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Chapter 1

 


The upheaval of Troy
Pierce's life began six months earlier, the day a new regional
manager, Kevin Stratton, came into Troy’s office and Kevin noted
the photograph of Troy’s wife, Veronica, on the credenza behind
him. It was a sexy shot of his wife at the beach in a modest
one-piece swimsuit with only a hint of cleavage.

The two men were discussing
transitioning Kevin in to their branch, problems Troy might know
of, basic business shit, when he noticed Troy’s photo of
Veronica.

“That your wife?” he
asked.

“Yes.”

“Beautiful. You are a lucky
man. That photo looks professionally done. Has she
modeled?”

“A few times, nothing
major, an athletic wear gig in college, one tee-shirt company when
they were in a rush for a topical thing. She didn’t list with an
agency or anything, just referrals from a brief modeling school
stint.” Troy said, “It’s been a while.”

“Nothing
lately?”

“Nah, she says she’s too
old.”

“Bullshit,” Kevin said. “My
wife made eight grand modeling last year part time and she’s got
five years on your wife.” He pulled out his cell phone and showed
some photos. “That’s Olivia,” he said. Troy gave her a closer look.
She was a pretty woman, but not prettier than Veronica, even a
little heavier, but Troy didn’t say that, he only thought it. No
need to be rude.

Kevin’s wife was posed in a football
jersey in one shot holding a football in front of a sporting goods
store. In another she was in business dress holding a real estate
brochure, in front of a local car dealership beside a new red
Toyota, and the last sitting in a hot tub in a brief bikini at a
home builders show. She had a nice set of boobs and wasn’t afraid
to show them, displaying a lot of cleavage but nothing that was out
of the way.

“Eight grand?” Troy
asked.

“Yep,” he said. “Tell you
what, I’ll give you the name of the agency, give them a call.” He
reached into his wallet for a card. “To tell the truth we get a 3%
commission of the first year’s earnings of anyone we bring it, but
I think from her looks your wife would do well at it.” He scribbled
a number on the back of a card. “Here’s my wife’s cell, have your
wife give her a call and they can talk girl to girl if she’s
interested.”

“Thanks,” Troy said,
sliding the card into the desk. They finished their company
business, and as soon as Kevin left Troy’s curiosity got the better
of him and he went for the card and looked up the modeling agency’s
website and Facebook page... “Sublime Models and Artists,” it said,
showing head shots of a couple of dozen women, five men, three
kids, and six bands available for weddings and other events. “Eight
grand?” Troy said to himself.

Eight grand was a lot of
money to Troy, with one kid in college and the other starting in
the fall. They faced the limitation of being forced to send their
youngest to the local community college to stay at home. It was all
they could afford with two kids in college at the same time. Eight
grand could make a difference for a better state school. Troy
mentioned it to Veronica that night.

 


***

 


“I’m too old,” she repeated
her usual refrain to her husband.

Troy loved the thought of other people
seeing what a beautiful wife he had, showing her off, but
Veronica’s lack of confidence and shyness meant she always pushed
back at any suggestion of showing off.

Troy was proud of her
beauty and for him it was exciting to contemplate Veronica
flaunting her beauty from time to time. He enjoyed having a
beautiful wife and wanted the world to know. He also wanted that
same world to know what a hot sexy wife she was, not all the time,
of course, but letting loose every now and then and letting her hot
sexy side come out for others to see. She usually resisted but from
time to time would indulge him.

Tonight Veronica showed
more interest than he expected when Troy told her about Kevin’s
wife being older and making eight grand in the past year. It got
her attention. “I’m not saying do it, but check into it. Give the
woman a call and see what she says.” Troy said. “It’s only part
time.”

“All right, that might be
fun,” Veronica said. “Don’t push. I’ll call her
tomorrow.”

 


***

 


The next night at supper Veronica
didn’t mention anything about modeling, although at the table their
youngest whined that all his friends were going to State and were
talking about the frats they planned to pledge. “And I’m stuck here
at home.”

At the suggestion of the
counselors at school they had removed his curfew for the rest of
his senior year, reduced their rule of knowing where he was going
and what he was going to do, and in short tried to ease the shock
he would face starting college. What that meant in reality was he
was home for meals, laundry, and that was about it. He would be
gone in three months.

As usual he vanished out the door
after dinner with a “Going to see friends” tossed back over his
shoulder as the door closed. He left Veronica and Troy to clean the
table and sit down in front of the television to zone out. This
night it didn’t happen.

“Let’s take some wine and
go out by the pool,” she said. Troy jumped at the chance, because
some wine and conversation in the low light around the pool usually
mean Troy was going to get some. Veronica didn’t say much at first,
as they both started at the pale blue water illuminated by the pool
lights.

“I called Olivia,” she
said.

“Who?”

“Olivia Stratton, your
co-worker’s wife. About the modeling.”

“And?”

“I gave her my Facebook
page and she saw what I looked like, and she said she’d love to
recommend me to the agency, she said she thought I would do well
there. She called me about an hour later—it seems she forwarded the
link to the agency owner and he liked what he saw and wants me to
come in for an interview.

“It seems all the girls at
the agency, especially the young ones, think they need to be blonde
or a redhead. There are calls many times for brunettes. The have
even tried to convince one of the blondes to go back to her natural
hair color and she refused. And they have models of all ages from
kids to elderly.”

“So you might be in demand
right off the bat?”

“Yeah, it seems
so.”

“So what are you going to
do?”

“I wanted to talk to you
first. You OK with it. You have any reasons I shouldn’t?” she
said.

“Why would I have a reason
to object?”

“The hours are not 9 to 5,”
she said. “Sometimes at night, weekends, some travel too, but you
get paid extra. It would take time away from you.”

“I can get by a few hours
without you,” Troy said. “I even survived your trip to your
sister’s for a week when she got sick earlier this year didn’t
I?”

“Yeah, you did.”

“I love you here with me, I
enjoy your company, but I don’t have to have you underfoot all the
time. I want you to do it if you want to. You know I’m always
telling you how pretty you are and you dismiss me. I think it would
be hot to be able to tell people my wife is a model. You are
beautiful.”

“You’re my husband, you
have to say that.”

“No I don’t, but I do say
it because I mean it, but if other people are willing to pay for
your beauty maybe it will sink in more and you don’t have to take
my word for it.”

“Good,” she said. “I know
we could use the money and it would let me feel like I’m
contributing if it works out. I have an appointment with the agency
Friday afternoon.”

“Good luck with it,” Troy
said.

 


***

 


Friday night Troy was greeted with a
set table, candle light, and steaks on the grill. Troy’s wife was
wearing Troy’s favorite cleavage baring dress, and no bra. “What’s
the occasion?” he asked.

“Oh not much,” she said,
giving him a coy smile. “I just thought we would celebrate you
having a model wife.”

“Wow, really? For real?”
Troy blurted out without thinking. “You’ve modeled before, in
college, for that athletic wear ad for the college
bookstore.”

“That was just messing
around, ‘hobby modeling’ is what the agent that conducted my
interview called it,” she said. “These people are real—and serious.
You know one of their models is doing runway work in New York and
Paris? I’ll be a professional model.”

“Wow,” Troy said.
“Congratulations.”

“I know what you’re
thinking, I know I am too old and no longer skinny enough to do
runway, and I know that, but there are plenty of things I can do,
they said. Merchandise ads, trade shows, good money.”

“They talk money?” Troy
asked.

“They asked my goals, and I
set a goal higher than Olivia. I said maybe 10 grand a year. They
said I could make three times that if I was willing to work for
it.”

“Wow. Up to 30 a year! That
would certainly help out the family budget, and let someone go to
State.” Troy said, “Allow us to lay some more back for retirement
too.”

“Exactly,” Veronica said.
“With the kids all gone soon I need something to keep me occupied
anyway.”

“I know you will be
fantastic at it,” Troy said. “I’m excited for you.”

“My first job is next
weekend,” she gushed. “I will passing out fliers at a company’s
booth at a trade show at the convention center.”

“Already?” Troy said, “They
don’t waste any time. What kind of convention is it?”

“Training by emersion is
how the manager that hired me called it. Some kind of homebuilder’s
thing. I’m supposed to work until seven when it closes. “Like I
said, they are serious,” Veronica said. “I have to have some
in-house training beforehand so I may be late some this week. You
may be on your own for supper a night or two. The have an ongoing
training program for three months that may take more time than I
anticipated.”

“I can handle it,
Veronica,” Troy told her.

“Good,” she said. “I really
want to do this. I want to prove to myself that I can.”

“I know you can, Veronica.”
Troy said.

Troy did not call her
anything but Veronica, as his wife would correct anyone who called
her Ronnie. Her name was Ve-ron-i-ka, and she demanded all four
syllables pronounced. She has a literal way of looking at things.
How insistent she was about the pronunciation was a good indication
of how serious she liked things to go in order, 1, 2, 3. For her
she figured this modeling was going the same way… get signed, do
some training, do a live spokesmodel show or two, do some photos
and go from there. In the proper order only. It was a beginning,
and it had been a long time since he had seen her this excited
about anything.

 


***

 


Janine was finishing her
second drink at lunch with Christy, having finished their workout
training, and before a photo shoot for a local car
dealership.

“I hear we are getting a
new girl—older than us, but pretty from what I hear. Actually she
was described as beautiful—rare thing to hear a photographer
describe a woman like that.”

“Hope she's not a bitch,”
Christy said. “Most beautiful women are.”

Janine giggled, “Like us?”

“Like us.” Christy grinned
back. “Well we had to have a brunette after Penny left. You know
they asked Kayla to dye her hair brown didn't you?”

“No, what did she say?”
Janine asked.

“What do you think?”
Christy said. “As much as she paid for that boob job she needs to
stay as blonde as she can to match the big tits, not to mention her
blonde brain.”

“Yeah, seems to go with the
package.”

“Well I will give the new
girl a chance, but not a big one.”

“Always the positive
thinker, aren't you Christy?” she said.

 


***

 


Troy was in the middle of a
big project and he had to work very late three nights that week and
saw little of Veronica, but it was not a problem as she was out
with her training and orientation.

Veronica was asleep when he
came home and he was gone before she got up. Veronica texted,
called at lunch, and she continued to be excited about the
possibilities of her new job. She had made a couple of new friends
who would be working the trade show, and she praised her new boss,
Evan.

Veronica left early Friday morning for
the show and returned late Friday night. The show closed at seven
and she texted at 7:45 explaining everyone was going out to dinner
with the exhibiting company staff to celebrate her first real day
on the job. It was nearing midnight when she arrived, smelling of
smoke and liquor and went straight to bed without any talk,
explaining she was exhausted but did say she had enjoyed the
experience.

It was not uncommon in
their everyday life to have spaces of small talk with no serious
conversations. They had been married for so long they had long
since hashed out the ups and downs until they both felt they had a
good understanding of each other’s expectations. Their marriage had
reached a zone in which they were comfortable and happy with each
other and did not need to spend hours learning about each other, as
they had earlier in our marriage when they were discovering each
other. Regular deep conversations were rare.

Saturday morning again she was gone to
her trade show job before he got up—and Troy like to sleep in on
Saturdays.

Troy was curious about his wife
modeling, and with a quick call to a builder friend, he arranged
for a pass to the home show. Troy was going to surprise her. He
took his time, did some odd jobs around the house, and after lunch
showered and dressed for the home show. He got there at 2 p.m. and
realized he had not asked her what company’s booth she was working,
and he was forced to walk the massive show looking for it. Several
of the booths had models passing out literature or sometimes it
looked like they were there primarily for window dressing or to
flirt with the customers.

In one booth a leggy young girl with
long black hair almost to her waist balanced on high heels wearing
fishnet hose and not much more that a one-piece swimsuit. In
another booth a model was autographing calendars of herself, all
turned to April in which she was posing with wrenches the company
was selling, clasped in each hand. She was bare breasted in the
photo with the wrenches strategically concealing most of her
nipples, and men were lined up to get their autographed calendar.
She was pumping the crowd as well in a low cut top that exposed
most of her breasts when she leaned over to sign the posters. He
noted she was making no effort to cover herself and concluded her
display was intentional.

Troy understood the concept,
sex-selling products to a male audience, and it appeared to be
working in that booth. He guessed he was staring, because a voice
from behind said, “Damn fine looking piece of ass. Watch her; she’s
getting off teasing us old farts.”

Troy turned to see a heavyset man
about his height holding a briefcase. “Yeah, I guess.”

“Shit, the only way I can
get through one of these shows without going crazy is taking a
break and wandering around checking out the booth
babes.”

“Booth babes?”

“Yeah, the hot women hired
to work the booths. You can tell by how they’re dressed. The pretty
and hot wives working with their husbands in the small companies
are not going to stand around with their tits half hanging out. The
girls working for the modeling agencies don’t seem to give a shit,
nor should they, after all that’s what they’re getting paid for, to
be ogled.”

“Oh.”

“Best booth I’ve found so
far is Alliance, other side of the room. You gotta check out the
girls and the costumes there. Babes I mean to tell you.” The man
glanced down at his watch. “Shit, got to get back to work.
Cya.”

Troy had wandered for an hour and
still no sign of Veronica, and it was close to lunch and Troy’s
weary legs were beginning to complain for a rest. He stepped into
the convention center dining room for a beer before he resumed his
search. The small bar overlooked the dining room on the floor
below, and he took a small table beside the window wall, resting as
he sipped his beer. That was when Troy saw her.

As he glanced over the room
below Troy’s eye caught a striking woman in a silver sequined dress
held up with a halter tied behind her neck. She was entering the
dining area on the floor below. Troy had always loved women in
halter-tops, as it left no way she could wear a bra and the idea of
a braless woman and her breasts moving freely, hopefully brushing
her nipples and staying hard from the stimulation. The idea of a
woman constantly stimulated simply by walking around without a bras
was always attention getting to a tit man like Troy.

The top had a deep V that would
require the woman sitting with a straight back without exposing her
nipples. It was short, so short that it wouldn’t pull underneath
the woman and she had laid a sweater on the seat to prevent her ass
from touching the public dining room chair. Troy did a double take
before Troy looked at her face, and realized it was
Veronica.

Stunned doesn’t describe
it. Gob smacked maybe. Troy’s wife and the mother of his children
was very aware of her role and proper dressing for PTA, Sunday
school, and her daily life. Even when on vacation and Troy begged
her to dress hotter she resisted. She refused to wear a bikini, not
because of her build; her body was made for a bikini, but because
she did not want to feel exposed. And here she was in public
dressed like this. And she was smoking hot.

Troy was a little pissed that she
would dress like that and deprive him of the enjoyment of seeing
her, and what’s more had not mentioned anything but appearing in
public in a dress showing that much of her. It was beyond sexy and
she had to know the effect it would have on him.

Veronica had to know that had she worn
a dress like that home or modeled it for him there, with even the
hint that she would dress like that in public, would result in a
quick hard fucking. He wondered why she had not said
anything.

Veronica was visible from where he
sat, but his view of who was seated with her was concealed by a
large stone column. As Troy observed her side of the conversation
she laughed, flicking back her hair. Troy stood and moved to his
left to see who she was talking to. As he did he noticed Veronica
cross her legs and dangle one high heel on her toe, staring into
the face of the black man sitting across from her. Troy could see a
highball glass sitting in front of each of them.

“What the fuck?” Troy said
under his breath. Troy was hyperventilating and then went weak.
Troy’s legs wouldn’t move, and he took the seat at a different
table that better allowed him to observe his wife and the black man
with whom she was having a drink. His mind clouded with questions.
Who was this guy? Why was she dressed like that? Why was she so
familiar with him—and flirty? Somebody was going to answer some
fucking questions and quick.

Part of Troy was screaming
to get down there quick and find out what in the hell was going
on—but he froze. Troy felt the weakness sweep over him again and
leaned back against the chair. What would he do if he went down
there? Make a scene? Troy didn’t know what was going on there.
Veronica would explain when he got to her. He reasoned he should
play it cool and act as if he had not seen anything.

“Fuck that,” Troy said to
himself, regaining his bearings and standing, but as he did Troy
saw the waitress bring the check to the pair below and they stood.
Veronica stumbled and the black man caught her, but not before the
move gave him a full flash of her breast… and from Troy’s angle it
was clear the black man didn’t miss it.

As the black man caught her and
steadied her, Troy saw why she had stumbled. Troy had never seen
her in heels that high before. She continued gripping the black
man’s arm for balance as they left. Troy threw a ten down on the
table and went back to the show floor.

 


As Troy neared the back corner of the
exhibit hall he saw a crowd of men milling around the end of an
aisle with an end cap booth. A petite blonde in a low cut red
sequined dress that was mid-thigh squatted down to remove
literature from a cabinet, rising to hand a catalog to a waiting
customer with a warm smile. Troy figured she was in her late 20’s.
A second woman appeared, a redhead, tall, slender, a little older,
dressed in a similar dress as the petite girl, but in a blue
color.

A black man—the black man Troy had
seen having a drink with his wife appeared, wrapping his arm around
the redhead in a manner that broadcast familiarity. She nodded and
together the redhead and the black man walked down the aisle and
past him. Troy neared the booth and Veronica came into view,
entertaining three men and leading them to a salesman where she
passed them off and turned to survey the crowd. She saw Troy,
smiled, and came quickly over, her breasts bouncing unfettered in
the low-cut silver dress. She was the sexiest and hottest Troy had
ever seen her, and Troy got a half-hard just looking at his wife
approaching.

“Wow!” Troy said. “You are
hot!”

“Hey baby,” she said, “I
didn’t know you would be here.”

“I wanted to surprise you;
I wanted to see you work.”

“Well here I am, working,”
she said. “This is much more fun than I thought, but it is going to
take some getting used to in these heels. Evan says it is part of
the uniform.”

“Such uniform as it is,”
Troy said. “Not a lot to it. Evan?”

Veronica laughed, “My boss. There’s
not supposed to be a lot to the dress, all intentional for the
buying customers, but I’m getting used to it. I was very
self-conscious yesterday. Kinda out of character for me,
huh?”

“Kinda,” Troy said, “But
you look smokin’ hot. Why didn’t you show me
beforehand?”

“Too nervous, I guess, and
I was going to have Christy take a photo of me in the booth and
surprise you with it—or maybe come home wearing this dress Sunday
night.”

“You wouldn’t have it on
very long.”

“So I should?”

“Damn right you should,”
Troy said. The small blonde came up.

“This is Christy,” Veronica
said. Addressing the woman she told her, “This is Troy, my husband.
Send him that photo you took of me earlier, I guess the surprise is
on me with him showing up here.”

“Sure,” Christy said,
smiling. “I just love your wife.”

“I do too,” Troy said.
“She’s so hot in this dress.”

“Thank you,” Veronica said.
She paused with a slight smile. “You know you’re not the only
person who’s told me that today.”

“I figured,” Troy said.
“Let me guess, the black guy you were having drinks
with?”

Troy thought she might be
shocked he had seen her but she was nonplussed. “Evan? Oh, that guy
you saw me with is the owner of the agency. He came out to check on
us, see how I was doing in my first gig, and he has taken each of
us for a drink. Christy went first,” she pointed to the small
blonde. “And he just left with Janine. He said we have to keep the
booth manned. He’s just making sure we get the breaks the client
agreed too.” Her brow wrinkled in thought. “What? You
jealous?”

“A little,” Troy said, “I
didn’t know what was going on. Why do you say that? Do you want me
jealous?”

“It’s been a while.
Actually it’s kinda cute.”

“With my wife dressed like
you are I probably should be jealous with all the attention you’re
getting.”

“I love you,” she smiled.
“I’ll tell you when you need to be jealous—but I am getting a lot
of attention.”

“And you like it, from the
way you’re acting,” Troy said. She turned back toward the customers
in the booth. “I have to get back to work,” she said, stopping in
mid-stride. “I don’t like it. I love it.” As Troy watched she
stepped up to two men at one of the displays, tossing her head back
in a laugh and snuggling against the older of the two as he wrapped
his arm around her and his friend snapped a photo.

Troy felt awkward and out
of place all of a sudden—and watching his wife half-dressed
flirting with all the men and so into it didn’t help Troy’s
uneasiness. He gave her a half wave and made for the
exit.

 



Chapter 2

 


Troy didn’t know what he expected, but
it wasn’t what he found. Veronica was enjoying it so who was he to
object. She could continue with Troy’s encouragement—for a while,
he thought.

That night as she came in
the door Troy didn’t bother to ask if she was tired. All afternoon
he was anticipating her coming home hot and horny from the
attention she had been getting at the show. Troy could close his
eyes and see projected on the inside of his eyelids the mental clip
of his wife in her silver dress with her breasts moving like two
puppies under a blanket as she walked about unashamed and as if she
did not even notice, capped by that confident smile on her
face.

Veronica had changed from her dress,
removed her make-up before she came home but that that didn’t stop
how much Troy wanted her. They didn’t bother making it upstairs or
pausing for a drink or conversation.

“Sorry I didn’t wear the
dress home, they wanted to keep it clean and there for the last
day. I’ll wear it home tomorrow.”

“Doesn’t matter now. Come
here, I want to fuck you so bad,” Troy said, pulling at her pants,
not bothering with her top, urgently yanking them down her long
legs and out of her pants in an instant, pulled her legs apart and
buried himself to the hilt her moist hot pussy, so inviting between
those open thighs. His excitement made him much quicker to cum than
he expected.

“Damn baby, I don’t know
what’s gotten into you but I like it.”

“I’ve been like this ever
since I saw how hot you were dressed today—and how you carried it
off with poise and confidence, you weren’t shy or worried, and you
are so hot when you are in that mode.”

Veronica laughed, “Well the
classes have helped with my confidence, and the encouragement from
Janine and Christy.” Her pussy was soaked and dripping, more so
than Troy could ever remember, but Troy wrote it off to the
spontaneity and excitement the erotic pursuit of one horny
attentive husband.

Troy was still inside her, but felt
his hard on weakening.

“You want to go again? That
was quick,” Veronica said.

“As soon as I recover,”
Troy said. With the image of you in that show it won’t take very
long.

“Then let’s go upstairs,
get naked, and do it right,” Veronica said. “You just got me
started.”

“All the attention from all
those men got you worked up too huh? I thought that might happen,”
Troy said.

“Something like that,” she
responded. “Come upstairs and fuck me right for the second go
round. Remember, sex is like a Chinese dinner, it’s not over till
we both get our cookies.”

 


***

 


The three women finished their make-up
class about the upcoming trends and Janine suggested a quick drink
before heading home.

“Since we are the Triple
Threat team we should do some bonding,” Christy said. “Liquor
helps.”

The three women had one drink and were
discussing whether they had time for another when the waiter
appeared with refills.

“We didn't order any more
drinks.”

“I know, those two guys at
the bar bought them for you.” The three women looked at the bar
where two men in suits raised their glasses, and the women did the
same.

“Well Christy, looked like
you have a choice,” Veronica said.

“Huh?”

“Janine and I are both
married.”

Christy laughed and looked over at
Janine. “You gonna tell her or you want me too?”

“What Christy is so
delicately saying is that my husband and I have an open
relationship, so I am not technically off the market, but actually
I am, because I have a boyfriend that wants me to be exclusive to
him other than my husband. So Christy, Veronica's right, you have a
choice.”

“That's too much
information,” Veronica said. “I know it is time for me to
leave.”

“I'll walk out with you,”
Janine said. “You coming?” she said to Christy.

Christy looked back at the two men
standing at the bar, looking her way. “Are you crazy?” she
said.

Janine laughed, “Have a good
time.”

 


***

 


Troy was busy with work,
they were doing typical husband and wife in the suburbs things, not
giving each other serious time and he was half-listening to the
answer to his daily question, “how was your day.”

Veronica wasn’t expansive
about her training or her job details. “They have a strict
confidentiality policy, I had to sign a contract,” she explained.
“Nothing I know I could not tell you, but I promised.”

Veronica worked a couple of
more trade shows and continued training a three days each week. She
was excited as she looked forward to her photos and headshots for
her modeling book and the website, which would mark phase one of
her training completed.

What got Troy's attention was when
Veronica came in that night with a neat off the shoulder
haircut—and Troy preferred her hair long.

“What happened?”

“Like it?” she smiled,
tilting her head slightly and lifting the edges of the cut with her
palm.

“Why?”

“Oh, it’s a new thing at
the agency. They paid for it, had a special stylist come in. It is
a new marketing concept with Janine, Christy and myself. Janine
being a redhead, Christy a blonde, and me a brunette we are going
to be marketed as trade show hostesses as the “Triple Threat Team”.
We all have the same hair and the same style dresses, but different
colors, like that builders show you saw. What do you
think?”

