding for Mac to continue their game
and describe the scenario why the woman in gold was here. “It is an
amazing dress,” Oh said. The gold dress was open in the back almost
to the wearer’s butt, with a cowl neck front that dipped low, close
to her navel. Each side of the top was held up with a thin chain,
which was so long it wrapped loosely around the woman’s neck twice
and the long ends falling between her breasts to disappear below
the bottom edge of the cowl neck. If that was not enticing enough
the dress was daringly short.

“I’d never have the nerve
to wear that,” Oh said.

“Yeah but you would look
so smoking hot in something like that,” Mac said, realizing his
mistake when he saw her face change. He knew she was being as bold
as she dared for this anniversary dinner. He tried to recover. “But
you look great in whatever you are wearing,” he said, desperately
trying to change the subject. “OK, let me go further in our
game.”

“Let’s,” Oh
said.

“The woman in the gold
dress is waiting for her husband, probably an anniversary, like you
a little shy most of the time but she is willing to risk her
modestly and let go tonight for the pleasure of her husband. He’s
probably saved for six months to splurge on tonight with no expense
shared,” Mac said.

“Are you talking about us
or her?” Oh asked.

“Oh her,” he said,
realizing, “well I guess I sort of did describe us too, didn’t
it?”

“Go on,” Oh
said.

“Husband has had a
business call, told her to go on, probably told her that if any men
hit on her in the bar, almost a sure bet in that dress, he would be
complimented and enjoy a drink if was bought for her by an
attentive admirer. In the back of his mind he is thinking he might
hang back and tease the other men in the bar with his beautiful
wife before sweeping in and with a flourish escort her to their
awaiting table, causing most of the envious men around her to give
a long sigh. You think?” Mac looked up at his wife.

“That would be your take,”
Oh said. “Because I think you are putting me in her role. Maybe she
is a trophy wife waiting on her sugar daddy to show up for their
weekly rendezvous.”

“Nah, she looks far too
innocent for something like that, she’s a sweetie who doesn’t know
how pretty she really is, all her sexiness is more subtle—but very
much there, just the same,” Mac said. “And a nice natural rack
too.”

“Not
store-bought?”

“No, they are hanging
natural, and very nice.”

“You’d know,” Oh said,
“You’ve always been a boob man.”

“Yes, I have,” Mac said.
“And no way she could wear a bra with that dress, look how enticing
her breasts sway and move, the way God intended a woman’s breasts
to move.” Oh said nothing, wishing for a moment that for this
special occasion she could have overcome her modesty and not worn
the bra with this dress.

“It’s just something seems
a little out of kilter to me,” Oh said. “I cannot put my finger on
it.” As the food was delivered, they were distracted adjusting
their napkins and moving their wine glasses and diverted their
attention to each other from most of the meal. Oh broke the
spell.

“Didn’t expect that,” Oh
said. Mac looked up and saw his wife’s attention back on the blonde
at the bar.

The beautiful woman in gold was
extending her hand to a dark-haired European man, their body
language indicating an introduction. She turned on her barstool to
face him, he ordered a drink from the bar and the two talked
quietly, sipping their drinks, the woman smiling a controlled smile
before saying something into the man’s ear and polishing off her
drink, returning the empty glass to the bar.

The tall man did the same, and placing
his hand on the small of her bare back gently guided her toward the
elevator. The bartender nodded as she left, clearly keeping her bar
tab open. The two disappeared into the elevator.

“Did we just see what I
think we saw?” Oh asked.

“Not sure,” Mac said,
smiling, “But one lucky slicked back hair son of a bitch if it
was.”

“Guess we’ll never know,”
Oh said, slicing her prime rib. “That was interesting
though.”

“Happy Anniversary,” Mac
said, raising his wine glass. Suzanne met his with hers, a light
clink. He handed her a box from his jacket pocket. She opened it
and saw what looked like a tennis bracelet.

“Wow,” she said, “I love
it,” sliding it around her wrist and snapping the clasp, realizing
that it was loose on her wrist. “A little big,” she
said.

“It’s for your ankle,” Mac
laughed.

“Oh, that again?” Oh
said.

“Just a game,” Mac said.
She paused for a second. “OK. We’ll see,” she said, crossing her
leg and snapping the bracelet around her right ankle. She saw him
looking.

“Right ankle. Supposed to
signal availability, right, Mac?” Mac knew she was taunting him
now. She would occasionally get playful since he had read her an
erotic story in which a wife wore an ankle chain and her husband
watched while she went to a bar to see what men would hit on her.
“You get me this to wear and go to the bar and play that game you
read to me about?”

Mac studied her eyes. She was faking.
Mac had argued with her enough about the subject to know that no
matter what his fantasies or desires she was not going to do
anything like that. He knew it was a test. “No dear, I want you all
to myself tonight,” he said, not admitting what he was actually
thinking.

“Right answer,” she
smiled, leaning toward him.

They finished their meal, enjoyed a
cheesecake desert, and ordered an after dinner coffee. They were in
no hurry; they had all night to celebrate their anniversary in a
sexual manner. “Ready to go to the room?” Oh asked.

“Let’s enjoy a brandy
first?” Mac asked. “I saw a rare one in the glass case out front.
It is our anniversary. I’ll splurge.”

“Sure, why not?” Oh smiled
and agreed.

The brandy was brought in a large
snifter with a candle heating the alcohol, and they took their
glasses, savoring the expensive liquor in tiny sips. Mac glanced
toward the bar, and the pretty woman in the gold dress was back at
the bar, ordering another drink from the bartender, whose
familiarity with her made it obvious he knew her.

“She’s back,” Mac
said.

“Huh?” Oh said. Even as
they watched the woman looked down at her gold Rolex, looked up,
and smiled at a second man now approaching her, tall, very black,
in an expensive tailored suit. This was not an introduction; they
knew each other and she hugged his neck as he gave her a buss on
the cheek. She signaled the bartender for another drink.

Mac and Oh watched the exchange as the
white woman and black man spoke with familiarity, rushing through
their drinks, and again she stood and taking the black man’s hand
led him from the bar.

“Wow,” Mac said. “I would
never have expected to see that. Kind of clear isn’t
it?”

“That’s she a working
girl?” Oh asked. “A pretty woman like that?”

“Looking like she does,
she can name her own price I’d think and have her pick of
clients.”

“You think she picked that
huge black man?” Oh asked.

“They certainly looked
like they knew each other.” The subject changed with the server
bringing the bill. Mac gave her a credit card and sat there in
silence. When they stood Oh realized the effect of all the liquor
hitting her. She swayed and caught herself on the table. Mac saw
and moved quickly to wrap his arm around her waist, steadying
her.

“I think I’m ready for a
good anniversary fuck,” Oh gushed. Mac didn’t speak and guided her
toward the elevator. As the door closed on the elevator she wrapped
her arms around Mac’s neck and kissed him, her body pressed tight
against has he cupped her ass and pulled her tight against his
erection, her breathing heaving and excited, not breaking the until
the doors on the elevator three floors lower opened.

Once they were inside the room they
kissed only a step inside the door, working on each others clothes,
stripping each other naked, the dress pooling at Oh’s ankles, Mac’s
hands groping her breasts, pulling on her nipples.

“Yes, pull ‘em hard,” Oh
said, moaning, taking his hand from her breast and pushing it down
toward her pussy. Mac probed her pussy with a finger, finding it
soaked, transferring her moisture in a circular motion over her
clit, the move causing Oh to thrust her abdomen forward, harder
against his hand. Mac added a second finger and thrust hard into
his wife’s pussy, eliciting a moan from her as he did.

“You’re wet,” Mac
whispered.

“Yes.”

“Love you this wet,” Mac
said.

“I should have gone to the
bar while you watched,” Oh said, half-teasing. “That would have
been so hot. I’m sorry I didn’t. It’s just, it’s just…” Mac cut her
off with a kiss, grinding on her pussy, sliding a third finger into
her pussy, his thumb on her clit as she came the first time. Mac
led her to the bed and she lay back with her legs
spread.

Mac started eating her pussy, circling
her clit with his tongue, pushing it in and out of her pussy,
biting gently on her labia and Oh was responding, putting her hand
on the back of his head and pulling his face into her crotch. She
was so turned on, and Mac moved to where she could wrap her hand
around his cock. She didn’t remember his cock ever being this rock
solid before. Oh ran her thumb over the tip, smearing the thick
clear drop of pre-cum she found there.

“Mmmm,” she groaned.
“Something got you hard didn’t it. It’s that woman in the gold
dress isn’t.”

Mac moved up to kiss her, pulling her
body tight against him, moving his lips to her ear and whispering—
“Yes, she turned me on, but it was just the way it was happening, a
beautiful woman in such an enticing dress sitting there so hot
looking, waiting, anticipating, knowing the effect she had on every
man in the room, all of them wanting her—and then going up to fuck
the first man—and when done with him going right back to the bar to
do it again, just plain uncomplicated fucking. Her being so free
and open with it, her air of confidence. All men find that smoking
hot.”

“It’s not complicated to
fuck me either though, is it?” Oh said, feeling like she should
compete with the woman in the gold dress as she felt Mac moving
over her, his cock probing at her pussy. She moved her hand between
them, directing his cock to her hole, and moving the other hand to
his ass pulled, him forward. “I'll show you confidence. Fuck me,”
Oh said, and in a moment without knowing where it came from
whispered, “fuck me like you’ve just picked me up in the bar and
are paying to fuck me. You hit on me but didn’t know I was working.
You were shocked when I told that you could fuck me for $300. You
wanted me so bad you couldn’t resist. I grabbed your cock in the
elevator and you slid you hand inside my top, cupping my bare tit,
tweaking my nipples, and in the room, I sucked you hard and mounted
your hard cock, guiding it into my wet slutty pussy. That’s where
we are now, Mac. Fuck you whore.” Oh felt her pussy gushing as she
said it, and Mac moaned, slamming all the way inside her and
grinding their bodies together. He could not recall a time her
pussy had ever been this hot or wet, or when she thrust her pelvis
up to meet his slamming thrusts, grunting with each collision of
their naked bodies.

“Yes,” he moaned, slowly
sliding in and out, kissing her fervently as he fucked his wife.
There was not much more talk, just more of the hard shove of their
bodies against each other, lost in the passion of their joined
bodies, until Oh felt his cock pulse and in perfect timing groaned
aloud.

“Cum inside me, put your
seed deep inside my pussy, the pussy you’ve paid for,” her dirty
works sparking her orgasm as she groaned “fuck me like the whore I
am,” and the two of the loudly came together, hanging on to each
other, clinging their bodies together until their strength loosed
their holds and Mac rolled to his back.

Oh reached for the tissue box on the
nightstand and daubed at the cum flowing from her pussy to her
leg.

“Wow,” she
said.

“Wow’s right,” Mac said,
pulling her closer for a kiss. “I love you,” he said.

“You’d better,” Oh
responded. “Was that worth $300?”

“Worth a whole lot
more.”

“Damn right,” Oh smiled.
“That was only a fantasy. Don’t read anything into it.”

“Not an unconfessed
fantasy?”

“Not in the least,” Oh
said.

“I thought every woman had
that fantasy in the back of her.”

“Not this woman. I went
along with all that because I could see how turned on you
were.”

“Worked, didn’t it?” Mac
asked.

“I’d say so.”


CHAPTER 2

 


The excitement of the night before
faded away with the reality of new project that began for Oh the
next afternoon when they returned home. She was contacted by one of
her college friends with whom she had kept in close contact. Janet
worked for a new women’s media platform: magazine, website, large
social media footprint, big money financed for startup in
development. The text asked for Oh to call, and she did. Her friend
Janet answered.

“How are you doing girl?”
Janet asked.

“Same old same old,” Oh
replied. “I think this Covid thing has changed America forever. How
about you?”

“That’s what I wanted to
talk to you about. Are you interested in a free-lance assignment
for this new venture I’m working on?”

“Tell me about it.” Oh
asked.

“The media group is going
to redefine women’s magazines, websites, blogs, the works. We are
going to cover all aspects of womanhood, the good and the bad, and
take a different refreshing look at everything. I can’t get into
details about the other articles but I have a budget for this one
article and I thought of you as you are on the ground there so to
speak.”

“I don’t know, I haven’t
written in a while and…”

“I know you’ve been all
but housebound since the last munchkin started college last month.
This will get you out of the house and be something important you
can sink your teeth into. I know how determined you can get when
you get on to a subject that warrants it, and this one does,” Janet
said.

“I don’t know I am not
sure I…”

“It pays $7500 for the
article. More if it goes into two parts.”

“Is it legal?”

“Absolutely,” Janet said.
“Are you in?”

“Maybe. Tell me more, and
why you are calling me for something like this?”

“OK, I’ll start. You are
outside Atlanta is a part of it. Only someone living there could
pull this off.”

“Yes I’m near
Atlanta.”

“Are you familiar with
COYOTE?”

“Like the doglike thing?
Yeah, we have them in Georgia too. Some of the folks in the
neighborhood with those little yap dogs have lost them to coyotes,”
Oh said.

“I’m talking about the
organization COYOTE?”

“I think I read something
about this a long time ago but I don’t remember what it was
about.”

“It stands for Cast Off
Your Old Tired Ethics. It was started in 1973 by Margo St. James, a
retired prostitute who advocated for equal treatment and rights for
sex workers: hookers, strippers, cam girls. Instead of calling the
girls “sex workers” she tried to change the language to “sex
positive” feminists. The organization expanded but with the coming
of the AIDS crisis began fading away. The last two chapters were in
San Francisco and Atlanta and transitioned into the St. James
Infirmary clinic in San Francisco, named after Margo St. James and
taking the name of the New Orleans hospital know for treating the
workers of Storyville at the turn of the century. There is an old
song about it.”

“I’ve heard the song,” Oh
said. “But what does this have to do with me?”

“I am looking for someone
in Atlanta to see if they can find any former members of COYOTE,
interview them, talk to some women in that line of work today and
compare the state of sex work then versus now. Just talk to some
people and write up what they say. I have another writer working
San Francisco along the same lines.” She paused and Oh didn’t
speak. “I thought you would jump on this. Quick easy money,” Janet
said.

“That was 50 years ago.
Anyone that was in COYOTE would be 70. That would be a long shot,
I’d think,” Oh said.

Janet laughed. “Yeah, I know it is,
but it will get you out of the house and you still make the money.
And the back half of the article is the situation today, so you
would be interviewing a current sex worker or two. Are you
in?”

“I’m thinking,” Oh said,
asking herself if she wanted to take this writing gig, knowing that
she and Mac had discussed her getting a part-time job earlier in
the week if her free-lance work didn’t pick up. This would be a
boost, and it would get her away from the empty house. She had even
typed up a resume but knew that most newspapers and magazines were
closing or laying off workers, so a job writing there was a near
impossibility. She was well aware of the tuition costs of two
offsprings in college and that they needed to come up with some
extra money. “I am going to talk to Mac about it, but I am 98%
yes.”

“I’ll take that,” Janet
laughed. “I know Mac is practical about money. I’ll send you and
outline and what contacts I’ve dug up by email later
tonight.”

“OK,” Oh said, adding,
“And thanks, Janet,” before she clicked off the call.


CHAPTER 3

 


Oh told Mac she wanted dinner out, her
mind on the Italian restaurant Luigi’s with the quiet private
booths. Mac—being Mac, wanted enticement to go, pleading fatigue
from the day’s work. “No bra?” he suggested. Oh hesitated, she knew
Mac would parade her in something see through and no bra if she
allowed. “Men are stimulated by their eyes,” he argued, “And I love
you stimulating me and being stimulated. Think how it worked for us
last night.”

“And you like me being
seen, I know that. All right,” Oh reluctantly agreed, but made
certain she added a sweater over her arm. She saw Mac glare at the
sweater. “Sometimes it is cold in that restaurant,” she
said.

“And heaven forbid if your
nipples get pokey and someone might see that you have nipples,” he
bantered back. This was a constant and ongoing back and forth for
the two of them, Mac always wanting her to dress hotter—and Oh’s
modesty resisting. Oh kept the sweater on her arm, and as predicted
the restaurant was cool and her nipples where hard and prominent in
the thin top. Mac’s eyes were glued on her nipples.

“Hey, my face is up here,”
Oh finally said.

“I’m sorry, I just don’t
get this chance to be out with out with a bra, and I enjoy it so.”
He looked into her eyes, smiling. “OK, what?”

“I have a free-lance job,
through Janet.”

“That can be good or bad,”
Mac said. “I know she doesn’t like me.”

“Oh you are just too
sensitive because you think she is a bad influence on me. Besides,
we will like the money it is going to bring it. You were the one
complaining about your sales being down and pressure coming down
from the bosses.”

“Yeah, we can use the
money, but I always am leery about anything coming from
Janet.”

“Oh you just say that
because she thought I was rushing into things when I married you
and advised me against it,” she said.

“Yeah, that has a lot to
do with it. She wanted to keep you as a wingman and as an
attractant to men,” Mac said. “I assume she is still single and
working her way through the male population in New York one at a
time (or maybe more).”

“Be nice,” Oh countered,
“she has always been a friend to me. And of course she likes me as
a wingman, we’re friends You are the one who claims you like the
fact that I attract the attention of men,” Oh said. “You are the
one always wanting to be sexier, leave off my underwear and wear
skimpy or slutty clothes.”

“What I said is you have
no clue how pretty you are, and I feel lucky to be married to such
a beautiful woman, and I am complimented when other men notice what
a beautiful wife I have. I guess you could say that is a lot of ego
on my part,” he said, knowing he should change the subject or risk
pissing her off. “So tell me about the job.”

“Oh it is basic. Her new
magazine and blog cast is doing a series on social changes over the
years, and you won’t believe the subject. It is about
hookers.”

“You’re kidding,” Mac
said, his cock twitching. This could be good for opening up
Oh.

“yeah, she has chosen a
look at prostitution through the lens of women’s rights, how an
activist group for sex workers faded away during the AIDS crisis,
and she wants to note any improvements into the women’s rights that
COYOTE started that had influence. She has given me a lead or two,
and I should be able to get it finished in a week to 10
days.”

“Prostitution? And how are
you going to write about that, what do you know about
whores?”

“Nothing at all, but I am
a journalist, I just ask the right questions, talk to a few women
and those in the business. Janet has given me a lead or two. Pretty
simple, I think. I buy their lunch, turn on a recorder, and in a
few days pull all that together. Then cash the check,” Oh said.
“The hourly rate will be better than a lawyers.”

“Can I go along and help
you interview, or watch?”

“No you can’t,” Oh said.
“This is a job. Work. I do not go to work with you.”

“You could if my work was
this interesting,” Mac said.

“So you think this could
be an interesting article?”

“It certainly has
potential, and I love you looking into loose women,” he laughed.
But don’t forget my rule,” Mac said.

“I know, nothing is ever
as easy as it seems on the way in, it’s only after you start on a
project that things get complicated.”

“Precisely.” Mac changed
the subject. “Drink your wine.”

“What? You trying to get
me drunk and take advantage of me?”

“For sure,” Mac
grinned.

“Oh I get it. The thought
of me talking to a bunch of hookers turn you on?” Mac said nothing
only smiled. “Well, play you cards right and you might just get
lucky big boy.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

 


***

 


The email from Janet had a contact
name and phone number. Astrid was the name. She called early
afternoon the following day. The call was answered on the second
ring, without identifying herself.

“Hello.”

“Hello, is this
Astrid?”

“Who’s asking?” Astrid
asked with a caution hesitance in her voice.

“We haven’t met, my name
is Suzanna MacDonald, I am working on a magazine assignment from
Janet McIntosh, she said you might be a contact for background
information,” Oh said.

“I did talk to Janet last
month, but I don’t recall making any promises to be
interviewed.”

“Just for background.” Oh
said. “How about I buy you lunch tomorrow and let me go over what
I’m looking for? Worst you can do is say no and you still get the
free lunch. You pick the place, we’ll let Janet pick up the
bill.”

There was a long pause. “OK, La Roma
is open for lunch. You know it?”

“I do, nice place.” Oh
laughed, “And a little pricy but that is good.”

“1 p.m. I like to sleep
late.”

“Good enough. I look
forward to seeing you. I’ll text you when I arrive to the
restaurant.”


CHAPTER 4

 


Oh had a glass of chardonnay
half-finished before her phone chirped. “Here,” was all it said.
She texted the directions to her booth, described the long gray
sweater she was wearing, and saw a woman closer to her own age,
late 30’s, approaching. Oh did a double take and gasped. It was the
woman she and Mac had watched at the casino bar—the gold dress
woman.

The woman approached, showed
recognition that Oh was probably the person she was to see. She
smiled as she neared. The woman in the gold dress was causal today,
wearing jeans, sandals, and blue ribbed tank top with no bra. She
wasn’t wearing makeup and her hair was pulled back, no jewelry. She
was naturally beautiful without makeup or accessories.
“Suzanna?”

“Hi Astrid, thanks for
meeting with me.” Astrid took her seat and the waitress appeared
quickly. Oh decided she would not bring up that she had seen Astrid
at work recently. That was not pertinent to the article. But Mac
won’t believe it, she thought.

“Have you ordered?” she
asked Oh.

“No.” The waitress
appeared as if she had been watching. Oh had been studying the
menu. “Turkey Wrap, and a chardonnay.” The waitress turned toward
Astrid.

“House salad, oil and
vinegar dressing, and a Cosmo.” The server walked away. “You said
you wanted to talk to me about the article Janet assigned you. What
do you have in mind?”

“I just basically know
nothing about COYOTE, or the business here in Atlanta today. I’m
starting from zero, but Janet sees this as a breakout article to
launch her new project, so let’s start at the beginning I guess.
Tell me about yourself and how you ended up doing what you
do?”

“Whoring?” Astrid watched
for the effect of the harsh word on Oh. “Yeah, I know, that’s what
it is and I’ve earned the title,” Astrid said. “But I’m not
trafficked, drugged out, or blackmailed into it. I guess you would
say it kind of evolved.” She paused taking a pull from her drink as
soon as the server placed it on the table. “I don’t think my story
is nothing new—they don’t call what I do the world’s oldest
profession for nothing. This has always been a never-ending demand
for sex, and always will be. Some people try to tiptoe around the
words, courtesan, prostitute, hooker, working girl, but whore sums
it all up. I sell my body to men. I’m good with the
title.”

“I was thinking more about
you personally. I mean, is this something you graduated high school
and said to yourself, “this is what I always wanted to
do?”

Astrid laughed. “No not quite. Are you
one of those who want all the sordid details or an
overview?”

“How about the highlights,
the pivotal moments,” Oh asked.

“I was born in Georgia,
near Macon, had a typical childhood and raising, middle class
professional parents, somewhat conservative, had a couple of
boyfriends in high school that I thought were serious then and
later discovered they weren’t. Did it with both but left them
behind when I went to college and discovered partying, drinking,
and was not even what you might call promiscuous. If I met a guy I
liked and we dated for a few weeks and it got to the point he
wanted me and I wanted him, we would take things further. Fucking
was nice. I do not know anyone who ever stopped once they started,
do you? But the act in college was not as a further step of
intimacy, just something we did, yielding to hormones and desires.
Normal stuff.”

“Yes, this are the kind of
highlights and quotes I’m seeking, so don’t let me stop you,” Oh
said.

“I was always considered
pretty, and guys always seemed to defer to me, homecoming court but
I didn’t get homecoming queen in high school, named a fraternity
sweetheart for KA in college, met this cute boy who seemed smitten
with me at a frat party and we seemed to click. No, that’s not
right, we did click. Something inside me said this guy was the one.
We fell for each other hard. Total love. Lovemaking was a fantastic
reaffirmation of that. I only dated him from that point. We married
in a wedding event involving most of both families the year after I
graduated.”

“So a typical
romance?”

“Yes, so Eric landed a
good job in Atlanta with an engineering firm, I got pregnant
quickly, had a job with an ad agency, and we were honeymooning
newlyweds pursuing the American dream.”

The food arrived so the two women
paused to eat, changing the subject. “How’d you meet Janet?” Oh
asked.

“Janet was in the room
next door in my dorm, we had similar backgrounds and hung out a lot
together. We stayed in touch, and when we took moved to Atlanta we
found out Janet had moved here too so we continued hanging out,
going to dinner together, things like that.” She paused. “How do
you know Janet?”

“We worked together at the
same magazine before it folded. All the magazines seem to be
folding these days. She went to New York, and I stayed here, doing
freelance work when I can get it, just being a soccer mom, family
taxi, and wife,” Oh said. “This is way out of my comfort zone.”
Astrid smiled and ordered another Cosmo and Oh reupped her wine.
Astrid looked down at her watch.

“You know there is a
budget to compensate you for your time,” Oh ventured. Astrid
chuckled.

“None of this is about the
money, it is just the way the game goes.”

“So you’re a pregnant
Atlanta newlywed,” Oh prompted.

“Erik was doing well, we
bought a nice house in Roswell, had another child, two cars,
mortgage, and even made it through the seven-year itch. I think
we’d been married 15 years or so when we both seemed to recognize
we were in something a rut and our life was boring, so we decided
to spice it up a little.”

“How so?”

Astrid phone buzzed and she looked
down at the text message, her entire mood changed, more serious.
“Hey, sorry to skip out but I have an unanticipated appointment
that just came up. Can’t be helped.”

“Everything OK?” Oh asked
as Astrid gathered up her purse and glasses.

“Yeah.” Astrid smiled.
“You seem OK. I guess it is going to cost you another lunch to get
to the good bits huh?”

“Yes. I’ll get these
drinks, you have my number, let me know when you have some time to
continue our conversation,” Oh said.

“Let’s figure day after
tomorrow,” Astrid said.

“And you can call me “Oh,”
like in ‘Oh Suzanna.’ All my friends do.”

“So we’re
friends?”

“I hope so, no reason not
to be,” Oh said.

“Good. I hope so too,”
Astrid said, relieved this writer Janet asked her to meet was not
being judgmental of Astrid’s line of work.


CHAPTER 5

 


Over a dinner of a prime rib roast and
wine that evening, Mac and Oh recapped their day. Mac told of a
successful sales call that had been iffy going in—and then it was
Oh’s turn. “How was your lunch?” he asked.

“Uneventful—in anything
useful. Astrid got called away and had to break off the interview
about the time I got started,” Oh said. “All she did was give me
background on her life—pretty typical middle-class stuff, marriage,
kid, mortgage. I felt she was starting to tell me about how it went
downhill when her phone rang. We’re back on day after
tomorrow.”

“And?”

“Astrid’s background and
life is similar to ours, except for the outside sex.” Oh said.
“Normal, I guess.”

 


***

 


That night in bed, after a couple of
drinks in the living room in front of the gas fireplace, Mac
whispered. “Let’s do a role-playing fantasy,” he said.

“Don’t tell me, it is
about a hooker? I was waiting for this.” Oh smiled.

“No not at all,” Mac said,
reaching for her, sliding his hand under her PJ top and cupping a
bare breast. “Imagine you are wearing something low cut, showing
cleavage, and we are at a club. I leave you sitting at the bar. I
go to the bathroom and come back and you are dancing with this tall
handsome other guy.”

Oh giggled. “That again?”

“Hey it work’s
doesn’t?”

“Yeah, it does,” Oh
admitted, feeling his hand sliding down between her legs, knowing
that she could not deny the moisture pouring into her pussy right
now. “Go on.” As she felt his fingers sliding inside her pussy she
felt it time to add her stimulation to the moment. She had been
waiting for this as she wrapped her hand around his cock. “You know
the woman in the gold dress, the woman in the casino?”

“Oh hell yes,” Mac said,
smiling, “You want to role play that?”

“No.” Oh said. “She is the
woman I had lunch with today, her name’s Astrid.”

“You’re
kidding.”

“No.” She felt his cock go
rock hard and twitch, wondering for a second if they should role
play something along that line, but at the same time the thought
crossed her mind that it might be too much.

“So what did she say?” Mac
asked.

“I’ll tell you later, I
think I have something else in mind now, but I wanted to tease you
a little.” Oh said, squeezing his cock. “OK, I’m dancing with this
other man. A slow dance, very close, he lowers his hand to my ass
and pulls me against him. You see me doing this.” Mac groaned and
interrupted her talk with a kiss.

“Later,” Mac said,
interrupting the scene she was describing, his desire stimulated by
Oh mentioning the hot woman in the gold dress. He began kissing her
breasts and sliding lower, diving his mouth into her
pussy.

“Yeah, later,” Oh said as
she felt his tongue enter her pussy. She started coming quickly,
even as she did realize her husband was turned on probably with the
image of the prostitute she had enjoyed lunch with earlier in the
day.

“Now fuck me hard, my
husband,” Oh said, pulling him on top of her.

Mac was quick, coming too soon, and he
knew she was a little frustrated. He opened the drawer in which he
kept the life size realistic dildo, a black one, and as she lay
there with her eyes still closed he slid it up her thigh, pushing
the tip against her swollen pussy lips.

“Yes,” Oh hissed between
closed teeth. Mac made small strokes, each insertion adding a
little more of Oh’s flowing juices. He pushed it deeper, hold it
there, leaning over to tongue her clit, reaching for her arm and
pulling her hand to the rubber dick.

“I want to watch you,” he
said.

“You love to watch me,
don’t you?” Oh said in a hurried gush. “Just like the idea of
watching me dance with the man from the bar in your
fantasy.”

“Yes. Fuck yourself,” Mac
said, and Oh began working out a rhythm with the cock, reaching the
other hand down to pull up on her flesh, exposing her erect clit,
reaching down with two fingers to rub it. “Imagine it is the man
from the bar’s cock in you,” Mac encouraged, taking things another
step bolder. There were colors coming, in her closed eyes she saw
the distinct colors as orbs getting larger and larger as Oh
pummeled her pussy.

Oh’s mind flashed to the scene Mac had
described, fucking the man she had imagined during Mac’s
description—but it was different in that Astrid was standing beside
her at the bar, in the gold dress, and Mac was across the room
watching.

 


***

 


Mac was stroking his cock back to
hardness, watching the facial expressions change on his wife as she
increased the tempo of the dildo, arching her back, her moans
turning to grunts. She was giving herself to the cock, lost in it.
That my Oh, he thought. His mind was pulled to another O, in The
Story of O. As he watched his wife orgasming on the thrusting
rubber cock, he envisioned his wife Suzanna in a different light,
one similar to his favorite passage in the book, when her lover
described what he enjoyed.

 


The passage read:
Holding her by the collar, with two fingers
slipped in between the neck and collar, he told her it was his
intention that henceforth she should be shared by him and those of
his choosing, and by those whom he did not know who were connected
to the society of the chateau…it was he
who possessed and enjoyed her through those into whose hands she
had been given. The more he surrendered her, the more he would hold
her dear. One can only give what belongs to you. He gave her only
to reclaim her immediately, to reclaim her enriched in his
eyes.

 


Mac still had that thought in his mind
when Oh gave a yelp and began squirting in her orgasm, spraying
outward over the floor rather than the bed. Mac’s hard was pounding
from prompting his wife to imagine another man’s cock inside her
and the lines from the Story of O ringing in his mind.

Oh was gasping, looking over at him,
the dildo laid beside her, her body glistening in a thin layer of
sweat, her chest rising and falling in deep breaths, her nipples
still rock hard in the cool breeze of the air conditioner. She
started to speak twice but caught herself, then locking eyes with
Mac told him, “Baby, you’d better be careful where you are going
with these fantasies and role playing. Things might get too real
inside my head. Someday I might take you up on it for real. Are you
ready for that?”

“I don’t know,” Mac said,
sliding his hand up her bare belly to her breast. “Yeah, maybe,” he
said.

 


 



CHAPTER 6

 


The second lunch with Astrid was in
the same restaurant, and again Oh was there first, half-way through
a Cosmo before Astrid arrived. Astrid found Oh had a Cosmo waiting
for her. The waitress took their lunch order as Astrid sat down,
who promptly drained half of her drink before she spoke.

Astrid looked tired, shadows under her
eyes, wearing jeans and green tee, obviously without a bra from the
nipples poking and swaying back and forth of her breasts in rhythm
with her steps. Her hair was pulled back and she wore no earrings.
Astrid saw that Oh had noticed her chest. “Yeah, I never wear a bra
anymore. Considering how uncomfortable the damn things are I do not
understand why any woman does. Hell, men invented them to make our
tits look bigger, but I think a woman is far sexier natural.” She
paused and took a long drink. “And I’ve never met a man yet who
didn’t prefer a woman without a bra. Damn I needed that,” she said,
taking a second sip. “Rough night.” She paused, “Sorry for breaking
off like I did the other day, but there are some clients you can
put off, some you can’t, and some you don’t want to.”

“Which was your call the
other day?”

“A little of all of the
above,” Astrid said. “Never mind that, I don’t want to go there
right now. Let’s get on with the interview so I can get this out of
the way. What is you think I can help you with?”

“I am basically looking
for a comparison of sex work, i.e. prostitution in Atlanta and how
it is different today than say it was when COYOTE shut down—and if
the group, or society itself, has changed that much in the world of
sex work. Has it improved or gotten worse. And you had just
finished talking about your husband, child, and getting bored
around your 8th
year of marriage.”

“Yeah, so my husband and I
wanted to keep the spice up in our sex lives so we started doing
things, buying more toys, vibrators, then started watching porno’s
online. We would take turns picking the subjects, and it became
clear we had different ideas of what we thought were the hottest
videos.

“Eric leaned toward
gangbang videos; I leaned toward one-on-one romantic themes (as
least as much as a porno can be. It was clear we weren’t on the
same page and then I accidentally picked an interracial porno with
a massive black man. I clicked on the wrong link, but by then the
porno was up with a close up of a big black cock pounding this very
wet white woman’s pussy on that 60” tv we had in the bedroom. I was
mesmerized, I mean that was the hottest thing I had ever seen, this
petite blond taking this big black cock as thick as her arm and
clearly not faking the pleasure she was getting from it whimpering,
cumming, screaming, and I glanced over at my husband and he was
rock hard and staring at the screen too.

“Eric got between my legs
at right angles to the screen so we both could see it, and when he
put his cock in me, he said it was the wettest he had ever felt me,
and not only that but the temperature inside my pussy was hotter.
He said he had never understood a woman saying anything erotic made
her “hot” but now he understood.

“I was cumming and he was
cumming and I never took my eyes off the screen. I was arching my
body and almost tossing him in the air I was so turned on. After I
came we turned off the TV and said nothing more about it that
night, but the next night was Eric’s turn—and he found another
interracial porno and it was a repeat of the same thing. This time
it was longer, more intense, and fantastic.” Astrid finished the
last of her Cosmo and ordered another before continuing.

“We didn’t do anything the
next night, but the night following was the weekend, we had nothing
planned for Saturday, and we both knew what porno we wanted to
watch. This time though he is going down on me, and then he raises
up and little and I felt something entering my pussy as he tried to
kiss me. I broke the kiss and looked down and he had a huge life
like black cock, thicker and longer than him, and he was trying to
put it in my pussy. I just lay back and spread my legs. “Fuck me
with that black cock,” I told him, and he did, me on my back
watching the video, he fucking me with it while sucking on my
boobs, and my head turned watching the video. It was amazing
watching that black cock disappear inside me. Eric later told me it
was molded from a real porn actor’s cock.

“The fucking kept getting
better and better, more intense, the interracial videos became what
we always watched, each time getting wilder and wilder. Next thing
I know we had a bigger black dildo in the toy box, and I’m loving
it.

“Now this was not every
night, but about every week to 10 days we’d play around with the
interracial themes, role-playing, things like that. Now when he we
would fuck he would blindfold me and tell me to imagine I was in a
room full of black men about to get fucked by them. Eric would
touch me and I’d be soaking, and that just spurred him on more. The
more I would cum the more he would want me to cum, the more
explicit and wilder the role playing. I loved every minute of it.
We had the spark back. No that’s not exactly right, we were fucking
more than we ever had. It was not a spark but a roaring flame. The
idea of fucking a black man was led by Eric but I was following
along eagerly. The thought of the act of a black man putting his
cock inside me became less something we should not be thinking
about but more something that I could envision happening under the
right circumstances.

“I started thinking about
the videos at times during the day, and one night we were watching
a porno of a brunette girl getting double teamed and Eric remarked,
“Damn she looks a lot like you.” And she did, about my height, hair
like mine (I was not a blonde then), close to my build, and you
couldn’t see her face. That make it even hotter to me, especially
when this time Eric put me up on my hands and knees so he could do
me doggie while I watched the video and he said, “Imagine that is
you up there on that screen getting fucked like that for real.” I
started cumming like a rocket and bouncing all over the bed. The
next time we role played and he asked me to imagine it was a black
man fucking me, after we finished, he asked me if I ever thought
about doing it for real. And I said yes.

“That started I guess
after about six months of talk. Did we dare? Should we? How would
it work? Were we crazy? Were we serious? At the end of every
discussion we both knew we wanted to take things further. It was
like a drug, and you know how it is when you get addicted to a
drug, you don’t always stop when you want to but when the drug
wants to.

“Wow” Suzanne said. “That
is amazing. So how long after…”

“What, the first time I
fucked a black man? Six months. After I admitted my desires Eric
started chatting in these various groups with black men wanting to
hook up with white women, screening men and something not right and
rejecting almost everyone. There is a subcategory in there of black
men that key on white wives, they get off on fucking the wives of
white men. We were more or less knew it was going to happen, we
just needed to find the right man and the right place.”

“Where did
you…”

“We were not running ads
on hookup and dating sites, Eric was just exploring the subject,
sometimes he would show me something that he thought might interest
me, a chat or person. I think we were taking the approach that if
it was meant to happen we would bump into the right person, through
fate or karma or whatever. I started dressing as hot as I dared
with my lack of confidence in my appearance and shyness, as much as
because I was trying to gain that confidence and Eric was
encouraging me and asked me to dress hotter.”

“You’re shy?” Oh said.
“You are beautiful. I can’t believe you ever felt like
that.”

“Well my confidence did
grow. I starting getting more attention from black men, they were
speaking more when I walked by, I was catching the looks,” Astrid
said.

“Were there no white
men?”

“Hell no. I mean I was
getting looks but I didn’t respond. I had a white man at home,”
Astrid laughed. “And he was horny all the time at the thought of
another man, a black man, might be fucking me soon. It was like
Eric and I were newlyweds again. We’d start talking about men he
had talked to in the forums, I would mention any black men that
tried to engage me in conversation—and the next thing we knew we
were naked in bed slamming into each other. Even talking about the
possibility became an aphrodisiac for us. So why stop? The desire
to try it for real was even building day by day,” Astrid
said.

“And you eventually found
the right guy?”

“Yeah. We were playing the
bar game, something we’d only done once before. I was sitting at
the bar dressed pretty bold for me, Eric was over in the corner
watching, and the club was known as a pickup spot. I’d had a couple
of drinks and this big very black guy walks up and asks to buy a
drink. I mean he checked off all my boxes, tall, big, muscular and
well built, cute, wide shoulders, deep almost hypnotic voice and
looked into my eyes but like it was staring into my soul and was
reading me like a book, as if he knew every fantasy Eric and I had
played. The hottest thing was his manner, not bullshit, just like
he knew what he wanted and was going to get it, and what he wanted
was me. My knees went weak.”

“Wow,” Oh commented. “He
does sound hot.”

“Hot is not the word for
it. He had played in the NFL for four years till his knee blew out,
went into business, nightclubs, and did well with it. There was
dancing at this club and he asked me to dance. I knew Eric would
get off on that as I don’t usually dance with other men, so what
could it hurt, but deep down I was already ready for him to take me
and do anything he wanted with me. He was whispering in my ear what
he wanted to do to me as we danced, he was telling me that he would
fuck me for an hour, stretch my pussy tight and make me see colors
and squirt, guaranteed, that he had everything to give me the best
fuck of my life and he wanted to do just that, to bring me this
exquisite pleasure that a woman who looked as hot as me deserved. I
was buying it all.

His hands were sliding on my ass, and
he was so much taller than I am used to. Eric was texting but I was
ignoring his texts, concentrating on what Finn was talking about,
most of it was questions about me, and he listened as if he was
enraptured with what I told him.”

“Finn?”

“Phineas. See why he goes
by Finn?”

“Yes, I do,” Oh said.
“Sorry for interrupting.”

“Finn kissed me at the end
of the dance, and he surprised me by not wanting to take me to his
room at that moment. I would have gone. But instead he asked for my
number and asked if he could see me again. I told him I would like
to but there was a complication, that I was married, adding that
Eric and I were kinda experimenting with getting out there a
little. I explained some of the fantasies Eric and I had played and
how we were considering taking the reality step—and Finn sensed I
was his, that simple.”

“Finn said he’d play it
however he needed to spend more time with me. He asked me if my
husband was with me and I told him the truth, that Eric was
watching from the corner. Finn asked to meet him, so I led Finn
over to Eric. They shook hands. He got Eric’s number.”

“What did he say to your
husband?” Oh asked.

“Finn complimented my
husband on his taste in women, said he understood that we were
experimenting with some new things and thanked Eric for allowing me
to dance with him tonight, and told Eric that he would like to date
me sometime if Eric agreed. It put Eric on the spot but Finn asks
both of us to join him for dinner the next night, explaining the
club was too loud for conducive conversation. Eric looked at me and
I nodded so we agreed.

Finn said he would like to dance more
with me, and Eric said it was OK. Finn took me back to the dance
floor, and we became a couple at that moment. In a dark corner and
we were kissing and he had his hand under my top feeling me up, and
I was letting him touch me any way he wanted.

“Were you touching him?”
Oh asked.

“I slid my hand down to
his cock and about passed out—I wouldn’t believe a cock could be
that big. It was so big it scared me, as big as my biggest black
dildo. And one I had a good feel of his cock Finn walked me back to
Eric, shook his hand and told him that he looked forward to hosting
us for dinner tomorrow night. Finn kissed me hard, standing only
inches from Eric, and excused himself. He played us perfectly,
doing the unexpected.

“Eric was ready to go, I
mean, what else was there to do? And God I needed fucked so bad. On
the drive home I told Eric, ‘Finn is the black man that is going to
fuck me, you know that don’t you?’ The air was thick with emotion.
After months of talking and anticipation the reality was here. Eric
could only nod.”

Oh stared at the woman across the
table telling her tale, engrossed in the narrative, the reality of
Astrid’s story better than any erotic story Oh had ever read.
“And?” was all Oh could ask, almost in a rushed gasp. Oh knew her
pussy was soaking at Astrid’s hot tale.

“I was so excited I pulled
up my dress, took off my panties and rubbed myself to an orgasm in
the car on the drive home. We were straight to bed and as soon as
Eric’s cock was in my dripping pussy I started talking dirty to him
like I had never spoke to him before, I was telling him that my
pussy would soon be having a black cock in the same place that his
cock was now, Eric was saying, ‘Yes, Yes, Yes’ over and over. We
fucked, rested, cuddled, and fucked again. Some of the best sex
ever with my husband.”

“You were ready then?” Oh
asked.

“Ready is not the word. I
was trembling in excitement. The next day I got a pedicure,
manicure, waxed, bought a new lace thong, and a thin clingy blue
clubwear dress that had an open back and ‘U’ neckline that showed
some cleavage. Finn and Eric had talked earlier in the day giving
us the restaurant location, and I didn’t know it at the time but
Finn has assured Eric that he saw fucking married white women as a
recreational hobby, and promised he would not try to get between a
husband and wife.

“The restaurant was new,
trendy, with a quiet atmosphere. A lot of wood but a lot of booths,
broken into smaller serving rooms, and Finn had reserved a large
corner booth. He guided me into the booth first, sat down beside me
and motioned for Eric to sit opposite him. It was not an important
thing really, him telling us where to sit, but in a subtle way he
was taking control even then,” Astrid said, pausing to take a long
drink and catch her breath.

“Fantastic story,” Oh
said. “and maybe the hottest thing I have ever heard,” she
admitted.

“We had a good meal, wine,
and Finn got right down to it.”

“To what?” Oh asked.
Astrid smiled and reached into her purse. “Would you like to hear
what he said?”

“Certainly.”