“I can see how that would
be appealing to some booth manufacturers wanting to attract
attention.”

 


***

 


As her training progressed Troy began
to note subtle changes in his wife, her choice of clothes improved,
newer and different style clothes, and several with tasteful
displays of cleavage and upper chest, something she had resisted
before.

Three weeks in she called
and said she had to go by the grocery store and the big box store
for a few things. As he helped her unload the packages he couldn’t
help but notice the distinctive swaying motion of bare breasts
unrestrained under a thin top. Her natural breasts were in a
constant state of movement no matter how careful she tried to step
when she was braless. It was a fight to get her to leave her bra
off, even for a sexy night out, because she was so
self-conscious.

“You went to the
supermarket without a bra?” It wasn’t a judgement call but rather
shock at her boldness.

“We did a shoot for a
sports catalog and they let us take our pick of the clothes to
keep.”

“No bras included?” Troy
joked.

“You’ve wanted me to drop
my bras for years,” she said.

“But you never
did.”

“Well we were told it was
best to get in the habit, because some shoots with a low cut back
or something similar the photographer doesn’t want to sit around
waiting for the elastic marks to fade. Janine gave me some articles
and a book, “Dressed to Kill”. Did you know that bras are
unhealthy?”

“I never cared for them,”
Troy smiled.

“Well enjoy, because I’ve
decided to give them up forever, for both health and professional
reasons.”

“Wow,” was all Troy could
stammer, shocked at the change in his typically modest wife smiling
before him, her hard nipples on high beam poking against the thin
fabric of the blouse. Finally he got out, “You have my full
encouragement, my love.”

 


***

 


“Just two more,” her
trainer urged, and with extra effort Veronica focused and pushed
hard on the bar. The weight had been upped 10 pounds and she was
hitting full reps. She was feeling endorphin rushes now in the
fourth week of her three to four times a week workouts at the
agency gym, complete with a personal trainer. He was knowledgeable,
listened to her fitness goals, and in just those weeks she was
seeing improvement.

Two days earlier Christy has been
laughing at her for wearing a sports bra in her workout. “Models
don't wear bras, look around you Veronica. You are standing out
because you are dressing so conservative.” Veronica glared. “I mean
you've not even noticed DeShawn paying all this attention to
you.”

“What?”

“DeShawn, your
trainer.”

“I know who DeShawn is,”
Veronica said.

“You’ve not noticed he is
all over you? You have not noticed how he looks at you?”

“No.”

“If he looked at me like
that I would be one well fucked white woman,” Christy laughed. “And
you don’t even see it.”

“I’m married.”

“Are you dead?”

“No, just
married.”

“Same thing?” Christy
asked.

“No.”

“I don’t think being
married would matter to DeShawn. I’ve heard stories.”

“What stories?” Veronica
asked, grinning.

“Hung like a horse and long
lasting. And he likes white girls.”

“Well what’s stopping you?”
Veronica asked.

“He’s is concentrating on
you at the moment.”

“You’re imagining that,”
Veronica. “Move in on him, I have no interest in messing around on
my husband.”

“I’m not imagining it,”
Christy protested. “I can prove it.”

“How?” Veronica
asked.

“Leave your bra off for
your next workout, tie it in a knot up under your boobs, and I bet
you $50.00 he will make a pass at you.”

“You have $50.00 to waste?”
Veronica said. “I don’t.”

“OK, how about this,”
Christy said. “If he doesn’t make a pass I give you $50.00. If he
does make a pass,” Christy paused looking up, thinking, “If he does
make a pass, you at least go out for a drink with him.”

“I’m married.”

“You are so sure of
yourself, if you are right you will be $50.00 richer. If not, you
will get some drinks bought.”

“OK, you’re on,” Veronica
finally said, just to shut Christy up.

“If you don’t go out with
him you owe me double, $100, OK?”

“Alright,” Veronica said,
“but quit talking about it.”

Now two days later, her
scheduled workout, she was rethinking her bet as she stood in front
of the mirror with her thickest tee tied in a knot low, not up
under her breasts. It was still revealing, not necessarily more
revealing than what any of the other girls were wearing, but for
Veronica it was far over the line.

“$50.00 is $50.00,”
Veronica said, sure that DeShawn would be professional as he always
was.

And he was professional for the first
20 minutes, then he started selecting exercises that caused
Veronica to move quickly in different directions, and her breasts
were dancing on their own—and this time she did notice DeShawn
watching. She was sweating and it was causing the tee to cling to
her sweaty body.

“Damn you sure look good
today, Veronica,” DeShawn said as she was doing a press and he
stood over her, spotting her. She looked up and could not believe
how he was bulging against his gym pants. She recalled what Christy
had said. He was standing that way to show off his cock, Veronica
knew. She looked away as she finished her reps.

The workout was winding
down, and DeShawn was holding her ankles as she did sit ups. As she
looked up she saw he was locking eyes with hers as her elbows
neared her knees. At ten he reached out and grabbed her by her
elbows, holding her in position, looking straight into her face. “I
like you Veronica. How about me letting me buy you a post-workout
drink after our next workout.”

“I’m married,” Veronica
said.

“I know, it’s just a
drink,” DeShawn said.

“Really?” Veronica
said.

“What?”

“Just a drink?”

“Well, uh…” DeShawn was
caught off guard. “Yeah, uh, a drink I’d just like to get to know
you outside of the gym. You’re nice.”

“You won’t get far with
anyone lying, DeShawn,” Veronica said, enjoying the discomfort she
was seeing in him. He wasn’t used to having questions thrown back
at him, but then again he was young too.

Now it was DeShawn’s turn to shock.
“Nah, white girl, a drink is the first of what I hope would end up
with you flat on your back with your legs wide open as I lay
between them thrusting a big ole stick of black dynamite into you.
That’s the truth. I don’t want to offend you though.”

“Yeah, I think it is,”
Veronica laughed, shocked. She saw Christy coming into the gym,
stopping to look over at DeShawn and Veronica. Veronica knew she
didn’t have $100, and she wasn’t one to shirk a bet.

“OK, I’ll tell you what.
I’ll have a drink with you day after tomorrow, but you get your
little daydream out of your head. It is only a drink, understand?
I’m a married woman.”

“I love married women,”
DeShawn said.

“That’s not what I meant
and you know it,” Veronica said. “Only a drink. If you can’t take
that as the limit there’s no need to go for the drink,” she
said.

“I surrender,” DeShawn
said, laughing, holding up his hands as if to ward her off. “I
would love to buy you a drink with nothing more suggested or
implied.”

“In that case I would love
to have a drink with you,” Veronica said. DeShawn stood and
extending his hand, helped Veronica stand. She gave him a quick
hug.

“Day after tomorrow,”
DeShawn grinned. “Thanks.” Christy had a smug look as Veronica
approached.

“Doesn’t look like you’re
going to win $50.00 does it?” Christy asked.

“No, you’re
right.”

“Doesn’t look like you
gonna be paying me double either.”

“No it doesn’t,” Veronica
said.

 


***

 


DeShawn gave Veronica directions to
the bar where he wanted to meet, and she drove to what was the
entertainment area of downtown. She parked and followed the
directions on her phone, turning into an almost hidden doorway. She
hesitantly stepped inside. The sign on the door said
“Queenies”

It was a small quiet bar, a long bar
on one side, a half-dozen booths on the other, a jukebox in the far
back corner and a door beside it reading “Employees Only.” DeShawn
saw her enter and stood. He already had a drink.

“Starting without me?”
Veronica asked.

“Just one,” DeShawn said.
“What would you like?”

“Vodka martini,” Veronica
said.

“My kind of girl. He
motioned to the waitress and gave her the order.

“Actually I’m not that kind
of girl,” Veronica said. “Like I said, I’m married. I’m having a
drink with you because I lost a bet.”

“I figured something like
that,” he laughed. “I saw how you were talking with Christy. I knew
something was up.”

“Why this bar?” Veronica
asked. “I’ve been to the entertainment district before but I’ve
never been here.”

“It’s an out of the way
bar,” DeShawn said, “but it is very popular with certain types of
people.”

“Such as?”

“Well the bar is dead at
the moment, but at 8 o’clock on the weekends it would be very
crowded, a lot of black men, white women, a few white
men.”

“Huh?”

“It’s a place where black
men and white women come to hook-up and have fun.”

“And you brought me here?
Thinking?”

“Nothing, I just like the
bar,” DeShawn said. “It’s my favorite bar.”

“You come here a
lot?”

“Yes.”

“To hook up with white
women?”

“When I can,” DeShawn said.
“I confess.”

“And if anyone sees me
leaving here they will think that’s why I’m here too,
huh?”

“If they know what the club
is known for. It’s a tight little group though; I don’t think it
will destroy your good girl image.”

The drink arrived and she began to sip
it. “Damn, this is a good drink,” she said. “Thank you for the
drink—as for everything else, nothing personal, but I’m not
interested.”

“Nothing sinister about a
conversation,” DeShawn said. “The way you are toning up, those
little things that move you from pretty to hot, like the stylish
hair, how you accent, all the things the agency teaches you—get
used to being hit on a lot.”

“I’m too old.” Veronica
said.

“You are sitting here
having a drink with someone 15 years younger who has already stated
what he would like to do to you. I may not click any of your
buttons and be the kind of person you have interest in, but I
promise you are not too old.”

“Thank you,” Veronica said.
“You know you are good looking and have your choice of a lot of
pretty women, a lot of them at the agency. Why are you wasting time
with me?”

“Something about you really
turns me on, like you have something smoldering inside.”

“Sorry to disappoint you,”
Veronica said as she finished her drink. “You’re a nice guy, but
like I said, I’m married and I take that serious.”

“Good for you,” DeShawn
said. “But with me that makes you much more desirable to me. More
of a challenge.”

“Like I said, don’t waste
your time,” Veronica said. “Thanks for the drink. I need to go home
to my husband.” She stood and started to walk away.

“Veronica?” DeShawn said.
She turned back to him. “You gonna tell your husband you were out
having a drink with a black man in a known black man/white woman
pickup bar.”

“I’ll tell him, but I won’t
use those exact words,” Veronica said. Once outside Veronica leaned
against the wall for a second, catching her breath. She was
trembling, and she didn’t know why. I need to get home, she
thought. Once in the car her short skirt rode up over her ass and
she tugged it down, reaching down between her legs to pull the
wrinkled hem forward. As she did her thumb brushed her crotch and
she was startled to feel her soaked panties.

 


***

 


“Sorry I’m late,” Veronica
said. “My trainer invited me out for a drink to celebrate my 10
pound loss,” she said.

“Congratulations baby,”
Troy said. He didn’t ask where or any other questions about her
trainer, and Veronica offered nothing further.

 


***

 


“The company is having a
pool party/barbeque next weekend,” Veronica said in late June.
“This is a big thing there, a lot of the clients, photographers,
and spouses too. I want us to go.”

“I don’t have anything
planned,” Troy said.

“Good.” Veronica said.
“Evan is working on some big bookings; a few new things that he
said will mean serious money. I can’t wait for you to meet him,”
Veronica said. “He is so cool.”

“How so?” Troy asked,
wondering how Even had been elevated to “cool” when he was rarely
mentioned in their conversations.

“He’s traveled all over the
world, and is just so interesting to talk to. Like I said, I'm sure
you will like him. Everyone does.”

 


***

 


The party was crowded and
an eclectic mix of maybe 60 people. The party was to announce a new
spin-off of the Sublime Agency, this division to be called E&I
Models. The theme was obvious when they arrived—Ebony and Ivory
Agency, so spelled out in the logo ice sculpture, and a
preponderance of black male models and white female models. There
were a few exceptions, but for the press party it was clear that
was the theme. Most of the hot looking younger girls were in
bikinis dipping in and out of the pool, obviously serving as
eye-candy for the group. Two girls in particular wearing white and
yellow swimsuits, respectively, unabashedly paraded around even
though the light color and water made the swimsuit almost sheer.
Everyone here was a stranger to Troy, with the exception of the
blonde from the trade-show, Christy.

There was the flash of
photos from the press as every model was paired with another person
of a different color in keeping with the theme. Troy saw Janine,
the slender redhead, across the pool talking to a small group
accompanied by a tall dark man, and as Troy and Veronica came into
view, Evan approached with a wide smile and friendly attitude, too
friendly for a first time meeting Troy thought.

“Veronica, how great to see
you made it,” he said as he gave her a hug, pulled back from her
and hissed as he shook his hand as if he had touched something hot.
“Damn, girl, you look great tonight, love the dress.” She did look
hot in a cream colored thin dress covered with a lace overlay, but
not thick enough to conceal her poking nipples or concealing the
gentle sway of her breasts as she walked.

Evan turned, extending his
hand to Troy. “You must be Troy. I’ve heard a lot about you. I’m
Evan, Evan Washington. Welcome and mingle, anyone you don’t know
just introduce yourself, we’re all a big family here. I'm so glad
you could make it. I look forward to talking to you later but
please forgive me, I have to greet the arriving guests. I do so
want to get to know you. If you will excuse me,” Evan said as he
turned to welcome guests arriving behind them. “Angie, how great to
see you made it,” Troy heard him greet the newcomers.

“You heard what he said,”
Veronica told Troy, “Mix and mingle. I have to spend the first few
minutes speaking to certain clients that I’ve been assigned to
greet. I’ll meet you by the bar on the lawn in about an hour,” she
said, pointing to it.

“What the fuck?” Troy said,
annoyed. “You’re working? Why didn’t you say…”

“I know how you don’t like
these things and you wouldn’t have come,” she said, “And I wanted
to come and I wanted you to meet some people. It is a fun bunch,
you will like them. Besides, this is my job and I want to do it
right and make a good impression. I want you to support me in
this.

“OK, since you put it like
that,” Troy said.

.You’ll like it once you
get to know people. Here, let me introduce you to Chris.” She
approached a skinny man with a red shaggy hair and a goatee. “He’s
a photographer,” she said. Troy watched Chris check out his wife's
bouncing boobs but the photographer confined it to an appreciative
glance and recovered nicely, looking up at her face. It was more
like he looked, noted the lack of a bra, and that checked, paid
more attention to her face.

“Chris dear, this is my
husband Troy and he feels a little out of place, think you can
introduce him around while I circulate among the clients for a
while.”

“Sure Veronica.”

“Oh there's Ellian,”
Veronica said, interrupting herself, waving to a stocky black man
who saw her wave, smiled, and approached.

“Ready to get started?”
Ellian asked as he neared, offering his arm. “We’ll get the photos
first.” Veronica took it, turning to Troy. “I'll see you when we've
made the rounds,” she said. Troy’s wife disappeared on Ellian’s
arms and Chris shook Troy’s hand.

“Crazy party, but they are
usually a lot of fun once the liquor starts hitting,” he said.
“This is Evan's latest brainstorm, creating a market niche for
black men and white women and black women and white men, playing up
the contrast but at the same time implying that it is promoting the
lack of racism in the modern world.”

“Sounds like a lot of
bullshit to me, just another way to make money,” Troy said. “Seems
a lot more black men and white women than more black women with
white men.”

“Yeah, looks that way. My
feelings precisely on the bullshit,” Chris said, “But can't blame a
man for trying. A lot of the stuff I think is crazy has worked well
for him. He pays on time.”

“Veronica said you are a
photographer?”

“Yeah, I do a lot of work
with Evan. I do the head books for some of the girls at the agency,
basic stuff. I’ve been working with Veronica for the past few
days.”

“Really?” Troy said. “She
hasn’t mentioned it.”

“Probably wanting to
surprise you,” he said, changing expression. “I may be talking out
of school. When she tells you and gives you the photo album act
surprised, OK?”

“Fair enough,” Troy said.
“You secret is safe with me. Tell me about Evan and this agency.
Veronica doesn't say much.”

“Evan likes to play it
close to the vest; he is paranoid about everyone keeping their
mouths shut. Have you read the non-disclosure agreement? I showed
it to my brother in law in law school and he said it was
ironclad.

“Evan says there is no need
to tip off the competition to what we are doing—and that includes
spouses. Don't take it personal. Actually the website is pretty
clear on the majority of what the agency does,” he said. “What you
see is what you get. Real deal agency with a couple of models
getting some magazine swimsuit work, like almost on the verge of
breaking in to the SI, Victoria’s Secret stuff, just not quite
there. Meanwhile he pays the bills with catalog work, trade shows,
and the usual stock in trade.”

“I understand he’s working
on something big,” Troy suggested.

Chris laughed. “Evan is always working
on something big, but he has never comes through so far, but I’m
not rocking any boats. He’s gotten close to a home run on a couple
of things.” Chris looked over toward Veronica, who along with
Ellian were chatting up an old man in a cream summer
suit.

“Your wife is very
photogenic,” Chris said. “In front of a camera she lights up—not a
common thing.”

“Thank you, I think,” Troy
said.

“It is a compliment for
sure,” Chris said. “And there's something about when she gets in
front of the camera, it's hard to explain. It's like she is a
different person from the woman that walks in the door before the
shoot starts.” Chris realized he was drifting and abruptly changed
the subject.” He looked around. “Sorry, I'm not doing what I was
asked to do. Come on; let me introduce you to some of the
others.”

Chris introduced him to a couple of
groups and faded away. Over the next 30 minutes Troy fell into a
couple of college football discussions, one political argument Troy
excused himself from quickly. He knew there was never winning a
political argument at a party.

An hour into the party he found
himself at the edge of the pool patio on his third drink with a
good buzz, waiting for his wife. Evan appeared, still jovial and
smiling, greeting Troy like a long lost friend.

“Troy, my friend, glad
we've got a minute. I wanted to tell you what a great fit your wife
is to our agency,” Evan said. “She is a natural, a pure breed. We
are excited to have her with us.”

“What?” Troy asked, uneasy
hearing his wife referred to like some racehorse. He didn't snap
back, as his attention was concentrated on watching Veronica with a
drink in her hand standing in a circle chatting with two young
black men and their dates, both white women. Ellian wasn’t
there.

“Thoroughbred is too much
of a cliché,” Evan said. “I said you have a beautiful wife and she
is a delight to work with. She has taken to modeling
naturally.”

“Seems too,” Troy said,
taking a more up close look at the man facing him. Evan wasn’t just
black but ebony black, with eyes that seemed to glisten and he had
a ready smile and soft voice. He had about eight inches in height
and about 20 pounds in build on Troy, and Evan was much wider in
the shoulders and obviously worked out a lot. From the tight tee it
was clear Evan enjoyed showing off his physique.

Troy wasn't thinking in
those terms though. In the back of Troy’s mind was the thought, “I
can take this motherfucker if he fucks with me—but might take a
rock or a pipe to do it, but I could.”

Even sensed the vibe but he didn’t
back away—wolf and gray wolf meeting was how Kipling described it.
They both knew they were apprising the other, male to
male.

“Well it is nice to have
you join us. Let me buy you lunch sometime soon,” Evan
said.

“Fine with me,” Troy said,
easing the tenseness in his voice. He had no reason to feel the way
he did, he knew, so there was no reason not to at least try to be
civil.

“Enjoy the party,” Evan
said. Troy watched Evan move up behind a tall blonde in an electric
blue dress talking with a couple and Evan wrapped his arm around
her in familiarity. She looked up at him and he bussed her on the
lips. Evan didn't move his arm and the two couples continued
talking. Something about her looked familiar but he couldn't place
her. He watched her and Evan walk into the house.

Troy sauntered quietly up
behind Veronica. “Wow, I bet that would be exciting,” Troy heard
her gush. “I’ve never been anywhere exotic like that, but I've
always wanted to go. I’ve always been stuck close to home.” Troy
jerked back as he heard her say that. She had never mentioned a
desire to travel to exotic places to him.

Veronica sensed Troy’s presence and
looked back over Troy’s shoulder. “Hey baby, we were just talking
about travel and Ware and Deverte were just telling me about going
to Tahiti for a job.”

“Tough work but somebody’s
got to do it,” one of the men said, downplaying what Troy sensed
had been braggadocio before he had walked up. Veronica being ever
up on her manners, introduced him to the two men and their dates,
both girls with forgettable stripper names like Tiffany or Bambi or
something like that. She broke away and pulled back from them to
speak with Troy.

“Having a good
time?”

“I’m OK. You?”

“Yeah, I’m enjoying it. I'm
off the clock in about 10 more minutes, my love. Wander around some
and I’ll find you. If you're bored we can bail then,
maybe.”

“No problem,” Troy said,
“I'm OK, you decide when we leave.” He didn't want to rush her if
she was enjoying being here.

Troy headed back to the
portable bar at the corner of the pool area. He looked up at the
house and caught a glimpse of a nude woman through the curtains not
completely closed in an upstairs window, pulling an electric blue
evening gown over her head. As he watched Evan moved up behind her
and cupped her bare breasts from behind before she could let the
dress fall. She turned around and they kissed. A few minutes later
he saw the woman standing with Ware and Deverte and their two
friends with the stripper names. He had nothing to do and his
curiosity was aroused. Troy moved closer to the group.

“Oh hi,” Ware said. He
looked at the blonde, “This is Troy, isn't it?” he said with a
questioning look. Troy nodded. “Veronica's husband.”

“Oh, I know Veronica,” the
woman said, smiling and meeting Troy with a direct stare. “I'm
Olivia Stratton.”

“Kevin's wife?” Troy said,
trying to hide the shock in his voice.

“The same.”

“Kevin here?”

“He was, he usually bails
early on these things,” she said, turning back to the group and
obviously not wanting to talk about Kevin.

Troy took water, trying to sober up
for the drive home, because every time he had seen his wife at a
distance she had a half full glass of wine in her hand—and he knew
she was not the type to nurse a drink. She would not be in a
condition to drive.

A buffed up black man
approached him as if he recognized him. “You’re Troy,
right?”

“I am.”

“Hey man, I wanted to meet
you. I’ve heard a lot about you from Veronica. I’m her trainer,
DeShawn.”

“Pleased to meet you too,
you are sure getting her in shape.”

“Nah, she’s doing that
herself, but she is looking good for sure.”

“Yeah she is. She told me
you took her out for a drink to celebrate her 10 pound
loss.”

DeShawn smiled to himself.
So that was how she approached it huh? His mind was roiling.
Interesting that she would hold back where she was. That was her
deal though. No need to cause trouble where there wasn’t any.
“Yeah, a drink here and there I’ve found acts as a real incentive.
Next time she goes up a level I’ll invite you to come along and we
can celebrate together, how’s that?”

“Sounds like fun,” Troy
said.

“Yeah, we’ll surprise her.
Here,” he said, handing Troy his cell. “Put your number in and I’ll
call you when she has her next drink-worthy achievement.” Troy did
and DeShawn gave his hand another shake and moved away, but before
he did he smiled at Troy. “You have one hell of a woman there, you
are a lucky man.”

“I know,” Troy smiled
back.

Troy moved back against the
tall hedge and took a seat on the rock wall. There was a stair
against the rock wall leading down to another smaller grassy area,
also surrounded by tall hedge. Hanging to the edge seemed the
better way to observe the party. He continued his people watching,
observing the body language of people as they talk to each other.
Most of them were unaware that although out of hearing, what was
passing between those in the conversation was clear via body
language. The timing of a smile, the attention and leaning in to
the conversation, the straight spine with shoulders back were all
giveaways.

Christy was in view,
displaying a lot of flesh in her tiny bikini, but she had the body
to pull it off and knew it. She obviously reveled in the attention
of most of the unattached men, but as she nicely dismissed them one
by one they faded away.

Troy saw that as the party
was thinning Christy was spending more time with one black men.
Troy recognized him as one of the men he had met earlier who talked
about going to Tahiti. Christy was attentive to everything he was
saying and after a while they had moved off by themselves and did
not see Troy in the hedge shadow as they walked down the steps to
the smaller grassy, his arm around her waist and her leaning into
him. The clearing was a dogleg and they moved out of
view.

Another group was in a circle telling
jokes, too loud and too drunk to make him want to join them, and
besides his buzz was fading. Another man came to the wall who
looked as out of place as Troy did, carrying a large
drink.

“Interesting party,” the
other man said. “First time here?”

“Yeah.”

“Me too.” He laughed.
“Guess it shows. Company sent me to represent them but this is not
my thing. You?” he asked.

“Wife made me come,” Troy
said.

“Shit happens,” he added,
looking across the pool where Evan had stepped up beside Veronica,
who was a part of a quiet quartet of people. When she saw Evan she
moved away from the group and he followed. They began talking one
on one. Despite his concentrating on body language earlier, he
detected nothing between his wife and her employer other than
casual conversation.

“Your company use the
modeling agency?” Troy asked his companion.

“For trade shows, some
product photography, nothing to do with the theme of this party
other than we are good customers,” he said. “Bulldozers sell better
with pretty women in bikinis on them.” He laughed, “You know I’ve
traveled all over this country working with dozers and heavy
equipment but I’ve never seen a woman in a bikini driving
one.”

Troy laughed with him.

“That’s the owner over
there isn’t it? Evan something, I think it is?” He nodded with his
head.

“Yes,” Troy
said.

“They say he’s a real horn
dog. What I’ve heard,” he said. “If the models I met here are his
stable I’m impressed. That woman he's talking to now, damn I'd love
to slip a cock into that. She one of his models?”

“I'm sure,” Troy said, not
revealing that it was his wife of whom his new friend was
referring.

“Can't blame anyone for
wanting some of that, even if she has a few years on the younger
girls. Evan sure can pick'em.”

“Yes he can.” Troy
replied.

 



Chapter 3

 


Janine was chatting with a black man
and attractive white woman as Veronica walked up. The woman boasted
a mid-sized baby bump, maybe four months along.

“Oh here you are Veronica,
we were just talking about you.”

“You were?”

“Yes, this is Peaches, she
used to work with us before you came.” Veronica did a quick up and
down at Peaches. She was beautiful, for sure, close to Veronica's
age, maybe a little younger, wide-set eyes and a warm smile. She
was a brunette. Her forehead didn't wrinkle when she smiled,
evidencing the Botox.

“Pleased to meet you,
Peaches did you say?”

“Yes, it's a nickname,
because I'm from Georgia, my real name is Penny, but everyone
around here calls me Peaches. You are as pretty as Janine said you
were.”

“Thank you,” Veronica
smiled. “She said you worked with them, were you
modeling?”

“Yes, a couple of years is
all, then this came along,” Peaches said, rubbing her hand down
over her baby bump, at the same time leaning her shoulder over to
nudge the black man beside her. “It happens sometimes.”

“Yes, it does,” the black
man smiled, putting his arm around her shoulder. Peaches looked up
at him.

“Now that we have someone
here to entertain Janine you think we could call it an early
evening? I'm worn out,” Peaches said.

“Sure, anything you want,”
the black man said. “If you will excuse us I'm going to get the
lady off her feet. Nice to meet you Veronica. Janine, see you
late.”

“Goodnight,” Janine said.
“Give my regards to Eric,” she shouted after her.

“Who's Eric?” Veronica
asked when the couple was out of hearing.

“Her husband. Nice
guy.”

“Wasn't the guy
with...”

Janine laughed, “Oh no, that Byron,
he's not her husband,” Janine moved closer in a conspiratorial air
whispered, “he's her baby-daddy though.”

“Oh shit,” Veronica said,
her eyes widening.

“What is she going to
do?”

“Nothing. Have the baby.
Don't worry, they've all worked it out.”

“You mean her husband
knows?”

“Yes.”

“And he's still
around?”

“Plans to be, he said,”
Janine said.

“I don't understand all
this,” Veronica said.

“You don't have to
understand it,” Janine said. “Just enjoy it.”

“Enjoy what?”

“All this man-flesh
surrounding us. You can breathe the testosterone in the air here. I
am going to take advantage of it.”

“You're
married.”

“Yes I am.” Janine took in
the stunned shock on Veronica's face and laughed. “Don't worry
honey, my husband is good with it. He knows I'm always coming home
to him, and he'll get his own special reward when I get
there.”

“Like I said, I don't
understand,” Veronica said. “I think I need another drink.” She
gave Janine a quick buss on the cheek and told her
goodnight.

 


***

 


“You good to drive?”
Veronica asked. “I think I’ve had a little too much wine.” There
was a slight slur in her voice.

“Sure, I’ve been holding
back,” Troy said.

On the drive home she remarked, “Nice
bunch of people, aren’t they.”

“Seemed to be,” Troy lied.
He had found most of them obsessed with their appearance and not
much conversation unless the conversation was about them or gossip
about one of their group. There was not a lot for him to talk about
with them, and except for getting Veronica home after drinking Troy
figured he could pass on some of the future parties.

Troy made no remark about the Ebony
and Ivory black and white theme, although Veronica had made no
mention of it until they were about to exit the car when they first
arrived. It was what it was, there was no need to say
more.

 


***

 


Veronica didn’t mention the
photos Chris had talked about, and he didn't worry about her
silence about her job after his learning that Evan valued secrecy
at his company. It was Evan’s company, he could make the
rules.

The weeks that followed
became somewhat of a routine. There was a trade show Veronica
worked every other weekend, all within driving distance so she came
home at night, usually very tired and very late. Three days a week
Veronica was training at the agency, which included working with
DeShawn in the agency’s private gym. Troy had not been invited for
a drink yet, and Veronica had not mentioned it if she
had.

Veronica became more adept
in make-up, fashion, accessorizing and all the other nuances of
modeling. The results were soon evident as Veronica's body toned up
and her energy level increased. Her clothing became more
fashionable, and in many instances more revealing, finally, Troy
thought.

When wearing a thin top Veronica now
would unbutton an extra button and wear a long chain that fell
between her breasts, bringing more attention to her cleavage—and
she carried it off nonchalantly, not giving the exposure of flesh a
second thought, because it was natural to her now.

“The Triple Threat Team is
getting a lot of attention,” Veronica excitedly told Troy. “Evan
says that in addition to trade shows they are in talks with a
couple of companies that might want to use us as spokesmodels,
print ads, maybe even a commercial.”

“Wow!” Troy said. “Sounds
like you are in the big time.”

“Not really. It is all in
the talking stage, but it is a big step,” Veronica said. “It will
mean more money, maybe some travel if we get signed. Probably more
time at the agency in prep work. Less time for you. Are you OK with
that?”

“Most of it is during my
work hours, I'm glad you've found something to do you
enjoy.”

 


***

 


That night as their
romantic interlude began Troy began kissing her breasts, sucking on
her sensitive nipples that always brought an instantaneous
response. She had been known to have an orgasm by merely having her
nipples sucked. He continued until that goal was reached this time
and she moaned as her body tensed and relaxed.

“Oh baby, I love that,” she
said. He kissed lower, down her belly, to her pubis where he
discovered she was totally bare rather than the closely cropped
landing strip she usually kept. “Surprise,” she whispered. “I got
waxed.”

“Damn,” Troy said, moving
between her legs and teasing to her pussy lips, tasting the wetness
he found there with the tip of his tongue. “Nice.”

“If we do any swimwear
shots they don't want any hair to show,” she said. “And Janine said
showing the hint of a cameltoe is something some photographers and
clients like. Mmmmm baby, put your tongue inside me again,” she
said.

“Your cameltoe tastes
great,” Troy mumbled.

 


***

 


“My god, you're shooting
with Payden? Damn girl, swap with me. He's so hot. I'd fuck him in
a second,” Christy said.

“Yeah you probably would,”
Veronica joked. “But that is nothing unusual is it?”

“Hey, I'm single, and I'm
enjoying it while I can.” She giggled. “I don't have to refrain
from the fun because I'm an old married woman.”

“I admit I resemble that
remark,” Veronica said. “You left out the word 'happily married'
though.”

“I'm happily married too,”
Janine tossed it. “Doesn't mean I'm dead.”

“Maybe I was just born in
too early, in a different time for that kind of stuff,” Veronica
said. Christy and Janine looked at each other and raised their
eyebrows, smiling at the corners of their mouths as they both took
a drink at the same time.

“Well I enjoyed the drink,”
Veronica said. “See you girls tomorrow. Someone has to get home and
cook supper.”

 


***

 


On Troy’s birthday he came
home to a candlelit dinner and chilled champagne. She was wearing
the silver dress from the trade show, but the neckline was more
loose, a hint of an areola appearing as she moved. He knew her
teasing of his eyes was intentional.

“Damn,” Troy said. “What’s
the occasion? Can’t be just my birthday,” Troy said. “Love the
dress too.”

“I remember you liked the
dress. I wanted to be sure I still get your attention.”

“More than ever baby,” Troy
said, reaching for her.

“I’ve been so busy with my
part-time job I realized I might be neglecting you,” she said.
“Let’s call tonight a make-up night. I wanted to surprise you for
your birthday.”

“I’ll take it,” Troy
grinned.

Veronica moved closer, kissed him,
melting her body into his, those big soft breasts pushed against
him and Troy instinctively raised his hand and slid inside the open
top to cup a bare breast, his thumb and forefinger sliding over her
nipple and discovering it hard as glass. She giggled and pushed
Troy away.

“Down boy,” she smiled,
“Don’t get ahead of me. Let’s eat first.”

It was a long meal and she was
intentionally dragging it out, keeping their champagne glasses full
and opening a second bottle when the first one emptied. When her
boob finally popped out of her open top she moved to put it
back.

“Leave it just like that,”
Troy said, and for an instant Troy saw his wife's shy side
protest.

“But I…”

“It’s my birthday,” Troy
said. She dropped her hand and left her breast out, smiling at his
stare.

“Yeah it is,” she smiled
back. “For you. Enjoy.”

“Oh I’m certainly
enjoying.”

“And staring,” she
said.

“And staring.”

“It’s hard to talk to you
knowing you are distracted by staring at my tit.” Troy was stunned.
He had never heard her refer to her boobs and anything other than
boobs or breasts before. It caught him off guard.

“You need my non distracted
attention about what? Do we need to talk about something serious?”
Troy said.

“In a manner of speaking.
So if you don’t mind,” Veronica eased her breast back inside her
low-cut top.

“OK, now I’m
interested.”

“Finish the meal,” she
said. They did, capping it off with pecan pie al a mode, Troy’s
favorite. Taking his hand Troy rose. “Bring the champagne,” she
said.

Troy followed her to the living room
couch, refilling their glasses.

“So you not lying when you
got all hot and bothered seeing me at the booth in this dress?” she
asked.

“No. It was a surprise,
which was a little of it, but the biggest thing was the confidence
you seem to have. You finally know how hot you look and are
dressing to accent it now, dressing to show off a little, and seem
to be enjoying every second of it. You are the sexiest I've ever
seen you.”

“Thank you, and I do. It is
like I’ve discovered a new me.”

“I like the new you,” Troy
said.

“Are you sure? You don’t
miss the shy me?”

“I’ve had the shy you for
20 years, I’m ready for the hotter confident you.”

“Be careful what you ask
for,” she said.

“I’m sure.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

“OK,” she said, “That
brings us to the next part of your birthday surprise. I have been
struggling to work up the courage to show it to you—and I’m still
apprehensive, but I hope you like it.”

Veronica handed him a large
brown clasp envelope. Troy bent the metal fastener and reached
inside, where he found another large white envelope on which had
been printed a nice pin up photo. It was a plain white background
and the model was nude except for a wide red ribbon tied with a bow
between her barely covered breasts. She sat back on her heels in a
side view, twisted toward the camera.

Troy could feel the round wire binding
on something inside the envelope and that distracted him for a
moment, that and the nearly exposed breasts of the model. That’s
when he recognized the model, wearing bright red lipstick, her hair
done in a 1940’s style, and a smile that in those days they called
a “come hither smile”. It was Veronica in the photo. “Happy
Birthday” in script curved over and framing Troy’s wife’s nearly
nude image.

“Damn, I mean holy shit,
wow.” Troy glanced up at Veronica who had a sheepish grin, the look
on her face wrinkled in apprehension.

“Go on. Open it,” she
said.

Troy pulled out the
contents. It was a calendar, and the cover shot was Veronica in the
same pose as on the outside of the envelope—only no ribbon, she was
totally nude, back arched, thrusting her breasts out invitingly,
capped with her nipples erect an dark against the plain white
background. She would have compared to any Playboy playmate Troy
had ever seen. He recalled someone at the party describing how his
wife would light up in front of a camera; he could see that in the
photo. “Oh wow,” Troy said. “This is awesome. Thank you,” Troy
said.

“You like it?”

“I love it, I mean damn, my
wife looking this hot.” Troy turned to the first month, with the
layout arranged so that the top half held the photo with the
calendar days on the lower half of the open booklet. January
Veronica’s pose was in a wet tee shirt emerging from a pool, the
top thin and transparent, making her look more nude than if she
were wearing nothing. It was hotter than the first two. Troy
stared.

“It took a lot to work up
the courage to do this,” she said. “I've been taking a few extra
photos for it on any photoshoot I've done.”

“I know it did, and thank
you,” Troy repeated, flipping to February. Troy’s wife was on a
huge bed with an elaborated carved headboard, nude, a box of candy
hiding her pussy. March the box was gone, similar pose but she was
totally nude, her flesh with a warm golden hue, her hair backlit,
and the most captivating thing of all was her smile and expression.
She was comfortable and loving the moment, and it showed in the
photo. Troy’s breathing was heavy.

“Who shot this, I mean
you’re nude, and and…”

“Later, finish the
poses.”

April, and May featured Veronica in
sheer lingerie, a pale green baby doll, facing a mirror so there
were both front and back views in the same photo, and a long blue
gown in a standing pose with her hair up and jewelry as if she was
preparing to wear the blue gown out as an evening dress. June was a
skimpy swimsuit, July it was only the suit bottom and Veronica
topless. August she was wearing a fishnet swimsuit leaving nothing
to the imagination. September was a view from behind with Veronica
on her hands and knees, looking back over her shoulder at the
camera, like she was waiting to get fucked doggy style. Her body
was twisting enough so that one breast was visible, with the center
of the image on Troy’s wife’s naked pussy. Troy could see moisture
on her pussy lips. He looked up and on the ottoman was Veronica,
naked, in exactly the same pose as her doggie position. “Put that
down and fuck me, I can see you’re rock hard and I’m ready. Your
reaction is even better than I expected.”

No one would have declined that
invitation. How many times in a man’s life does he look at a
centerfold quality portfolio of erotic photos and end up fucking
the model, even if she is his own wife of many years.

To be quite honest it was not a
husband/wife fuck but a horny man turned on by a nude model fuck,
and she responded in kind. Troy had never seen her like that. She
was horny and demanding, begging for his cock, moaning for her to
pound her hard. She wanted his cock like she had never expressed
before.

Troy stood still and she
rocked her body back and forth on Troy’s cock, fucking herself on
it, and the sounds she emitted were not just an orgasm but
pleasure, pure pleasure. She could recognize Troy’s raspy breathing
as well, and as her husband grasped each side of her hips she knew
what was coming and encouraged him. “Cum in me, cum inside me,
baby,” she moaned, knowing that her encouragement would get him off
that much quicker. “Fill my pussy full.”

Troy held her body on his cock for a
moment before releasing her, collapsing on the couch. Veronica fell
forward and rolled off the ottoman, dabbing at her dripping pussy
with tissues from the box on the end table, tossing the soaked ones
into the trash under the end table. Finally satisfied she had
slowed the dripping, Veronica curled up under Troy’s arm. Troy
reached for the calendar again.

“Not right now,” she said,
a shiver running through her. “Hold me.”

They stretched out on the couch with
Troy’s arms around her middle, Troy’s mouth nuzzled against her
neck. “I don’t know where the idea came from or compelled you to do
it but I love it. I’m so proud of you being able to do it. You
never even hinted.”

“I was afraid of your
reaction. I’ve been shooting it with Chris for several weeks,
adjusting to whatever set he had for some other shoot. He does a
lot of glamour and boudoir photography.” Troy felt her take a deep
breath and she continued. “I looked at some of them, women in
corsets and stuff like that and I told him I wanted my calendar for
you to be hotter and sexier than that. He told me he had wanted to
do something along that line for a while and after I got
comfortable with him I was able to let go a little more. You sure
you like it?”

“I’m sure.”

“You’re not jealous or
anything? After all Troy was I in front of another man.”

“I think that’s part of the
hotness of it,” Troy said.

“Well it was very
professional. He had a female assistant there at all times handling
the lighting—he said there was too much liability if he didn’t do
it like that.”

“I’m ready to see the
rest,” Troy said, reaching for it again. Again she stopped him,
staring straight into his eyes.

“I need to tell you this
now,” she said. “Chris pushed the next few shots. He is doing some
concept things and my modeling for those shots covered the cost of
the calendar. He said it saved him the cost of hiring a model and I
was perfect for what he wanted. We selected some for the calendar.
Chris said if I wanted to get some shots to really turn you on, you
know, that…well you’ll see.”

“Well let me
see.”

“Not yet. I'm not through
explaining. Another reason you are getting this calendar and these
poses, I understand the work is going to entail more travel than we
originally anticipated—and I know I’m being presumptuous but part
of this gift is to give you something to enjoy when I’m traveling,
and a thank you for not objecting to the travel. Troy, I really
love this job.”

“If you want to do it you
know I won’t object. Now can I see the rest of the photos please.”
Veronica released her grip on the calendar.

Troy didn’t know what to expect the
way she was putting off letting him see the October photo, but her
hesitation made Troy more curious. He had to see it.

Veronica watched Troy’s
face. The photo was Veronica topless, cropped to just below her
breasts, and another woman, younger, light brown hair, similar
heavy makeup and jewelry, dangling earrings, elaborate necklaces,
as topless as Veronica, their nipples barely touching each other,
both of them looking down at the each other’s nipples.

“It is Chris’ assistant, he
said he had been wanting to get a shot like that for a long time.
It was late in the day and I’d been naked for a couple of hours, we
had consumed a bottle of wine, she models for him sometime, and it
felt right.”

“It’s incredible,” Troy
said. “I love it.”

“I don’t know. I felt
guilty after I saw it. Chris suggested it and his assistant was
willing.”

“Hey, it turned out great.
Damn that is erotic.”

“I’m glad you like it.”
Troy grabbed his wife by both shoulders and turned her to him,
fighting distraction by the way her naked boobs moved as he did.
Troy was already recovering for a remarkable round three of
sex.

“Time for the truth,
Veronica,” Troy said. “I didn’t know how I felt about it the first
time I saw you at the trade show, and the changes from your hair
cut to waxing your pussy to never wearing a bra has been an
adjustment and it is like there is a new you—and I like the new
you.

“The total package is great
for both of us. I think about fucking you twice as much as I did
six months ago. I want to fuck you all the time, the only thing
keeping that from happening more is the time we are here together
and can do it. You letting go is the most erotic thing I have
witnessed. I can’t believe you’ve been able to be this forward and
open-minded.

“It is more with your open
attitude than anything. You've broken out of that shy and withdrawn
woman always doubting her appearance and looking for her
shortcomings into someone in tune with herself and the confidence
of her beauty.”

It was as if the
recognition of what Troy was saying was finally sinking in to
Veronica after all these years of his pushing. She never understood
his wanting her to be sexier and what that meant, but her modeling
was making it clearer. “You’re serious aren’t you?” she
said.

“You are the hottest you’ve
ever been. I don’t know exactly what’s prompting it exactly, I
assume it is the modeling, but I’m loving it.”

“OK, look at November. Just
remember you said you like me sexier, so I guess this is a sort of
test.” Troy turned the page and for an instant, he thought he would
have to eat his words.

Again in this shot Veronica
was topless, facing the camera, smiling, and standing behind her
was a black man, his face blocked out by her head, his hands
reaching around under her arms and cupping each breast in his dark
black hands. His fingers were open enough that Veronica’s nipples
were still visible. Without prompting Troy turned the page again
and it was a similar pose, on his hands were underneath her
breasts, as if offering them to the camera. Part of his face was
visible, and the edge of his body was visible to the left of
Veronica. It was obvious he was nude too. Veronica’s expression was
unlike anything Troy had ever seen, it was pure lust, and from the
position of her arms it was clear she was reaching behind her and
touching his cock.

Another man was touching his wife's
breasts, something reserved only for him for years—and not just
another man but a black man.

This time both of the bodies in the
photo were glistening from a covering of oil, glistening in the
light. Veronica’s hair was slicked back from her face and the oil
made the black man’s skin seem even blacker. Her arms were down,
reaching behind her, from the position it looked like she was
touching the black man's cock.

“What the fuck?” Troy said,
looking up in shock.

It was the reaction Veronica had hoped
she wouldn't see in Troy. She had worried about her husband's
reaction and considered leaving the last two shots out—but the
overall eroticism that she felt when she looked at the photos
herself she hoped would have the same effect on Troy, and she
didn't want to keep the details of that part of her modeling from
her husband.

“I guess we need to talk
about the last two, huh?”

 


***

 


“Who is the
guy?”

“Actually it is Janine's
boyfriend. She knew he was in the shoot. It's not like you
think.”

“He had his hands on your
breasts.”

“He did.”

“OK, just for my reference
and to be sure I'm heading in the right direction of this, who else
other than me have had their hands on your bare boobs since we have
been married?”

“Other than doctors, just
him.”

“You OK with that?” Troy
asked.

“At that moment, yes. If it
bothers you, I probably shouldn't have done it. But before you say
anything else, answer one question.”

“OK.”

Veronica reached forward and wrapped
her hands around his cock, standing upright and rigid. “You have to
admit the photo is erotic. You will have a hard time denying
it.”

“You've got me there,” Troy
said.

“And want me to tell you
what turn you on about it? Tell me if I'm wrong,” Veronica
said.

“OK.”

“Was it a stranger's hands
on my bare tits or a black man's hands on my tits?”

“The truth?” Troy
asked.

“Yes, the
truth.”

“Both.”

With that Veronica took the calendar
from his grip and tossed it to the side, crawling her nude body
over his, straddling his cock and guiding it inside her. “Damn I've
never felt your pussy this wet,” Troy said.

Veronica smiled, “I don't
think it has ever been this wet,” she paused, leaning over to
whisper a throaty, “except for the day I shot the picture and his
hands were on my tits and I felt his hard cock.”

Troy only moaned. “There is
one thing you have to understand though; the photo is as far as it
went. I only touched his cock, nothing happened. I
promise.”

“I know,” Troy said. “I
trust you. I do have one question though.”

“Go ahead.”

“What about the outtakes,
the photos he didn't use. He didn't shoot more than one did
he?”

“Oh hell no, he was
clicking constantly,” Veronica said.

“Can I see those
too?”

“Perv, you are just wanting
to see more hot photos of me with a black guy aren't
you?”

“Guilty,” Troy
said.

“Be happy with what you
have,” Veronica said.

Troy grabbed her and pulled
her close. “I'm very happy with what I have. I want my model
stripped naked and posing for me. Then I'm going to suck the
nipples of the breasts that black man has fondled, and hold on to
those tits as I make them bounce while I'm fucking you.”

“Promise?” Veronica
grinned.

 


***

 


“Hello,” Troy said,
answering his phone.

“Hey this is DeShawn,
Veronica's trainer. We met at the Evan's party?”

“Oh yeah, hi
DeShawn.”

“You enjoying the results
of your wife getting so tight and toned?”

“Veronica is looking good,”
Troy agreed.

“The lady was worked very
hard, which is why I wanted to talk to you. You know I bought her a
drink to celebrate her ten pound loss.”

“Yes.”

“Well with the last five
pounds she is at her prime weight for her height and close to ideal
for most modeling jobs, and I think it is time for another drink,”
DeShawn said.

“You don't have to ask my
permission,” Troy said.

“I understand that, but I
was thinking of something special for her, a surprise, and I would
like you to be in on it. Nothing too fancy, but not just a drink
but a way of celebrating her reaching her goal,” DeShawn
said.

“What you got in
mind?”

“Simple. I want to buy her
a drink, which is the tradition at the agency—but I want to present
her with a bottle of champagne, good stuff, some Dom Perignon, and
share it with her—and you. I promise neither one of us wants to pay
what a bar would charge us—but I have some friends at my favorite
bar that will let me furnish the champagne and they will serve it.”
DeShawn said.

“OK, and my role in
this?”

“If you don't mind I would
like for it to be a surprise. So your job is to get her to the bar
without telling her why or where till you get that. I'll have a
back booth reserved. If you don't want to I understand, but just
trying to, you know, do something nice for as hard as she has
worked, and it has paid off.”

“I think she would get a
kick out of it. I'm in.” Troy said.

“Great. I'll get the Dom,
swing by the bar to make things are still OK, and let's plan for
tomorrow night if we can, Friday. I'll text you the address and
we'll have a private party.”