Astrid searched on her phone screen
and handed Oh a single earbud. Oh put it in her left ear and the
recorded conversation began. “Finn asked us to record it just to
remind us of this day,” she said.

Oh could hear the deep voice of Finn,
addressing Eric. “Eric, Astrid has told me that you two are looking
to add excitement to your marriage—and that a black man like me
fucking her is how the two of you would like to do this, but you
had been searching for the right person and last night I had the
indication that you have honored me with being the person you will
let initiate you into this fantastic world of sexual freedom. You
will enjoy sex in a level you never believed imaginable. If you are
ready. Are you?”

Oh heard two voices saying, “Yes” at
almost the same time, and Astrid turned off the
recording.

“That’s how it
began.”

“I have to ask…” Oh
said.

Astrid laughed. “Oh my God, the best
sex of my life. In every way. Stamina, girth, length, ability to
pace, when to caresses, when to pinch or slap, when to call me
dirty names and when to make me tell him that my pussy now belonged
to him and I was giving it willingly. He was the total package. If
I wasn’t addicted by the first fuck I for certain was by the next
afternoon. It was non-stop fucking. Eric watched the first two
times and the Finn suggested he go home so he could spend the rest
of the night alone with me, and Finn would bring me home the next
day. That was the start. I spent the entire night getting my brains
fucked out.”

“Where did you go? His
place, yours?”

“Finn expected what was
coming and he had a suite booked in the Hilton next door to the
restaurant. He had my clothes off less than 10 minutes after we
left the restaurant.”

“And after that night?” Oh
asked.

“That was when the real
seduction started.” Astrid gave her a weak smile. “I was so easy,
seduced all the way into Finn. Eric was all in too. He said
watching me get fucked by a black man was the most erotic thing
imaginable, a live porno, a sex show, starring his own wife.
Anything new and different has always been stimulating for us and
this was going off the charts. We were going after everything new
and different. I wanted to experience it all. Finn was the perfect
guide,” Astrid said.

“How so?” Oh asked,
scribbling notes and checking to be sure her phone was still
recording Astrid.

“Step by step, a little
further each time, pushing a boundary, breaking through and looking
for the next boundary to break. You want a list?”

“That would help me
understand,” Oh said. The server came with the bill and Oh gave the
server a credit card.

“The rules Eric and I had
discussed and agreed upon fell by the wayside quick. The first was
condoms. Finn and I got tested and within the first week he was
cumming inside me. Do you know about neurotransmitters?”

“Not really,” Oh said.
“Enlighten me please.”

“When a man, any man, cums
inside a woman, there are neurotransmitters in his semen that flow
into her bloodstream and go straight to her brain. I mean it has
been proven a part of the man’s DNA is locked with her forever, but
this is different. These neurotransmitters increase the pleasure of
the sex, but also increase the attraction of the woman to the man
who has cum inside her. The more he cums inside her, the more the
attraction. That’s a proven medical fact. While it is not the
overriding thing in attraction it is a plus.”

“OK, make’s sense,” Oh
said, scribbling the notes to her notepad.

“I met Finn alone for the
first time because Mac had a last-minute business conflict and he
was good with me going alone. We started going out, the three of
us, with me on the arm of Finn and openly his woman for the night.
Soon I was going out with Finn alone when Eric had a conflict so
then it was OK for dates. I became more in tune with how Finn liked
me to dress, sluttier of course, and he got a big rush out of
showing me off in something sexy in front of his friends. I was
taken to black clubs I did not know existed, that Mac would have
been totally out of place, no white men at all, but clubs with a
large clientele of white women with black men.” Astrid paused to
take a long drink, giving an opening for Oh to insert a
question.

“And how was Eric during
all this? Jealous? Intimidated?”

“This was so erotic to me
I stayed horny, so I kept Eric satiated sexually. Eric was more
excited to be there and watch or take part, but if he couldn’t hear
about it in detail later was plenty erotic too. I made sure he
reclaimed me once I was home. As strange as it may see I did not
feel what I was doing with Finn was taking anything away from Eric.
I stepped up my attention to my husband to be sure of that. The
tension of me being out heightened things for him, and he would
sometimes join in and watch a lot too.

“Eric was not left out; it
was as if we were doing more to keep our marriage exciting. I would
tease Eric and keep him involved with texts of me out public,
little teasing notes about what Finn and I had just done sexual,
sometimes a shot of my pussy with Finn’s cum pouring out. We held
on to the fantasy that if either of us wanted to stop all we needed
to do was say so—but in all honesty we were both too deep in to
stop, even if the other had objected,” Astrid said.

“Was Finn pushing
this?”

“No, it was more like Eric
and I were doing the pushing, Finn was enabling. The guiding Finn
did was gentle and subtle, not ordering or commanding, more like
suggesting new things. Anything he suggested we might like, we
tried, and did enjoy. Everything seemed to pull us in deeper and
deeper.” Astrid looked up into Oh’s face and saw what she felt was
a flicker of disapproval that she quickly dismissed. “Don’t
misunderstand, nothing was occurring that Eric and I did not want
to happen—even now.”

“How do you do it?” Oh
asked. “How do you separate your being with other men without it
interfering with your marriage?”

Astrid laughed, “Eric gets off on me
doing it. He is not the jealous type as long as I reserve my heart
for him.” She paused. “Look at it like this. Fucking. A cock going
into a pussy. It is how the species recreates. Every mammal in the
world does it the same way, cock in a pussy, delivering sperm. Man
and woman are different—not a set “in heat” period, and the act
itself is the most pleasurable sensation a man and a woman can
enjoy. Somehow this basic act that has been going on since the
beginning of time gets complicated when other things end up getting
associated with the act of fucking.

“If you are married you
aren’t supposed to fuck anyone else. If you are single the men that
chase you are simply wanting to do the act like any other animal.
It is a manner of control and possession. My husband owns my heart
because I gave it to him. I give my pussy to who I want, because
that too is mine to give. Those are two different things. I keep
them separate. There is fucking and then there is making love to
consummate as an act of love. A simple thing that every animal does
can fuck up lives, marriages, families—only because a different
cock went up inside a pussy. It is all a little crazy when you
think of it in that way.”

“Separate?” Oh
said.

“Yes. Keeping it simple.
And if that simple act can be kept separate, I can enjoy a variety
of men—and made good money for enjoying myself.”

“You don’t feel guilty
about doing it? Selling yourself?”

“My body, my business, and
to hell with what others might think. If I didn’t enjoy it, if Eric
didn’t get off on me doing it, it might be different. I mean we try
to stay discreet rather than flaunting what I do in anyone face,
but I have giving everything serious thought and realized that I
enjoy it for now. I know the clock is ticking and there will be a
time when I will not be able to enjoy it as much or attract the
kind of men that I do as I get older.”

Oh looked up at the clock on the
restaurant wall. They had been here a couple of hours, an hour
longer than Astrid agreed, but she knew the interview was at an end
when Astrid’s phone chirped, she checked the text, and her facial
expression seemed to change, harder. “Sorry, I need to leave. Duty
calls.”

“Thank you for the time,
this is so helpful,” Oh said. “I feel like your story
is…”

“Getting to the good
parts?” Astrid laughed. “So you want to hear more?”

“If you don’t
mind.”

“I’ve opened up to you
more than anyone I ever have, I don’t know why,” Astrid said. “I
feel like we are becoming friends. Yeah, let’s do this again.” They
stood and Astrid hugged her. “Next week?”

“Sounds good,” Oh
said.

 



CHAPTER 7

 


Oh was at home a couple of hours
before Mac, and decided she would start work on the article. First
she changed into something comfortable, a knee length jersey tank
dress, tossing her bra aside, remembering what Astrid had said. She
was right. Maybe she should give up wearing bras. Mac would
certainly be on board, she thought.

Oh began listening to the recording of
her interview, reviewing her notes, and typing into word form on
her laptop. She stopped for a break after 45 minutes poured a
strong drink before returning to her work.

This time as Oh re-read what she had
written she realized that she was breathing heavy again, her mind
filled with the image of this dynamic black man Astrid had
described, virile, a little intimidating, tossing Astrid on the bed
and his large cock going inside her. Oh closed her eyes and saw it
happening in her mind.

Oh started cumming, she looked down.
Her dress was pulled up with her hand were in panties. Oh began
fingering herself and rubbing her clit with her palm. “Oh fuck,”
she moaned, feeling her orgasm start, reds and blues flashing in
front of her eyes, her pelvis thrust forward, then she felt the
flush of liquid as she squirted, soaking the dress and her panties,
covering the floor in a puddle. Collapsing she looked at the mess,
rushing to the bedroom to change, throwing the soaked clothing in
the bin, and mopping up the puddle under the desk with paper towels
from the kitchen counter. “Fuck, what came over me?” she said
aloud.

 


***

 


Mack came home in a bad mood, work had
been a disaster today with him forced to pick up and complete the
work he had delegated to others, and he was clearly exhausted
despite his leaving the next day for a three day business
fair.

Mac and Oh had a quiet dinner, watched
television as she cuddled under his arm the couch, and he went to
bed early. The subject of Astrid never made its way into their
conversation.

 


***

 


Oh called Janet and explained the
impossibility of finding former members of COYOTE. “They’re old,”
Oh said. “I suspect that if anyone was into that and went into a
different life they may have tried to leave it behind. I don’t have
anywhere to go on that unless you have a name or two.

“No, I don’t,” Janet said.
“I think we may have to change the angle of the
article.”

“I may have that angle,”
Oh said.

“What’s that?”

“Women that become whores
not because of a demanding seducing pimp, or drug use, or forced in
any way, but women that sell their pussy because it is a rush for
them, exciting, and in the end do it because they enjoy the variety
of men and being so naughty, rebelling against societies norms.
They do it because they like it—and in some instances their
husbands like it too.”

“Damn, that might be
better. You know Margo St. James wanted hookers to be called
“sex-positive feminists.” Try the angle exploring how some women’s
thoughts about selling themselves have transformed into that. With
the Me-too movement, the sex-trafficking laws, I think many of
those original goals did evolve.” Janet said. “Go forward with
that.”

“OK.”

“Have you found someone to
interview who is doing this for fun?”

“I have.
Astrid.”

“Wow,” Janet
said.

“How did you find Astrid
as a contact anyway?” Oh asked.

“Astrid and I were in
college together, we confided a lot with each other then, and when
I went back for a college reunion she confided in me what she was
into—and that in turn prompted the idea for the article.” Janet
said.

 


***

 


Oh was late for the next lunch with
Astrid. The traffic around 285 was horrendous and she eventually
took side streets to get to Pappascitas. Astrid was waiting on the
outside benches, dark blue tank top, denim shorts, and sandals, no
makeup and her natural beauty still shone through. Oh was envious.
They followed the hostess to a table.

“Sorry I was late.
Traffic.”

“No problem,” Astrid said.
“All my other friends have jobs and the hours I keep prevents me
from having meals with friends, and I’ve always enjoyed lunch out.”
She paused. “We are friends, right?”

“Yes,” Oh said.

“Enough that I can trust
you with something and you honor that you won’t put it in your
writings.”

“Certainly.”

“Rebecca.”

“What?”

Astrid smiled. “My name, my real
name’s Rebecca. No one in my side job world knows it but
you.”

“Thank you for your trust
in me in that. What should I call you now then?”

“You’re writing about
Astrid,” she said. “Keep that. I answer to both, but it is a
subliminal way for me to keep my two lives separate.”

“I guess that is where we
are next in the story isn’t it? When you started that separate life
so to speak,” Oh said.

“Yeah, the good parts,”
Astrid said.

“Your
description.”

“I know. Why don’t I tell
you chronologically as close as I can. I’ll try to anticipate your
questions and answer them as I go but let me get it finished before
you ask anything specific, once you get the entire story in mind,”
Astrid said.

“Fair enough,” Oh
said.

“As I recall I ended last
time with my really into Finn, my black lover.”

“Yes.”

“Finn was in my thoughts a
lot. If I wasn’t fucking him, I was thinking about the next time I
would fuck him. I was aroused all the time, and all Eric sensed it,
because I was wanting to fuck every time I turned around.” Astrid
said. “My husband saw no negative in me being focused on Finn, Eric
was getting all the sex he could stand, but I was in too deep, in
my head, all that New Relationship Excitement is what they call it,
the excitement of someone new, maybe even some emotional attachment
I thought I was feeling. You know it doesn’t matter at that moment
if what you think you are feeling is real or not—if you think it is
real then it is real enough.”

“I see that,” Oh
said.

“A part of this is I
wanted to please Finn. He was a little dominant, you know, being in
charge and me going along with it, like us at a party with some of
his friends and me in something low cut, and a friend of his
compliments me on the dress and my boobs, and Finn leans over and
whispers, ‘Flash him as a thanks.’ My thought at the time was well
he would only see my nipple for a second, so I did it. It was a
rush,” Astrid paused for a drink of her Cosmo. “His friend was
shocked and happy, Finn was pleased, and it was all drunk
lighthearted fun.”

“Did Eric
know?”

“I told him as soon as I
got home. The thing is that turned him on too. He only said he
wished he could have seen it, and I promised I would do it again
sometime so he could see. Next thing I know we were in the bed
fucking like it was no tomorrow, and I know we were both thinking
about what I had done earlier in the night.

“I realized the crazier I
seemed to get the more turned on Eric was. Nothing was holding me
back. I know this should have been time to talk about expectations,
limits, what we both thought was happening but it was like I was on
a non-stop train, too much in a rush to have that conversation,”
Astrid said. “It was a slow escalation, trying something new,
something bolder, and all of us getting more turned on. I got in
deeper.

“Finn’s best friend from
childhood was a guy named Devon. We’d always talk with him when
Finn and I would bump into him in a club, and I think the second
night I overnighted at Finn’s we had just finished fucking, and I
was only wearing this sheer white top, sitting on the couch, when
there was a knock at the door and Devon came in.

“I thought Finn would blow
him off but instead he invited him in. He took a chair opposite
where we were sitting on the couch, and I pulled up the throw to
cover me. Finn reached over and tugged it down. ‘You have great
tits; don’t you dare cover them up. Devon here’s a friend. Great
tits aren’t they D?’ and Devon said yes that I had beautiful tits,
so I left the throw in my lap, my tits visible.

We all sat there and talked as if my
sitting there in a sheer top was nothing. Eventually Devon left and
Finn dragged me to the bedroom, talking dirty to me and telling me
how hot it was that he could show off his married white bitch to
his friend, and kept talking about how hot that was,” Astrid said.
“When I got back home I told Eric and it was the same thing, so the
two men in my life were reinforcing my exhibitionist moments, and I
was getting off on it too.”

“Gradual?” Oh
asked.

“Yes, so gradual that
there never seemed like a moment that anything was telling me to
stop. I know I didn’t want to; Eric and Finn were getting off on
it, Devon had loved it. Everyone was happy, win, win, win, so why
not do more of it.”

“Did you?”

“Of course. I mean it
wasn’t every night, or even every week, but Devon came by the next
time I overnighted with Finn—Finn might have invited him, so this
time I found myself sitting topless to the view of these two black
men, and damn I was excited. Repeat with Eric’s reaction when I got
home, more good sex.” Astrid said before continuing.

“Then we went to this gala
thing near Christmas in one of the big hotels downtown, had a two
room suite, Eric, me and Finn, cameras set up, champagne in the
room, I was wearing this black sequined thing, very low cut in the
front and the back, the band’s playing, I’m drunk, dancing with my
two men, Devon comes around, next thing I know I’m dancing with him
too. The gala starts to wind down, the bar closes, and with Devon
in tow we all go back to the room for the champagne,” Astrid said,
gazing off as if she was recalling it in her mind.

“We sat down on the couch,
Eric on one side of me, Devon on the other, Finn in the chair
opposite, and I was drunk, really drunk. Too drunk to dance for
sure. Devon complimented me on the dress again, Finn made a comment
about Devon seeing my tits previously, and I had kind of scooted
around talking to Devon. My husband slid the straps of my dress
down off my shoulders, baring my left breast. I put my hand up to
the dress to stop him, half turned around to Eric and asked him
what he was doing. ‘It is not like he hasn’t seen them before,
let’s all enjoy them,’ Eric said, and lowered the other strap
baring my tits. He looked at Devon. ‘He can touch them if he wants
to, can’t he Rebecca?’ This was my husband asking this, Finn was
nodding, I was drunk and I nodded too. Next thing I realize is I am
topless, and Devon is kissing me. It is hot to be doing this in
front of my husband and my lover so I went with it, not resisting.
Hell, I was kissing him back. Eric stands up, drunker than the rest
of us, and weaves into one of the bedrooms. Finn moves to the couch
behind me, feeling me up from behind while I kiss Devon.

“Meanwhile Devon has
lifted my skirt to my waist and destroyed my g-string with a yank.
I broke long enough to say, ‘my husband’ and Finn laughed and said
that Eric had passed out. I could see Eric laying on the
bed.

“Finn stood and holding my
hand led me into the other bedroom with Devon following. ‘Time I
share your white pussy with a brother,’ Finn said, and at that
moment I fully agreed. I admit I was so drunk that I wasn’t aware
exactly what was happening, but I do know I was soon naked, on my
knees with a black cock in each hand, sucking back and forth. Devon
was leaned over playing with my tits and when they lifted me up and
moved me toward the bed I went willingly.

“Finn sat on the bed and I
bent over at the waist sucking his cock, and I felt Devon’s foot on
the inside of mine, spreading my legs. I felt his hands on my hips
and I felt his cock nudging around at my pussy, which was dripping,
and with my mouth full of my boyfriend’s black cock Devon shoved
his cock into me too. My body had two black cocks inside me, I was
being spit-roasted and I was in heaven.

“I got repositioned on the
bed, between the two black men, and it went back and forth, Devon
getting between my legs missionary and fucking me while Finn played
with my breasts and kissed me. It was sensory overload and I hit a
continuous orgasm for the next two hours. Sobering up a little but
exhausted before I either passed out or went to sleep, I’m not sure
which. I woke up the next morning between my two black
lovers.”

“And Eric?”

“I heard him up and looked
at the door, he was standing there starting at me on the bed naked
between two naked black men, and with cum crusted all over my body
it was clear what had happened. I scrambled over Finn to the floor.
Finn only grunted when I did, and naked I went to my
husband.

“Eric led me into the
kitchen. He asked if I was OK and I asked him the same thing, we
laughed as we both said it at the same time, then we both said ‘I’m
OK’ at the same time and we laughed again. He pulled me to him for
a hug. I told him I loved him he said he loved me, then he called
me a slut, with a smile. I answered him ‘Absolutely. Want to fuck
your slut?”

“Wow.”

“How crazy is that?”
Astrid asked. “I had fucked two black men all night, they are still
in the bed and my husband drags me into the other bedroom and wants
to fuck. Even as tired as I was I did too. We shut the bedroom door
and I got on the bed and Eric dispensed with any foreplay. I didn’t
need it. I spread my legs and as he went inside me, I asked him,
‘Am I too stretched for you now? They are both so big?’

“Not too stretched,” Eric
told me, smiling, then admitted, ‘A little different but how could
I tell with all that cum still inside. You are sopping full of
cum,’ “Astrid continued. I told him to fuck his slut wife, and that
turned him on too. Soon I had the cum from three different men
inside me.

“I went into the bathroom,
washed my face, and waited while Eric did the same. We opened the
door and Devon and Finn were sitting there smiling, both of them
with towels in their laps. Devon looked over at Finn and asked,
‘She always like this?’

“I interrupted him and
asked, ‘Like what?’ and Devon smiled, ‘Insatiable’ I told him no; I
just like it. What’s not to like.’”

“Finn asked if I was ready
for another round with them, and I asked him, ‘Both?,’ and they
both stood up and dropped the towels. I looked at Eric and asked,
‘OK?’ He nodded, then he smiled. I turned and walked back into the
bedroom with Finn and Devon. Finn said they had been so busy and
distracted by me the night before, but that they wanted to both be
in my pussy at the same time before they left. And they did. I have
never been stretched like that but it was amazing. The two black
men were so excited they finished quick but Eric and I barely had
time to get packed and out before check-out.

“In the car I asked Eric,
‘did I really just do that?’” He told me I did. Then I asked him if
he thought we should stop, if this wasn’t getting too
crazy.”

“Wow,” Oh said. “And what
did Eric say?”

“Astrid smiled, thumbed
through her phone and touched the screen. I recorded it. Here’s the
exchange:

“I don’t know. Do you want
to stop Astrid? How do you feel after last night?”

“I’m more worried about
what you think. Are we OK?”

“I had a half dozen
chances to say no and I didn’t,” Eric said. “I’m OK if you’re OK.
That was hot as hell actually.”

“I’m tired, but I have
been well fucked by three men, two of them big black men and I
would never have dreamed I would like it as much as I did, even as
drunk as I was. My biggest worry is how you would be this morning
seeing me so out of control.”

“I love you out of
control,” he said.

“Be careful when you say
that,” I warned him.

“Go for it,” Eric
said.

“OK, I will.”

Astrid paused, studying Oh’s face. “I
haven’t shocked you too much have I?”

“I asked for the truth,”
Oh said. “So you’ve not shocked me too much, but to be fair I’ve
never heard of or read anything, even in the stories my husband
downloads, that can compare with, uh, hell I don’t know how to say
it. It is a hot story.”

Astrid smiled. “Yeah, it was hot
living it. And I think it was that moment that I mark as when I
recognized I wanted to take thing further, to see where they led
me. Finn called it sexual exploration. I wanted to take it as far
as I dared, as far as my desires led, and the good thing is Eric
was good with it too. It might have gone smoother had he wanted me
to continue slower, but he didn’t.”

“How did things go after
that night?” Oh asked.

“I never slowed down with
Finn. Eric and I were getting together with Finn, sometimes Finn
and Devon, and occasionally I was with Devon alone too. It sounds
as I tell it as if I was getting fucked every other day, but no, we
were on basically the same schedule I had been with Finn, I was
meeting with one or more of my black lovers a couple of times a
month, sometimes an overnight, an occasional date out, only now
Finn got less of my time.

“I discovered I enjoyed
the variety and differences between two black lovers—while Eric
remained my grounding. No matter how crazy I get, I can come home
to him, get comfort in his arms, great married couple sex,
understanding, and of course the freedom to go a little
crazy.”