 



Chapter 4

 


Chris knocked at Evan’s office. “Come
in,” Evan said, glancing up at the clock and noting it was 30
minutes past closing. Chris approached holding a large brown
envelope.

“The outtakes you
requested.”

“How did it go?”

Chris smiled a confident grin. “See
for yourself.”

Evan opened the envelope and thumbed
through the calendar, a duplicate of the one Veronica had given
Troy the night before. With the first bare breasted shot appear
Evan gave a low breath. “Damn,” he said. “I knew she had nice tits,
but damn.” He looked up at Chris. “Any trouble in getting these
shots?”

“You know, like all women,
reluctant at first, started with the teasing shots, nothing
suggested the first day. By the second day she was wanting to get
my attention since I had not been attentive the day before. Add
some wine, my assistant there to make her feel at ease and
following my instructions to be sure she did, like when we took a
break I’d leave the girls to chat, and my assistant knew to
encourage Veronica to open up more, that her husband would love it.
She tumbled to it quicker than I expected.”

“You say anything to her
about me getting copies?”

“Nothing. She wouldn’t sign
a model release so we can’t sell them, but doesn’t mean the man
paying for the studio time can’t see what he’s paying for,” Chris
said.

Evan turned the page from the two
women to Veronica with the black model. And how did she react to
black hands on those nice big titties?”

“Look at her face,” Chris
said. “It wasn’t faked. She loved it, but as a first time I knew
that was as far as I could take her. She got balky after the last
shot. She had grabbed Payden’s cock and it freaked her out. She
rushed out pretty quick. He was laughing about it after she
left.”

“And his take on
her?”

“Fuck, he was game. He
invited her to go to the back set alone where the bed is. Like I
said, she balked. Her mind said no—the rest of her was sending a
different message. She wanted to deep down.”

“All the women love Payden.
I'm surprised she didn't tumble.”

“Like I said, it was clear
she wanted too.”

“You told her the calendar
shoot was free though?”

“Yeah. Traded out for
posing for the more explicit shots. I figure you’ll be collecting
payment sooner or later.”

Evan looked down at the page with the
black model cupping her bare breasts. “Sooner rather than later I
think,” he said. “Make me up a dozen copies of the
calendar.”

“We can't sell the
photos—she didn't sign a model release, I thought I mentioned
that.”

“You did,” Evan said. “That
doesn't mean we can pass along samples of our work to a few valued
customers. Make sure you put the E&I logo in the corner of the
last three photos.”

“Done.”

“You’re going to fuck her,
aren’t you?” Chris asked.

“If I can.”

“Why you so hot about
fucking all your models?” he asked. “You know that is risky with
all this harassment stuff in the courts and all.”

“I cannot help it. I have
this theory that every woman has a slut side inside her bursting to
escape, and when it does finally get out that woman is a wondrous
thing to behold. It frees her, and it shows. I’m enabling that to
occur, I’m helping things along.”

“And you think Veronica is
your next project? Might be tougher than you think.”

“Anything worthwhile is
always tough. Yes, she will be a challenge, but the deeper a woman
holds those desires inside, the freer she becomes once she lets go.
Like I said, a wondrous thing to behold.”

 


***

 


“Put on something hot,”
Troy said as they finished supper. “Something to show off that hot
body you've worked so hard to achieve. Time to celebrate on a
Friday night.”

“What?”

“Go on, get ready. I'll do
the dishes while you get ready.”

“Where are we going?”
Veronica asked.

“It's a surprise. You'll
like it,” he said.

“What should I wear?” she
asked.

“That black wrap around
dress I like,” he said. “You know, the one that was too tight when
you tried it on a couple of months ago.”

“The short one?”

“Yeah, that's it.” Veronica
frowned.

“I'll try it on but I'm not
sure. It depends on how it looks now.”

Troy finished the dishes and took a
seat and waited, and waited, knowing that Veronica was spending
extra time on her makeup, and when she appeared it was worth the
wait. She had long silver dangling earrings and a matching long
silver necklace that fell down between her breasts, the wrapping of
the dress open and drawing one's eye to the open expanse of flesh.
It was sexy as hell, Troy thought. The length of the hem would
require some special tugging to keep her ass covered if she sat
down. She turned and spun.

“You like?”

“Damn right I like,” Troy
said, reaching over and pulling up the hem, seeing her bare
ass.

“A thong,” she said, “Might
show I'm afraid.”

“Works for me,” Troy
said.

It was closing on nine when Troy
pulled into the parking lot outside Queenies. “Why are we here?”
Veronica said stiffly.

“For a drink,” Troy said.
“Actually you are being presented with a gift in honor of you
reaching your goal weight. This is where I was told to bring you
for the surprise.”

“You ever been here
before?” Veronica asked. “Who told you to bring me, DeShawn?” At
that moment she wished she had been more forthcoming about holding
back on the location and conversation with her previous drink with
DeShawn.

“Act surprised,” he said.
Veronica looked up at the group of black men and a two white
couples smoking to the left of the club entrance. I may not be the
only person surprised, Veronica thought.

As the walked inside the small bar was
crowded, with the jukebox playing old Temptations music. It was a
loud buzz echoing and DeShawn saw them from the back corner booth
and motioned them back.

DeShawn remained standing, giving
Veronica a quick hug as she sat down and took the interior seat.
DeShawn motioned for Troy to take the seat beside her, overlooking
the room. DeShawn took the seat facing the wall.

“So glad you could make it.
And damn,” DeShawn said. “Girl, you are looking fine, I mean real
fine.”

“Thank you,” Veronica said,
looking over the room and seeing it as DeShawn had described, there
were white couples milling around, black men circulating around,
and clearly the white husbands were backing away while the black
men were making moves on the white women. It was almost a shock as
she realized with her short skirt and open V-neck she was dressed
as many of the women in the club, as if she were looking for a
hook-up. She glanced out of the corner of her eye at her husband,
then to DeShawn, who was smiling at her discomfort, watching Troy's
face too as he waited for Troy to realize what was happening in the
bar.

“I asked Troy to bring you
here as a surprise,” DeShawn said, “Because I want to reward you
for achieving your weight goal. I was limited to Queenies because
they were willing to let me bring in a bottle of our own and allow
us to drink it here.” DeShawn handed the bottle in the bag to
Veronica. She pulled it from the bag.

“Damn. Is this real?”
Veronica said.

“The real stuff. Dom
Perignon. Shall I open?” he asked.

“Please,” Troy said,
staring at the room. The glasses were already at the table. DeShawn
poured three glasses, scooting one to Troy and the other to
Veronica.

“To achieving goals,”
DeShawn. The three touched glasses and drank.

“Damn this stuff is really
good,” Veronica said.

“First time tasting it?”
DeShawn asked. The couple nodded. He raised his glass
again.

“To first times,” he said.
Again the glasses touched. Another round and the bottle was heading
toward its bottom. DeShawn started to pour more in Troy's glass but
he put his hand over it, pointing to Veronica.

“Not me, I'm driving,” Troy
said.

“I am so proud to have a
client achieve their goals,” DeShawn said. “To me it is always a
cause for celebration. So few people do.”

“Veronica's worked hard,”
Troy said. Veronica was squirming in her seat.

“That's going right through
me, where's the ladies room?” she asked.

“Other end of the bar, take
a right,” DeShawn said, pointing to the far end of the bar. Troy
stood and let his wife out, and she staggered, catching herself on
the table.

“Damn, that stuff hits you
pretty quick doesn't it,” she said, making her way through the
crowd toward the restroom. Troy watched as she did, noticing the
looks from several of the black men she passed, two speaking to her
as she went by. Troy looked over at DeShawn.

“What kind of bar is this?”
Troy said. “I didn't want to ask with Veronica here.”

“What do you think it is,
from what you can see?” DeShawn said.

“It looks to me like a bar
where black men pick up white women,” Troy said. “But who are the
white guys? Most look a little out of place.”

“Husbands,” DeShawn said.
“Some like to watch, some join in, some stay here and wait,
different strokes. You were only partially right though, it is not
a place for white women to get picked up—white wives.”

“Oh,” Troy said as he
looked at the room. “Yeah, it looks that way.” He stared at
DeShawn. “You brought Veronica here once for a drink.”

“Yeah, but the bar was all
but empty. This is more or less my home bar, I have an apartment a
couple of blocks away.”

“And do you...”

“Fuck white wives?” DeShawn
asked, laughing. “Every chance I get. Like I said, I'm a regular
here.” He saw the concern on Troy's face. “Hey man, don't worry, I
didn't bring you and Veronica here to pull you into the lifestyle.
You are able to make your own decisions—but I thought it might be
nice to let you see that such a thing exists.”

“So you want to fuck
Veronica?” Troy said.

“No more than any other
beautiful white girl,” he smiled. “And never without your
permission.”

“You expecting my
permission?” Troy asked, fighting the impulse to get rude and
abusive. “You can't have it.”

“Never know unless you ask,
but nah, I just wanted to congratulate your wife on reaching her
goal. As a trainer I'm celebrating the fact too. Don't read
anything into being here—this is the only bar I could pour my own
champagne. Purely economic reasons.” DeShawn lied. He knew exactly
what he was doing—he was planting seeds. It would be impossible for
the two of them to see what was going on at this bar and not at
least think about it. If nothing ever came of it, that was OK. No
one bats 100%.

Veronica had emerged from the restroom
and was making her way back, gaining the attention of several of
the black men as she squeezed through the throng.

Troy was startled to see her stop and
speak back and forth to one tall man who was ogling her chest. She
laughed, tossing her head back, and began heading his way again.
Veronica was stopped a second time, and she exchanged a few words
with that man before getting back to the booth. She seemed to be
enjoying the attention.

“Whew, it's crowded in
here,” she said, looking back and forth between Troy and DeShawn,
wondering what they had talked about.

“Want to try something
else? More wine?” DeShawn asked, “More champagne?”

“I think I've had enough,
thanks,” Veronica said, her mind focusing more clearly, and
wondering if DeShawn had said something that might have offended
Troy. She knew she should pull Troy out of here before that
happened. “You able to drive?” she asked Troy.

“I'm good,” he said. “Ready
to go.” She nodded.

“DeShawn,” Troy said,
rising, extending a hand, “Thanks for the champagne, have a good
evening.” DeShawn stood, and gave Veronica a hug, intentionally
holding it a little too long.

“You know why they called
this Queenies?” he whispered. “Look over the bar mirror.” Veronica
looked over the mirror and there was a black spade with a Q in the
middle. “Queen of Spades,” DeShawn said. “For women with a
preference for black men as sexual partners.”

“Guess I'm in the wrong
place then,” Veronica said, pushing away and following Troy through
the crowd.

“Hey Momma, looking fine,”
one black man said to Veronica as she passed. She ignored him. The
man stepped to DeShawn as he watched the door close behind her.
“Hey there DeShawn, I saw you talking to that couple. They new? You
tapping that hot piece?”

“Nah, just making friends,”
DeShawn said to Levar, grinning.

“You break her in and start
sharing her around, you put me on the list, you hear me?” Levar
said.

“I do,” DeShawn said,
gripping them man in a thumb shake. “I surely do hear ya
brother.”

 


***

 


“Well,” Veronica said. “Say
it.” The tone was challenging. Troy played dumb.

“Say what?”

“Give me some shit about
that bar. You were the one who took me there, had I known I would
have objected,” Veronica said. “DeShawn described what the club was
like when we had the drink there the other day, I had no idea it
was that kind of club at the time.”

“DeShawn said it was to
celebrate your achieved goal when he called,” Troy said. “He picked
the bar, not me.”

“I know. You got played,
just like I got played the other day. The way I dressed didn't help
things tonight. He wanted us to see what goes on there.”

“You are hot, you got a lot
of attention,” Troy said.

“I know,” Veronica giggled,
still with a buzz from the champagne. “If we were into it I had my
choice of four big black men tonight, just by walking through the
crowd.”

“I saw.”

“So you better treat me
nice big boy,” she grinned, leaning over to wrap her arm around his
shoulder. “I love you.”

“I love you too. But
five.”

“Five?”

“Yeah, you had your choice
of five. The four black men in the crowd and DeShawn. I think we
are both aware of why we were invited here tonight.”

“I’m sure he would not
object if we wanted to enter his lifestyle, but don't worry, I can
handle DeShawn,” Veronica said.

“It was kind of hot
though,” Troy admitted.

“What?”

“Watching all those guys
wanting you, hitting on you, and knowing I'm the one who is going
to take you home and fuck you.”

“You damn well better,”
Veronica said, taking his hand from the gear leave and moving it
between her spread legs. She was soaked.

“Don't start something you
can't finish,” she said as he rubbed a forefinger around her clit.
“I could go off in a second.”

“Then do,” Troy said.
Veronica pulled her thong to the side. She scooted closer to make
it easier for him to reach her pussy, and he gently penetrated her
pussy with a forefinger, coating it with her juices and rubbing her
clit, harder. True to her words she started cumming, moaning at
first and then louder, gasping with each breath, faster and louder
until she gave a small scream and collapsed.

Troy did not ask what was in her mind
as she was cumming—he knew it was the club they had just left and
at least one of the men there. Veronica did not offer an answer to
the unasked question. Instead she repositioned her panties in the
proper position, smoothed down her skirt and reached for her
husband's belt.

“Scoot you seat back and
raise the steering wheel,” she said. “I want your cock in my
mouth.” She unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants and dove her
hand inside his undershorts, pulling out his hard cock. “Don't
wreck and kill us both,” she cautioned as she began sucking his
cock, continuing faster and gripping his cock as she did, never
slowing down even at a stopped red light.

One car on their right at the red
light had a man in his 20's inside, he glanced over and did a
double take before breaking into a huge grin and giving Troy a
thumbs up.

If this was the result of Veronica
getting hot with black men paying attention to her, he was liking
it.

 


***

 


Janine, Veronica, and Christy were
having a drink after a day of agency training at Mixes, the bar
around the corner from the agency. Veronica had agreed to one drink
before driving home, despite the encouragement from Janine and
Christy to remain and drink longer.

They were awaiting the drinks when
three black men appeared, holding their drinks. “Hello ladies,” the
taller of the three said. “We bribed the bartender to let us buy
your drinks and hand deliver. Shall we set them down and walk away
or may we join you?”

“By all means join us,”
Janine smiled. Veronica gave her a daggers stare. The older man
taking the seat beside Veronica as they all shifted chairs
introduced himself as Kinard.

“Hi Kinard, I'm Veronica,
but I don't want to lead you on, I joined my friends for a drink
and I have to go home to my husband when I finish it.”

“Thank you for your
honesty,” Kinard laughed. “Actually I've been kinda drug along with
my two friends here. I'm in the same boat.”

“Here's to third wheels,”
Veronica said, raising her glass.

“Absolutely,” Kinard said,
tossing his back in a shot. Veronica felt challenged and shot hers
as well. Christy and Janine were locked in a conversation with
their suitors.

“Hey, would you like to
have some fun with our friends?” Kinard said.

“What do you have in mind?”
Veronica asked in a conspiratorial air.

“Just follow my lead and
play along, I need to leave and I'm sure you do.”

“Yes.”

Kinard stood and extended his hand to
Veronica, who took it, standing as well. All four people at the
table looked up. “You kids have a good time, I think we're going to
find some place for some alone time,” Kinard said, glancing at
Veronica. “You in, Veronica?”

“Oh baby, I'm in,” Veronica
smiled, taking Kinard's arm, glancing as they turned toward the
door to four gaping mouths. Kinard had caught the shocked looks
too, and lowered his hand to her waist and pulled her tight.
Veronica responded in kind and wrapped her arm around him as they
went out the door. They dropped their hands and broke into heaving
laughs.

“Thanks, that was great,”
Veronica said.

“Thanks for playing along.
I think you just made me a legend with those young guys,” he
laughed. “My car's down at that deck,” he said,
pointing.

“I'm in the other
direction,” Veronica said.

“Well, until next time,”
Kinard said. “Thanks again.”

“Thank you,” Veronica said.
“That was fun.” She started walking and Kinard said something, she
turned and he ran up to her, taking her hand.

“I just wanted to be sure
that I didn't offend you by not making a pass,” he said. “You said
you were married, I am too. But were I not I would like nothing
better than to take you to the nearest hotel and make love to you
till daylight.” Veronica was taken aback at the bluntness of his
talk, but she would not let it go without throwing something
back.

“Well if I were not married
I might just take you up on it,” Veronica said. “I'd have you so
weak you couldn't stand.” She held the face as long as she could
then broke into a giggle. “Sorry, I was joking, just playing along.
Cya.”

“I wasn't,” Kinard yelled
after her.

Veronica turned toward the parking
deck, trying hard to get her breathing to a normal
level.

 



Chapter 5

 


THE TALK

 


Evan and Troy were at lunch. “I wanted
to have this talk because I want everyone in my agency to have a
strong bond with each other—we’re a family here. And as a member of
one family then we have an extended family with spouses, their
kids, you get the picture?”

“I think so,” Troy
said.

“For the family to work
well takes work to keep the harmony. Sometimes even sacrifice.
Would you agree?”

“I guess.” After a pause
Troy added, “Where is this going Evan?”

“You know some of the girls
have been here a long time—they confide in me. I’m like a big
brother and they are like little sisters to me. Sometimes I hear
things.”

“Hear things?”

“Yes. And while some people
tend to take a hands off approach to other people’s problems, since
this is my family, more or less, I take another way—I tend to get
involved. Some would say it is none of my business, but when it
comes to harmony in the agency, in keeping everyone in the family
on an even keel, indirectly it is indeed my business.”

“If you say so.”

“So this brings us to this
meeting,” Evan said, a concerned look greeting me. “It is about
Veronica.”

“What about
Veronica?”

“I’m sure you noticed the
changes in her, some subtle I know, some more pronounced, but as
her husband of many years Troy know you’ve noticed how she carries
herself, how she dresses, her whole attitude,” Evan
said.

“I have. She seems happier;
at least she says she is, it is good she has something to occupy
her time, especially with the kids gone. She says she feels better
contributing to the household budget without having to ask me for
money and feeling guilty about it.”

“Precisely,” Evan said.
“Troy, as you know I have run this agency for over 20 years and I
have learned things, when to see problems, and how to head them
off. And since you and Veronica are a part of our family and I like
you I felt I had to reach out to you about something.”

“You keep beating around
the bush. Get to it Evan,” Troy said, tired of the circles he was
taking the conversation.

“It is Veronica. She’s not
happy.”

“About what?”

“About your marriage.” He
saw Troy’s face change from listening to anger and he held his hand
up, palm out. “Now don’t go off on me, this is for your benefit.
I’m not asking you to agree with me, all I’m suggesting is you hear
me out, give it some thought, back off from your wife and take a
look at this whole picture and maybe, just maybe, I can save you
some bullshit and maintain peace within my agency at the same
time.”

“What do you mean,
‘Veronica’s not happy’?”

“Nothing on you man,” he
said. “I’ve seen it a lot. Beautiful wife does the housewife thing
for years, the all of a sudden she is facing kids not home, starts
getting some attention she’s not used to. She is around a lot of
single girls all talking about how exciting this date or that day
was, how cute some guy is, and it starts working on her head,
especially a pretty woman who has only recently began to get
rediscover herself. A lot of women start wondering, what if they
had not gotten married so young? What had she given up and missed
for the life she chose?”

“And you’re saying Veronica
is like that?”

“I’ve seen similar things
before. It is more common than you might imagine. You think about
it, is she acting different since she started working with
us?”

“Honestly she seems
happier, a bounce in her step, caring more about her
appearance.”

“That’s what I’m saying,”
Evan said. “Veronica is excited about living again. Being a dutiful
wife and mother for 20 years can cause any woman to get into a rut.
An honest rut, but a rut just the same.”

“A rut?”

“Yes. Now Veronica loves
you, is devoted to you, no doubt about that. She talks highly of
you all the time. You’re lucky to have a woman like that so devoted
to you.”

“I think so.”

“You’ve worked all your
life to make her as happy as you could, haven’t you?” Evan
asked.

“Yes. Of
course.”

“And I know it has to be
appreciated by her. She talks about it a lot.”

“I hope so.”

“That doesn’t change what
we are talking about.”

“Come on, Evan. What are we
actually talking about? Get to the damn point.”

Evan stopped and took a long pull on
his drink. “You’ve provided for her, you want to make her happy,
but with this new job and the attention she is receiving, with the
younger crowd she’s around, a lot of them single, she’s sometimes
having these thoughts about is she as happy as she should be, or as
happy as she could be.”

“How do you know this? Has
she said something to you?” Troy asked.

“No, nothing like that. I’m
talking in very general terms. I think all women in a similar
situation will have the same thoughts. This happening when she’s
just past 40 doesn’t help. But to get to the bottom line of this
conversation, I have a solution that will allow you to provide more
happiness for her, stop her crazy thoughts about life beyond what
she has lived, and at the same time reap benefits beyond your
wildest imagination. And then there is the alternative—to quit this
go back to her mundane life.”

“Really?” Troy said with
sarcasm heavy in his voice.

“Really.” Evan didn't like
his tone, but he had expected it. “Let me be more specific. Did you
like your calendar?”

“My calendar? I loved it,
but...” The realization hit Troy. “That was supposed to be
private.”

“It is,” Evan said. “You,
your wife, the photographer, the models,” Evan paused for effect
and hammered it home. “And the man that owns the studio--me. She's
a model, man. People see her. That is how it works.”

“OK, OK. I liked it, why
wouldn't I?”

“Illustration for our
conversation—the last two photos. I thought they were most erotic,
you could feel the heat from looking at the photo.”

“Yes.”

“I'm sure you and she had a
talk about it after you saw the photos. I'm sure she was turned on
by posing for the shots, was she not? And did it carry over when
she showed you the shots? You don't have to answer if it makes you
uncomfortable. I'm not prying, there's a point to this
conversation.”

“Yes,” Troy said. “It was a
big turn on for both of us.”

“New, exciting, outside the
box. Something new and hot within a 20 year marriage, and you're
like newlyweds again. And you want to keep that rush going if you
can.”

“I guess so.”

“And after that excitement
the letdown comes when you stop the rush. You can see the
excitement in your wife's eyes in those last two photos. Am I
right?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever heard of
hotwifing?”

“Huh?”

“Hotwifing. It is like an
open marriage more or less. The husband gives the wife permission
to enjoy some of the things she missed while she was married to
him. It is a gift he gives her. Freedom if you will.”

“Freedom to?”

“To experience things like
the photo shoot. The feel of another man's hands on her bare flesh,
something forbidden, taboo, something breaking the old rules. All
it takes is opening your mind.”

“So more photos?” Troy
asked. He knew better but wanted to hear Evan explain
it.

“Not just photos. In
hotwifing the woman is able to experience the enjoyment of the
company of another man. A date from time to time, perhaps a light
flirtation, perhaps more. It takes a strong man to give his wife a
gift like that—but in my experience the gift is gratefully received
and the rewards are multi-fold.”

“You are crazy,” Troy said,
starting to stand.

“I know it sounds crazy,
but think about it. I’ll email you some links to check out. I’m
only offering the suggestion for your benefit and hers. Don’t say
‘no’ just yet, process what I’ve said. There are a couple of wives
working with us that are enjoying the concept. I don't know how
much your wife has been exposed to the idea, but the odds are she
knows about it, and is likely intrigued.”

“And?”

“And you are the one who
really has to let go, and tell her it is OK for her to let go. I
know I'm hitting you with a lot, but just think about it is all I
ask. Just some thought.”

“Fair enough,” Troy
relented.

“One thing though,” Evan
said. “Don’t hit Veronica with our conversation cold—it would freak
anyone out, and in general does not help the situation. There’s a
lot in what I said to piss a wife off when slammed with it out of
the blue. She may not yet be in touch with her feelings herself.
Check out the websites and let’s have a beer in a few days. This is
for your benefit, remember.”

“OK. Look, I gotta go,”
Troy said, standing, wanting to escape what this whacked out son of
a bitch had his mind cluttered with what Evan was
implying.

 


***

 


Troy said nothing to Veronica, but all
of her subtle changes began to combine into Troy’s consciousness.
Lightening her hair, stopping wearing a bra, dressing better (and
younger), and her overall excitement in what she was doing. There
was a lot in her new job that would be more exciting than hanging
around the house, substitute teaching a school and her civic
volunteering. Veronica had a newfound confidence.

Was she unhappy with him? She didn’t
act any different toward him, and for sure her renewed energy had
given a boost to our sex life. Troy went to the desk and pulled out
calendar with his wife's nudes. He studied each one, the pose, her
facial expression, the pursing of her lips, not quite touching
closed. And more important was when Troy began another review of
the photos, concentrating on her eyes and the excitement he saw in
the last two photos.

 


***

 


Troy pushed Evan's
conversation out of his mind, as much as he could. But the thoughts
kept pervading his thinking. Was she really unhappy? She didn’t act
unhappy. Did she want to experience someone else? And if so how
bad? Was this permission from me what she sought? Troy’s mind was
jumbled. Troy didn’t mention anything until he had it processed in
his own mind, or at least decided how to approach the subject. He
knew it was now a talk they would have to have. He agreed that
other wives involved in hotwifing would make any other wife at
least curious.

From the photos in the calendar and
her reaction, he was convinced she had already thought about
it.

In the meantime he did surf
some of the links that Evan emailed. Some were erotic stories along
the wife sharing theme, some were husbands posting actual
experiences (and some wife posting their experiences as well). Troy
tossed many of them off as fantasy of some horny bastard alone in
his Dad’s basement, but a few rang true. What shocked him was the
sheer number of husbands who claimed their wives were into the
lifestyle. Enough of them sounded real that Troy did realize that
such a thing as hotwifing was more out there than he had
known.

 


***

 


The next night as Troy and
Veronica lay cuddled together after a long sex session that began
with wine in the pool and skinny dipping and ended up in our
bedroom with feverish coupling and simultaneous orgasm, Troy
brought up the subject.

“I want to ask you
something.”

“OK.”

“Are you happy?”

“Of course. What kind of
question is that? Are you happy?”

“Yes.”

“Then why did you ask the
question?” Veronica asked.

“Just asking, I like to be
reassured from time to time.”

“Honey, I’m yours forever.
You’ll have a hard time running me off. I love you.”

“I didn’t ask if you love
me. I know that. I believe you when you say it. I asked you if you
are happy,” Troy asked. Veronica sat up in the bed, pulling the
sheet up to her chin, leaning back against the
headboard.

“Now you are acting weird.
Where is this coming from? Are you getting insecure because I’m
working on my own?”

“No.”

“That’s it. You are not in
control. It’s a control thing,” Veronica said.

“I said, ‘no’, it is not.
Far from it. Very far from it.” Troy was stammering, searching for
his words. “I love the confidence you’re showing, you are more
self-assured, you’ve got fire in your belly, more energy, you are
more excited.”

“If I’m exhibiting all that
then why are you asking if I am happy? I think I am very
happy.”

“You are in a different
world. Different and new friends, new places. I’m just the same old
boring guy,” he said.

Troy saw the wheels turning in her
head. “Are you jealous? I have been proper and above board and you
know that, well except for the photo shoot, and I've been up front
and honest about that. Nothing happened that is not shown in the
photo.” She paused, but,” she squinted at me, “you are worried
about me being attracted to some of the younger guys hanging around
the agency, aren't you?” Her volume increased. “Dammit Troy, you
don’t have to worry about me. Shit! And I like this job. Are you
going to do a head thing about me working? Feel threatened? Want me
to quit? Please don’t ask me to do that. I love doing
this.”

“You and I are in two
totally different chains of thought about this,” Troy said. “You
are totally off base.”

“It’s late, we need to get
to sleep. You have to work tomorrow,” she said, “And I don't want
to talk about it anymore tonight, we'll just get in an argument.”
Pulling the sheet around her she rolled to her side of the bed.
Troy gave up and rolled in the other direction.

That didn’t go to well, Troy
thought.

 


***

 


Before going to work Troy
went back to his computer the next morning and read more about
hotwifing, this time concentrating on the women who posted. As Troy
read he saw that many of the similarities that Evan had outlined
during their lunch were common in the postings—and he had to admit
that his and Veronica's circumstances matched up with several other
couples in the forums he read.

 


***

 


When Troy came home from
work, Veronica was doing job related paperwork. Troy asked what.
“Oh, schedules, references, examples of different looks, model
releases signed for upcoming shoots, things like that.”

“You are in demand huh?
Work increasing?”

“More than I would have
dreamed,” Veronica said

“See, I always told you,
you were beautiful,” Troy said.

“Yes you did.”

“Now you believe
me?”

“I always believed you, I
was trying to be modest. That is what ladies do. I've learned that
doesn’t work well in this business. I’m gratified that someone
would pay to see an older woman like me wearing their clothes or
promoting their products. Evan says I’m in a good niche, because
even though I’m not 19 anymore, there is still a massive market of
people our age buying things.”

“About last
night…”

“You want to go there
again?”

“I must not have said it
right. I want to try to restate it without getting in an argument
if you will let me.”

“OK, go ahead,” Veronica
said. “I…”

“Let me explain first,”
Troy said, removing the papers from her hand and laying them on the
coffee table, looking in her eyes. “I love you. I want to die with
you. I want you happy with me and our life. I do not want to
control any of it.”

“I am happy with you and
our life. My feelings for you have nothing to do with my modeling
though.”

“I do have concerns about
the world you are traveling in,” Troy said. “It is not a suburban
housewife world.”

“Tell me about it,”
Veronica said.

“Do you get pressure to go
out with everyone after work, or after a shoot out of town? You
know what I mean, with the single people.”

“OK, here we go again huh?
I’ve been invited, and two weeks ago in Atlanta I went with a
couple of the girls for a drink in the bar beside the restaurant
after dinner, then I took a cab back to the hotel. I told you about
that. I called you when I got in.”

“I know you did. My
question is did you want to stay with them and party? Did you come
back to the room because you thought that was what I expected of
you?” Troy said.

“Maybe. I didn’t have a
conscious thought about it at the time. I just saw where things
were headed with them and I didn’t want to be a fifth wheel. Some
of the girls are single models, they attract attention.”

“Was Janine with
you?”

“Yes, you know, the Triple
Treat Team.”

“Did she leave?”

“No, she stayed. That's
none of our business. It's her's.”

“She's married.”

“Yes.”

“But she has a boyfriend
too.”

“Yes. I told you that. She
and her husband have and arrangement. He knows, everyone involved
is OK with it.”

“You attract attention in
those settings too?”

“Nothing I can’t handle,”
she smiled, holding up her rings. “These are a pretty good turn off
to most men.”

“Not all,” she
smiled.

“More so since you’ve
started modeling?”

“I’m dressing better and
paying more attention to how I look,” Veronica said.

“So you are getting more
attention from men?”

“Some,” she admitted. “Like
I said, nothing I can’t handle.” Troy left it at that because he
had to go to work. He was determined to continue the conversation
when he returned home. At lunchtime he texted his wife.

“I'm glad you were willing
to talk to me as honestly as you did this morning. I wish we could
have finished the conversation.”

Her response came a few minutes later.
“I'll always be honest with you. And I'll try my best to answer any
questions you have. There's something troubling you, I can feel it,
so you need to get it out in the open and we need to address it. I
love you.”

 


***

 


Veronica had diverted Troy
twice now in conversation that dodged the real question he wanted
to ask, the question posed and planted in his consciousness by
Evan. Was Veronica unhappy because Troy had deprived her of an
active dating life by their marrying so early? Once pointed out by
Evan he was seeing his wife in a different way—and was seeing the
signs that Evan had mentioned, at least it seemed that way to Troy.
There was only one way to be sure, and it was not taking Evan's
word and analysis, but he had to hear the words from Veronica's
mouth.

Troy had reinforced his
questions by spending another hour on hotwifing sites—and while he
didn’t want to push Veronica into anything like that, Troy had to
admit the more he read the more he was aroused, and some of the
stories were hot. He realized for the first time that if she was
ready to try fucking someone else that he was ready for her to—and
saw it intensely erotic.

Veronica called him at four—the shoot
was over early and a bunch of the people were going from there for
happy hour, she would be an hour or so late. She was actually two
hours late.


Chapter 6

 


Troy was by the pool on his third beer
when she arrived home. Maybe the liquid courage Troy consumed
forced him to bring up the topic more specifically again—but in his
mind Troy had mind-fucked the idea of her not being happy to the
point that now Troy had to get a direct answer or
explode.

Troy had not heard her come in, but
with the sliding of the glass door he looked up to see her in her
swimsuit and robe, a large glass of chardonnay in her left
hand.

“Hey baby, welcome home,”
Troy said.

“I brought Chinese,” she
said. “When you get hungry.”

“I’m not hungry right now,
I’m drinking part of my supper,” Troy said.

“Me either.”

“How was happy
hour?”

“Different,” Veronica said.
“Crowded. That’s not me. You asked the other day if I wished I
stayed with my friends when we do that? There's not much there that
I'm interested it,” she said.

Troy’s mind only half heard
his wife, his mind was running in overdrive imagining Veronica
without him there in a crowded bar at happy hour with men hitting
on her, tempting her.

“Do you ever wonder what it
would be like to be with someone else?”

“What?” Veronica said with
a start.

“You heard me.”

“Where on earth did that
come from?”

“We’ve never talked about
anything like that. After you called the image stuck in my mind of
you in a bar and all these men coming on to you, and you flirting
back, and there’s nothing wrong with that—but during such flirting
does it ever pop in your head that you wonder what it would be like
to sleep with them.”

“Did you have me
followed?”

“What?” Now Troy was
startled. “Hell no. Why would you say that.”

“There were two different
guys in the bar that were coming on to me hard tonight. All of us
were flirting and the two younger girls I was talking two were
pushing me to encourage the guys—there were three guys and the two
girls wanted me to play along with the third guy to keep them at
the table. So I played along.”

“Oh,” Troy
understated.

“And he was cute. So to
answer your question, yes, sometimes I do flirt, but I stayed in
control. I was not out of line.”

“You said there were two
guys flirting with you?” Troy asked.

“One guy was hitting on me
and trying to defeat every nice objection I raised. He was
persuasive—it was hard to be nice and discourage him until I just
gave him a flat “no”. The girls with me got a big kick out of it.
They get a kick out of someone older than them getting hit on. And
to tell the truth they have more experience at handling men coming
on in a bar than I do.”

“Do you regret not
experiencing that—when you were younger? Our getting married caused
you to miss all that.”

“Tonight was fun but it
wasn’t me. If I had it to do over again I think I would have
suggested we wait a couple of years before we got married, but only
if I ended up with you. We were so young,” Veronica
said.

“So you could have enjoyed
more sexual partners?”

“Not necessarily,” she
said. “The dating, the adapting to different people, the variety of
ideas and opinions about everyday things, it would be
different.”

“You’re bored with
me.”

“Dammit I never said that,”
she said, getting testy. “I’m trying to be honest here. You want me
to lie?”

“No. I do not want you to
ever lie to me—about anything.”

“Good. I’m tired of talking
about this. We are going around in circles.”

“Indulge me for a few more
minutes,” Troy said. “So being in situations like you were tonight
at the bar, does that make you have regrets about how we have lived
our lives, does it make you wish you could do more than flirt with
other men.”

Veronica moved close and took Troy’s
face in her hands, turning his head to her and looking me straight
in the eye. “Look at me Troy. I don’t like this kind of talk. I
have no regrets about my life with you. I have no desire to go jump
into bed with other men. Is that clear?”

“Yes, it is
clear.”

“Good. Now let’s go eat, we
are going to have to warm it up as it is.”

 


***

 


“Well, did you consider
what I mentioned the other day?” Evan asked.

“Yes, I thought about
it.”

“You check out some of the
links I sent?”

“I did.”

“And talked with
Veronica?”

“Several times actually,”
Troy said.

“She said she didn't regret
marrying me, and didn't want to sleep with someone
else.”

Evan laughed. “So that is how you
approached it?”

“Yes.” Evan laughed
again.

“Why are you
laughing?”

“You missed the point
entirely. Did you really expect her to say she wanted to fuck
someone else or wondered about it sometimes?”

“Veronica did say she had
wondered about it at times, flirting with a couple of guys in the
bar, but that was it.” Evan shook his head.

“You're in more trouble
than I thought.”

“What do you mean?” Troy
asked.

“You don't see
it.”

“You don't ask her, you
give her the permission to experience it. Then if she doesn't want
to she will not, but you get points for giving her the freedom. She
ever worry about you controlling her?”

“She's mentioned
it.”

“That's exactly what I'm
talking about.” Evan changed his approach.

“OK, you're read some of
the forum posts in the links I sent, you said. And you said you've
thought about it. From your side of things do you think the idea of
your wife being open enough to fuck someone else and come home to
you would spice up your marriage? Now before you answer I want you
to think of the reaction to seeing a photo of a black man's hands
on her tits—you would think it would be terrible and it ended up
being hot, didn't it?”

“Yes, it was
hot.”

“If cupping tits is hot,
think about seeing her face as she is getting fucked, the pleasure
she will be having with the excitement of someone different, the
gratefulness she'll give you for allowing her that freedom. I'm
telling you, there's nothing more erotic.”

“You say that from
experience?”

“Yes. Not from wives, but
from long-term girlfriends. My mother taught me to share I guess,”
Evan laughed.

“She said...”

“I'm not talking about what
she says; I'm talking about what she thinks. She may not expressed
it, or want to admit it to you, or even to herself, but when that
curiosity starts hitting it will eat her up inside—and I know she's
getting hit on, I've seen her in a couple of places when the office
has gone for drinks. Damn man, watching her is why I went to the
trouble to talk to you to start with.”

“Where, when, I
mean...”

“Doesn't matter for this
conversation bro, you admit that would be erotic wouldn't it? If
she wanted to, that is? Do you love her and trust her enough to
give her the freedom to do what she feels like doing? I'm not
saying suggest she go out and get laid, but give her the gift of
the freedom should she so desire. Give your wife the gift of her
desires. Hell, she may never act on it, but you will always know
you gave her that freedom, and she will give you the points for
that for the rest of your life.”

Troy hesitated, but he did see a
little of Evan's points. Evan saw the glimmer in Troy's eyes. He
laughed inwardly, saying to himself “I bet he has a hard-on just
talking about Veronica getting strange cock—even if his mind is not
there yet. Evan knew it was time to drop it, after driving one
final nail into it.

“I'm not telling you what
to do; I'm only giving you my suggestions based on what I've
observed. I told you why, the rest is up to you if you want to do
something about it, or do not, and it’s on you. I hope you do
appreciate my motivation.”

“Yes, I do thank you for
looking out for me and Veronica and what we have.”

“True that,” Evan
said.

 


***

 


“I love the new you,” Troy
said, laying in his side, running his fingertips over Veronica's
naked breasts, a thin coating of sweat over her body in the warm
room from the exertions of their lovemaking. He moved his hand down
lower, over her belly, flatter than it had been in a long while due
to her extensive workouts and stringent attention to her
diet.

The moonlight filtering
through the window on her body, he watched her chest rising and
falling, and as he teased with his fingertips toward her pubis he
watched the rise and fall of her chest increase.

In his mind Troy was
imagining his wife flirting with a man at a bar, each of the models
having paired off with other men and her with one man holding her
attention. In his imagination he could see her laughing, flicking
back her hair, a light touch on the man's hand, and his taking all
of that as encouragement and desiring Veronica that much more—maybe
even making a suggestive remark.

Troy couldn't explain why
that image kept popping into his mind, but the image no longer
provoked jealously or envy. Instead it was more curiosity, as if he
was standing to the side watching, waiting, wondering how far his
wife would let the man's flirtation go, how forward would she let
him be before she stopped him and returned home to Troy, and him
taking pride in being married to a wife that other men wanted so
badly.

Deep inside his
subconscious was the gnawing realization that maybe his reading all
the hotwife things, his talks with Evan, and most important about
how close to reality all those things were—happening to people he
knew, people around him and his wife, provoking him to be less
abhorrent to the thought of another man enjoying his wife. More
important to Troy was Veronica enjoying another man, enjoying his
gift that only her husband could offer.

“What are you thinking
about,” Veronica asked. “You have a strange look on your
face.”

“You'd
never believe it, or understand,” Troy said.
“I was thinking about you out with your friends
flirting with another man. And I wasn't jealous.”

“You weren't?” Veronica
said, questioning.

“No. Actually it was a bit
of a turn on.”

“What was I doing when you
say flirting?” Veronica asked.

“Sexy talk, letting him
pull you against him so he could feel your breasts pressed against
him, you smiling while you did, confident in the power you were
feeling, the attention you were enjoying.”

“So I was enjoying
it?”

“Hell yes,” Troy said,
sliding his finger lower, over her clit, inside her, still wet from
his earlier fucking but a different wetness too, a soaking wetness.
Her breathing was heavier.

“I was enjoying it and you
weren't mad or jealous? You were turned on?”

“Yes.” Troy was rubbing her
clit harder, down into her sopping pussy. “You like that thought?
Your pussy says yes.”

“I'm hot that you're not
jealous, that you're turned on. I could do that sometime. Flirt
with someone while you watch—as long as you kept your distance.
Like that night at Queenies with DeShawn, did that turn you on, all
those black guys hitting on me?”

“Not at the time, but
looking back on it, yes it was hot. It's nice to be noticed.”
Veronica raised her ass off the bed, arching her pelvis to his
finger, now probing her body with two digits. “I wonder sometimes
when you say you have no interest in other men is because you think
that is what I am expecting you to say, what you think you are
supposed to say. Try telling what you really think. You like the
idea of me watching?”

“Yes.” Veronica hissed.
Troy removed his finger and moved between her legs, his cock
jutting out and shaking in its hardness. Moving forward he
positioned himself at her pussy and lined up his cock with her
parted pussy lips without touching, moving forward into her in a
single smooth motion. “Oh god that is good.”

“My cock or the
conversation?”

“Both,” Veronica breathed,
“both.” Troy didn't began stroking her pussy, instead holding
himself inside her without moving, savoring the warmth, wetness,
and closeness of the moment. “Troy, how far could I take the
flirting?”

“How far do you want to
take it?”

“Depends on the guy. What
if it is someone that is really hot? Someone I'm really attracted
to, someone I don't want to just flirt.” Troy saw the moment to
which all of their conversations had been building. It was not a
conversation he had intended to have with their bodies fused in the
middle of a fuck, but here it was.

“That's up to you. I told
you I'm not jealous anymore. I trust you.” Troy withdrew and once
cleared of her body, the coolness on his wet cock, he slammed into
again, hard. He ground his body down hard, grinding against her
clit and eliciting a moan from deep in her throat.

“I have something for you,”
Troy gasped.

“Your cum? You want to cum
inside me baby? Then give me your cum.”

“That, you’re going to get
that, but I have something else for you too. A gift.” Troy stopped
moving and Veronica opened her eyes, mixing the eroticism of their
entwined naked bodies with the serious look on Troy's face. “If you
wanted to go further, you could. I am saying I wouldn't
object.”

Veronica thought she heard him, but
wasn't sure, the sensation of his cock inside her reflexively
causing her to make a small movement of fucking on his cock.
“Wouldn't object to what?”

Troy could no longer control himself
and began making long slow strokes into his wife as he answered. “I
give you permission to fuck someone else if you want too. I give
you the freedom to do it with no objection from me.”

“Oh, oh, oh fuck,” Veronica
moaned, feeling her pussy gush, squirting, soaking the bed but Troy
was pounding her so hard and fast he didn't notice, his body
convulsing and bucking on top of his wife who was writhing and
twisting to match his exertions. Veronica began a second orgasm and
Troy moaned and gave three long hard slams, grunting with each slam
home, spurting his cum into his wife's pussy.

Veronica grabbed him around the back
and hung on for dear life, colors of blue, gray and green flashing
in front of her eyes. They clung to each other in the aftermath,
hard, as if afraid to let each other go, as if the moment would end
if they did.

Finally Veronica felt Troy's embrace
weaken and she relaxed as well, opening her arms and rolling to her
back as Troy did the same in the opposite direction, both of them
scooting back on the bed until their bodies touched,
gasping.

“Wow that was great,”
Veronica said.

“Yeah, it was.”

“Might be the best
ever.”

“Maybe.”

“Was it pillow talk to turn
me on or did you mean it?”

“Did it turn you on?” Troy
asked.

“More than I would have
imagined. It's not fair, bringing something like that up in the
middle of an orgasm.”

There was a long silence,
both of them staring into the darkness. “Veronica, I've thought a
lot about it—and should you ever want to, I do not object. I offer
you the freedom to follow your desire. You are not in the midst of
an orgasm now.”

“I'm happy with you,” she
said.

“That's not what we're
talking about.” Again a long pause.

“You sound as if you might
want me to?”

“No, but I don't want you
to feel your being with me is holding you back from doing something
you desperately want to do—in the end that will only make you
resent me.”

“I'd never resent you for
wanting me to remain faithful to you.”

“That's not what we're
talking about either,” Troy said. “All I'm saying is you follow
your own judgment. I trust it. The circumstance may never arise,
you may not want to if it does, that is all up to you—not me. That
is what I'm trying to say. You have the freedom of my trust. I will
not give you any crap or throw it up to you if you did.”

“Well thank you for your
gift, even though I never intend to use it. I understand the
gravity of such a gift and the soul searching you had to do within
yourself to come to that. Thank you. I love you, Troy.”

“And I you,
Veronica.”

“Troy,” Veronica
said.

“Yes.”

“You said I had permission,
you are not saying you want me to, are you?”

“No, not at all.” Troy
said.

“Good,” Veronica said,
adding nothing more. Troy had a fleeting thought. Was she saying
she was glad he was not telling her he wanted her to try another
man—or was she saying it was a good thing because once she started
she didn't know where it would go?

 


***

 


Evan gave it a week. He called Troy.
“Yes?” Troy answered.

“Just checking on you
brother. Wanted to make sure I didn't get over the line with you
last week.”

“No, I appreciate it,” Troy
said. There was a long pause. “I took your advice. We had a long
talk, a very long talk actually, there were even some tears, but we
are on the same page.”

“What do you mean?” Evan
asked.

“Well the short version is
she said she doesn't want to, but I gave her permission to do so if
she wanted. She appreciates the freedom to act on her desires if
the desire ever arose and she doesn't have to ask permission—she
has that, but she does have to be totally honest about
it.”

“Congratulations,” Evan
said. “I think your marriage will be much stronger going forward.
Picked up your sex life, hasn't it?”

“Fuck, I need to start
taking vitamins. I've created a monster.”

“Told you,” Evan said,
smiling at himself in the reflection of the glass display case in
his office. “Just hang on brother.”

“Well, like I said, she
said she had no plans to do anything, so it is more or less a
permission that I don't think she'll ever act on.”

“You're probably right, I'm
sure,” Evan said. “You know her better than anyone. Again,
Congrats. You won't regret this honesty with your wife. Let me ask
you one final thing,” Evan said.

“Sure. What?”

“After all this looking at
forums, reading about others, thinking about it, and getting to the
point of giving Veronica permission, if she really did it would be
really hot wouldn’t it? A part of you wants it to
happen.”

There was a long silence on the other
end of the phone, then finally a “Yes.”

“Sounds like you are being
honest with yourself,” Evan said as he hung up the
phone.

As the dial tone came back up he
entered another number. “Brenda? I think it is time we book a
client shoot on Barbuda, that small resort I went to a couple of
years ago, see what they would want to reserve the entire resort.
Yeah, the one off Antigua. I want the Triple Threat team and a
couple of others and I'll handle the photographers. Couple of weeks
from now, a week with option to extend. Got it.”

 


***

 


The mood was festive on the shuttle
from the Antigua airport to the dock where a launch was waiting for
the 38 mile trip to the Barbuda. The sign at the ferry said it
would take 90 minutes.

“The ferry leaves Antigua
at 9 a.m., comes back at 4 p.m. One trip a day.” Evan
said.

Evan was there along with
several other black men, one of them Payden, although Veronica did
not know the others plus a half dozen women, three of them the
Triple Threat team, a new hire Kayla. There was also a single
mother in her 30's and two of the other models. Simone was the
headliner for the agency, having done some runway work in New York,
and a thin younger girl with mousy brown hair, full overblown lips
and a pierced left nipple. She rarely smiled which made Veronica
think that the pouty look in many of her photos was natural to her
closed mouth.

“We're in the Caribbean in
the middle of the winter, woo hoo!” Janine screamed as they got on
the launch. “Swimsuits are the order of the day.” She pulled her
bikini out of her carryon bag and disappeared below to
change.

“Sounds like a plan,”
Christy said, joining her.

“I didn't bring mine in the
carry-on, no one said anything. Mine is in my suitcase.” Veronica
said, remaining seated on the boat.