“How long were you
exclusive with Eric and Finn before Devon joined the
picture?”

“Five months from the
first time I met Finn, then four months more or less with Devon in
the picture. I guess you could say I turned into a black cock slut
in less than five months.”

Astrid saw the uncertain look on Oh’s
face. “I loved it.” Astrid said. “Maybe I should get on to the
rest.”

Oh’s mind was roiling from what she
had heard, thoughts going through her head that this pretty woman
opposite her, with some much in common and about the same age and
size, had taken this divergent lifestyle, seemed to be enjoying it.
She was wondering where their two similar lives had gone off in
such different directions. “Yeah, what was next?”


CHAPTER 8

 


“So I had a husband, two
black lovers, open to anything new and sexual.” Astrid said. “On a
night that started with Devon in a club and Finn joining us later,
everyone getting drunk, we all ended up back at Devon’s house—and I
was gently introduced to anal sex, double penetration, and after I
admitted it to Eric, I soon learned about being
airtight.”

“Airtight?” Oh
asked.

“Yes, a cock in my pussy,
in my ass, and in my mouth, all three holes at once. It hurt like
hell at first but I knew it was possible from all the pornos I had
watched. The good thing was Devon was slow and knew what it was
doing. By the end of the night there was no pain, and while I
prefer vaginal sex, I will give up my ass for my lover or husband
from time to time—not as an everyday thing. Special occasions I
guess you’d say,” Astrid explained.

“Special occasions,” Oh
said, scribbling into her notepad. “That’s good.”

Astrid smiled, finishing her drink and
signaling for the server to bring another for both. A young black
man walked by and locking eyes with Astrid said, “Hi,” ignoring Oh,
despite their similar appearance. She smiled at Oh. “I don’t know
why, but after I got fucked by a black man the first time it is
like my radar is going off that I might be available to every black
man that gets near me.”

“I saw several men doing
double takes on you when you came in,” Oh said. “You didn’t know
that guy?”

“Never saw him before in
my life, and I wasn’t trying. Believe me I do know how to get a
man’s attention, show him what he is dying to see, swaying boobs,
poky nipples, holding a gaze a second too long, a smile when you
catch him looking, but the black guy thing is like I am giving off
a vibe. That is what Eric calls it. He thinks strange black men
noticing me is amusing,” Astrid said.

“I was wondering how you
did that,” Oh said.

“You don’t flirt with men
like that?”

“I’m married.”

“You’re not dead are you?
And if your husband is like most men, he gets off on other men
checking you out, being envious,” Astrid said. Oh
nodded.

“Ok Oh, the next guy that
walks by you look up at him as he approaches, when you lock eyes
smile. And one more thing…” Astrid said, leaning over and
unbuttoning two buttons of Oh’s blouse, low enough that the edges
of her lace bra were visible. “Give him a treat for looking, just a
little enticement.”

Oh was stammering but before she could
say anything the young black who had spoken to Astrid was coming
back facing Oh. As Astrid had suggested, she looked up at the young
man’s face, smiled when she caught his gaze, and he returned the
smile. “Hey there,” he said, going on. Oh had been expecting him to
ignore her as usual, but he had not. She felt
excitement.

“See, you have it girl,”
Astrid laughed.

“I…uh…” Oh was
uncomfortable in what had just happened, and as she squirmed in the
seat she tried to divert the conversation back to Astrid, sitting
up higher in the seat, pen in hand over the notepad. “And you were
talking about Devon.” Astrid took a drink and continued, but she
did notice that Oh did not rebutton her blouse.

“Devon is more dominate
than Finn, and while I will always have a special connection with
Finn as my first black lover, Devon’s aggressiveness was bringing
out a different side of me, a submissive side, and I found that
hotter and more intense—and stronger orgasms.”

“How so?”

“At first it was just
holding my ponytail and slapping my ass when he fucked me doggie
style. He’s one of those guys who picked up on how that was turning
me on more than usual. He started holding my hands over my head
when we were fucking, and his name calling was a turn-on too. He
could say the dirtiest things to me and instead of being offended
his talk made my pussy pour. He’d say things right in the middle of
fucking like, ‘You love giving me that married white pussy you
black cock loving slut, now say it back to me.’ And I
would.

“Devon tied my hands a
couple of times, and his dirty talk escalated, asking me to tell
him that he owned my pussy, that I was a black-owned slut, real
nasty stuff, and I was loving it,” Astrid said. “Eric was never
around during this escalation, and I was soft soaping what I told
him when I got home. He didn’t know or suspect because I was so hot
all the time, I was still fucking him cross-eyed that I had him
taking Vitamin E and Viagra like they were M&M’s. I was down
the rabbit hole.”

Oh was taking notes without looking
up.

“Devon started talking
about sharing me, as something he wanted to do, and when I
mentioned it to Eric instead of protesting he said, “Well that
might be hot, it’s not like Finn didn’t share you with Devon to
begin with.” He said that even when I told him that there was a
chance he might not be there to watch, I was slowly going out solo
more often anyway, it was nothing out of the ordinary. That is when
one night out with Devon, at a club with dancing, he introduces me
to his best friend, Lawrence, and he was certainly impressive:
tall, wide shoulders, very black skin, shaved head, and wearing a
tailored suit. Devon invited him to sit with us, we had drinks, and
when Lawrence asked me to dance, Devon encouraged me.

“I was on the dance floor
with this extremely hot black man, expecting him to start copping
feels or making out and instead he was the perfect gentleman. We
danced to a second song before going back to the table. He was
lavish in his compliments and said all the right things.

“I sat down and Lawrence
excused himself for the restroom. As soon as she was out of hearing
Devon asked me if I liked him, and I said he was nice. ‘Good, I am
going to share your pussy with him tonight.’ Devon didn’t ask but
told me, and I didn’t object.

“We ended up at Lawrence’s
place, a genuinely nice expensive condo, and as we had another
round of drinks, Devon started kissing me on the couch, unbuttoning
my top, and he stopped kissing me and took my shoulders and turned
me to Lawrence, who had sat down beside me. ‘Give him everything
you give me, make me proud,’ Devon said, and with that I shrugged
off my blouse while Lawrence was unzipping my skirt and tugging it
down. I put my hand toward his cock and discovered he already had
his pants off. I had not noticed that Devon had moved from the
couch. I was drunk anyway and just rolling with the moment. He
picked me up and carried me to the bedroom, and the only way to say
it is he took me, he ravished me. Not against my will, but just
moving me into a dozen various positions, talking dirtier than
Devon, telling me what he was going to do with me the next times we
fucked. He took me into another world. As we were pausing after the
second fuck I realized Devon wasn’t around. I asked Lawrence, and
he said, ‘Oh he gave you to me for tonight. Shared. He said you
were good with him sharing you.’ I told him I was but I was not
anyone’s to be given to someone else. He laughed and told me that
was exactly what had happened.

“Eric was on a business
trip so I spent the next day and the next night with Lawrence. We
ordered food in and never left the bed except to shower together or
get something to eat. He seemed to stay hard, recover quickly, and
could cum buckets, like no one I had ever imagined. We did a lot of
serious talking, how had I gotten into fucking black men, how I
loved new and different things, how lately I would go do something
new, tell Eric about what I had done, and the Eric would be around
for the second go round, and I wasn’t obligated to give Eric
advanced knowledge what I was doing, such as staying for two nights
with Lawrence. I mean I did text Eric what I was doing for safety
sake, texted Eric a couple of more times, teasing texts.

The second night was when Lawrence
wanted to do tantric sex. He got hard, had me straddle his lap, and
we just held each other in no hurry, gently touching, the tiniest
movement sending tremors through my body, and that is when he did
his actual seduction, talking softly in this deep almost hypnotic
voice, me sitting on his hard cock deep inside me, his fingertips
brushing my breasts, my whole breasts and only brushing my nipples,
looking straight into my eyes, asking me about what I had done
sexually, what I had enjoyed most, my fantasies, my dreams, and
before he was through he was explaining that Finn was on the way
out, which I had sensed, and Devon was less entranced than he was,
clearly, by ‘giving’ me to Lawrence.

“Lawrence explained that
he was now the third step in my exploration, and he wanted to be my
guide, just like he was doing at that moment. It was magic, calming
talking about future fucking while you have been sitting on a huge
black cock already for 30 minutes, so yeah, I was all in. I was
willing to do whatever he wanted me to. Eric had objected to
nothing if I was good with it, and I knew he wouldn’t mind Lawrence
being my third black lover—as long as he could watch
too.

“It was not like I was
giving up Finn or Devon forever, but they would no longer the
primary black man in my life. Lawrence took that control in two
nights. Remember I said he was dynamic? That was an
understatement,” Astrid said.

“Eric came home and I was
still kind of in a daze, but the sex between he and I was even
better, it was like we had elevated our pleasure another level. It
just felt so right. And I restated that I didn’t see a need to put
on the brakes and Eric felt the same way. Since Eric has seen
firsthand the step up after some time with Lawrence, there was no
objection that Friday night I went back to Lawrence’s for the full
weekend.”

“Lawrence spent most of
Friday night like we had in the tantric position, me on his cock,
pulling me even more into trusting him, following his lead, going
for the adrenaline rush of something new, exciting, dangerous. He
had found my trigger points and was playing on them. Saturday
morning at breakfast he gave me a sheer top and vest to wear to
breakfast, he said it would build my self-confidence and daring.
Once in a booth he asked me to remove the vest, which I did, and
told me to not be shy but to enjoy the reactions of people when
they realized they could see my nipples through the sheer top. And
it was hilarious, the shock, the stammering of the server, it was
fun, like he had said. When he asked me to ride topless back to his
place, I didn’t hesitate, and only wore the vest from the car to
the elevator.

“We had mimosas at
breakfast, continued after we were back at his place, and we fucked
on his balcony in broad daylight. Again a massive rush and awesome
orgasm. I discovered I loved getting out there beyond my prior
limits. I gave him road head as he drove to dinner, sucking his
cock with his seat back and avoiding the steering wheel. I was in a
different sheer top, this one a blue tank style, and again I wore a
vest and removed it once seated. I left the vest off when I walked
out of the restaurant—and yes, I got off on shocking some of those
people, a woman in a sheer top followed by this massive black man,
shoulders back, confident, smiling.

“After dinner we went to
the club Devon had taken me too, black men showing off their white
women might be a good way to say it. With me in a see-through top I
only blended in. Several of his friends came by and complimented
him on his taste in women, I danced with a few, I expected I would
end up shared with one of his friends too but that didn’t happen.
That didn’t stop Lawrence from pushing though. One of his friends,
Frederick, sat with us after I had danced with him twice, and I’d
let him cop a feel or two. We were all well into our drinking, and
Lawrence asked me to go to the restroom and take off my thong and
come back with it in my hand. I didn’t hesitate, but you could
wring moisture out of it. Holding it in my hand I came back to the
table and he told me to give my thong to Frederick, who took the
thong, sniffed it, smiled, and pushed it into his pocket. ‘One more
dance with Frederick and then we’ll go,” Lawrence said, adding ‘but
stay in view.’ During the slow song in the low light Frederick put
his fingers inside me. Frankly, I was ready for Lawrence to take
Frederick back with us, but he didn’t.

“Again I rode topless back
to his condo, but it was dark so no so daring. I didn’t bother to
put a top on to walk to the elevator this time. I was becoming
accustomed to this exhibitionism and it was exciting. There was
nothing tantric when we hit the bedroom, he fucked me savagely,
hard, a big black man taking his woman—and there was no doubt for
that time I was there with him I was not a wife, mother, or
anything else but a white woman being used by her black man. At
that moment it was the ultimate pleasure for me. I was lost in it.
So lost that I called Eric and told him I would be home on Monday
instead of Sunday.

“That afternoon we went
tantric again. Reliving the highlights of the previous day, being
sure I wanted to take things forward, and that’s when he said I was
insincere when I had told him during the dirty talk that I was how
his slut and whore, because I was not really a whore—but he wanted
me to be, that it would be exciting, how I should be complimented a
man wants me so badly he will pay, how selling myself for him was
another level up for both Lawrence and me, how it was another
erotic world he was going to show me. I bought into the entire
thing. He said Frederick had offered him $700 to let him fuck me,
which shocked me because I would have fucked him for
free.

“No need to walk away from
$700,” Lawrence said.

“At this point I was
already cumming and squirming around on is cock. After we finished
Lawrence took me to stripper stores and I tried on several outfits,
platform shoes, the entire nine yards. I dressed in one outfit for
Lawrence, modeled, and he said Frederick would be here in 15
minutes, to keep it on, and get the money up front, $700. He said
Frederick was paying extra to be my first and so he could go
bareback knowing I was clean—Lawrence said he was safe.

“At 15 minutes on the dot
there was a knock at the door and in walks this well dressed black
man, Lawrence greeted him and walked out the door.”

“What did you
do?”

“I asked him for the money
up front, put my arms around him and asked him how he wanted me. We
both disrobed, I sucked his cock for a while, and he fucked me
missionary until he came and 30 minutes he was out the door. I
remember thinking, was that all there was to it? That was easy. I
still think that,” Astrid said.

 



CHAPTER 9

 


“When Lawrence returned,
it was clear the thought of me fucking someone for money turned him
on more than it did me.” Astrid said. “Every fuck I think is the
ultimate and cannot be any better and then it is better. I was home
by four o’clock, and in bed with Eric by 4:30.

“This time when he moved
over me to put his cock inside me I told him, “Fuck me like the
whore that I am,” which I had said before, adding “and this time I
really am, I fucked a black man for money today, and I already have
the loads of cum from two black men inside me Eric. Add your cum to
those. A black man paid me to put his cum there. I have sold my
pussy. You have a prostitute wife now.

“Eric did exactly what I
thought it would do, came too quick, talked about it and was
incredulous that I would sell my body—and then the arousal hit, I
call it the “nasty wife jolt” that is so predictable in him. Me
getting nasty is the best aphrodisiac we have. I enjoyed it. So why
not do it? Not to mention Lawrence only took 10%, he said he didn’t
need to be a pimp to make a living, that it was something he did
like a hobby.

I had my period the next week, and I
think the time off only increased the desire and anticipation. I
didn’t drive to Lawrence on Friday night, but Eric dropped me off
there at 4 p.m. Lawrence fucked the afternoon away, and about 9 he
told me to put on my whore clothes, we were going out. I dressed in
a short white skirt, fishnet hose, white platform heels, and as
usual by now, a sheer top and vest. I left my hair down and doubled
up on the eye makeup and lipstick. He drove me straight to the
street-walker part of town and I balked. “No fucking way,” I told
him. Maybe I had reached the limit.

“Lawrence started
reassuring me, handed me a couple of vodka shots, and he said just
walk around with me some. He parked and here I was on the street,
dressed like all the other whores around me, on Lawrence’s arm. He
introduced me to his pimp friend who owned that part of the street,
Harold is his name, and I just hung around talking and observing
for a few minutes, and it wasn’t as degrading as I thought. Some
guys would walk up to Harold, he’d nod to a girl and they’d go down
a back alley, a car would pull up, the girl would go over and talk,
sometimes she’d get in and sometimes she would wave them
off.

“Lawrence explained there
was an abandoned factory around the next corner and that was where
the girls getting in the cars would go. After we’d been there like
an hour, a professionally dressed guy pulled up in a late model
Beemer and I looked up and Lawrence and Harold were both looking at
me. Lawrence reached into his pocket and handed me two Magnum XL
condoms. I think knowing the man in the Beemer had a cock that
needed Magnum XL’s was what pushed me over. I was
curious.

“He’s a regular,” Harold
said, “You’ll be all right.” Lawrence nodded, and I don’t know why
but I walked over to the car, he rolled down the passenger window
and I put my hands on the window and leaned in. “Hey baby, you’re
new aren’t you?”

“Brand new,” I
said.

“You up to party
some?”

“What you got in
mind?”

“Half & Half.
$300.”

“$400 since you are
getting me first,” I said.

“Get in.”

“Not a lot more to say, we
turned the corner, went behind the factory, he handed me $400,
scooted the seat back and unbuckled his pant and I started sucking
on a cock that I could barely get my hand around. I was turned on
by the size of him, and once he was hard I wanted that big black
cock inside me. I rolled that condom down his cock and straddled
him, just pushing my thong aside and fucking him without taking
anything off, he pushed my skirt up to my waist and my top up above
my tits and was sucking on him while I got stretched and fucked,
and I must have cum three times. 30 minutes later I was back with
Lawrence and Harold.

“I would not have been
surprised if Lawrence had left me there, but he had a strange smile
on his face. He handed me some regular condoms too, and said, ‘you
take the next one.’ I was steeled for a repeat, but I was stunned
when the next car that pulled up was Eric in our SUV.

“’Go on,’ Lawrence said.
‘Sell that pussy.’ I walked over to my husband, who had lowered the
passenger window.

“‘Hey baby, looking for a
date?” I asked. He asked me how much.

“It told him ‘Normally
three, but for you, since you are so cute, you can have me for
$200.’

“He said let’s go. So I
got into our family car, my husband drove me behind the factory,
handed me $200 and we fucked.”

“‘I always wanted to fuck
a pretty whore,’ he said.

“‘Well you just did,’ I
said.

“Then Eric explained what
had happened, how Lawrence called him and told me to come down to
the strip and pick up his whore wife. I asked Eric what we were
supposed to do now.

“‘Now we go back to your
pimp, you give him half the 200, and tell him I’ve rented you for
the rest of the night’ Eric said. So I did. On the drive back home
Eric asked me how it had been, and I admitted I had fucked one
stranger before he got there, so I was officially a street walking
whore. He told me I was far too classy for that.

“I asked Eric, ‘What if I
like it?’ and he told me it was my call in the end. So there it
was, the choice.

“After I mulled over it
the next day, I had a long call with Lawrence, and that’s when he
told me that the previous night he just wanted to show me the
bottom end of whoring, that the real money was escorting, going out
on a date with a man for a fee, arm candy, dressed hot, and if the
client agrees later fuck or even spend the night for a
fee.

“I thought that entire
concept gave me a couple of hours to size a guy up, talk about his
expectations. I told Eric I wanted to be an escort through
Lawrence’s agency, which I do. Sometimes if I’m taking a break I’ll
go to the bar at the casino and see what happens.”

Do you make a lot of money doing
this?” Oh asked.

“It is not about the
money, but I cleared 100 grand last year,” Astrid said. Oh
gasped.

“100 grand?”

“That’s what I paid taxes
on, as an “entertainer.” I could do double that with an Only Fans
page and more advertising. I’m trying to remain discreet though.
Cash tips don’t get added in.”

“Amazing,” Oh
said.

Astrid studied Oh’s face and a thought
of inspiration came to her. “You know for this article you really
need to go along with me for a couple of nights.” She saw the shock
cross Oh’s face, already forming a ‘no’ when she added, “Not to do
anything, nothing like that, just to observe. I can introduce you
as a friend and not working, or even tell the truth and say you are
writing an article—if the guy is a regular. But no names. That’s
important. How about it? It will give you a new insight to the
entire thing.”

Instead of saying “No,” “I’ll talk to
Mac,” or even “let me think about it” instead Oh asked,
“When?”

“This weekend, day after
tomorrow.” Astrid said.

“I can see doing such
observation research should go well in promoting the article. When
do I have to let you know?” Oh asked.

“Day after tomorrow,”
Astrid smiled. “Come on girlfriend, let me show you my
world.”

“I’m probably in,” Oh
said, “But I want Mac in the loop.”

“OK, hey gotta go,” Astrid
said. She gave Oh a hug and hurried out the door, speaking to a
black man in the booth opposite them as she did. Oh finished off
her Comso and ordered another, staring at it before starting to
drink it.

“What the fuck have I
done?” she said to herself.


CHAPTER 10

 


Oh’s conversation with Mac changed her
reservations about going out with Astrid.

“Hey baby, I need to talk
to you about something,” she said.

“Anything girl,” Mac
said.

“You know that article I
have been pulling together and the girl I’ve been meeting,
Astrid?”

“The escort, the one we
saw in the casino bar?” Eric didn’t say it but thought, the one who
has been getting you so turned on.

“Yeah, her. We’re at the
point in the article that I think I need to follow along with her a
couple of nights to observe what goes on in real life,” Oh said.
“She’s invited me.”

“What exactly does that
mean?”

“I don’t know specifically
but hang out with her while she solicits a John and they go
upstairs or something—just up and close to the trade.”

“You do not have do to
anything, right?”

“Hell no.”

“No fucking?”

“Absolutely not,” Oh
said.

“Well seeing you dressed
up like a hooker might be kind of hot,” Mac said with a half-joking
sound. “You don’t need my permission, OK? As long as you behave
yourself. When is this supposed to happen?”

“Friday and Saturday
night.”

“Is it OK if I observe you
observing her?”

“How would you do
that?”

“Hang near, in the
shadows, other side of the room, unobtrusive. For your safety,” he
said. Oh scowled, and Mac added. “OK, to see you in that setting
might be kind of hot too.”

“Why am I not surprised.
OK, if you stay out of the way. I don’t need you a part of the
story.”

“Good. Then I will plan on
going too. Might be fun.”

“I’d better run it by
Astrid first. I am not sure where we will even be, but I will
ask.”

“Let’s go to bed and
role-play you hooking,” Mac suggested.

“No, No. Not even in role
playing. I don’t need your going there.”

“Awwwwww,” he
whined.

“We can have sex, but
nothing along that line. I am trying to stay objective for the
article, I do not need to be getting turned on with the subject,”
Oh countered. Mac knew she was already getting turned on thinking
about it but he could not resist taunting his wife.

Mac smiled. “So the subject is a turn
on?”

“We’re not going there.
Come upstairs with me if you want sex—my rules. OK?”

“I’m all yours, baby,” Mac
said.


CHAPTER 11

 


Friday came too soon, and after a
quick conversation with Astrid, Oh told the unwelcome news to Mac
at 4 o’clock in the afternoon. “Astrid says you can’t observe
tonight. Too much of a distraction. She said you can come pick me
up though, about 11, that I should have plenty to write about by
then.”

Mac didn’t know exactly how to process
what she had said. “I don’t understand.”