Evan broke out a bottle of
champagne once everyone was back on deck and the ferry was pulling
away from the dock. “I just got off the phone and it would appear
that the reason we were here, to take prospective shots for
consideration in the CWI campaign is a go. So we're shooting for
real ads, but that doesn’t mean we can’t add in some R&R too.
Their art director should be here tomorrow or the day after. We
will shoot some things to show him when he gets here just so he
knows we were not just sitting around.

He turned to Janine,
Christy, and Veronica. “It would appear that the Triple Treat team
will be included plus the other girls too, they're looking for a
half-dozen ads with a different girl in each.” he smiled. “And
that's not all. We are in the running to provide spokesmodels for a
new venture. That's all I can say about that now, but keep your
fingers crossed.

Everyone drank up, smiling, chatting,
excited, but Veronica did not understand the glee. Evan was nearby
and she waited for an open moment in his conversation.

“Evan, I know it is
exciting but what does this spokesmodel stuff mean?”

“Mean? You really don't
know?” Evan gleamed. “Yeah, I forgot, this is all new to you.” He
leaned toward Veronica, wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled
her hip tight against him. “What it means is your face will become
recognizable and therefore in more demand. It means more business
for me, more business for you.”

“Business?”

“As in likely $50,000 the
first year from this one company, not to mention what you will be
earning from others wanting to get on the bandwagon of a popular
model. This is big Veronica, maybe the biggest thing my agency has
ever done.”

“Wow,” Veronica said. “I
can't wait to call Troy and tell him.”

Evan frowned. “Only problem
here is there is no cell service on the island. We even have to use
a satellite hook-up in case of emergencies. They are working on it
but it is not set-up for here yet. No internet either. We have to
go back to Antigua for that. That’s why I have a room at the
Marriott there.”

“Oh, well he will still be
excited when he learns about it.”

“Yes, I'm certain he will,”
Evan smiled.


Chapter 7

 


Troy was walking the floor,
the idea in his mind that maybe should not have given in to Evan's
analysis of his wife and given her permission to be with someone
else. As long as she was coming home every night it had not
bothered him, but now, with Veronica in the Caribbean on a shoot
with some of the men he had seen at Evan's party, he was concerned
that it might be too much opportunity for her to take advantage of
the permission he had given.

His one saving grace was recalling
throughout the conversations with Veronica she had told him over
and over she had no interest in being with another man.

There was no messages or
contact on Friday, but as they were traveling he did not expect it.
A text chimed in at noon on Saturday, and Troy jumped for the
phone. It was not a call, only a text. “Shoot has been extended.
Evan here. I know after our last lunch you might be worrying, so
thought I'd give you an update.” Troy felt his stomach turn over.
The text ended.

The second text was a photo. Veronica
was on a beach, laid back on a beach towel, topless, between Janine
and Christy. A dark man was on a towel on the left side of Janine,
while on the other side a tall thin black man with chocolate
colored skin had his towel spread alongside Christy. Under the
photo was the text. “Enjoying the sun. Don't worry, your wife has
not used your permission.” Troy gave a relief when the phone chimed
for a third message. He stared at the phone and its one word text.
“Yet.” A fourth text read, “Just joking.”

Troy wondered if he was joking, and he
was not sure.

 


***

 


It didn't take much more
than an afternoon for Veronica to conclude that Kayla was a class-A
bitch. Before they had gotten off the launch, she had already
thrown a couple of barbs at Veronica, and had evidently singled her
out as the foil of all her snide remarks.

First it had been a remark
about Veronica staying covered while all the other women had
changed into swimsuits. “Well I guess some with less than top-notch
bodies need to stay covered more than the rest of us,” Kayla had
commented. The words stung, but Veronica let it pass. At least my
boobs are real, Veronica thought, unlike the oversized boobs on
Kayla.

As they were leaving the
boat Payden was leaning down to help Veronica off the boat. As
Veronica took his hand and was pulled up Kayla moved up quickly and
half-jumped to the dock. “Wow, thank goodness I'm still strong
enough to jump up here unaided,” Kayla said, glancing back at
Veronica with a smirk.

Once at the resort the
rooms were assigned, with Veronica drawing Christy, and it was
late. They all turned in tired.

Saturday morning Evan
addressed the group. “Work starts tomorrow so today we just relax
and enjoy the facility and the beach. There will be a shrimp boil
around a beach bonfire for supper or if you'd rather you're welcome
to scrounge whatever you like from the kitchen—it is well stocked I
am told.

“I have to go back to the
Antigua, I have to handle calls and things, so I'll see you
tomorrow. Enjoy your day,” he paused and added with a toothy grin,
“And do not do anything I wouldn't do.”

 


***

 


Everyone was on the beach by 10, the
resort had brought down coolers of beer they placed under the
shaded pavilions, and all the women were sunbathing on their
stomachs, with their straps undone. “Remember girls, we can’t do
tan lines in a bikini suit,” Janine reminded.

Kayla asked, “We have this resort to
ourselves?”

“That’s what we were told,”
Payden said, walking up at that time. “The staff is here to cater
to our needs, and it’s private property. So ladies no need to be
bashful unless you just want to.”

“You are just wanting to
see my titties,” Christy joked.

“Of course,” Payden
laughed. “My idea of heaven is to wake up every morning and run
naked through an acre of titties.”

“Well doesn’t bother me
any,” Kayla said, rolling to her back without tying her swimsuit
top. “If it is not a topless beach we’ll make it one.”

“Woo hoo,” Christy said,
rolling over and baring her breasts, followed by Janine and the
other girls, except Veronica. Some of the other guys were starting
to lay out their towels near the women, enjoying the
view.

“Come on Veronica, get with
the program,” Christy taunted. Veronica took a deep breath and
rolled over. Besides, her boobs were not anything that Chris and
Payden had not already seen.

“When in Rome,” she said,
clinking her beer bottle against Christy’s. As they were laying
here several of the sunbathers moved as the pavilion got between
where they were laying and the sun, creating a shady spot. Veronica
and Christy were a 30 feet away from the others as the sun kept
moving the shade.

Christy was talkative.
“Damn, did you see that Payden, he is so hot? I kept trying to get
his attention but he keeps looking at you, Veronica,” she
said.

“Really? I didn't
notice.”

“How could you not? I mean
really girl, are you blind? I've already been doing some heavy
flirting, as has Kayla but he doesn't seem interested in
us.”

“Maybe I didn't notice
because I'm married,” Veronica said, her flat usual response to
Christy or Janine's prodding. “Besides, he's Janine's boyfriend on
the side as I recall.”

“You haven't heard? They
broke up last week. I'm not sure broke up is the right word, but
Janine felt she was in a rut being with only one black man most of
the time, she wanting some experiences with different men is how
she explained it to me. He is kinda shook up about it. He didn't
see it coming and he thought things were great. He didn't do
anything wrong, she just wanted more. She blindsided him. I
actually feel a little sorry for him.”

“Oh,” Veronica said. She
had not dared tell them of Troy's gift, but even as she gave her
regular excuse the thought of his words, his permission for her had
popped into her mind. She dismissed it. She had no desire to do
it—and besides, all the men here were black.

Payden was no different—but
ever since the photo shoot when he was holding her bare breasts—the
only time someone other than Troy had their hands on her there
since she had been married, that moment still crossed her mind. As
she was moving her hands out of the way she had instinctively
touched his cock, grabbing it before she realized what she was
doing, the hardness and size of him had never left her
mind.

Veronica pushed that
thought out of her mind again, even though her nipples were again
rock hard. As she had told Christy, she was married and had no
interest in anyone other than her husband. That didn’t mean she
couldn’t have such thoughts running through her mind.

 


***

 


As the day unfurled into
night, with a day of drinking, switching from beer to mixed drink,
after the second round of drinks at the cookout, they lined up at
the beach tent to fill their plates.

Payden had moved behind
Veronica in the line. While the other women were still in their
swimsuits Veronica was glad she had opted for shorts and a tee, as
the wind was cool. Janine was wrapped in a beach towel and two of
the other girls acted cold, Veronica was covered—although the wind
and coolness had her nipples on high beam.

“Hey, come over here and
sit with me,” Payden said, pointing to a small table in a second
cabana. It was out of the wind, Veronica agreed. “Have you been
avoiding me?” he asked.

“No, no reason to,” she
said. “Why would you think that?”

“Because every time I start
to chat or move close you move away,” Payden said. “It's not
because of the photo shoot is it? I mean I only asked if you'd like
to go back to the bed in the other photo area. I wasn’t trying to
offend you. Once you said no I didn't think I was pushy. I thought
I was respectful.”

“No, not at all. You were
respectful,” Veronica said. “I thank you for being respectful. I
was sorry to hear about you and Janine.”

“Yeah, me too, but things
work out like that sometime. As long as she's happy. I just didn't
see it coming. Enough said about that, back to that day at the
shoot.

“And I thought it rude if I
didn't at least make the pass, as a compliment,” Payden joked.
“After all I did have one breast in each hand and you had your hand
around my cock. The pass seemed appropriate at the
time.”

“I'm not used to those
situations. It was an accident that I touched you, and it was just
so quick and part of the shoot. Professional. Nothing more. Besides
I'm an old married woman.”

“Bullshit,” Payden said.
“Only in your mind. Look at yourself. You're hotter than any woman
on this beach. Age means nothing when you are as sexy as you
are.”

“Thank you I think,”
Veronica said, taking another long sip of her drink.

“You're welcome,” Payden
said, glancing at her rock hard nipples poking against the thin tee
and imaging the softness of those nice tits in his hands. He wanted
to feel them again. It had been a week since he had any white
pussy, and for him that meant he was overdue. But this conversation
was not the moment. He had to reassure her.

“I need to refill my
drink,” Veronica said. She was light headed from the liquor, but
she wanted another.

“Here, let me,” Payden
said.

“No, I don't want to take
all of your time; there are several other girls here who are
wanting to talk to you.” Veronica said in a conspiratorial air,
“And maybe more. Play your cards right you could get lucky
tonight.”

“I'm talking to who I am
interested,” Payden said bluntly, staring into her eyes.

“I'm married,” Veronica
said, turning toward the bar. Payden didn't rise.

At the bar Veronica was
shaking and she didn't know why. Payden excited her, and his
interest only made it worse. She took a shot of vodka to quell her
nerves, and walked to Christy with a fresh vodka
martini.

 


***

 


With her drink in hand, she
returned to sit beside Christy within the warmth of the fire.
“Where'd Janine go?” she asked.

Christy smiled, “Just listen.”
Veronica turned her ear away from the surf and could hear the
unmistakable sound of two people in the midst of some hard fucking.
The slap of flesh was loud as was the unmistakable moan of pleasure
that followed was clear.

“My god, she didn't even
get out of hearing,” Veronica giggled, taking long pulls from her
martini.

“Well I think she wanted to
prove to herself that Payden was not her primary interest, black
cock was. She went behind the cabanas with Kobe.”

“Out of sight is not out of
hearing,” Veronica said. “She must want Payden to hear. That's not
very nice since she was the one who broke it off.”

“He doesn't act as if he
his hearing her,” Christy said, looking toward Payden. “That's like
pouring salt in a wound, and he's a very nice guy. But the sound of
them fucking is getting me horny,” Christy said.

“I think I have my choice
between a couple of black cocks tonight but I need to make a choice
and get started.” She turned to Veronica. “You are a long way from
home honey, this is too nice a setting to sleep alone tonight. I
don't expect to be back in the room, for your
reference.”

“I am...”

“Don't say it, I've heard
it enough,” Christy said. “You do what you want. There's nothing
holding me back though. I'm just trying to decide whether I want to
go with the lighting guy or the photographer.”

“Why decide?” Veronica
said, “Try both.”

“Now there's an idea,”
Christy giggled. “But maybe another time. I just want a good hard
fuck tonight and then some sleep. It's been almost a week since I
had sex.” Christy stood, looking across the fire at Merrill, the
photographer and smiling. He saw her and returned the smile,
raising his drink to her.

“Looks like duty calls,”
Christy said. Then leaning over she whispered, “But if you ever
were going to play a little, tonight should be the night. I don't
think any of us would want to fuck Payden after that skank Kayla
lets him put his cock inside her.”

Veronica looked back to
Payden's chaise lounge and sitting on the foot of it was Kayla. It
was clear she had loosened the strings of her bikini top and was
half falling out of it, showing a lot of exposed flesh thanks to
her surgically enhanced breasts. The wisp of a bikini bottom was a
string up the back. Bitch sure made sure she got her money's worth
when she bought those boobs, Veronica thought.

“The big thing is you do
what you want to do,” Christy said. “Don't let your caution talk
you out of it. Your husband is a world away. You're in the islands,
girl. Act like it.”

Payden was paying attention to Kayla,
and it made Veronica jealous, even though she had no claim on
Payden. Payden had already told her that he was only interested in
her, not Kayla, Christy, or Janine. But she also knew men, and any
woman in the tropics is better than no woman in the tropics.
Veronica started to turn to leave when Kayla saw her staring and
gave her a condescending smirk.

“Bitch,” Veronica whispered
under her breath. She looked for Christy but she was already
walking toward Merrill. Christy was right, she was in the tropics,
and Payden has indicated he was willing, a part of her wanted him,
and her usual stopping point, the “I am married” excuse had been
removed by Troy. Despite what he said, she suspected that he did
want it to happen.

The only thing holding her back was
her own inward reservations, and those were crumbling away as she
sat there and watched the ripped black man laughing at the bitch
Kayla. A second condescending smirk from Kayla pushed Veronica over
the edge.

Veronica tossed back the last of her
drink and let the plastic cup fall to the sand. She covered the 10
steps to Payden quickly and brushing Kayla's hand aside grasped
Payden's. He looked up, a little startled.

Veronica knelt down and whispered, “I
enjoyed the feel of your hands on my tits, I would like to feel
them there again. I want to feel your hard cock in my hands too.
Come on,” Veronica said, rising, reaching for Payden's
hand.

Kayla started stuttering but Payden
was up in a smooth motion and maintaining his hold on Veronica's
hand started walking toward the main building. Kayla remained on
the chaise lounge with a confused look.

Once in the darkness of the
path, outside to ring of firelight, Payden did not wait to get
inside; he pulled Veronica to him and kissed her, hard. Squeezing
her body against him, feeling her body stiffen at first but as his
tongue brushed her lips and slipped into her mouth he felt her body
yield to him, her breathing almost a pant.

Veronica wasn't aware how long they
kissed, it was like she was in a fog. He didn't move to her
breasts, not kissing down her sensitive neck, which was always a
sparking point for her. Instead he held her tight and kissed, and
kissed, soft, gentle, hard, taking her lips between his teeth
gently, running the tip of his tongue over her lips, but he broke
the kiss and again led her toward the main building.

“You sure?”

“If we are going to fuck we
need to do it quick before I have time to change my mind. My room.”
Veronica led the way. At the doorway Veronica paused. “Christy is
not coming back tonight,” she said. In her mind she was screaming,
time to get this first step over with.

 


***

 


The door had not completely closed
before Payden was kissing her again, this time kissing her
forehead, over her eyes, down her nose back to her lips, then down
her neck. Veronica gave her sensitivity to that spot as she moaned
when he nibbled her neck, her knees almost bucking had he not been
squeezing her body against his so tight.

As they kissed he maneuvered their
embracing bodies until they were standing in front of the mirrored
closet doors. Payden moved behind her and lifted her tee over her
head, baring her breasts. He left her to finish pulling it off her
head while he went straight her shorts, sliding them down her legs,
taking the thong with as he did. As she tossed the tee aside Payden
moved behind her again, his hands cupping her breasts, just as they
had in the calendar photo.

Somehow he had stripped without her
noticing as Veronica felt his hard cock nudging against her back,
and as before she put her hands behind her back to clutch his hard
black cock. This time was not a quick brush. She grasped his cock,
acutely aware of his girth and length in her hand, substantially
larger than Troy, or any other cock she had ever felt. A hesitation
rushed through her brain, wondering if she would be able to take a
cock this big.

“Watch us,” Payden said,
kneading her breasts, kissing her neck, as Veronica watched his
black hands squeezing her breasts, tugging on her nipples, roaming
her body, moving lower, toward her pussy. Veronica spread her legs
slightly as she felt his fingers move there, brushing over her
clit, his left hand on her breast, his right hand
probing.

Veronica watched him in the mirror,
seeing his probing fingers before she felt them, watching herself
yielding.

Payden touched her shoulders and
turned her around, sideways to the mirror and kissed her again, her
hands holding and stroking his cock, then releasing his cock to
wrap her arms around him, noticing for the first time the
velvet-like dark skin under her touch, so different from anything
she had ever felt. Again she lost track of the time they kissed,
and she looked at the mirror again, her white flesh molded against
the taller dark man wrapping his arms around her, his cock rock
hard between them.

Veronica saw that Payden was also
watching them in the mirror, and Veronica slid down his body,
resting on her knees, his long black cock in her face as she moved
a pillow under her knees. The velvet mushroom head of his cock
brushed her face and she turned to envelop his cock with her eager
mouth, grasping his cock at its base, opening wide to accommodate
his size.

As she bobbed her head back and forth
on his cock, she felt his hand on the back of her head, hearing a
steady “whuh, whuh, whuh” and wondering where the sound was coming
from before she realized it was her own guttural breathing. She
pushed her head down on his cock, to the back of her throat, her
palm at the base of his cock on one side and her lips touching the
other side of her hand, that much cock with still as much as I can
cram into my mouth, she marveled.

Payden pushed harder and she
concentrated on relaxing her gag reflex, he was not letting go of
her head. He slowly began to stroke in and out of her mouth,
careful not to gag her again until Veronica made a stronger effort,
grabbing his tight black ass and pulling him deeper in to her mouth
and finally she felt the head of his cock slide down her throat.
She removed her hand holding the base of his shaft, shoved her head
on him, and buried her lips in his pubic hair, pulling away only
when she had to breathe.

“Yeah, that's it,” Payden
said as she pulled off his cock and gasped for breath. She looked
at herself in the mirror, his cock still in her mouth.

Payden pulled her to her feet, led her
to the bed and pushed her gently back, taking her legs and tugging
her ass to the edge, falling to his knees and burying his face into
her pussy, his tongue probing, twirling around her clit, and
Veronica came for the first time with another man at that
moment.

Payden never slowed, and Veronica felt
a second orgasm building, welling up inside her, and she came on
his tongue. She had her eyes closed and looked up to see Payden
looming over her, felt the touch of his cock head brush her pussy
lips and instinctively she reached down to part them, wrapping her
hand on his cock, curious for what his cock would feel like inside
her, wanting to know.

Payden moved closer and she rubbed his
cock head up and down her pussy, covering the head of his cock with
her juices Payden moved forward an inch as she put his cock in the
right position to enter her, the tip of his cock already
inside.

“I've wanted this since
that day,” Payden said. “Do you want it?”

“Yes, I want your cock
inside me,” Veronica said. “Go slow I don't want it to hurt. Oh my
God,” she screamed as she felt his cock move further inside her,
stretching her pussy, pleasure racking her body. He pushed further,
waiting for her body to adjust and she felt filled with his cock,
felt his flesh against her pubis and realized he was all the way
inside, deep inside.

Payden had watched her face, the
tensing in anticipation of pain, and once balls deep and no winches
of pain he stroked her again, still slow, and as he bottom again
she felt her hands reaching around to his ass, pulling him even
harder against her as she ground her body against his. Oh my god
I’ve done it, Veronica thought, I have my first black cock inside
me. “Fuck me,” Veronica said.

Payden gradually increased the rhythm,
hitting against her hard, his hands squeezing her breasts has he
fucked her, kissing her as she gave a whimper each time he slammed
home. “I'm cumming,” she said, bucking her ass off the bed,
matching his thrusts with her body rocking forward to meet him,
faster, shorter strokes, his groans joining hers as he felt the
rising of his own orgasm coming, fighting to keep going but losing
that battle.

Veronica was reaching another orgasm
and she was in another world, lost at the sensations emanating from
her pussy and the pleasure of Payden's cock thrusting in and out of
her body.

Veronica was unaware Payden was
cumming until she heard him start moaning a sound she had not
heard, almost a wail, and then a spastic vibration shook his body
and she felt something warm pouring out of her pussy and down her
ass. There was a lot of it, increasing as he withdrew and held his
cock there a minute, uncorking the load of cum he had deposited
inside her. He collapsed beside her, his left arm over her, cupping
her breast in the moonlight.

I had permission, Veronica though,
snuggling back against the large black man.

 



Chapter 8

 


The morning sunlight
through the parted curtains hit Veronica in the face and woke her.
She was startled for a second, disoriented, but not for long, as
the reason the sun had hit her face was Payden repositioning her
body on the bed for a morning fuck, barely awake.

Glancing down he was
already rock hard and in the morning light Veronica was again
amazed at the size of him—and the ease with which she had taken his
cock the night before. There was no kissing or foreplay, only a
quick fingering to coat her pussy lips from her moisture, although
she was not sure if it was her natural lubrication or the remains
of the loads of cum. Payden had deposited more inside her during
the night with a second fuck when he woke her in the middle of the
night. She wasn’t sure but she though he had fucked her a third
time in the night, but she wasn’t clear, it was almost automatic.
There had not been much sleeping. She closed her eyes and felt his
cock enter her and she wrapped her arms around his shoulders,
hissing a “Yesss” as he began a long slow stroke.

When Payden came this time,
he rose, pulled on his shorts and shoes and picked up his tee. “I
have to go for a run before we start shooting,” he explained.
Veronica looked up at him without moving, her legs still open, his
cum pouring out of her pussy and running down her ass to the bed,
and she started sobbing, rolling to her side and curling up into a
ball.

“What have I done?” she
wailed. “What have I done?” Payden was not used to a married
woman's guilt on her first outside sexual experience, and his only
thought was to escape from it. “My morning run,” he said, fleeing
through the door. “See you at the beach.”

As he exited the hotel he almost
collided with Evan coming it. Evan paused. “Well? I heard you two
left together last night?” he said, waiting for the
response.

“Veronica's a great fuck,
and I got her black cherry last night. She likes black cock,”
Payden said. “But I left her crying in her room, she has a bad case
of the guilts. You may want to say something to her.”

“I will,” Evan
said.

 


***

 


Evan could hear her sobbing through
the door. He didn't knock and found the door unlocked. He stepped
inside. “Veronica?” he said, moving toward the curled up ball at
the opposite head of the bed. He sat down on the side of the bed
and laid his hand on her hip, the bedcover between them. “Are you
OK?”

“Hell no,” I'm not OK,”
Veronica said, sobbing. “I've cheated on my husband. I've slept
with another man. I can't believe I let myself do that.” Her
response stopped her sobbing but she still snubbed and
sniffed.

“Now, now, no need to be so
upset,” Evan said. “You're OK. Just relax and let's chat a minute
OK? I think I can help.”

“How can you help?”
Veronica asked. “I've destroyed my life and my
self-respect.”

Evan started coffee in the room coffee
pot and waited for her to recover. He heard the bed covers rustling
and turned back as the coffee started gurgling into the pot. He
poured two cups and took one to her as she sat up in the bed, the
sheet pulled up under her chin.

“Do you trust
me?”

“Yes.”

“Do you believe I have your
best interests at heart?”

“I think so,” Veronica
said.

“You are part of our
family. When you hurt, we all hurt. I want what's best for everyone
in our family.”

“OK,” Veronica said,
scooted higher up in the bed, leaning against the
headboard.

“I have to be honest with
you, Veronica,” Evan said. “Troy confided in me about the gift he
gave you. He asked my advice before he did it.”

“He what?” Veronica said, a
hint of anger in her tone.

“Troy was troubled,
worrying about your curiosities with the new job and all the pretty
people around. He didn't want to hold you back.”

“I was holding myself back.
I didn't want...”

“Precisely,” Evan said.
“Think how you said it. You were holding yourself back. Now you've
let go. Troy's is OK with it. You know that, because he told you
so. No one else is judging you. I'm sure Payden is OK with it. That
leaves the only person unhappy is you. Is that right?” Veronica
slowly nodded.

“Do you want to do that to
yourself?”

Veronica shook her head no.

“I've heard girls say that
Payden is a great fuck. Is he or did he fail to satisfy
you?”

“He was incredible,”
Veronica said, “I've never been...” she stopped short, not
finishing the statement but Evan understood, “but...”

“No buts. Stop right there
and keep that thought. You have no right to feel guilty. Everyone
involved enjoyed it, and it happened. Think how relieved Troy will
be to know you no longer have the curiosity, that you have
exercised the gift he gave you. How would you feel if you gave
someone a gift and they never used it?”

Veronica seemed to recover, and Evan
looked at her coffee. “Cream?” he asked.

“No I like it black,”
Veronica said, catching herself with a light giggle.

“You do?” Evan grinned.
“Now that is more like the Veronica I know. You had fun, admit to
yourself you enjoyed it, and leave it at that.”

“I guess you're right,” she
said, taking her second long sip of the coffee. “Thanks for
helping.”

“No problem. Now that we
have that settled there is the downside you must avoid.”

“What's that?”

“Emotional
involvement.”

“I don't have any emotional
involvement other than with Troy.”

“Good,” Evan said. “But it
is not uncommon for someone who has not enjoyed a lot of
experiences sexually with a variety of people will get, let's say,
mentally involved with their first new sexual partners after a long
time with only one partner. It's normal. Your first is always your
first. You gave up your cherry, last night you gave up your black
cherry.”

“Oh. I don't
think...”

“But there is an ironclad
way to keep that from happening,” Evan said.

“What's that?” Veronica sat
the coffee down on the nightstand, her eyes wide and interested.
Evan saw it as his opportunity. He reached for the covers at her
throat and gently pulled them down, drinking in the expanse of
white flesh and the soft breasts he uncovered, and leaning over
close to her face whispered, “You need to not concentrate on one
outside experience. You need more black cock as soon as possible to
prevent any emotional attachment. You need fucked right now. Just
let go, I'll take care of everything. Evan moved to kiss her and
Veronica didn't resist.

Veronica wasn't sure if it
was the fatigue from the night before, the stress of her breaking
down, her confusion, or maybe the opportunity and the fact it
seemed like the thing to do, but as Evan pulled back the sheets to
expose her naked body to his view the fog came back in her mind.
She was in a daze, aware but barely aware as Evan caressed her
body, groped her breasts, and fingered her for only a few seconds
before realizing how sopping wet her pussy was.

Veronica didn't realize Evan had shed
his clothes until she looked down and saw his cock in his hand,
guiding it toward her pussy.

“That is a beautiful cock,”
she whispered, admiring the large mushroom head and nearly purple
blackness. There was no time to compare his cock size to Payden's
but they were close, and big. She gasped when he entered her and
she wrapped her long legs around his back.

“No sense in having
permission unless you use it,” Evan breathed in her ear. “Enjoy
your newfound freedom as much as I'm enjoying fucking that juicy
white cunt of yours.”

Veronica felt her pussy gush with
juices at the blunt language. It was shocking. No one had ever used
that language with her, but it made the moment that more taboo and
erotic.

“Yes fuck me.”

“I am fucking your white
cunt,” Evan whispered again, prompted by the increase in warm
wetness he felt when he had talked dirty moments before. He had
suspected a hot looking woman like Veronica might have some passion
bottled up inside those long time inhibitions of hers, but it was
now time to free them. If dirty talk turned her on, all the better.
“You like my black cock? You like taking black dick.”

Veronica hesitated to answer, but Evan
prompted, sounding like an order. “Say it slut.”

“I like taking your black
cock.”

“Yes you do. It feels good
doesn't it?”

“It feels great, oh my god
it feels so good,” she said, detecting the tingle of an orgasm
building. It was rare for her to reach a vaginal orgasm with Troy,
but here it was happening again. She was losing control, spreading
her legs more, rubbing his back, noting the velvet like texture
that she had realized when fucking Payden the night
before.

In that instant reality
swept over her. She was married, she had spent the night with a
black man, letting him fuck her repeatedly, and now she was fucking
a second black man only minutes after the first black man had
finished—and she was loving the sensation, and even in the reality
she was loving the moment. After all, Troy had said she could,
hell, Troy had even encouraged.

“Take this black cock like
a good little slut,” Evan said.

“Yes. I love it. Give me
that black cock.”

“Let your slut side go.
Fuck back on my cock.” Evan stopped and held his body in one spot
and as expected she arched her body forward, impaling herself on
his cock by her own movements.

“Oh, Oh, I'm gonna cum.”
She was so lost in her own orgasm that she didn't see Evan take his
cell, turn on the recorder and record 20 seconds of their
coupling.

“Cum, let go,” Evan said.
“Let go like the slut you are.”

Even in her passion,
Veronica was rebelling against the label.

“Not—a---slut,” she gasped.
“I love you black cock.”

“Sure you are, and you
realize it now. Admit it; wear it as a badge of honor. Few women
can be that open. You've been fucking black cock since late last
night, and you're fucking black cock now, ready to cum, ready to
take my seed inside your white pussy, ready to feel me cum inside
you. Only a slut can let go. Let go. Be it. Say it.”

At that instant there was no longer
control for Veronica, Evan's suggestions and dirty talk was the
overload to her senses that gave her release, and even as she
started cumming she could feel her pussy squirting, flooding the
bed. “Yes, I'm a slut. Fuck me like a slut.”

As if on cue Evan's body began the
slam and grind his cock all the way inside Veronica, holding there
as his body spasmed and his moans matched the tensing of every part
of his being, his body releasing deep inside the white woman with
splayed legs lying beneath him.

“Yes, take it slut,” he
said.

“Yesss,” was all Veronica
could answer, almost as a hiss.

 


***

 


Sunday morning was a new text when
Troy checked his phone. It had arrived at 11 a.m. “Done. No
wondering anymore.”

There was a film clip
attached, only 15 seconds, but a close up of a thick black cock in
a white pussy. The cock slowly withdrew, but the woman's pussy
still gaped open and a thick white glob of cum appeared almost
round and then began to change shape and trail out of her pussy and
down her ass. The cock moved from just outside her pussy to moving
to lie on her belly as her pussy continued leaking cum. It was low
light, but bright enough for Troy to make out the small heart
shaped birthmark on the right side of her pubis. It was Veronica.
His wife had been fucked by a black man.

Veronica had permission to fuck
someone else for less than 10 days. “She must have really wanted to
do it, to tumble this quick,” Troy said aloud, and as he watched
the video again he said, “Now what?”

 


***

 


The phone rang at 6 p.m. It was
Evan.

“You son-of-a-bitch, I am
going to kill you,” Troy spat.

“Now, now, calm down Troy.”
Evan could hear Troy's heavy breathing. In a firmer voice Evan
said. “Calm down or I'll hang up and you'll hear nothing until we
return next week. You choose.” '

Conditioning Troy to accept the new
role of his wife as a slut had always been a part of Evan's
design—and now he had to get Troy used to the idea. Feeding him
tantalizing progress steps along the way would accomplish that, and
he knew Troy would bite, as much as he knew how this would go after
his first conversation with Troy.

Troy fought to control
himself, and managed to utter, “OK, I'll calm down.” He fought the
urge to begin cursing Evan again. But even as he did he realized a
calm had come over him. The words from an old novel, “Revenge is a
dish best eaten cold,” came over him.

“Good. Understand the world
is still turning, your wife still loves you, nothing has changed
really other than she has enjoyed the freedom you gave her the gift
of, she is no longer curious about other partners, and there is a
peace that comes with that.” Evan laughed, “And when she gets home
you will discover all this makes her much hornier. She is going to
fuck your balls off.”

“Then why does my gut tell
me that I am not happy with what's happening? Are you trying to
manipulate us somehow?”

“Not at all. Like I said
from the start, I like everyone at the company in harmony. Nothing
more. I know this is a shock, and there is some adjusting that
comes with it,” Evan said. “Your wife is appealing to a great many
people. That is the price you pay for having a beautiful wife and
that is why she is successful as a model. You will reap the
benefits of that in the future.

You also have to adjust
yourself to the knowledge that this is the 21st century, Veronica's pussy is hers and she may choose to not
confine its use exclusively to you. In fact from what I can see you
can just about count on her not stopping getting black cock
regularly. But hey, look on the bright side, she'll always come
home to you and yours is the only white cock she'll be
getting.”

“Veronica said that?” Troy
said.

“Not yet, but she will be
saying it by the time she gets back home,” Evan said. “Like I told
you in our first meeting, I am pretty good at sizing women
up.”

There was a quiet pause and
Evan continued,” Troy, what I'm returning to you is a woman who
will have a heightened sexual awareness, she'll be hotter to you,
you'll want to fuck the memory of other man out of her mind, so
you'll both put your sex life off the charts. She will have lost
many of her inhibitions about what was proper versus improper. You
are now limited only by your imagination and she will now want you
to challenge her with your imagination. You may be pissed
now—you'll thank me later.”

“For fucking my
wife?”

Evan knew the answer he had
to give, knew he had to get Troy's mind into accepting what was
happing. “It is not just fucking your wife, it is allowing her slut
side out, enabling her to have sexual pleasure that few women
experience.”

“Making her a slut? Did you
say a slut?”

“Precisely.” Evan said.
“She's always had that inside her, you may have only been blind to
it. All that is happening is she is learning about letting it out,
learning that it is OK to admit she likes getting black cock.
You've gained a woman on a sexual high beyond your wildest dreams
and fantasies—and all you had to give up was exclusivity to that
sweet pussy of hers and not make a case that is going to fuck up
her head when you talk to her again.”

 


***

 


On the beach that morning
was the official shoot for a bottled water company, each model with
the product, enough shots to sustain several months’ worth of the
ad campaign. The emphasis was on extra small swimsuits, the chance
of a nipple slip or a breast bursting free the implied possibility.
The other models and one crew were at one section of the beach, and
the Triple Threat team shot on their own except for
Kayla.

Janine, Kayla and Christy,
were already on the beach when Veronica approached. The muscles on
the inside of Veronica's thighs ached from the extended positions
her legs bent during the vigorous sexing of the night and
morning.

Kayla moved away from Janine and
Christy toward the photographer as Veronica approached, distancing
herself from Veronica. Christy grinned as Veronica approached.
“Walking a little bowlegged there honey. Looks like somebody got
well fucked.” Veronica frowned as she stopped beside
them.

“Don't worry,” Janine said.
“I remember the first time Payden stuck that huge thing inside of
me. I walked like you're walking now for a day or two.”

“Well, 'fess up Veronica.
Say it out loud. Did you fuck him?”

“More like he fucked me. A
lot. I didn't get a lot of sleep.” Christy giggled and high fived
her.

“Congratulations, join the
club,” she said.

“What club?”

“The black cock slut club,
you're not alone.”

“I'm not a slut,” Veronica
said.

“Yet,” Christy
giggled.

“Payden's a great fuck,”
Janine said. “A really great fuck.”

“I know it's none of my
business, but why did you break up with him?” Veronica
asked.

“It wasn't about the sex
for damn sure,” Janine said. —We're still friends, but I'm married,
this was only supposed to be fun. He wanted to take it into an area
I didn't want to go, get more serious, and what I wanted was more
variety. That’s safer.” She looked at Veronica's quizzed face.
“That's all I want to say about that.”

Christy smiled up at Veronica. “That
means when she gets the urge she will still fuck him.”

“Nothing wrong with that,”
Janine said. “And look who's talking, you who has fucked nearly
every black man on this beach.”

“Almost every one,” Christy
remarked looking around, “But the week is still young.” She looked
at Veronica again. “Like I said, proud member of the
club.”

“How about you Janine,”
Veronica said. “You consider yourself a member of the black cock
slut club?”

“Oh yeah, for sure,” Janine
smiled. Her eyes narrowed. “You fucked Payden, but you'll have to
fuck Evan before you are fully in the club. He has to fuck you too.
He has this thing about fucking the models that work through the
agency. Paden breaks her in, he follows up. He'll be coming for you
soon, you can make book on it.”

Veronica felt her stomach turn to
butterflies. “Oh” she gasped.

Christy laughed, turning to Janine.
“She's already fucked Evan too, didn't you Veronica.” The silence
answered her question. “Gonna be a hell of a week isn't it?”
Christy said.

“Ladies, if you would each
take a bottle of water and stand down near the surf please,” the
photographer said.

 


***

 


Evan was back on the big island,
checking back to the office for his messages—one he instantly
redialed. “Mulogo here,” the voice said.

“Mr. Mandigall, this is
Evan. I have a note you called.”

“Yes, Evan,” Mulogo
Mandigall said, reaching for the folder on his desk, opening it and
thumbing through the sheets there. “I've been considering your
proposal with the board, and I think we are leaning toward your
agency, but we may need to iron out a few things.”

“Thank you, thank you very
much,” Evan said. “I'm glad to hear that. I will be home next
week.”

“Were are you
now?”

“We have rented a small
private place on an island near Antigua, a private resort on
Barbuda.”

“What are you doing
there?”

“We're doing a photo shoot
for the “Good Water” campaign. Photographers, models, the entire
works.”

“Is your Triple Threat team
that you've been pushing there?”

“Yes, and a few others
too.”

“This private place have an
airfield?”

“No,” Evan said. “We flew
into Antigua and had to take a boat.”

“Well if we want to move on
this we do not want to wait. I'm thinking a board member or two and
I and I will bring the company jet down there. I'm leaning your
way, but not sure. The two I'm bringing are still on the fence.
Might not hurt to meet some of the girls we're considering for the
campaign.”

“Not a problem,” Evan
said.

“Where are you
staying?”

“Marriott on Antiqua,” Evan
said. “Everyone else is on the island.”

“Get three rooms for us at
the Marriott?”

“No problem. When can we
expect you?”

“Tuesday morning,” Mulogo
said.

“I'll go to the desk as
soon as we hang up.” Evan said. The two men said their goodbyes and
Evan dialed the front desk and reserved the rooms. His next call
was back to his home office. “We're extending three days,” Evan
said. “Potentially the biggest deal we've ever done, they want to
meet so bad they are coming down here.”

“Will do,” the secretary,
Brenda, said. “Sounds good. You need me to do anything
else?”

“That's it.”

 


***

 


Veronica was sitting underneath a
large cabana, watching Christy modeling in the surf in different
poses as she herself had just finished. If Christy took as long as
Veronica it would be 45 minutes, and then Janine's turn, by then
time for lunch.

Veronica's mind was still spinning,
the sensation of Evan's cock inside her still fresh, still able to
feel it. His cum was still dripping when it had been time to dress
for the shoot, and she had added a pad that she had to cut down
with scissors to conceal under the tiny swimsuit.

There was no shame or guilt hitting
her yet, but she knew it would come. Yes, she had to admit, she had
been curious, a part of her wanted to feel Payden's cock inside
her, wondered what that would feel like, since the first time she
had touched it.

Maybe Evan was right, the key to
avoiding the guilt and the emotional tug that would be common with
her first black lover was someone else and Evan had supplied
that.

Troy was an afterthought. He had given
her a blank check and she had cashed it. There had never been any
talk of a one-time, or limiting it, although she was sure they
would establish such boundaries when she returned.

At this moment she was on her own,
nothing holding her back except her own conscience and she had
pushed any doubts aside as she sat there recalling her undulating
body underneath Evan only an hour and a half before.

That was when she saw
movement to her right, and a dark black man sat in the chair next
to her. She looked up into his smiling face. “Good morning,
beautiful,” DeShawn said.

“Oh My” Veronica gasped.
“What are you doing here?”

“Training everyone. Just
because you are out of town you can't let up on your fitness—and
there's some big deal cooking. Evan wants to be certain everyone is
top notch.” DeShawn looked around the surroundings and smiled. “The
beautiful tropics, a romantic setting, and you all alone away from
your husband. So have you taken advantage of that yet? Succumbed to
the surrounding and all these fit handsome men around
you?”

Veronica gave a start and blushed.
Embarrassed. DeShawn didn't miss it. “Oh shit, you have haven't
you? You done give it up. And since there's no white boys around
that means you gave it up to a brother. Someone else done got that
black cherry.” Veronica didn't answer, trying to remain poker
faced.

“Aw man, I so wanted to be
your first black cock, that is always special,” he said. Then he
looked at her more forcefully. “Only one way you can make it up to
me girl,” he said.

“What's that?” Veronica
said, knowing what he was going to say.

“You and I need some alone
time to get things back on an even keel.”

“Even keel?”

“Yeah, I've been waiting
around for months on you to come to the realization that it was OK
to get some chocolate now and then—and I sit here still not been
able to taste some of your vanilla.” Veronica felt another shudder,
and a throb in her pussy. It was not like she didn't like him or
find him attractive—and she certainly had more desire for him than
Evan. But she shouldn't, she thought—and then the reality hit her.
There was nothing holding her back. She looked at her phone for the
time. She had a couple of hours if they took a late
lunch.

DeShawn was rising before she had
stood or said anything. The look on her face must have given it
away. “Come on,” she said. “Let's go do something about that, get
you back on an even keel.” And then boldly the words hit her, words
she would have never imagined herself saying. “And I do want to
feel you black cock inside me,” she said, taking his hand and
leading him to her room.

In 10 minutes their
clothing was in a pile on the floor, DeShawn's body was rising and
falling between her open legs and body yielding the pussy he had
desired for months, and her third black cock.

When he finished, cumming inside her
and rolling to his side, Veronica had a moment of stark
clarity.

“That was fun, DeShawn,
thank you, but I need to be alone for a while if you don't
mind.”

“Whatever you would like
pretty lady, I enjoyed it too. I hope we can...” Veronica stopped
him.

“I need to be alone right
now. Please.” He nodded and left her.

 


***

 


Veronica pulled the covers over her
head and the weight of what had happened in the last 24 hours
crushed in on her. “Oh my god, what have I done?” she said to
herself, not quite believing that even with Troy's permission she
had fucked three different men.

Evan said that was what he wanted, but
did he really? How would Troy feel once he discovered his wife had
fucked three black men? The thought of Troy's reaction to the truth
scared her. It was not like she could be unfucked. She closed her
eyes trying to wish it all away and her entire chain of thought
turned.

“What if Troy had indeed
wanted this to happen and was delighted with her letting go? He had
hinted around the edges of that question for years. And what now on
the island? Would Payden want to continue? Or Evan? Or DeShawn?
Deep inside she already knew that answer. She would be fucked more
before she left—and as she recalled the orgasms she enjoyed with
the black men, her new black lovers, she realized that her only
real reservation was Troy's reaction, and she wouldn't know that
until they returned. She knew she would roll with it. “Maybe I
really am a slut,” she thought. “I will be this week for sure.
Maybe I want to be.”

As the sleep started to hit her she
replayed the night before, the moment when Payden had first entered
her, his bare cock disappearing inside her. Veronica sat bolt
upright in the bed. “Oh my God,” she gasped. She had been so caught
up in the moment all black men had fucked her unprotected. She
shuddered. She had taken the cum of three different black men
inside her.

Troy had a vasectomy after their
second child. She was not on any form of birth control. Her stomach
cramped and she felt lightheaded in panic. She had to do something.
Glancing out the window she saw the launch approaching. Pulling her
swimsuit and cover up, grabbing her purse she raced to the dock.
Evan was arriving.

“Hey there pretty
Veronica,” he beamed. “You've been on my mind several times today,
and I've got great news...” Veronica made no clue she had heard
him.

“I need to get to the
island,” she said, nodding toward Antigua.

“We've got everything you
need here,” Evan said. “No need.”

“Yes, I must go. Can I take
the launch and come back later? Please?”

“It leaves at 4, comes back
at 9 in the morning. Maybe...” Evan looked to the boat
captain.

“I need to know why.” Evan
said. “What so important that it can't wait.”

“It's personal,” Veronica
said. “I ...”

“After this morning you
should be able to tell me anything. You can trust me Veronica.
What's wrong?”

“I am not on any
protection.”

“Huh?” It caught Evan by
surprise.

“You mean you're
fertile?”

Veronica nodded. “I don't want to take
a chance.” Evan nodded. Veronica wanted a morning-after pill that
she could get over the counter.

“You know you can take a
Plan-B pill three days after?”

“You can?” Veronica asked.
“I know little about that.”

“I do,” Evan said. “I want
all my girls safe. Why don't you go back with me tonight, you can
stay in my room, and return to the island with me tomorrow. We can
get what you need in the morning.”

This time the captain nodded. Veronica
seemed satisfied with the answer, and she knew what would be
expected. If she went back with him tonight, she would be expected
to spend the night in his bed. She knew she would, and based on
what had happened this morning, it promised to be an exciting
night. My second night sleeping with a strange man, she thought.
“OK, let me run back to the room and get some things.”

“Great, it's a date then,”
Evan smiled. He was even more pleased himself, because he knew that
tonight he would be fucking an unprotected possibly fertile white
pussy. One of his kinks was pregnancy risk sex, especially if it
was with a white wife. He started to harden in anticipation of
depositing his cum in her womb.

 


***

 


Evan saw something in Veronica that
was so different than most of the other women he had bedded. She
was beautiful—but in his agency work he had enjoyed fucking many
beautiful women. Her being white was icing on the cake for him, as
he preferred white women as sexual partners, in part because for
their enthusiasm in embracing what had once been taboo. The
stereotypes of bigger cocks played into that, Evan knew, but why
discourage it. He recognized that if a woman was fucking a black
man and a white man whose cocks were the exact same size if she
were asked afterward a typical white woman would say the black man
had the bigger cock.

Veronica being married, and never
having black cock before added to the appeal, but even that added
to the appeal, but there has been others that had those attributes.
What the other past conquests did not have that he suspected
Veronica had was a smoldering sensuality that only needed the right
spark and a little nurturing to blossom into an awesome black cock
slut with boundaries limited only by a black man's
imagination.

Evan's goal was to take her there, to
guide her into slutdom, and do it with enough finesse that her
husband was right that the whole way, enjoying and
encouraging.

Everything had gone to plan with Troy
giving his permission, under Evan's guidance. As he had suspected
by providing the venue and opportunity, Veronica had taken the
plunge and been black fucked within days after receiving permission
from her husband. Evan knew he had to make that happen quick before
Troy or Veronica spent too much time thinking about it.

It didn't bother him that Payden had
taken her black cherry, he had fucked her himself quick enough—and
tonight he would step it up.

 



Chapter 9

 


Veronica walked down from the hotel to
the pharmacy, finding the Plan-B day after pills, and after a brief
conversation with the pharmacist about alternatives she bought
three. He also gave her birth control pills but cautioned there was
a time lag before they would take effect—and certainly not within
the next day or two.

Evan had told her they were
extending with the new clients arriving, and she calculated, even
in a worst case scenario, she could still take the pill tomorrow
and it be effective. In reality she knew she would be having sex
with Evan or Payden more before they returned home, so a second
pill three days after the first should keep her safe.

As she walked back to her
hotel the reality hit that she was insuring she had something to
prevent pregnancy for the next four days or more. Yes, she admitted
to herself, she was willing and anticipating more sex with men
other than her husband. As much as he had concern over how Troy
would take what she had done, the sex side of it was the most
exciting thing she had ever done. The pleasure from fucking these
different black men, enjoying the variety of what each man offered,
was sexual fulfillment and satisfaction she had never know existed
and she wanted more of it.

When she returned home she hoped Troy
was OK with the change in their marriage and lifestyle and accepted
what had happened with enthusiasm. She was willing to stop if it
meant her marriage, but she did not want to stop right now. There
were more new things with black lovers she wanted to
experience.

Troy. She realized for the first time
since she had arrived she could call him from here. Evan had their
cells in the hotel safe since they had no cells at the resort, but
she found a pay phone in a currency exchange store and following
their instructions dialed her husband's cell. It rang and went to
voice mail.

“Hi honey, it's me. I had a
chance to call and wanted to hear your voice. I miss you. I love
you. I love you so much. I am having a fantastic time. It is so
much fun. Evan has some important clients arriving and we have to
extend for a couple days more. I'll call you went I can and can't
wait to see you again.” She paused, taking a deep breath,
hesitating but finally forcing, “Uh baby I so want to talk to you,
but since I don't know when that will be, I, uh, the gift you
offered, uh, thank you baby. Thank you so much. I love you.” She
hung the phone up and wiped a fearful tear from her eye.

 


***

 


Veronica met Evan for dinner at a
seaside restaurant without returning to the hotel. He already had a
seat and a bottle of wine uncorked, and he stood as she approached,
held her chair out for her.

“Thank you,” she said.
Sitting down she laid the bag on the table. It fell with the
opening facing Evan. He could see the unopened packages
inside.

“You get what you wanted?”
Veronica nodded. “Take the pill yet? I hear it makes you a little
sick.”

“No, not yet.” Veronica
said.

“Can I ask a favor?” Evan
asked.

“What?”

“Don't take it
yet.”

“What? Why not?”

“I know you can go up to
three days and it still works.”

“Yes. That is what the
pharmacist said.”