“You don’t need to
understand, just know I’ll call you about 10:30 and tell you where
I am and you can come pick me up. I’ve got to get ready to go now.”
Mac didn’t like it.

“What about me keeping you
safe?” he whined.

“Astrid says I’ll be safe
and I believe her. She said you might stand out and she doesn’t
want to risk that.”

“Why would I be standing
out?” Mac continued.

“I don’t know, but she did
say you going with us was not a good idea. She was going to balk if
you insisted, so I told her you wouldn’t go. This is business,
Mac.”

“OK, OK. But know I don’t
like it.”

“So noted. Now I have to
get ready to go.” Oh went up the stairs.

Mac was wondering how Oh would dress
and was relieved when she came down in jeans and a button up oxford
shirt—and bra. She gathered up her purse and stood in the
door.

“Remember, you are only
observing,” Mac said.

“I remember, no fucking,”
Oh teased. “Don’t worry.”

“Right, no
fucking.”

Oh opened her door as Mac turned and
she stopped him when she called his name again. “Mac?”

He turned back around to his grinning
wife. “Blow jobs don’t count do they?” She laughed, and as she
closed the door Mac through back his own taunt.

“Not as long as I get
pictures.” She gave him a wave and drove away.


CHAPTER 12

 


Oh arrived at the address Astrid had
given her, a room at the new casino hotel. She rode the elevator to
the upper floors, knocked on the door and Astrid opened it,
pointing to the bar of the two bedroom suite with the living area.
“Welcome to my office,” she said, stopping and surveying Oh up and
down. “You ready for this?”

“I think so,” Oh said.
“I’m a little nervous.”

“Don’t worry, you are very
safe with me, and I will not put you in any danger or give you any
shit, other than those clothes aren’t going to work, you look like
a cheerleading coach. We gotta do something about that. Come in
here, I have some things that will fit you that will allow you to
blend in with your surrounding while you watch me work.”

Oh followed Astrid to the bedroom
where Astrid began laying out what Oh could only see as whore
clothes. “You expect me to wear that?”

“Absolutely,” Astrid said.
“You’ll blend it. Here put this on, I’ll take a photo with you
phone and you can send it to your husband and see what he
says.”

“No way I’m doing that,”
Oh answered. “Give’em here and I’ll try them on at
least.”

 


***

 


Astrid laid out fishnet hose, a short
white leather skirt, and a top that looked almost like a bra, sheer
cups with a lace band two inches wide underneath that fastening in
the back, with thin shoulder straps. She pulled it on and realized
that while there was a narrow insert of leather over her nipples,
it was still so narrow that the strip struggled to cover her
areolas, a bit of areola visible on each side. The sides of her
breasts were visible through thin sheer panels.

“I can’t wear that, and
I’m not,” Oh said. “Someone I know might see me. You can see my
areolas.”

“Where we are going I
promise anyone that sees you that knows you will be there too and
will not want you to know they are there. Long odds. You would be
more likely to be noticed wearing everyday street clothes. Besides
a showing a little sideboob never killed anyone.”

Astrid frowned at her friend, before
looking back in her closet, sorting, and gave in, handing Oh a thin
sweater. “Here you can wear this if this is freaking you out.
Anything else I give you will be showing more.”

Reluctantly Oh said, “OK, I guess. But
I am going to be uncomfortable.”

Astrid laughed. “The tequila is on the
bar, take a couple of shots and the evening will go a lot quicker.
Sit over here and let me do your make up.” When she finished Oh
looked in the mirror and saw her lips the brightest red she had
ever seen, and dark smoky eyes that were almost black and
overstated. She didn’t recognize herself at first. She looked sexy
and hot.

Astrid pulled on an orange tight
clubwear dress that was short and tight enough to display her
nipples poking and allow her breasts to bounce when she walked. She
had not bothered with underwear. She applied her make-up like Oh’s,
and the two of them stood in the mirror. “Here we are,” Astrid
laughed. “Two whores going out on the town.” She raised her phone
and snapped a selfie in the mirror, the backing away shot a single
of Oh.

“What are you going to do
with that? Oh demanded. “That had better go nowhere.”

Astrid only laughed. “Only recording
the moment. Here. I’ll send it to you.” Oh felt her phone chirp
with the arrival of the two photos.

 


***

 


There was an Uber waiting at the
entrance, someone Astrid obviously knew as she greeted him by name
when she entered. “Hey Terry, how you are doing?”

“Great, Astrid? You? Where
to tonight?”

“The strip, you know the
corner.”

“Slumming tonight huh?”
Terry said with a chuckle, glancing at Oh. “Damn where did you find
this one? Now I get two gorgeous women to drive.”

“This is Cindi,” Astrid
said, getting a sideways glance from Oh. “First night. Only
observing.”

“Not working?”

“Not tonight.”

“What a shame,” Terry
said, adding, “But I guess it is a good thing. I’d end up blowing
my paycheck. You know how I am.” He paused. “When she does start
working give me a call, I want some of that.” Oh felt anger rising
hearing Terry address Astrid instead of her, but she said nothing
in this unfamiliar territory.

“Indeed I will,” Astrid
said. Quickly they pulled up on a corner in which five other women
were visible, a couple of well dressed men standing in the doorways
watching, a stream of cars going by but no one watching.

Oh looked up and down the street and
shuddered. They were on the streetwalker’s part of town. This was a
long way from escorting in the new casino. “What the fuck, Astrid?”
Oh said. “I’m not getting out here.”

Astrid smiled. “Come on girlfriend,
you aren’t doing anything except observing. This is going to be the
most important part of your article too. You need to see it all.
Come on, it will be all right.”

Oh reluctantly got out, nervous,
pulling the sweater closer around her, even though it was a warm
night. A tall black man was standing in the shadows of a doorway.
Astrid saw him and taking Oh’s hand said, “Come on,” as the Uber
pulled away, leaving them on the wide sidewalk. Oh followed along
behind.

 



CHAPTER 13

 


Astrid made a beeline for the man in
the doorway, who stepped more into view as the two women
approached. He was not dressed like a stereotypical pimp, no funny
hat or suit. Instead he was wearing jeans and a blue pullover with
red athletic shoes. He gave a wide smile when he recognized Astrid
and gave Oh a long look up and down that made her feel
uncomfortable. He clearly liked what he saw.

“You bring me something,
Astrid?”

“No, not tonight Daddy Bo.
This is Cindi. She’s a friend and just wanted to see what was going
on. I told her she could come along to observe.”

“Is she a fucking cop?”
Daddy Bo said harshly. “You know Cedric on the other side of town
just got into some serious shit, RICO stuff, conspiracy to commit
crimes and stuff. He got set up but some woman going undercover. He
should have killed the bitch when he even suspected. He warned me
to be on the lookout for a strange bitch trying to set me up.” He
glared at Oh. “And guess what you are—strange bitch.”

Oh started stammering, fearful, but
Astrid spoke for her. “I wouldn’t set you up and you know
it.”

“I don’t know shit
anymore,” the black man said. Oh was scared, and almost panicked.
He sensed it. “See, this girl ain’t got an idea of what the fuck is
going on out here.”

“That’s why she’s here,”
Astrid countered. “She is here to see what is going on.”

“That fucked up right
there,” Daddy Bo said. “Why she want to do that unless she wants to
be a ho? Something wrong with this shit.”

“OK,” Astrid said.
“Cindi’s writing an article about life here on the
streets.”

“Fuck me, that’s almost as
bad,” he said. “You know I like to fly under the radar down here,
not attract attention. Next thing I know I’m in some fucking
article. I don’t fucking think so.” Astrid saw everything was going
south.

“OK, look, we’ll just go
and forget all this,” she said.

“Ain’t nobody going no
damn where till I get this straight in my mind. I’m still not sure
she ain’t a cop. Come here woman,” Daddy Bo snarled, motioning to
Oh. Astrid nodded and she stepped closer. Quickly he grabbed her,
startling Oh with his speed and strength. Holding her arm he ran
his other hand all over her body, between her legs, over her
shoulders, under her breasts. He was not copping feels, he was
searching for a wire.

“See, I told you I’m not a
cop,” Oh said, finally finding her voice. Daddy Bo stopped his
search, his hand still resting on her breast, smiling.

“Nice tits,” he said, his
face changing. “You are a damn fine-looking woman. Now I tell you
two how this is going to work.” Daddy Bo stepped back deeper into
the doorway, pulling Oh with him by her arm, his other hand
unbuckling his pants and unzipping them. Oh was close to a panic
and scared.

“Tell you what Cindi Nice
Tits, I got a solution. Show me them tits and suck my cock and I
will know you ain’t a cop. Cops can’t do shit like
that.”

Oh stammered, “I, uh, I can’t,
I’m…”

“Or you could shoot some
meth or H, puff some crack on the pipe. That’s prove it too if
you’d rather.”

“No. I don’t do drugs,” Oh
said, resigned, adding, “I’ll show you my tits, but I can’t suck
your cock.” She glanced down at the large black man’s cock bulging
against his boxers.

“Oh fuck yeah you can or I
am going to think you’re a cop and Astrid here has been caught
dirty on something and is snitching. Easy way to prove you ain’t in
this world—but you’d better get at it if you want to stay
breathing.”

Astrid did not speak, not having a
satisfactory answer or way out of the situation. She felt sad for
Oh but she also knew there was little alternative. She nodded at
Oh, whose fear was turning to anger. “Fuck it,” Oh said, pushing
the sides of her top between her breasts to bare her breasts to the
black man.

“Yeah, that’s more like
it,” he said, his black hands reaching forward and squeezing her
breasts, pulling on her nipples and releasing them, now hard. He
was opening his pants and pulling out an impressive thick cock. Oh
hesitated and started to cover her breasts. “No, leave ‘em
out.”

Oh looked toward the street. Astrid
was blocking the view so she would not be seen from the street,
hidden in the dark shadows of the doorway. She lay Astrid’s sweater
on the concrete to cushion her knees and she lowered herself,
grasped his heavy cock with one hand and enveloped the large
mushroom head with her mouth. Oh was shocked at how simple and easy
this was, thinking back to her quip when leaving earlier to her
husband, asking if blow jobs counted.

Daddy Bo put his hand on the back of
her head and pushed her down on his cock until she gagged, laughing
as Oh struggled to keep from throwing up. He was forcing her mouth
up and down on his cock, then held her head stationary and pumped
his cock in and out of her mouth, fucking her mouth. Oh didn’t know
how long he held her mouth on his cock, but Daddy Bo’s phone rang.
He pushed her off his cock, his hand still wrapped in her hair.
“You can come up for air,” he laughed. Oh heaved for
breath.

“I guess you ain’t a cop.
That don’t mean you can stop though.” Daddy Bo said as he answered
the phone, his hand reaching for her head and reinserting his cock
into her mouth, still pushing her head back and forth on his hard
cock. Releasing the back of Oh’s head, he said into the phone,
“I’ll be right there.” He looked at Astrid, still laughing, “She
may not be a ho like you say, but she has the makings of being a
fine one. I wasn’t through. We can finish this later. You two enjoy
your evening until I get back, I have to go attend to something
vital. I’ll tell Bernard to be sure you stay safe here.”

Oh was struggling to stand, and Daddy
Bo helped her up, taking the opportunity to grope and squeeze both
bare breasts again, hard enough to make Oh wonder if she would have
bruises tomorrow.

“Damn nice tits,” he said.
“I was only getting started. Gotta leave, dammit.” He stepped
quickly down the street, turned the corner and his Beemer tore down
the street. Oh was covering her breasts again, glaring at
Astrid.

“You’d better never say a
word,” she warned.

“Whore’s honor,” Astrid
laughed, holding up her hand, smiling. “You black cocksucker.” Oh
felt relief sweep over her as she realized the danger had passed,
and with Astrid laughing and smiling she felt the tiniest bit of
smile.

“I was scared. I didn’t
have any other choice.”

“No you didn’t. You played
it perfectly. You ever touched a cock that big before? Or a black
one?”

“Of course
not.”

“Impressive wasn’t
it.”

“He was big.”

“Yeah, he is such a great
fuck. One of the ways he keeps his girls in line. After Lawrence
turned me out when I was getting started if I got out of line he
would send me down here for a night. Not an uncommon thing to keep
a woman in line, show her the darker side of things. Daddy Bo is
bad but is like the best one of everyone here. I do think you
needed to see the base side of things, but I promise I had no idea
that you’d end up on your knees with a black cock in your
mouth.”

“I didn’t either,” Oh
said.

“Well if you are too
shaken up, I’ll call an Uber and send you home, or we can get down
to showing you what I thought you needed to see first,” Astrid
said.

“I don’t know,” Oh said,
hesitating, relieved she was out of danger. “I guess I can stay a
little while longer.”

“Let’s get a drink to calm
everyone’s nerves,” Astrid said. Oh nodded. They saw a dive bar on
the next block. As they walked two cars slowed down to a crawl to
watch as they walked by. One had their window down.

“Hey Momma, what’s up?”
one young black man yelled. “Come over here and talk to me a
minute.” They ignored him and entered the dark dive bar. There was
a half dozen banged up tables, beaten up wooden chairs, and a dozen
bar stools. There were a dozen people, two black men talking in the
back, pimps from the way they were overdressed and held themselves.
A scattering of black and white women dressed much like Oh and
Astrid were scattered around the room.

Stepping to the bar Astrid ordered
tequila shots, returning with the drinks, salt, and lime on the
tray. “Here you go girl. This will get…” Astrid giggled, “…the bad
taste out of your mouth.” Oh glared. “OK, I’m sorry, that was too
good a chance not to get it into the conversation. Now tell me, are
you really OK?”

“Hell no,” Oh said. “I
never dreamed I would be doing anything like this.” She tossed back
the first shot, licking the salt from the back of her hand. “I’m…,”
she started to say something but couldn’t get it out.

“Like for me to put it in
perspective for you?” Oh nodded. “Oh, so you had a black cock in
your mouth. You had no choice, and we both know it. This could have
gone unbelievably bad. I had no idea some of his friends has been
arrested.” Astrid said. “Here is the reality though. You are safe.
You didn’t suck him to completion, you didn’t get fucked, you are
the same person you were two hours ago—except you’ve had a black
cock in your mouth. Has your world ended?”

“No.” Oh said. Astrid took
a shot, nodding for Astrid to do the same. She did.

“That help?”

“I think it will in a
minute,” Oh said, signaling for another. “Let me ask you
something.”

“OK.”

“What in the hell are we
doing here? This is fucking insane,” Oh said.

“Yeah, in a way,” Astrid
said. “Let me ask you, you’ve been a good girl all your life
haven’t you. And deep down you always wondered what it might be
like to be a bad girl, what it might be like to let go and quit
worrying about what someone else might think and just follow what
you feel like doing at that moment. Like a cute boy you really like
reaching for your boob and you are complimented he is going for it
but you are still going to resist him because that is what you are
supposed to do, that is what is ingrained in you. Even if you
wanted to fell his hand on your boob.”

“Yeah.”

“Think about if you had
the confidence and freedom to let that cute boy touch your tit. The
world wouldn’t end, lightning wouldn’t zap you in the top of the
head, the only thing is you encouraged the cute boy a little, made
his cock a little harder, and you might have enjoyed to touch of
his hand on your tit.”

“I must be getting drunk,”
Oh said. “That almost makes sense to me at the moment. So is that
how you got into all this? Wanting to explore being a bad girl
after being a good girl for years?”

“More or less,” Astrid
said. “I discovered that sometimes I like to be a bad girl and was
amazed that I could be both—although sometimes the bad girl seems
to be more popular. Bad girls are usually more popular. You know
the old saying, ‘Good girls go on dates, bad girls go
everywhere.”

“How do you handle doing
something that most of society condemns? I would suspect most of
your friends would be shocked to know you sideline.” Oh
asked.

“Shocked wouldn’t half
explain it,” Astrid said, but I began to handle the stigma the
moment I discovered that nothing really changed after I did
something naughty—and I had enjoyed it.”

“Being down here in this
run down part of town with drug addicts and pimps is your
definition of naughty?” Oh’s tone was challenging.

Astrid answered in a faint voice, more
serious. “No, not at all.” She paused and took another shot. “To
tell the truth I have two regulars who get off on picking me up off
the street, so periodically I come down here, at their request.
Daddy Bo gets paid to keep me safe until they come by and pick me
up. Meanwhile I talk, flirt with some of the guys passing by in
cars, but it is not like you think. I do not come down here to hook
up with strangers.”

“But you have been picked
up on the street though?”

“I have been a
streetwalking whore, yes. When I first started Lawrence thought I
should start at the bottom, and he put me out down here a few
times, enough that I knew this is not where I wanted to end up or
what I wanted to do—but I did see the downside if you don’t stay in
control of yourself,” Astrid said. “I thought if you want to do
your article right that you need to see it.” Astrid watched Oh’s
face as the words sunk in, and what she saw was a look of relief
cross Oh’s face.

“So you thought I was a
bona fide streetwalker?”

“I wasn’t sure,” Oh
said.

“OK, so that means we can
go back out there and have fun with this?”

“I don’t know, what do you
mean have fun?”

Astrid smiled. “We are gonna parade
around, show off a little, and fire up a lot of men.”

“OK, now I think I’m
ready,” Oh said as she shot the third tequila.

Astrid led her from the bar on to the
street.


CHAPTER 14

 


“Now, stand straight
girl,” Astrid said as Oh straightened up. “Shoulders back, tits
out. Show’em off. Be proud of what God gave ya. Enjoy the
attention.” Reluctantly Oh did as instructed. “Now strut around
with me, twist that tight ass a little, and enjoy these stare all
these men wanting you will give, and watch them enjoy it. A good
whore has to get off on that part.”

For the first time in her life Oh did
look back at the men looking at her. She sensed the longing. The
envious stares of the other girls were obvious. Astrid was right,
this was fun—and exciting. Together the two beautiful women walked
back down the street. “You’re right,” Oh said, “this is
fun.”

“All research for your
article,” Astrid laughed.

“Yeah,” Oh said, taking a
deep breath and thrusting her breasts forward, her hard nipples
poking and one man passing them did a double take that Oh saw in
the reflection in the store window. She smiled.

 


***

 


The two scantily clad women walked up
two blocks and turned around. Oh hoping that Daddy Bo didn’t
reappear. To her relief he didn’t. Two cars stopped with the
passenger windows down, but the women walked past them without
turning, paying no attention.

A new silver Mercedes was approaching
with two black men inside. They looked to be in their early 30’s.
“Cute,” Astrid said as she saw them. “Come on, let’ see what they
have to say,” she said to Oh.

“What?”

“Come on. Fun, remember?”
Oh followed her hesitantly up to the car.

“Hey there hot Momma, what
is your fine looking ass up to tonight?” came a voice from the
darkness of the car.

“Just walking around
checking things out,” Astrid said. “You?”

“Same damn thing baby,
checking out you and your friend here. You two are looking
fine.”

“Thank you,” Astrid
said.

“You up to doing some
partying?”

“What you got in
mind?”

“I wasn’t thinking
something quick, maybe going back to my place for a party?” the
smiling black man said.

“Nah, I don’t think so,”
Astrid said, “I have some appointments later tonight.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” the
young man said, “maybe after your appointments. He was looking at
Oh. “How about you baby, you up for some fun? You sure aren’t
talking much.”

“I’m with her, we’re a
pair,” Oh said, surprised at the ease the flirting words came to
her.

“Shit, me and James here
are a pair too. Like I said, we could sure have some
fun.”

“Another night maybe,”
Astrid said. “Not tonight. Sorry.”

“Alright baby, your
loss.”

“I know,” Astrid smiled,
“Another time.” The car pulled away.

“So that’s how it works?”
Oh asked. “I thought my heart was going to beat out of my
chest.”

“Sometimes,” Astrid said.
“If you were working the first thing you must do is size them up.
Are they weird, crazy, thug or worse. No one fucks crazy. A lot of
these guys are just lonely for a dozen varied reasons, new in town,
divorced, bad situation at home, cheating, some prefer fucking a
woman with no strings for the sexual fulfillment with no other
entanglements. And some are men who just like more pussy than they
can get from traditional means, oversexed horndogs.” Astrid
giggled. “I like to call those guys regulars when I
can.”

“OK.”

“And the other thing is
you are doing this for real, so you ask them if they are cops and
look them straight in the eye when you do. Any hesitation there,
quick blink, anything, you walk.”

“Do you have a lot of
regulars?” Oh asked, still watching the reactions of the eyes of
the men they passed as they locked on her jiggling boobs under the
thin top. She knew she was being bad as she dared to even be out
here, but was not ready to admit to herself that displaying herself
this way was exciting, exhibiting her assets like this was such a
rush.


CHAPTER 15

 


Another car gently pulled by, three
black men, well dressed, in a large Lincoln. The windows came down
and the two black men on that side were close enough to speak in a
normal voice. “Hello, Ladies. What a pleasure it is to see you out
here tonight.”

Astrid stopped and walked closer.
“Follow my lead,” she whispered. As she got closer, she leaned over
with her forearms on the lower edge of the open car window. “Hey
guys, and what brings you to this part of town.”

Oh studied the three men. The driver
looked in his 40’s, the other two much younger. Astrid was leaning
almost inside the car, and Oh saw Astrid’s hand moving at her side
motioning her forward and she assumed the same pose, leaning inside
the car a little.

“What’s your names?”
Astrid asked.

“This is Paul over here
driving, I’m Mark, and that’s DeLeon in the back.”

“Hi DeLeon,” Oh said,
looking at the handsome young black man. “I’m Cindi.”

Astrid began talking lower to Mark,
out of Oh’s hearing.

“Hey Cindi. I’m kinda new
at all this. Paul is showing us around,” DeLeon said.

“Me too,” Oh said. “I’m
new too.”

“Well maybe we can be new
at this together,” DeLeon suggested, smiling. “You have about the
prettiest titties I have ever seen. I mean if I had to describe
perfect you have them. Could I get a glimpse?”

Oh didn’t quite know how to react but
Astrid stepped back and taking Oh’s arm nudged her away from the
door. “Let’s give’em a flash,” Astrid says, “they seem nice.” Oh
was almost shaking but put her hands down at the bottom of her
shirt, as Astrid did, following the whore’s lead when she lifted
her top to display her breasts. Her nipples were rock hard in the
cool air.

Oh shit here I go, Oh thought, pulling
the cups of her top aside, feeling the coolness of the night air
hit her bare breasts, hardening her nipples, before covering her
breasts again. “I can’t believe I just did that,” she
said.

“World didn’t end did it?”
Astrid said, stepping back to the car window, Oh did the same,
leaning against the back door frame. DeLeon was smiling.

“Thank you, you are
spectacular,” he said. Oh noticed his phone was in his lap. She
wondered if he’d taken a photo of her displaying her breasts,
knowing deep down that he likely did.

“I have some appointments
soon,” Astrid explained. “Are you all local?”

“Paul is,” Mark said.
“DeLeon and I are only here for the weekend. Paul said he was going
to show us his favorite side of Atlanta. I think he was
right.”

“You girls working? You’re
out here so I assume you are?” Paul asked from the other side of
the car.

“Booked up for tonight,
sorry. We’re supposed to meet them here.” Astrid said, adding,
“Give me a business card if I might be available tomorrow night, on
outcall.”

Paul reached inside his coat, opening
a metal card case and handing it to her. “What’s your cell number?”
he asked.

“I’ll call you and you can
get it then,” Astrid said. “I’m particular with my cell
number.”

“I understand,” Paul
said.

“Think you can afford me?”
Astrid said. “I don’t come cheap.”

“Money ain’t no thing
girl,” Paul said. Mark leaned back, out of the
conversation.

“What about her?” Mark
asked, motioning his head toward Oh.

“She’s not working anymore
this week,” Astrid said.

DeLeon has been silent throughout the
exchange. “I wish I wasn’t leaving,” DeLeon said. “I would fuck you
all night long and you’d love every minute.”

“Maybe another time,” Oh
said, following Astrid’s lead. DeLeon handed her a card.

“I’m here every couple of
months,” he said.

“Well if you ladies are
not available we’d best be moving,” Paul said.

“Wait a second,” DeLeon
said, locking eyes with Oh. “Tell you what,” he said to her. “I’d
give you $50 just to cop a feel of those fantastic tits before we
leave.”

Oh gasped, not knowing what to say.
Astrid smiled over at her. “Ain’t nobody here but friends Cindi. Go
for it. Fifty dollars is fifty dollars.”

“OK, let’s see the 50?” Oh
said, not believing the words coming out of her mouth.

DeLeon pulled a 50 out of his pocket
and handed it to her. “Move a little closer baby, let me get my
money’s worth.” Oh moved closer, holding the bill wadded in her
left hand, lowering her chest down lower as the black man slid his
hand into her top, cupping the bare soft flesh, shoving the top
aside and freeing both breasts, sliding his hand to cup one, then
the other, gently rolling her nipple between a thumb and
forefinger, tracing lines over her breasts with his fingertips,
first one, than then other. It felt good. Oh closed her eyes and
enjoyed the feeling, opening them to see the smiling DeLeon. She
wasn’t certain how long it went on, but when he stopped, she stood
and readjusted, pushing her breasts back inside her top.

“Thanks,” DeLeon
said.

“You ready now, bro?” Paul
asked.

“Yeah,” DeLeon said,
adding “You made my day Cindi” as the Lincoln pulled away and back
into the traffic.

Astrid was smiling at Oh. “You do like
being a naughty girl don’t you? 50 bucks for getting your titties
played with? I’m impressed. That boy was smitten with you, had it
all over him. He wouldn’t have lasted more than five minutes inside
you.”

“That’s the first time
anyone has handled my boobs since I’ve been marrie…” Oh choked and
started shaking realizing what she had done. Astrid read the
signs.

“You getting some culture
shock, aren’t you? Give me your phone.” Oh handed it to her almost
in a daze. Astrid started thumbing a message into it.

“What are you doing?” Oh
asked.

“Calling your husband to
come get you,” she said.

“Here?” Oh said with a
shocked voice. “He’ll see me like…” she looked down at her
revealing hooker clothes.

Astrid laughed. “Yeah, he will, and
you are going to get the fucking of your life tonight. Trust me on
this. Now come on let’s stroll till he gets here.”

It was a 30-minute drive if the
traffic allowed from their Roswell home to this southside part of
town, Oh knew, formulating what she would say to her shocked
husband when he arrived. For 20 minutes she and Astrid continued
their exhibitionism, getting a few comments, a catcall or two from
the cars driving by, but no other cars stopped that Astrid tried to
approach. Oh even got to the point that she stopped feeling
self-conscious about her exposure and was instinctively walking
with her breasts pushed out now, proudly showing them off again,
even smiling.

“He should be here any
minute,” Oh said, tracking his phone from her, an app they both
have. “Thank you for bringing me out like this it’s
been…”

“Fun?” Astrid
asked.

“Terrifying,” Oh
said.

Astrid started to speak but a Range
Rover pulled up. “Astrid, what you doin’ out here?”

“Waiting on you baby,”
Astrid said.

“Well get that pretty
white ass in here and let’ s go have some fun,” the huge black man
said.

Astrid looked at Oh. “He’s one of the
regulars that likes to pick me up down here,” she explained. “You
husband’s almost here, I’m going to go with him if that’s OK. Talk
to you tomorrow?”

Oh, stunned, only nodded. Astrid
climbed into the Range Rover, leaned over and kissed the large
black man. He pulled out into the traffic and Oh realized that here
she was on the street, dressed like a whore in the whore’s part of
town, alone. She shivered, and fear swept over her.


CHAPTER 16

 


Oh’s phone chimed. “Where are you
Suzanna?” Mac asked. She knew if he was using Suzanna other than Oh
that he was pissed.

Oh looked up and at the end of the
street she recognized their gray Ford Explorer turning the corner.
“Come up the street, right lane,” she said. “Third block up. I’m
wearing different clothes.”

The SUV neared and slowed, stopping
beside her. She opened the door and climbed inside, giving her open
mouthed shocked husband a weak smile.

“Suzanna, what the fuck?”
Mac said, louder than she expected. “What the hell are you doing?
Where’s Astrid?”

“I explain, just drive,
get me home,” Oh said, and Mac entered the traffic and sped away.
Daddy Bo had just returned from straightening out a man the
bouncers had injured while throwing the customer out of Bo’s strip
club, and Bo was looking forward to getting the continuation of
that blow job from that girl with Astrid. He spied her on the
street a block away and started walking to her, just as a gray
Explorer pulled up and she climbed in.

Daddy Oh laughed. “That lying bitch,”
he said aloud. “She said she wasn’t working, but sure looks like to
me that she is peddling that pussy now. Oh well.” He nodded at two
of his girls showing they should move closer to the street and
occupy the space where Oh had been standing.

 


***

 


“Are you OK?” Mac asked,
not understanding why he had just picked up his wife dressed like a
hooker on the whore’s stroll.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Oh said.
“A little drunk.”

“Where are you other
clothes?”

“Astrid’s. She said I
needed to dress like this so I would not stand out down here. It’s
for the article. She loaned me the clothes.” Oh realized that she
had basically summed up the evening. It wasn’t late, and she was
going home. With her buzz still going she hoped she would not have
to get into details, but then again she knew with Mac that maybe
she would.

“I can’t believe you are
out in public dressed like that, like a…” Mac caught
himself.

“Like a whore? Yeah,
you’re right. I am dressed like a whore. Look around you, I blended
in. Astrid knew what she was doing, and by seeing this up close I
have a lot to write about.”

“OK, tell me. What in the
hell is going on? Where’s Astrid?”

“Astrid left with a
customer just before you got here.”

Mac’s heart was pounding. “Uh, did
you…” Oh was offended.

“Hell no. I’m not a
whore.”

“You’re dressed like one,
in this part of town that sends a message doesn’t it?” Mac said. Oh
noted the light side of his voice and saw he was
smiling.

“Fuck, this is turning you
on isn’t it? Me dressed like a whore?”

“Maybe all that is
happening. I am picking you up on the stroll remember.” Oh
remembered Astrid claiming that she was in for the fucking of her
life tonight. Maybe Astrid knew men better than Oh.

“I didn’t fuck anyone,” Oh
said.

“You said you wouldn’t,”
Mac said. “But you also said blowjobs didn’t count.”

“I didn’t do any of those
for money either.”

Mac picked up on the “for money”. “Did
you give someone a blowjob for free?”

Oh knew she could not lie to her
husband. “It’s not like that,” she said. “This guy that runs that
part of the street, Astrid’s contact, was afraid I was a cop, and
he was threatening unless I could do something a cop
wouldn’t.”

“You sucked his
cock?”

“It was that or do drugs.
I put it in my mouth, but I didn’t finish him.”

“What?”

“He got a call and had to
leave. I guess I would have had he not left though.”

“I’m not believing this,”
Mac said, looking up.

“I don’t believe I did it
either, but I had no choice. I feared for my life,” Oh said. “I’m
sorry. I never planned to ever do anything like that. I’m your
wife. Please forgive me.”

Mac drove in silence until they were
almost home, processing what he had learned. “Was that all you
did?”

“I let a black guy play
with my tits for $50.00,” she added, holding up the crumpled bill
to his view. Mac didn’t know what to say. Oh tried to explain.
“They pulled up to us on the street, and Astrid said we should
flash them, so we did, and then he made the offer.”

“$50.00?” Mac said. Oh
nodded. “Just for copping a feel?” Again Oh nodded. “But you had
already shown him your tits?” Oh nodded. It sounded far worse that
it had seemed at the time.

“What a crazy fucking
world,” Mac said. He pulled into the driveway. Oh was worried about
what he was thinking now until she opened the door. “Leave the
clothes on, fix us a drink, my black-cock sucking whore wife.” He
was smiling. Oh leaned over and felt for his cock from outside his
pants. He was solid. Fuck this was turning him on. Maybe Astrid was
right.

“Meet you in the bedroom,”
Oh said.

 


***

 


Oh lay back on the bed, the move
causing the skirt to raise above her pussy, exposing the soaked
thong. Mac reached for her breasts, pushing the sheer cups of her
top aside and uncovering her tits, much as the black man had done
earlier. Oh felt a rush to her pussy as she thought of
it.

Sliding his hand down her belly Mac
jerked on the thong and tore it away, tossing it to the floor. Oh
was panting from her husband’s aggressive behavior. Mac stood,
tugging off his clothes quickly. Oh watched, smiling has his rock
hard cock came into view.

“Someone likes this, don’t
they?” She smiled.

“Yes,” Mac
said.

“Fuck me,” she whispered.
“I need a cock inside my wet pussy.”

“It is soaked,” Mac said,
sliding two fingers into her pussy.

“It was hot,” Oh said. “I
wish you could have seen it.” She stopped talking and began sucking
on his erect cock, eliciting a long groan from her husband. Mac
started to say something, but Oh cut him off as she moved over his
cock, guiding it inside her and sliding down, reveling in the
sensation of his cock entering her pussy. “Don’t talk. Fuck.” She
closed her eyes and began rocking on his hard cock, her mind racing
through a dozen different scenes, in all a white woman getting
fucked by a black cock.

 


***

 


As the man and his wife cuddled
together in the afterglow, clinging as if the other might disappear
should they let go, the tensions, excitement, and adrenaline of the
evening fading away, Mac ran the past few hours over in his mind,
processing and analyzing, recalling everything Oh had said and the
nuances, tones, and expressions in her voice as she spoke. He was
looking between the lines and probing for what was unsaid. A moment
of clarity hit him.

“Oh?”

“Huh?” she said, nodding
off and struggling to get her mind back to
comprehension.

“This article, the
interviews, meeting with Astrid. How much more of this?”

“One more night, tomorrow
night, I think. Why?” she asked.

Mac didn’t answer, and the silence
hanging in the moment brought her further awake. She repeated, “Why
Mac? Why would you ask that?”

“It’s, well, this is
changing you I think.”

“Yeah, I think so too, a
little, in confidence, in the ways you have always said you wanted
me to be more into,” Oh said. “I am trying to be more open for you
baby,” pausing, “but I admit some of this is scary, and exciting
too.”

“I’m a little worried,”
Mac said.

“What about?”

“Us.”

“Us is good baby. I
promise,” Oh said.

“If you keep going on with
this like you have…”

“I’m not going on with
anything,” Oh interrupted. “I’m researching my article and in the
course of this found a friend. We have a lot in common and on a lot
of things we think alike. And tonight we got crazy, nothing I plan
to repeat. Does this concern you?”

“A little.” Mac said. “I
know we have role played things and talked about them, but, uh, I
mean…” The words Mac had meant to say went into a jumble in his
mind. Oh had rolled over to face him and was looking up at his
face, the covers flipped down to her waist, her bare breasts rising
and falling with her breaths. “If we keep going on this trajectory
I think you are going to want to try being a whore for real—just to
see what it’s like.” Mac expelled a long breath as if relieved he
had gotten it all out.

“That is not my intention
or plan,” Oh said, smiling. She pulled her husband to her lips for
a quick kiss. “It’s been a long night, now let’s get some sleep,”
she said.

“OK,” Mac said, turning
out the light and spooning against his naked wife. Sleep was
hitting him hard; not quite asleep he heard his wife’s voice
cutting through the brain fog. “Mac,” she said softly, still
thinking about his last statement. “Would it be so bad if I did?”
she asked.

Mac heard her, not clear if she was
joking, taunting him, or serious. He started to respond but instead
yielded to the sleep. When he got up later for water and the
restroom he heard Oh’s deep sleep husky breathing. She never woke
when he returned to bed.

 



CHAPTER 17

 


Mac had gone to work and it was 10
a.m. before Astrid called Oh. “Checking up girl. You
OK?”

“A little sore,” Oh
admitted.

Astrid laughed. “I was right wasn’t I?
You husband got fired up with his goody wife being
naughty.”

“Yeah, he did.”

“You tell him
everything?”

“I don’t lie to
him.”

“He yell or get pissed?”
Astrid asked.

“He was far too shocked to
get pissed. Instead the perv got turned on,” Oh said. “I was
already hot from doing something so out of my comfort zone, sparks
flew, good sparks.”

“Well there you go,”
Astrid laughed. “You get a little more confidence and you
could…”

“Don’t you dare say
anything like I think you are about to say,” Oh said.

“Judging now, are
we?”

“No, actually after last
night I am probably more understanding that I was,” Oh said. “There
are a lot of people in this world that are incredibly sad, and a
sizable percentage of what I saw last night was just that. Those
who enjoy that world are few. I note that in reality you are not a
part of that world either, are you?” Oh said.

“Never said I was,” Astrid
said. “I told you how I play it. But I still say you needed to see
that side for your article. I think you are understanding more than
you thought you would.”

“Probably.”

“OK, one more night and
you will have seen enough to do a bang up article,” Astrid said.
“The new Casino hotel north of Atlanta. Be there about six. We’ll
have dinner and then get dressed. Have your hubby come round about
nine or so if he wants to observe.”

“You think he will want to
observe?”

“How have I done so far
with predicting what he would like?”

“100%”

“Sister we may have a lot
more in common that you want to admit—right down to our husbands.
All men are horny dogs when you get right down to it.”

“I guess.”

“Tell you what,” Astrid
said. “You go out with me tonight in my home environment, the bar
at the casino. You said your husband wants to observe, that’s cool.
But go ahead and book a room for you and him because before tonight
is over he is going to be all over your ass,
guaranteed.”

“I still think this is all
crazy,” Oh said.

“The things you do for
quality journalism huh?” Astrid laughed. “You can’t admit yet that
this is fun, can you?”

“Maybe a little,” Oh said.
“It has certainly stimulated our sex life.”

“Told you,” Astrid
laughed. “Cya about six.”

 


***

 


Mac had finished his outdoor chores he
usually reserved for Saturday morning, and came inside for lunch.
Oh placed a sandwich on the counter. As he poured his cola she told
him, “I need to leave about 5:30,” she said. “Astrid wants me at
the casino by six.”

“After last night you are
still going forward with all this?” Mac asked.

“Are you asking me not
to?”

“No. It’s
just…”

“You can be there, in the
bar, watching, Astrid says.” Oh pushed up against him, pressing her
braless boobs against his chest, wearing only a thin white tee.
“I’ve booked a room for you and me so you can drink all you want
and not have to drive home, we’ll make a night of it,” she breathed
into his ear, sliding her hands down to his crotch. “I’ve learned
this over the edge stuff makes you horny, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” Mac
admitted.

“You need to be in the bar
about nine, Astrid says.”

“You’re going to leave at
5:30. What on earth are you and her going to do for 3
hours?”

“Have dinner, and get
dressed for the evening,” Oh said. Mac started to protest but she
put her finger over his lips to sussh him. “You know the more time
I spend getting dressed the more you are going to like it don’t
you?” Mac nodded. “Good. It’s settled. We’ll drive
separate.”

“OK,” was all Mac could
say.


CHAPTER 18

 


Astrid had drinks ready in the two
room suite of the casino when Oh arrived. Like Oh she was wearing
jeans and a tank top, with the exception Astrid was
braless.

Once they had that first drink Astrid
led the way out the door. “Come on, we have reservations at 6:15.”
She stopped for a second, frowning.

“Get your head in this Oh,
your last night. Lose the bra.”

“Why?”

“No bra lines when you
wear something with a low back, and besides, no self respecting
whore every puts on bra unless absolutely necessary.”

“I’m not a
whore.”

Astrid laughed, “You keep saying that.
Didn’t you earn $50 bucks for letting a stranger play with your
tits last night? Do you considering someone playing with your tits
part of a sex act?” She didn’t give Oh a chance to answer. “Yeah it
is. So you have already performed a sex act for money, so accept
the title for tonight and roll with it. Get with the
program.”

“That was the line,” Oh
said as she reluctantly doffed her top and removed her bra, rubbing
her hands under her breasts before pulling the top back on,
frowning as she saw her nipples poking.

“OK,” Astrid said with a
bit of a smirk.

They did not eat in the elegant dining
room, the one in which Oh and Mac had spent their anniversary and
observed Astrid in the gold dress. Instead, dressed casually the
went into the foot court. Astrid said as they entered, “Remember
girl, shoulders back, tits out, enjoy the stares.”

Oh did as Astrid instructed but was
reluctant and a little self-conscious. “Maybe I need more drinks to
enjoy this,” she said.

“An easy remedy,” Astrid
said. “Order what you want and I’ll meet you at that table in the
corner. Oh ordered fish and chips while Astrid went for a turkey
wrap. “So how does this work here?” Oh asked.

“Easy. Dress hot. Sit at
the bar, fend off the players wanting to get laid for free, and
connect with someone that feels right. Sometimes he might want to
pay extra for the night, sometimes he leaves afterward and I go
home. Sometimes Eric waits in the bar and he joins me in the hotel
room, spending the night together here. Each time is a little
different. You see all types here.”

“And what I am supposed to
do tonight?”

“Observe, be a wingman,
maybe flirt and chat a little. Is Mac coming?”

“Yes.”

Astrid smiled. “What you are doing is
flirting with other men to get your watching husband a little
jealous and in turn this encourages him to step up his game and
likely turn him on too, watching other men hitting on you, and you
reap all benefits later on.”

“We’ll see,” Oh said
without conviction.

 


***

 


After they finished their meal Astrid
and Oh returned to the hotel room and Astrid went into her closet,
flipping through the dresses and stopping. “Here, you wear this
tonight.”

Oh gasped. It was the gold metallic
dress that she had first seen Astrid wearing in the bar, the one
Mac still talked about. She didn’t object, knowing that Mac would
be stunned she would wear something so sexy. Maybe Astrid plans to
get Mac horny could play out after all.

“There’s a shower off the
other bedroom too. After you get dressed, I’ll help you with the
makeup, and I’ve brought some jewelry for you too.”

 


***

 


After her shower Oh sat patiently with
a towel around her shoulders as Astrid applied her make up. “I
modeled some, and I learned a lot about makeup.” Finally Astrid,
stood back looking at Oh. “Perfect,” Astrid said. “Now for the
accessories.”

Oh looked in the mirror and had to
admit that Astrid had played up her best features. She could not
recall a time when she looked hotter. It was an amazing
transformation and boosted her self-confidence.

It was fast approaching time to leave.
Astrid handed her an ankle chain. “Right ankle,” she said. Noting
Oh’s questioning look she explained, “Some think the right ankle
broadcasts availability.” Astrid put a long gold necklace around
Oh’s neck, the long strands falling below her breasts in the
extremely low cut front of the gold dress, bringing even more
attention to her cleavage. Astrid added some shadow to her cleavage
that made Oh’s breasts stand out even more.

“Most men love nice
titties,” Astrid said. “We’re both blessed. Now let me fix your
hair.”

Oh looked at herself in the mirror.
“Damn, I look hot don’t I? Amazing.”

“Just dressing to show off
what you got hon,” Astrid said. “You been keeping to much of
yourself under wraps. Now let’s go knock’em dead.” Oh nodded, but
Astrid frowned—opening a drawer. “One final thing.” She handed Oh
two dangling earrings, at the end of the small chain was a small
black spade affixed. Oh had watched interracial porn enough with
Mac that she knew the meaning.

“I’m married and this
sends a different signal to black men doesn’t it?”

“You’re doing that part
for me,” Astrid said. “In my line of work I have fucked a few
different races but I prefer to specialize in pleasing black
men—because they tend to please me. I could be black exclusive
except for Eric without a lot of effort.”

“What am I doing for you
by wearing these?” Oh asked, brushing her ear where the spades now
dangled.

“You’re bait tonight girl.
Pure bait.”


CHAPTER 19

 


Mac arrived earlier than expected,
lost $50 at blackjack before moving into the hotel area, taking a
seat in the lounge with a clear view of the long bar, and turned
his attention to the large screen of the sports book. When the
server arrived, he ordered beer and nachos, something he could eat
slowly so there wouldn’t long glances because he was sitting there
and not ordering food.

The sever returned a little after
nine. He saw nothing of Astrid or his wife Suzanna. The room was
filling, a few couples, but primarily men, as there was some kind
of convention in the hotel. Ten minutes later he was fidgeting,
wondering what was going on and where his wife was. He raised his
phone and was ready to text when the two elegantly dressed women
walked into the room, catching the rapt attention of every man in
the room.

Mac gasped when saw Oh in the
revealing gold metallic dress that haunted him since he saw Astrid
wearing it in the bar during his and Oh’s anniversary dinner. Mac
drank in his wife erotic sexiness. Oh had never look hotter,
sexier, and from her stance and demeanor, more confident, acting
available, gliding gracefully in on silver high heels. Her breasts
were thrust forward, not slumping like she usually did, proudly
pushing them out there proudly, and looking amazing. Her hair was
pulled back, and he could see dangling earrings but couldn’t make
out the design or shape.

 


***

 


Astrid was dressed every bit as hot as
Oh, wearing a backless black dress with a deep V front held
together over her breasts by a chain going through a grommet on the
other side, a “T” bar and the tension of her breasts against the
dress holding it all in place. There were horizonal slots cut up
the side, wider at the bottom, starting at mid-thigh and climbing
higher toward her armpit, showing a bit of sideboob. Her makeup was
smokier than Oh’s, and she too had long necklace chains falling low
between her breasts drawing attention there. Astrid was in heels
with straps around the ankles. That was when Mac first noticed a
Queen of Spades tattoo on Astrid’s ankle.

The two sexy women took stools at the
bar and ordered drinks, carefully sliding gracefully on the bar
stools. Oh glanced around the room, smiled when she saw Mac, and
turned back to the bar, thumbing her phone. Mac’s phone chirped.
“Like the dress?” it read.

“I’m dying here,” Mac
texted back. “Forget all, let’s go to the room. I want
you.”

“Later baby,” Oh teased
back. “I had two drinks in the room and I’m ready to have some fun
with all this. We’ve talked about this in fantasy so
enjoy.”

There was not much more Mac could say
other than to observe.

It didn’t take long for something to
happen. Two young studly conventioneers still wearing their ID
badges approached Oh and Astrid. Smiles were exchanged, and
whatever Astrid said from their confidence faded as they were shot
down. They beat a hasty retreat.

Astrid and Oh began talking to the two
men seated on either side of them, coy smiles, the men sitting up
straighter, pruning, trying, being encouraged but eventually they
two saw the futility of their efforts and turned back to their
drinks.

“Amateurs, A says,” was
the only text from Oh.

“Want me to come up and
drool? I’m ready.” Mac texted.

“Hell no.” was the
response.

 



CHAPTER 20

 


The teasing divas at the bar continued
fended off potential suitors 20 more minutes, until a little before
10 p.m. Two tall buff black men entered the room and walked closer
to the bar, ordering between the seated patrons. As if on signal
the bartender handed the two men their drinks where Oh and Astrid
were seated, giving them the opportunity to speak to the two hot
white women.

Mac noted that both women seemed to
come alive with the bantering with the two black men. One man had
abnormally wide shoulders, and it wasn’t until he turned around
that he recognized the black man talking to his wife was Malcom
Higgens, wide receiver in college for the Georgia Bulldogs, and
most recently sidelined by an injury in the pros by the Falcons.
Mac watched his wife flirting, smiling, laughing, and flicking her
hair, radiating positive body signals.

Astrid was blocked from Mac’s view.
The black man she was talking too was facing her with his back to
Mac. “Fuck” Mac said under his breath as he watched Oh laugh and
reach out to touch Malcom’s arm. He was clearly enjoying the views
of her breasts looking down the open dress. He was not shy about it
and looked without hesitation.

The two men excused themselves to go
to the restroom, and Mac’s phone chirmed.

“Damn. Did you see who
that is?” Oh texted.

“I did.” Mac texted in
return.

“He’s hot. I’m soaked.”
Mac started to text a response but his phone chirped again. “He’s
coming back.”

Mac watched the two black men return
to the women, both greeted with broad smiles from the women. Mac
needed to pee himself, ordering another drink and placing his
napkin on top of the glass to secure his seat. He walked by the two
couples at the bar, struggling to overhear some of the
conversation, but only hearing a questioning, “Well, how about it?”
from Malcom.

Mac went into the urinal and unzipped,
not realizing until then he was half-hard already from what he had
witnessed. What the fuck is wrong with me to get turned on by this,
he thought.

As Mac returned to his seat, as he
passed is wife he overheard her tell the black man, “Let’s have
another drink while I think about it.” Mac’s mind was racing. What
was she thinking about? He looked up at his wife’s face when he
passed, but she didn’t notice, she was locked on to the black man’s
conversation. That was when he saw the spades on the end of the
dangling earrings. He knew what that was supposed to signal—an
availability to black men. What was happening? Another fresh drink
was on his table when he sat down. The waiter was still standing
there.

“From the pretty woman in
the gold dress at the bar,” he said.


CHAPTER 21

 


At the bar Oh was in s focused
conversation with the black man, enjoying his compliments about how
sexy he thought she was, her nice rack, the smoking hot dress and
what it might be concealing that he wanted to unwrap. He became
even more specific after the second round of drinks. Malcom was
becoming more suggestive, with a confidence that Oh would not be
offended by his blunt suggestive talk. He was clearly keying off
Oh’s spade earrings. She was not offended and instead smiled when
he told her he wanted to eat her pussy until she saw colors
flashing before her eyes.

Oh knew she was only there to observe,
only supposed to be resisting—but felt her desires for Malcom
increasing, despite her trying to fight the attraction. He was
clicking all her fantasy boxes, even some she had not ever
considered a box to be checked before.

“I’m ready to freshen my
make-up, come with me,” Astrid said, taking Oh’s hand and leading
her to the restroom. “Hold our seats boys, we’ll be back in a
second.” The two black men moved to the stools as the two women
walked away, twisting their asses to the rapt stares of the two
black men, who smiled and high fived each other once the two white
women were out of sight.

 


***

 


In the restroom the two women were
giddy. “Damn he’s hot,” Oh said.

“They both are,” Astrid
said, leaning in toward her. “Malcom is an unbelievable fuck, a top
10. Lot of endurance, stamina, long and thick cock, and he knows
how to use it.”

“How do you know that?” Oh
asked.

“Because I have fucked him
a couple of times. He is married but he loves fucking some white
pussy occasionally and has no problem paying for it because there
are less entanglements. He got hit with a paternity suit before he
started paying for it,” Astrid said.

“I would have never
dreamed…”

Astrid laughed. “You thought he was
hitting on you trying to pick you up for free? No, he meant every
compliment, can follow through on every sexual promise, but he
fully expects to pay for the pussy he puts that big black cock
inside. He doesn’t expect to be turned down.”

“But I’m married, and I’m
not…” Astrid’s look stopped her. “What?” Oh said.

“You’re married, and you
are a woman too. You have a husband sitting there watching you that
I bet has a damn erection from you dressing so hot in public and
flirting with other men.” Astrid smiled. “I would bet if you take
the lead here that…”Astrid stopped and interrupted herself. “Look,
they think we are a pair, and aren’t looking to double team me, I
was told as much a minute ago when I offered that. So you can help
me out here, if you are willing. I know you want too; I’ve seen how
you reacted to him. The question is are you ready to take the big
step: lose that black cherry, fuck another man other than your
husband, get paid for selling your pussy, draft your article from
the stance of a woman who whored herself for the
experience?”

Oh leaned back against the sink as the
enormity of what Astrid proposed hit her, expelling a rush of air,
shocked.

“I couldn’t,” Oh
said.

“You could, but the
question is if you will,” Astrid said. Oh hesitated. Astrid
continued. “Text your husband, get his permission before you make
up your mind. No need to consider it if he is going to make a scene
and stop you. Baby steps. One thing at a time.”

“I, I could do that,” Oh
said. Astrid smiling, already figuring in her mind how she expected
this to play out. She had learned enough about Mac from Oh that she
knew he was much like her husband Eric and would surprise Oh with
his eagerness for her to get wilder.


CHAPTER 22

 


Mac was sitting in his booth when he
saw he had an incoming call—from his wife. He had watched her go
into the bathroom with Astrid. “Hello.”

“Go somewhere that you can
talk,” Oh said. Mac again put his napkin on top of his drink and
walked toward the lobby, again passing the two black men at the
bar. They were discussing Astrid and Oh.

“…and man did you see
those nipples poking against that gold. Shit, I’m going to suck
them to a fucking inch long before I’m through...” Mac could hear
the rest, walking to a corner of the lobby. “OK what?”

“You been
watching.”

“Yes.”

“How did you like the
show?”

“We talked about doing
something similar for years, but you’ve taken it up a half dozen
levels,” Mac said.

“Are you enjoying watching
me flirt?”

“Yes.” Mac
answered.

“OK, I want you to be
honest. Have you ever wished I might do more?” Oh asked.

“More than what you are
doing tonight, flirting at the bar?”

“Yes.” Oh said.

Mac paused, was this really the time
to be honest as she asked. “Why?” He paused before he answered.
“Yes. Sometimes. In fantasies. You know that. We’ve role played
it.”

“What about living out a
fantasy or two, for real?” Oh asked. “Are you up for
it?”

“You’re talking about
tonight aren’t you?”

“Yes.” Oh paused. “We may
never get an opportunity like tonight when I’m this buzzed, this
ready, dressed like this, and getting the kind of attention I’m
getting. It is an opportunity, I think, maybe?”

“You could get that kind
of attention any time you want,” Mac said. “Especially dressed like
you are.”

“That’s not what I asked.”
Oh came back harsher.

Oh’s unexpected harshness shocked Mac,
focusing him. He saw it clearer. She wasn’t asking a general
question. Oh was asking permission. He didn’t know what ye said it
but he blurted, “Further only if you want to.”

“And if I want to, for
real? No repercussions?”

“No repercussions,” Mac
said. “If that is what you really want. Just so there is no
confusion here. You tell me. Do you really want to go further?” Mac
asked.” And I assume you are referring to doing something with your
football player.”

“I don’t know,” Oh said.
“Maybe.” She smiled as she realized Mac has referred to Malcom as
her football player.

“Then you don’t unless you
know. Understand we can’t unwring that bell if you do,” he
advised.

“That’s not a firm no from
you, is it?”

“I don’t know. Uh, No it
is not a firm no. I want you to be safe, I want us to be safe. I
love you; I don’t dare risk that.”

“So if nothing changed my
love for you, and I want to do more I can? Like a hall
pass?”

“Yes.”

“Gotta go baby, I’ll text.
Continue enjoying the show,” Oh said. “It’s about to get
hotter.”

Mac went back to the lounge, ordered
another drink, fiddling with the room card in his blazer
pocket.


CHAPTER 23

 


Mac watched 15 more minutes of banter
between his wife, Astrid, and the two black men. Again the men went
to the restroom, and Oh was texting almost before they were out of
sight. “I want to.” Was the first text, followed quickly with,
“unless you say no” and then a third text, “last chance.” He saw
the black men approaching the two hot women at the bar.

Mac had no idea what controlled his
fingers when he answered, “Go for it. Love you.” He watched as Oh
read the message, smiled, and laid the phone face down on the bar,
giving the large black man a buss as he put his arm around her,
sliding his hand up her bare back and into the top from the back,
sliding his hand inside to almost touch her breast, watching Oh not
pull away but nod her head to his question, and the smile spread
across his dark face.

The four stood, Malcom tossed some
hundreds on the bar, and with the black men’s arms around the
waists of their two white women they escorted them from the bar
toward the elevators. Anyone who witnessing it had no doubt what
was about to happen, including Mac, who looked down at the bourbon
on the table from the glass in his trembling hand. Now what do I
do? he thought.

Mac held his phone in his hand almost
willing a text to appear, and it did. They had been gone from the
lounge for 15 minutes. Mac had a fleeting thought that perhaps his
wife had changed her mind. It was a faint hope. He opened the text.
“This is not going to be quick. Go to our hotel room and I’ll meet
you there when I’m through. Don’t wait up. Thanks for this. Love
you.”

“What is your room number?
In case of emergency?”

“311” was the reply. Mac
looked at the packet holding his room card. He was in 313, the room
next door.

Mac finished his drink, slowly,
watching, noticing there was at least one other woman working the
room like Astrid, and that the ratio of black men in the bar was
slowly increasing. He went to the elevator, facing the panel of
buttons he pressed the third floor.

Walking off the elevator he saw the
arrows pointing to the lower number rooms. He turned in that
direction, toward 311. He knew that he would not knock, but
something inside him wanted to be closer to what was happening,
thankful his room was next door.

Mac neared their door and he paused,
listening. He heard a woman’s soft whimper. “Fuck me, fuck me with
that big black cock,” He recognized the voice as Oh’s loud whimper
when she was especially turned on. He paused at the door, yearning
to hear more. “Bedroom, where I’m gonna own that white pussy,” a
deep black voice said.

“It’s all yours. Take it
baby.” Again Oh’s voice. Mac heard a door close inside. His heart
was pounding, frozen at the door. He could hear no more
sounds.

Mac went to his room, the one next
door and entered it, pulling all the bourbon from the servibar,
opening the first and pouring it into a glass, his mind crammed
with visions of what must be going on in that bedroom—the two black
men fucking their two white whores. He went to the doors connecting
his room to the suite next door and put his ear against
it.

 


***

 


Astrid hung back for a second with Oh
as they stepped off the elevator while the two black men walked
ahead toward their third floor room, eagerness in their step. She
whispered in quick breaths to Oh, “You are in for a hell of a ride.
Malcom is excited and paying double because he is getting your
black cherry. Don’t worry about condoms, he is very safe, tests all
the time. He likes to cum inside white pussy.” Oh had a good buzz,
a rush from the excitement of what was happening, and too shocked
to object, following Astrid’s lead.

Malcom opened the door and stood to
the side for the women enter the room first. “Drinks all round and
then you two gentlemen take a seat on the couch there and Cindi and
I give you a little enticement of what you are paying
for.”

Astrid went to the small bar and fixed
Cosmos and gin and tonics, handed them out, put some vintage soul
music on her phone speaker, and began swaying to the music. She
indicated for Oh to do the same.

Malcom came close to Oh. “I prefer to
open my own presents,” he said, gently sliding the side straps of
the gold metallic dress off her shoulders, lowering it until her
breasts with her rock hard nipples popped into view. Malcom smiled
and looked back at his companion.

“I knew it. Look here bro,
these are world class tits and world class nipples if I’ve ever
seen’em.” Malcom abruptly pulled Oh to him for a kiss, one black
hand reaching to cup a bare breast. Breaking the kiss Oh saw Astrid
had moved into the bedroom, her date sitting on the edge of the bed
and she was naked on the other man’s lap, his cock already inside
her. Malcom closed their bedroom door and returned to Oh at the
couch.

“Now for some real fun,”
he said. “Let’s get rid of the rest of that dress. Leave the
earrings. I like them.”

 


***

 


Oh was excited, aroused, and willing,
only a little nervous as she stripped off the rest of her clothing
and stood naked in front of her soon-to-be black lover. He looked
her up and down, approving. “Nice, very nice,” Malcom said. “Astrid
says you ain’t ever fucked for money before?” Oh couldn’t speak she
only nodded her head up and down.

“But you are
willing?”

“Yes,” Oh
managed.

“And you ain’t ever had
any black cock up in you either?”

“No.”

“Girl, I am about to
changed your world,” he bragged.

Malcom smiled and counted out several
hundred dollars, extending them to Oh. She hesitantly took the
money, opening her purse on the end table and dropping the cash
loosely inside. “I love turning a white wife into a black man’s
whore,” he said. “Especially a white whore that looks like you.
Throw in getting your black cherry and this is a perfect night. I’m
going to make it perfect for you. You ain’t every been black fucked
before but you will leave her officially blacked—and a bona fide
whore.”

Oh remained speechless as he kissed
her again, eagerly roaming his hands over her naked body as they
stood, soft breasts, tight ass, leaning lower to suck her nipple
hard, almost to the point of pain, moving to the other as his hand
slid to the inside of her thigh and went higher. Oh instinctively
opened her legs to give the black man’s long fingers access to her
pussy. He began running his fingers through her wet folds. “That’s
right, open up for me,” he said. He pulled her hand to his
cock.

“What do you want me to do
to you girl?” Malcom asked, demanding, sliding two long fingers
into her, deep, as he said it, rubbing her g-spot and her clit with
his thumb. She moaned and arched her ass off the couch pushing
against his probing fingers.

“Fuck me,” she
whispered.

“No, say it louder, like
you meant it.”

“Fuck me. I want you to
fuck me with that big black cock.”

“Bedroom.” Malcom said,
loud. “Where I’m gonna own that pussy.”

“It’s all yours, take it
baby” Oh said, panting as he fingered her pussy harder, whimpering
as he withdrew his fingers at the empty feeling in her
now.

Holding her hand Malcom led her into
the bedroom, Oh followed, staying close to him, going into his arms
for another long kiss, working his belt buckle as they did,
unbuttoning and unzipping his pants and diving her hand inside his
pants and giving a moan as she wrapped around his large black cock,
even larger than she had hoped he would be.

Oh dropped to her knees, tugging down
his undershorts and pants, taking his thick black cock in her
mouth, bobbed her head hungrily on his hard cock. The thought
crossed her mind that this was not the first black cock she had
wrapped her lips around, even as she placed his hands on his bare
ass and pulled him deeper into her mouth, his long cock touching
the back of her throat.

Malcom grasped her wrists and raised
her, easing Oh back on the bed, her ass on the edge of the
mattress, lifting each leg in turn over his shoulders. “Go easy,”
Oh whispered.

Malcom eased forward, his large hands
cupping her ass, lifting her body to his hard cock, and moving his
cock closer, to her entrance, close enough she could feel the heat
from his cock on her wet pussy, pressing the head of his black cock
between wet pussy lips, pushing the tip into her tight folds,
withdrawing, coating the head, then grasping his cock at the base
slapping his cock down on her clit. Her pussy lips were swollen in
excitement, she was dripping juices.

Oh came then, his cock only partially
inside her, and Malcom puts his black cock inch by inch more into
her in short strokes. “Yeah girl, open that pussy up and let me
stretch you wide to take his big black cock.” Oh moaned in
response. With each thrust he went deeper. Oh could feel her pussy
stretching, so tight around his cock, painful for only a second
before the pleasure of his cock overcame any pain. Finally in a
single hard stroke Malcom drove deep into her hot
wetness.

Oh moaned as she felt her pussy yield
to the full length of his cock, amazed she had taken it all. She
yelped as she felt his pubis hard against her.

“Fuck yes,” Oh said,
realizing that she had done it, she has this black man’s big cock
completely inside her -- and he had paid for her to do it. I’m
really a whore, she thought. Oh fuck, what have I done, she has the
fearful realization course through her.

Oh was flooded with a rush of
emotions, excitement, arousal, and a sense of shame, even as she
realized the thrill she was officially a whore. She felt her pussy
soak at the thought, even as the pleasure of the large black cock
inside her increased into intense pleasure as her pussy clenched
around his cock as he fucked her. “Oh fuck me with that big black
cock,” she screamed loud. “Fuck my white whore cunt.”

“Yeah girl, got paid for
that snatch and got my black cock buried deep inside your belly.
You be a whore for sure now.” Malcom reached down to grab her
breasts, squeezing them together as he kissed her, moving in and
out of her at an increasingly rapid pace, his balls slapping
against her ass, kissing her, all in a continuous rush that had Oh
in such ecstasy that she couldn’t isolate a kiss from her nipples
being sucked from a tingling slap on her ass.

Malcom was sucking beside her nipples
now, sucking hickeys to mark her. She came a second time, but
Malcom never slowed. He didn’t seem to tire and Oh felt a third
orgasm building. Malcom was stroking her harder, pushing her knees
to her shoulders, up over her on the bed, pushing his cock straight
down into her, almost vertical, his hands squeezing her breasts
hard.

“I’m going to plant my
seed inside my whore,” Malcom whispered. “I want you to ask for
it.”

Oh was all in now, her heart racing at
the thought of his thick essence inside her. “Put your black seed
inside me, fill my white pussy, make me your whore,” Oh screamed
again.

“I’m going to fill that
cunt up nice and tight,” Malcom said, pumping into her tight warm
depths as Oh moaned and arched her back against him, giving herself
totally to him. Malcom gave a massive groan and she felt his body
spasming, feeling his warm cum spewing inside her, the warmth of it
flooding her insides.

“I’m your whore now,” Oh
said, “my pussy is yours,” wrapping her legs around his black body
and pulling his deeper inside her. Malcom never slowed and
continued fucking her, even as his cum inside Oh was oozing out
around the shaft of his black cock. “God I love black cock,” she
groaned as he fucked her.

 


***

 


Oh was weak, her legs limber, even a
little dazed from the tidal wave of pleasure she had experienced.
She didn’t have the energy to even wipe at the second load of
Malcom’s cum pouring from her pussy, despite the wet washcloth he
had laid on the nightstand. Come to think of it, where was he? The
door opened and closed, flooding the room with bright light. Oh
squinted at the glare and she felt him moving over her again, his
cock hard and probing before sinking back inside her in a long
stroke. “Yes, fuck me again,” Oh hissed between her
teeth.

Oh wrapped her arms around him and he
felt different. She realized it was not Malcom. “You’re not
Malcom,” she said, even as the black man began pumping his cock in
and out of her pussy.

“Yeah baby. We’re
switching off for the second round. Roll with it. I wanted some of
this fine white pussy too on her first night.” The flood of
thoughts overwhelmed Oh, the sensations of the second black cock to
fuck her more than she could reason. She put her hands on her new
lover’s ass. “Fuck this white slut,” she moaned. “Fuck me like the
whore that I am.”

“Get it,” he said. Even as
he was sucking her nipples, gently biting, first one than that
other, adding his hickeys to her tits, Oh realized that she didn’t
know his name. Astrid and Malcom had not bothered to introduce
them.

“Hey baby, I’m Cindi. Fuck
me good with that big black cock. It feels so good,” and it did.
The realization of her second lover fucking her started her on yet
another orgasm, her pussy slick with Malcom’s come and her own
juices. “Fuck me hard,” she begged, and as she felt him increasing
the pace she whispered, “I want you to cum inside me.”

 


***

 


Inside the next room Mac listened as
his wife gave up her pussy to her black lover and hit a continuous
loud orgasm. He recognized the moans, but not some of the words
coming from her mouth, but he made out his wife begging for her
man’s black cock and urging him to fill her whore pussy with his
black seed, screaming for him to fuck her harder like the whore she
was. Mac moved away from the door when she screamed, “God I love
black cock.”

Stunned he opened another mini bottle
of bourbon. “What have we done?” he said aloud—but there was no
answer, only the rhythmic thumping sounds of a bed against a wall,
the sound of his wife fucking a black man in the room on the other
side of the two doors, loud enough for him to hear Oh say, “You’re
not Malcom.” Fuck, she was fucking the other black man
now.

Mac was shaking, but at the same time
his cock was tenting his pants. He reached for his cock, unzipped
his pants and wrapped his hand around his dick, stroking slowly. He
didn’t plan to cum like that, but when he heard Oh’s voice saying,
“I want you to cum inside me,” begging for the cum of a second man,
he could hold out no longer and spurted his cum in long tendrils to
the carpet.

 



CHAPTER 24

 


Oh pulled on the hotel robe and
quietly poured herself another drink. Her most recent fuck, the
very dark tall black man had returned to the other room. Astrid was
still in her room in the midst of another fuck from him. Malcom had
received a text that was an emergency and he had to leave. Oh drank
her drink, her mind racing thinking about other black men who might
pay to use her body, contemplating fucking multiple strangers, and
the thought turned her on even more. She went to the bathroom and
sat on the commode letting her pussy drain of the multiple loads of
black men’s cum that had been released inside her.

Her night was over unless Astrid’s
date was going to recover and fuck her again. It was time for this
newly minted whore to go to her husband and pray that what had
occurred was not too much for their marriage. She took the key card
Astrid had placed in her purse, shocked to see the room number was
the room next door.

 


***

 


Mac heard the hotel room door open,
the light in the bathroom turn on, and the rustling of cover as his
wife slid under next to him. She was naked. He glanced at the
clock. It was 4 a.m.

“Are you OK?” he said,
automatically, still half asleep.

“Never better,” Oh said.
“I need you inside me.”

“Good,” Mac said. He felt
her hand stroking his cock to hardness and Oh moving over him,
guiding his now hard cock into her hot wet pussy. It felt
different, wetter, hotter, and yes, looser.

“Tell me…” he started but
Oh interrupted.

“Later. Right now I want
you to fuck you whore wife who has just been black fucked,
stretched, and has the cum of two black men swimming around deep
inside my pussy. Yours is the third cock that has been inside me
tonight,” Oh said, her body jerking against his cock, panting at
the realization of what she had done. “I want your cum swimming
around inside me too.”

Mac’s hands gripped her breasts
tightly as he realized she was cummings that quick, cumming to her
description of herself. She positioned her nipple over his mouth.
“Suck hard,” she said, and he did, the desperation and excitement
rising faster than he expected as he nutted his cum inside his
wife, quicker than he wanted, adding his semen coating her womb,
her third man of the evening.

Oh was panting as she rolled off him,
her hand still stroking his cock, now cum coated from her pussy.
“We’ll rest a minute,” she said, “but you are not done with this
whore yet.”

 


***

 


The morning came for them at 10 a.m.
with the housekeeper beating on the door. Mac looked over at his
wife, still naked, the bedcovers down to her waist. In the soft
room like he saw her bare breasts were covered in hickeys, and a
bruise or two. He peered closer. Maybe even a bite mark. Her lips
looked puffy. Gently he pulled the covers lower, a thin white crust
of dried cum on her bare pussy, and a stained spot on the sheets
where more cum had drained from her. She had a contented sleepy
look on her face. He shook her awake.

“Oh, we need to get ready
to go, the hotel is full and no late checkouts,” he
said.

Oh groaned, but did stir, hobbling to
the restroom with her eyes half closed. “Fuck,” he heard her
say.

“Are you all
right?”

“Yeah, it’s just there is
still a ton of cum pouring out of me,” she said. “The bed is
soaked.”

They took turns for the restroom,
dressed, and started packing.

Oh opened her purse, showing Mac a fan
of hundred dollar bills. “I hope you wanted a whore wife baby,
because that is what you now have. Astrid was right, I don’t feel a
lot different.”

Mac started at the bills. “My God, how
much did you make.

“$2,000 plus a $400 tip,
but I only have $2100 left.” Mac gave her a quizzical look. “I paid
Astrid $300 for the gold dress,” she explained. “It’s mine
now.”

“Money well spent,” Mac
smiled.

“Yeah, that is what the
two black men that fucked me last night said too.”

 



CHAPTER 25

 


It was two weeks before Oh brought up
the episode with Astrid. Mac had consciously avoided the subject,
fearing it might break the silent uneasy peace they were
maintaining, avoiding the reality that Oh had actually prostituted
herself. Mac was giving her time to process without complicating it
with conversation. He watched the range of emotions from what had
happened bounce from shame and regrets to erotic
excitement.

Their sex was off the wall, a fervent
flurry of husband-and-wife sex, urgent, needful, like they were
trying to rediscover each other—or fuck the memories away of what
had happened at the casino with Astrid and her two black
friends.

Oh knew that Mac was not insulted or
offended at what she had done—but she didn’t have a good read where
his head was. The silence was a strain on both of them but neither
dared bring it up first.

A call from Astrid earlier that day
forced her to focus more about her actions and Oh knew she must
have the talk with Mac. They were at dinner before she brought it
up. “We don’t have anything planned next weekend do we?”

Mac smiled at his wife in the lacy
see-through tank top. If nothing else her time with Astrid and the
two black men had beat down her inhibitions to the point she no
longer wore a bra anytime. “No, why?”

“Astrid has something
planned for me and her, if you are OK with it.”

“Work?”

“You might say
that.”

“For the
weekend?”

“Yeah, an out-of-town trip
if that is OK? Regulars for her, very safe she says. Out Friday,
back Sunday.”

“Only if you want to,” Mac
repeated, his standard go-to answer these days—always followed by
the same response from Oh.

“I have thought a lot
about it since that first time. I have come to peace with it and
understand more about myself. I want to, but not at your expense,”
she said. Mac looked at her with a blank face but gave her a soft
nod, and the matter was more or less settled. Oh added, “I want to
be sure you like this white whore you are married to needing a big
black dick inside her from time to time.”

“Long as it makes you
happy baby,” Mac said.

“As long as me being
slutty turns you on. Doesn’t it Mac?”

“You know it does,” he
said.

“Good. I’ll fuck you silly
when I get back. I promise.”

“Are you getting
paid?”

“Well paid. But it is not
about the money. It never has been,” Oh said.

“I know,” Mac
answered.

 


***

 


It was a long weekend for Mac, his
mind filled with what his wife was probably doing, whoring, fucking
black men with whom her whore friend Astrid had set her up—for two
long nights. He expected an occasional text or teasing photo but he
got absolutely nothing, other than a quick text saying they had
arrived, without saying where, on Friday afternoon, and an “all’s
good” on Saturday and Sunday morning. Sunday’s text also had the
line, “will be late” added.

It was 6 p.m. before he heard the
front door open and Oh set her bag down in the foyer, as if too
weak to carry it inside. Mac rushed to her there, smiling. “Welcome
home. Are you OK?”

“Yeah,” Oh said with not
much enthusiasm. “Very tired.” She looked up into her husband’s
face. “I hope we can wait on the reclaiming sex until tomorrow? If
you insist I won’t deny you but…”

“It’s OK, tomorrow’s
fine.” He looked at her up and down, not seeing any signs of
distress or damage. “Tell me about it?”

“Get me a drink and some
highlights only now, OK? Then I have to go to bed and get some
sleep.”

“OK.” Mac made her a Cosmo
and he poured himself a bourbon. Oh had taken the easy chair beside
the couch, her sun dress down over her knees, one strap sliding off
her shoulder displaying an enticing amount of breast. She looked up
at Mac.

“What do you want to
know?”

“Everything.”

“Highlights. Details
later.”

“OK,
highlights.”

Oh’s smile was weak. “I made five
grand. I was a good whore…” her voice trailing off and then her
staring at the floor for a second before she caught herself and
looked up at her husband. “I told you about Astrid’s first black
lover, pimp, Lawrence?”

“Yes.”

“I was with Lawrence for
the weekend. Everything she said about him is true. Unbelievable
lover who seems to know just what to say, what he wants, smooth
talker, and had me doing whatever he wanted. No, everything he
wanted,” Oh said dreamily. “He is amazing.”

Mac felt a tension he had not felt
since this had started. His comfort was shaken. “What does all that
mean?” he said.

“Highlights, remember?” Oh
said. She pulled her sundress higher, up her thighs, to her waist,
scooting her ass toward the edge of the chair, lewdly spreading her
legs wide and pulling her dress up to display he red open
pussy.

The bottom side of the dress had a wet
spot on it. Cum appeared at her pussy lips, pooling into a white
round glob before breaking free and trailing to the floor.
“Lawrence fucked me on the way here from the airport. We had a
limo.” She paused looking down with a sly smile on her face before
adding, “Bareback. He loves cummings inside me. I love him cumming
inside me too.”

Mac’s gaze went higher, on her bare
pubis, a large spade with a Q inside on her pubis. It looked real.
“He marked me,” Oh explained. “Said I earned it.” She looked up—
“It’s permanent.”

There was nothing for Mac to say,
whatever objection he had was too late. He knew that. Oh slowly
stood, unsteady, and headed toward the stairs. “More later,” she
said. Mac saw there were drops of cum dripping to the slate floor
as she crossed it. At the stairway she half turned, smiled, and
said, “Oh yeah, he took my ass too. That’s not off limits to you
either anymore. I discovered I like it sometimes.” With that she
turned and made her way up the stairs.

Mac needed an extra jolt. He poured a
double of Weller bourbon he had been saving to ease the shock. He
tried to break what she said in small segments so he could begin to
process it piece by piece, but the new reality was overwhelming. He
drank another double. His wife was embracing being a whore. There
was no hesitation or remorse when she returned. “Oh fuck, what do
we do now,” he said, realizing his words were slurring. He passed
out in his recliner, not shuffling up the stairs until three in the
morning, his head already starting to pound.

 



CHAPTER 26

 


It was 11 a.m. Monday before Oh
stirred. Mac took a sick day to be there when she woke. Finally she
came down to the smell of coffee. She had showered and smelled
faintly of body wash. She was in a ribbed tank and shorts. “Feel
better?” Mac asked.

“Yeah, I’m good, still a
little tired, still a little sore, but it’s a good
sore.”

“I’m glad you’re
home.”

“I’m glad I’m home too,”
she said, hesitancy in her voice. “Uh, I’m sorry.”

“Sorry for
what?”

“The tat, we probably
should have talked about it,” Oh said.

“Yes, that would have been
nice.”

“I could get it removed,”
Oh offered hesitantly.

“Do you want to do
that?”

“Honestly, I kinda like
it, if you are OK with it,” Oh admitted. “Lawrence was insistent.
He paid for the inking and gave me a $500 tip too. He said every
time I looked down it would remind me of the weekend, the fact I
had been paid to get it, had been fucked and was no denying I was a
whore. Funny thing is by the time he brought this up I was so into
pleasing him I would have gotten the tat simply by him asking. I
was really into pleasing him. It’s hard to explain, but I was into
it. Me vocally admitting to him I was a whore seems to be a big
turn on with him. Lawrence said he was making sure I accepted the
title. I guess that is important to him because he runs the escort
agency, but I already admitted to myself that I am a whore before
he went to the trouble.” She paused. “And while I’m at it let’s get
this out of the way too.” She lifted her thin top to revealed more
hickeys covering her breasts, some almost blue in a spot or two,
large ones, showing effort had gone into marking her tits
too.

“Were you with him all
weekend?”

“No. Friday night all
night. Astrid said she wanted me to experience him, he said he
wanted to break me in right, his way, even though I had already
sold my pussy to two black man he said he wanted to put his imprint
on me and in me.”

“Did he? Other than the
tat?”

“Oh yes, the tat was only
a minor part of the weekend. I think he almost brainwashed me. He
certainly taught me how to feel guilt free and let go with a
client. Saturday night we were at a party for a corporate thing
that Lawrence had been hired to do—and he was to provide hot and
cold running women—including me and Astrid.”

“How many…”

“Maybe a dozen men, five
women, all the men were black, a couple were sports stars you would
know, a hip-hop guy, and all hot for white married pussy. The fact
we women were all married was a selling point,” Oh said.

“How many men fucked
you?”

“I lost count. A lot.
Probably every man there before we were through. I know they all
had their cocks in me because the women all got on our hands and
knees facing each other on this massive round ottoman in the center
of the room and every man made sure he put his cock in each of us.
I had no idea whose cock was inside me, I just held that position
for cock after cock. Damn it was so nasty—and hot. I always thought
something like that would be erotic, you know I would soak when
reading about something like that in a story, but it far hotter
than I expected.”

“What time did it end
Saturday?”

“Sunday around lunch. I
woke up naked in bed between two black men. I didn’t even know
their names. We flew back and Lawrence fucked me on the drive from
the airport. He said I did good. Pleasing him was somehow important
to me. I was proud of myself in a way,” Oh said, adding, “If I am
going to be a whore I am going to be a good one.” Oh looked up at
Mac, noticing the bulge in his pants. “You like me being a whore
don’t you? I think you cock is saying yes even if you mind says
no.” Mac glanced up at her and their stares locked. “Oh fuck, you
are getting off on me doing this too aren’t you?”

 


***

 


Over the next few days Oh doled out
the weekend piece by piece, realizing quickly that her return
outburst, occurring only minutes after Lawrence filled her pussy
full, leaving her dripping his cum from her pussy when she came
into the house, was too much too fast for her husband. She
attributed the unfiltered talk aided by the feeling of Lawrence’s
big black cock still throbbing in her pussy. A couple of times
since Oh found Mac in the living room, the TV off, a double bourbon
in his grip, staring off into space. It scared her a little but she
knew they were committed to each other and would work through
it.

The first thing to get out of the way
was the tattoo, the permanent reminder of the weekend, her official
Queen of Spades emblem, telling the world she loved black cock.
Even as the thought crossed her mind she had resolved that it
didn’t matter who saw it—another lover, a doctor, whoever. If they
had an issue with her life choices they were the ones with the
problem. And that had to include Mac too for the moment.

“When Lawrence heard about
me through Astrid, and learned I didn’t have any tats, he said he
felt as if he had a new canvas on which to paint, and he planned to
do just that.” Oh told Mac. “His goal, and what he told me from the
start was to wash away any doubts of me wanting to be a whore by
the time I was returned home. But he started slow.

“Larence had paid full
ticket, he had rented my body for the weekend so he started by
stripping me down and inspecting me, then I had to take his thick
black cock deep into my throat. He told me to worship his cock. It
was incredibly arousing,” she said.

A while later she described Lawrence’s
tantric approach, his cock hard and inside her for close to an
hour, the entire time stimulating talk to Oh about the importance
of being free, open, flexible and accommodating to her client’s
desires, helping them explore their fantasies and in turn
fulfilling a few of her own. Lawrence went into detail about how
lucky she was to have the confidence and looks to pull this off, as
there were so many women who did not have the guts to do what she
was doing, or if they did have the guts, they didn’t have the
looks.

Oh didn’t tell Mac that the first
tantric session ended because Oh began begging the black man to
move, to fuck her hard, as she was writhing on his cock imbedded
inside her. She needed to cum and she needed to feel him cum inside
her too.

As Oh recounted the narrative again,
Mac found himself aroused knowing his previously innocent reserved
wife was turning into a naughty whore. Oh told him it had been
intoxicating, that she felt powerful and desired, and wanted to
give the men involved everything they wanted.

The thought of Oh being so bold and
daring turned him on like nothing else. The most he could get from
her was 30 to 40 minutes of her describing her weekend with the
smooth black pimp before Mac had interrupted and pushed her to her
back, jumping between her legs pumping his cock – and his cum—into
her. Oh sensed her husband’s arousal at her actions—and no longer
bothered with panties for their talks. It saved time. Around the
house Oh was wearing totally sheer gowns or tops too, enjoying her
husband’s rapt stares as if he was seeing her for the first time.
In fact, she realized, he was seeing the whore side of her for the
first time.

It was the second day before Oh told
Mac about her giving up her ass to Lawrence, how insistent he was,
how seductive, how smooth he told her that he could go slow, be
certain she enjoyed it, gradually with lots of lube, and fingers,
and then a toy, until in a moment of lust and desire, wanting to
give her black lover all of her, she let him.

“I want your back passage,
give it to me,” Lawrence said, and he had taken her carefully,
starting with lots of lube, grabbing her hips and guiding her down
onto his cock until she finally accepted it, amazed that she could,
and becoming more and more turned on by the experience.

After that moment Oh knew she would
hold back nothing from Lawrence, even when he challenged her and
told her that he wanted to mark her, that she needed something
permanent to remind her future black lovers and clients who they
were dealing with. “You need it to embrace your new role,” he told
her. “To commemorate the new you.” Thus the trip to the tattooist.
Oh knew, even though Lawrence had not asked, but if he had, she
would have fucked the tattooist as payment for the spade
tattoo.

Oh and Mac talked though everything a
couple of times, reassuring each other they were OK with what was
happening, reexamined her first meetings with Astrid, confessing
thoughts that had not come to her until she processed her actions
since, not knowing how even then her desires were being funneled in
the unleashing of her concealed unspoken desires.

Oh told Mac, “I never thought I’d be
into something like this, but after hearing Astrid talk about it—it
sounded kind of hot. It got in my head. I know it sounds crazy, but
the more I thought about it the more excited I got.” That too ended
in a raucous bed shaking afternoon for Oh and Mac.

It was as if Mac had discovered a new
sexual toy, one he thought he knew but was now exploring Oh’s naked
body only to discover niches and crannies he must have missed,
determined to uncover every secret fantasy, and to live them. Oh
held nothing back now. She waited until then then to admit that
Lawrence’s escort agency was the one Astrid used and she recruited
for Lawrence—and that she had signed on with him too.

As they rested in the afterglow, the
lamp light glistening off her soft flesh, her soft breasts were
still decorated with the hickeys Lawrence had so diligently put on
her, marking her as his even after he had returned her home to her
husband. Before they got into the shower together the third day, Oh
was staring in the mirror, her hands under her breasts, lifting
them up. She saw Mac staring. “If I got my nipples pierced, would
you prefer rings or bars?”

“What?”

Oh continued as if she had not heard
Mac. “Lawrence suggested it, but Astrid said if we got bars he had
to pay for bars with diamonds on each end, so four diamonds each.”
Oh looked in the mirror into her husband’s face, emotionless, “He
said that the cost wouldn’t be a problem.”

“OK,” Mac said, shocked at
her admission.

“Maybe the next weekend
trip,” Oh said absent mindedly.

Oh looked Mac in the face and told
him, “I want you to put on a suit and pretend you are the client
and I am going to service you tonight, you can be a rich
businessman or something. She whispered to him, “Do it, and I’ll
fuck you like the black cock slut that I am.” Mac went to his
closet. He turned on the closet light.

“I am all yours, use me
however you like,” Oh said. “Treat me like your whore—because in
the end that is what I am—and what I want to be.”

Mac suppressed a smile as he took the
suit from the hanger.

 


 



CHAPTER 27

 


The two white men were sitting in a
lounge booth in view of the bar, sipping on Woodford Reserve
bourbon. As they chatted two strikingly hot scantily clad women
entered the bar, taking the two nearest bar stools. The men looked
at each other with a glance, then back to the women.

The sharks started circling, doing
their mating dance, approaching, rebuffed, man after man shot down,
some because they didn’t click, a few because when money came into
the picture they were too cheap, and often because the men were the
wrong color.

That changed when two athletic black
men walked into the room, casually dressed in khaki pants and dress
shirts, like many of the other men, but standing out in how they
carried themselves. They circled the bar once before zeroing in two
hottest women in the room, one wearing a revealing gold
dress.

“Here we go,” Eric said
smiling at Mac.

“Do you ever get used to
this?” Mac asked.

“Honestly? Hell no. It is
like a strained pleasurable misery. I get off on Astrid being so
desired and at the same time so uninhibited. That was what I
thought I always wanted. No, that’s not right, it is what I wanted,
to see her free like she is. I was taken aback by how much she
likes it though—maybe more than me if that is possible, more than I
would have dreamed.”

“I understand completely,”
Mac said. “I get the same feelings.”

“I’m realistic. I’m
getting laid more than I ever was when she wasn’t doing this. When
it starts to feel like it is too much I stay home and wait, hear
her descriptions, maybe get a few teasing texts or photos.” Eric
said. “The it is like the pressure builds up and I need to come and
watch. The good thing is this casino provides a good relatively
safe place—and I’m up $525 at the blackjack table.” Mac looked over
at the grinning man about his own age.

Mac looked back at his wife and Astrid
getting suggestive with the black men at the bar. The younger one,
standing, had moved between Oh’s legs on the barstool. She had her
hands around the chocolate skinned man’s waist looking up into his
eyes. “She’s ready,” Mac said.

“How you know?”

“He’s very black, tall,
and is doing, not asking. He won’t fuck her, he will do more, he’ll
take her. She senses it.”

“I think you’re right,”
Eric said. He could not see Astrid, the view blocked by Oh and her
soon to be next black lover.

“You heard about Lawrence
wanting the girls for a weekend the end of the month?”

“I heard,” Mac said. “You
get the feeling they will both come back with their nipples
pierced?”

“I would say you can count
on it,” Eric said. “Astrid more or less agreed to it provided
Lawrence throws in diamonds on the bar ends. She couldn’t back out
after he said “OK.”

There were new drinks set on the bar
in front of the women. Oh’s friend excused himself to go to the
restroom, and Oh picked up her phone. Mac’s phone chirped. “See you
at home,” she said. “Looks like this will be an all nighter.” She
looked up and smiled at her husband, Mac gave her a thumbs
up.

Eric’s phone chimed about the same
time. He read it and looked up. “Looks like we are through for the
night doesn’t it? You message similar to mine?”

“Yeah,” Mac said, tossing
back the last of his bourbon. “See you in a week or so.”

“Sounds good,” Eric said,
waiting until the tall black man returned from the restroom and
taking Oh’s hand while his shorter darker companion reached for
Astrid, holding hands with the women the two black men left leading
their married white whores to the elevators.

 


THE END
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