“Just saying there's no
need to rush it,” Evan said.

“You wanting to knock me
up?” Veronica asked, “I don't see...”

“You know about Barbuda?”
Evan interrupted.

“No.”

“My family came to America
from Barbuda. When the British owned things they gave Barbuda to
the Collington family—with the understanding they would start their
own little industry, you know what it was?”

“No.”

“Breeding slaves. It was to
be a breeding plantation.”

“Your point?” Veronica
said.

“Think about it, a black
man fucking an unprotected white pussy on an island that was
supposed to be a breeding plantation. I don't know, to me it is
kind of hot knowing we did that. I would like to fuck you knowing I
will be fucking a potentially fertile white woman, like things
going the other way, you know? I find the idea of pregnancy risk
sex the ultimate with a white woman anytime. .”

“I can wait until tomorrow,
I can't see as that would make much of a difference either way,”
Veronica said. “If you get a kick out of it...”

“Think about it a minute,
you'll get a kick out of it too if you think about it and let
yourself go.”

“We'll see,” Veronica
said.

 


***

 


“You called me a slut this
morning.” Veronica said.

“Yes I did.”

“Why? Is that not an
insult?”

“No, exactly the opposite.
A white wife accepting the title of black cock slut is the ultimate
compliment in my opinion,” Evan said. “Millions of white wives
spend their entire life denying pleasure to themselves, miserable,
or even worse no clue of knowing what they are missing.

“That might not be the
ultimate in sex for some people, maybe an Eskimo gets a better rush
over fucking a Chinese, but in a world such as ours the ultimate
forbidden taboo in past times was a white woman giving it up to a
black man. In modern times that has changed, but something like
that cannot exist for hundreds of years with some vestige of
forbidden fruit lingering around in our psyches.

“For a white woman to be
married to a white man and fucking a black man, well it all is
deliciously wicked—and with that comes more excitement than day to
day sex. More excitement means more pleasure, a more intense
fucking experience.”

“OK. That makes some
sense,” Veronica said. “But 'slut' was always degrading I
thought.

“Who were the sluts when
you were growing up?”

“The girls who fucked a lot
of different guys.”

“That's right. They gave
themselves the freedom to fuck a lot regardless of what anyone
thought, they yielded to their pleasures,” Evan said. “Why did you
not.”

“I was a nice girl. Nice
girls didn't do that. Sluts didn't get good husbands and good jobs
and...”

Evan interrupted. “And once a nice
girl gets all that? What does she have to lose if she gets a little
slutty from time to time? Discreetly?”

Veronica pondered what he was saying,
taking another long drink from the second bottle of wine Evan had
opened when they had returned to their room. They were both on the
couch, still fully clothed, Evan in shorts and a white polo shirt
and Veronica in a long thin tank dress with an open lace back. Evan
didn't speak as she considered what he had said.

“I guess that's one way you
could look at it that it would be OK.”

“Like if her husband
allowed it and encouraged it.”

“I'm not sure Troy would be
100% on board with what has happened. I've not talked to
him.”

“But you have permission.”
Evan said.

“To see what sex would be
like with someone else.”

“Well it is time you do,
don't you think? We can talk more about this later.” Evan leaned
back in the couch and motioned for her to stand. “Strip for me, I
want to see you unwrap my gift for the evening.”

Veronica smiled, went to the laptop on
the counter and opened Pandora, then with 60's soul music as a
background she strode back to the couch in front of Evan, swaying
to the music. The liquor made her unsteady as she slowly began
pulling the dress higher and higher, up to her knees, to mid-thigh,
then gathered as her waist, dancing a swaying slow rhythm, holding
the dress at the same height for 20 seconds or so each time she
hiked the dress higher. She was wearing a white lace thong, and as
she pulled the dress over her head the thong and her high heels
were all that remained. Evan motioned her closer.

Veronica took exaggerated runway steps
toward him, looking in his eyes, acutely aware of her bare breasts
open to his stare. Her previous three black fucks had been in a
bed, their bodies touching, entwined, not boldly almost naked to a
black man's hungry stare. It was exhilarating and all Veronica's
reservations seemed to vanish as she stepped up to this black man
she had already fucked earlier that morning.

Evan moved his thumbs under the thin
strings of the thong and ripped them apart, the movement startling
Veronica but at the moment seemed the most erotic way he could have
removed them.

As she approached he could see the
change in her expression, it was as if she could read what was
happening inside her head. She was accepting what he said. He could
feel it, he knew it. He stood and pulled his shirt over his head.
Veronica was unfastening his shorts as he did with no prompting.
She wanted his cock out.

With his shorts at his ankles she slid
his briefs down his legs, dropping down as she did, pulling his
cock out and sucking it as if was a big chocolate lollipop. She
deep throated him, and he pulled away, pulling her up by her wrists
and kissing her, caressing her boobs as she stroked his cock. He
led her to a dining chair, pulled it out from the table and sat
down.

“Straddle me,” Evan said,
and she did, guiding his cock inside her as she lowered herself on
the thick black cock in her hand. This time was the best yet, the
apprehension had left her, the fantastic fucks she had had from all
three black lovers had raised the bar and now she wanted that
sensation and intensity of orgasm again.

“Like that black cock,” he
whispered.

“Love that black cock,”
Veronica said.

“A white girl loving black
cock, giving that pussy up to black dick.”

“Yes,” Veronica
gushed.

“Like a slut.”

“Yes.”

“Are you a
slut?”

“Yes.”

“Say it,” Evan said. “I
want to see your lips form the words, I want your brain to put the
sentence together, I want you to know it's true.”

“I'm a slut. Oh hell, I've
said it. I'm a slut.”

“A black cock
slut?”

“A slut for black cock,
yes, a black cock slut. I love black cock.” Veronica had been
gently rocking back and forth on Evan's cock and the dirty talk was
cascading in intensity. She was aware what she had said, she had
admitted it to herself. “Fuck me, fuck me hard.”

Evan could feel her pussy pouring in
reaction to the dirty talk, and he knew he had to push home now. He
moved her to her back, one leg up on the couch, another on the
ottoman, her body on the couch with her ass hanging off and he was
on his knees, moving to her pussy.

“Want my cock back in that
cunt?” Evan asked.

Veronica was almost begging, “Please,
please put that big cock back inside my slutty white cunt, it yearn
for your cock.”

“Is it my
pussy?”

“Yes, it's your
pussy.”

“You giving it to me,” Evan
asked.

“Yes, I give you my
pussy.”

Evan put half his cock inside her. “Oh
yesss,” she moaned.

“You want to be black
owned?” Evan asked, “I am gonna own this pussy.” Veronica had a
moment of clarity and what he said broke the rhythm, she panicked
for a second.

“What? What? What did you
say?” She put her hand up against Evan's chest.

“I'm gonna own this pussy,
and you know it,” Evan said. “You can't stop it.” Evan pulled his
cock out again and Veronica moaned, raising her ass off the couch
as if to find his cock with her pussy and get it inside her again.
She had already cum once and wanted it again, she needed it, she
had to have it.

“Fuck me,” she
begged.

“I own it?” Evan
asked.

“You own it, if you fuck
it,” Veronica said, gasping when Evan slammed all the way inside
her in a single stroke. “Yeah, fuck me,” she grunted.

“We aren't using
protection. Your womb is unprotected, you are fertile,” Evan said,
repeating what he already knew. He wanted Veronica aware, vividly
aware.

“Yes,” Veronica said,
moving her hands to her breasts and tugging on her
nipples.

“I'm going to cum inside
that white fertile pussy,” Evan said. “I'm going to fill you full
of black baby making juice, I could knock you up, couldn't it?”
Evan was continuing in a steady solid stroke, and he knew he could
keep this up for a very long time. Veronica's face gave her away,
she was getting close to another orgasm, and the talk might be
alien to her mind, but at the moment it was building a fire inside
her that was flaming into a bonfire.

“Yes, don't knock me up.”
Evan never slowed, nor did he lighten up on his dirty talk, taboo
beyond taboo.

“I'm going to cum inside
you, we are going to make a black baby inside you, I'm going to
plant a black baby inside you, you know it don't you?” Veronica
said nothing, fighting it, knowing she shouldn't but the yearning
in her body at the moment, something primal, something between a
man and a woman that existed before there was marriage or families
or right or wrong, a virile strong man with his cock inside a
fertile woman's body. “Don't you?” Evan said again.

Still she resisted. “You are being
black bred, you black cock slut, and when you have this baby,
everywhere you go everyone will know you are a true black cock
slut, that you have been fucking black men. Everyone will know it.
You want me to breed you, don't you?”

Veronica had held off as long as she
could, but she yielded to her primal instincts, screaming at the
top of her voice. “Oh no, I can't say it.”

“Say it, let it go, slut,”
Evan said. “I own this pussy, I'm gonna fertilize it, you want
bred?”

“Oh God, breed me, fuck me
hard, plant a black baby inside me.”

“You want a black
baby?”

“Yes, yes, I want a
beautiful black baby.”

“Here it comes,” Evan
moaned, slamming hard with a spurt of cum that Veronica could feel
inside her as he came, the spurts continued and it was the hottest
moment of her life. She had conceived two children with Troy but it
has been straight sex, not heightened with dirty talk.

Veronica clung to Evan, holding his
cock inside her until he softened.

As they cuddled she asked him, “You
know I didn't mean all that don't you?”

“Yes you did. You don't
know it now, but you will come to understand and admit you gave
yourself over to more of it than you know. It will become aware to
you in steps.”

“And what is being
owned?”

“It varies,” Evan said.
“Depends on the owner. A slut wants to please her owner, so she
does what he wants, and he has to test her in some ways, make her
prove that he owns her.”

“OK. And her
husband?”

“Owned and married are two
different things. He has your vows, your devotion, you husband's
love. He has you when he wants. Being owned takes nothing away from
him except a little time, and he gets a wife who now has elevated
sex as a more important part of her life. He gets fucked more, a
lot more.

Your owner only wants your pussy, when
he wants it, when you want it. You get the pleasure of all that.
You already know the heightened experience of black fucking don't
you?”

“Yes. I do,” she
admitted.

“Most husbands understand
after a brief while of doubt. Troy would understand, I've seen that
side of him. And deep down you want to be black owned, whether you
know it or not.”

“And if I do? What might my
owner do?” Veronica asked.

“Whatever pleases him. For
sure he will share you pussy with other black men, he will dictate
what you wear out with him, he will show you off in public. After a
while he might ask you to wear his mark, a tattoo of his choice,
perhaps piercings, maybe something as simple as a dangling Queen of
Spades emblem dangling from your navel piercing, or your nipples
pierced. The emphasis is you are doing it for him. You derive
pleasure and satisfaction from both the ecstasy of the cock you
get—and knowledge you are pleasing your owner in ways far outside
your norms. You push your limitation for him.

“He might take you to a
strip club and have you audition and dance, another way to show you
off. It all depends.” Evan knew there was more in ownership of a
white slut, but he didn't elaborate for him a true owned white slut
would whore for him, maybe not as a source of money, but to earn
the title—for her owner. And then there was the baby-momma
possibility, but all that would be later, once Veronica was into
the groove of being black owned.

“And you? If you owned my
pussy? Would you ask all that of me?”

“Some, but only if you were
willing. That is the final point of everything, what you are
willing to do for your owner, not what he has forced you to do. His
asking and your compliance is the true emblem of ownership.” Evan
said. He felt his cock hardening again, and Veronica's hand found
it, stroking.

“My my, looks like somebody
likes talk about a black man owning a white pussy.”

“More like me owning your
white pussy, Veronica. I want to see you black owned.” Evan said.
“And I do, don't I? I own that pussy now.”

Veronica said nothing, rolling to her
back, legs open. “I'm still fertile for the moment. Breed your
black owned pussy.”

 


***

 


The next morning Evan fucked her one
more time. “I bet that time took if the others didn't,” he
said.

“You wish,” Veronica said.
“We are sober and in daylight today. Don't read anything into what
we said last night.

“Only one way to tell if I
succeeded,” Evan grinned.

“What are you talking
about?” Veronica said.

“Take an EPT test. They
have them at the pharmacy. Then you'd know for sure.” He looked
down. “Look, I'm getting hard again just thinking about it. It
would be so hot knowing I had planted a black baby inside you, even
if only for a little while.”

Veronica looked down at his rising
cock. He was right, it was making him recover quickly.

“I won't do that,” she
said. “I won't take an EPT test.”

“Why not?”

“If I take a day-after
pill, I don't know for sure. If I did know for sure, I might think
differently.”

“Like you would keep
it?”

“Yes. I am not sure I would
knowingly abort. And it would cause problems in my life, and at
home, that I prefer not to deal with.”

“Fair enough,” Evan said,
taking her hand and moving it to his cock. “So I want to fuck you
one last time knowing you could be fertile, before you take the
pill, OK?”

“I can do that,” Veronica
said, smiling, rolling to her back as Evan moved over top of
her.

 


***

 


Troy had been taking the trash down to
the street and when he returned he looked over at his phone on the
table saw the light blinking. He picked it up, seeing he had missed
Veronica call, and replayed the voice message. Instantly he tried
to call back the number that came through and it would not connect.
It finally connected and someone spoke in Spanish and eventually
hung the phone up.

Troy replayed the voice message twice,
his mind concentrating only on one thing, the sound Veronica's
voice as she said, “the gift you offered, thank you baby.” Did he
hear happiness with a hit of sadness? He heard no regret, but the
tone was a step above happiness, closer to euphoria.

Evan was exaggerating. His
wife had been fucked—likely by a black man. He would have to learn
to live with that—and with the knowledge that he had been coerced
into giving her permission with tacit encouragement to take that
step. What now? Would Evan's prediction be true—that it would now
be better for him and Veronica? He did not know that answer, and he
wouldn't until she was back. He wanted Veronica home.

 


***

 


It took a bribe, but the ferry was
held up until the three black Africans arrived at the airport and
joined Evan and Veronica for the trip to the private
resort.

Before they left the hotel after their
last fuck, just in time to pick up the guests at the airport, Evan
brought up the subject of the pill again. “Will you wait until
tomorrow morning?” he asked. “I know it is supposed to make you
sick and I need you in top form for our guests.”

Veronica walked off with a haughty
step and no answer. But as she walked on to the ferry she pulled
Evan aside and whispered, “I haven't taken the pill yet—just for
you.” Evan smiled a wide smile. She was tumbling faster than he
could have hoped.

He spied the pharmacy bag in her open
beach bag, and when she went to the rest room he quickly added two
EPT tests he had bought that morning, twisting the top closed as if
it had not been disturbed. He was still sitting beside it when she
returned.

Veronica was wearing a bikini top
under her tee, and shorts that were skin tight on her cute ass. She
was giving it an extra twist for Evan's benefit as she
approached.

Veronica looked as if she was in
control, but inside she was a mass of turmoil. She knew that Troy's
simple permission to experience another lover had taken a deeper
turn, careening on the edge of her sanity and control. Veronica was
on thin ice and threatening to break through at any moment. She had
to keep moving, but the excitement of what was happening was so
fast that she had lost control of her emotions and even her
actions. She understood when she returned home this sexual idyll
would butt head on into her marriage, and she was going to play it
here to the limit until that happened.

During the ferry ride Mulogo, the
massive deep black leader of the group, sat in the cabin with Evan,
where the two of them were locked in animated conversation, handing
pieces of paper back and forth. The other two Africans talked to
themselves in some language Veronica could not understand on the
other side of the boat, looking at her as if she were a prime steak
hanging in the front window of a meat market. She ignored them and
contented herself by watching the dolphins swimming along the ferry
and coming to the conclusion that she would not think about going
home and let what happened happen as much as she could for the rest
of their stay.

The dinner was on the beach, fresh
lobster and mahi-mahi, grilled over a wood fire and drinks flowing
all around. They were dining under white canopies with linen
clothes, the chairs sitting on a board mat the staff had unrolled
underneath the canopy.

The guests were in staggered seating
around the table, man, woman, man, woman. The dress was more
formal, and Veronica was in a white tank dress. Veronica was on one
corner next to Mulogo, while Evan sat at the end of the table. The
talk was casual, primarily between Evan and Mulogo about his plans
for his products.

“What is your campaign
about?” Veronica asked.

“You've not told anyone
yet?” Mulogo said to Evan.

“You asked me not to,” Evan
said. “Go ahead. I do not think it is a secret anymore—especially
to anyone in the agency.”

“We are going to market
Waragi to America. Have you heard of it?”

“No,” Veronica
said.

“Waragi is the national
drink of our home, Uganda. It is a type of gin, and it is the first
of several products we will bring to the American market. “Did you
know that Uganda has the highest per capital consumption of liquor
of any country in the world?”

“No, I did not,” Veronica
said.

“If you have to be good at
something, it might as well be drinking,” Mulogo said with a white
tooth grin. He held up his hand and two of the staff brought in
white cardboard of cases and began passing out bottles with a
silver label, “Waragi—War Vodka.”

“Drink up,” Mulogo
announced. “Our final decision for your company in our marketing
plans is how you like our product and a few minor things, but we
are very close.”

Veronica looked back at Evan. “Drink
up girl.” She hoisted her glass, smiling at the dark black Ugandan
on her left.

“Cheers,” she
said.

The Ugandan began talking
about his home, asking questions about everyone, and at the third
pouring of the gin Veronica was already feeling woozy. The taste
was different, but by far it was the most potent drink she had ever
tasted. “I don't know how much more I need to drink, I'll be too
drunk to walk,” she said to Evan.

“Sit there awhile and drink
some water,” Evan said. “I have to make my rounds, keep Mulogo
entertained till then, and I will be hitting that sweet white cunt
within an hour.”

“Good,” Veronica smiled.
Evan patted her back before he moved away.

“I was looking forward to
meeting you,” Mulogo said as Evan walked away. “I loved your
calendar photo. It went a long way to inspiring what I have in mind
for our ad campaign. What was it, December? I kept flipping back
between November and December, but I liked the one with your
breasts fully exposed best. You have the most beautiful nipples.”
Veronica gasped. “Yes, that photo was one of the reasons I even
considered your agency to promote our products,” Mulogo said,
looking down at her. Veronica figured he must be close to six foot
six or taller.

“What calendar?” hoping
there was some mistake. She glanced back to Evan who was talking to
the man on his right and didn't see her angry gaze.

“The one Evan sent me.”
Mulogo said.

Veronica was trying to maintain her
composure, waiting until Evan turned back her way. She motioned him
over to say under her breath. “What the fuck? Where did you get the
photos Chris did of me. Those were supposed to be
private.”

“They are private,” Evan
smiled. “Not used for commercial purposes. You didn't sign the
model release.”

“I know I didn't. How did
you get them?”

“As samples of Chris'
photography, Veronica. And as a sample photo of my model's
appearance. And I paid for the studio and the expenses. You should
be complimented. Mulogo was quite taken with you.” Veronica
recognized she was being played—and backpedaled in her mind, trying
to determine when this all started. She shook her head in
disbelief.

“Roll with it,” Evan
laughed, “It will be all right. You should be complimented he
enjoyed the photos.” She leaned back in disgust and Mulogo was
pouring another drink.

“Come Veronica, drink with
me. I will tell you more about how we are thinking about marketing
our liquor. With Evan's help we have a concept worked out that will
be quite effective if you would like to hear it, since you would be
featured as a major part of it, if we come to an
agreement.”

“Of course,” Veronica
said.

“We will target three
market groups, you for the professional adults, Christy for the
20-year-old beginning drinks, and Janine for those in their early
30's. You each will be a central part of the campaign.”

“I want a new approach for
a niche market, the swirl market, targeted to those crossing racial
lines.” Mulogo said in answer to Veronica's puzzled face. “In
America most of the sports figures in the NFL and NBA are black, we
have many of the major male movie roles going to black men, we have
media figures like the Kardashian women, Heidi Klum, Lindsay Vonn
all into black men, not to mention women like Angelina Jolie,
Madonna, Charlize Theron and Sandra Bulloch all adopting black
children, and the list of black men who are swirling is even
longer—Dennis Rodman, Taye Diggs, Michael Jordan, IceT, hell, even
Quincy Jones likes white pussy, he’s been married to a white woman
for years.

“With that going on in
America today we see the trend, the marketing will be around a
black man with a white woman, and the campaign will be along the
themes of a story line. The brand name of the Waragi will be
Swirl.”

“Story line?” Veronica
asked.

“Yes, the first ads will be
the black man and white woman photographed as if they are meeting,
of course with Swirl on the table. The next ad maybe at dinner,
then an ad featuring the two of them on a date.”

“Then we change to Phase
II, the two of them on a beach, a half-buried bottle of Swirl in
the sand. The beach will be topless, one ad the two of them holding
hands and racing into the water, the last the top of them
embracing, a sunset in the background, with the woman topless, her
breasts pressed into his chest for modesty and to be sure the ad
will not be rejected by the audience.

“Phase III is still in the
development stage, perhaps the couple obviously in bed, as if they
have just recovered from sex, two half full glasses on the
nightstand, and Swirl behind the glasses.”

“Damn,” Evan smiled. “It
sounds even better with you describing the campaign. How much of a
budget do you anticipate?”

“I'm trying to keep it
simple,” Mulogo said. “Maybe 2 million the first year, major buys
in all the slick magazines, and some of the not so typical outlets,
and we will work social media hard too.”

“I'm not familiar with how
that works,” Veronica said, “but it sounds intriguing.”

“With each model receiving
$20,000 per ad,” Mulogo said. “I would hope you would be
intrigued.”

“Did you say
$20,000?”

“Yes. We want to
contractually ensure you will be there for the entire campaign, so
we want you interested and well compensated,” Mulogo
said.

“And you want
me?”

“Absolutely,” Mulogo said.
He glanced up at Evan. “Shall we discuss the specifics?” Veronica
took the hint.

“I will leave you gentlemen
to discuss business,” she said.

“Don't go far,” Evan said,
his mind on more time with the beautiful woman that
night.

“Oh, I won't,” Veronica
smiled, anticipating another night hopefully as good as the one the
night before. And she had a surprise for him as well—she had put of
taking the day-after pill until tomorrow morning. Evan would have
one more night of enjoying her fertile body.

 


***

 


Veronica stood off to the side and saw
Christy and Janine approaching.

“Did you hear what they're
talking about?” Janine asked. “Is it true?”

“What did you hear?”
Veronica, hesitating about talking what might have been a private
conversation.

“We were seated beside
Ochan and Sabiti. They are talking about using each of us in an ad
for each part of the market, and making their niche from an
interracial theme.” Janine said.

“That's what I
heard.”

“Did you hear $20,000 per
ad, and they are talking three different ads the first year?”
Christy asked.

“Same thing I heard,”
Veronica said.

“Shit, must be true then,”
Christy said.

“I don't know. Evan and
Mulogo are still hammering out the deal,” Veronica said, watching
the animated movements of the two men haggling back and forth as
the tables were cleared.

“Are you going back to the
hotel with Evan or spend the night here...?” Christy
asked.

“None of your damn
business, Christy. You are too damn nosy sometimes.” Janine said,
pushing the shoulder of her friend. “You don't have to answer,
Veronica.”

“No, I'll answer. He's fun,
and good in bed, so I think we're on for tonight too. And while
we're at it, who's on your list for tonight, Christy?”

Christy laughed, “Since you've both
had Payden I thought I'd mark him off the list, then we can get
together and really compare notes.”

Janine grinned, “Your turn to walk
bowlegged tomorrow morning it sounds like.”

“We'll see,” Christy
said.

 


***

 


Mulogo and Evan rose from the table
and Evan motioned for the girls to come over as Mulogo walked away
and began talking to his two assistants. “Have a seat,” Evan said.
“We have to talk business.”

“Did you make the deal? Are
we in?” Christy asked.

“Maybe.” Evan
said.

“What's the hold up?”
Janine said.

“I getting to that,” Evan
said. “I'll try to sum it up quick. Here's the concept. Interracial
ads with black men and white women, with a sexual overtone, to
promote Swirl, their Uganda made gin they are introducing to the
American market. They see a niche there, and I think they are on to
something, so my gut tells me this could be lucrative long term. He
has determined there are three primary age groups he wants to
target, and with our Triple Threat team you happen to hit those
markets exactly.”

“Wow,” Veronica said. “But
you said it was a 'maybe' “

“Here's the roadblock,”
Evan said. “Mulogo has stressed the importance, in his mind, of
sincerity and authenticity. He says hiring just any model won't
work. He has to have a model who is actually into black men, as he
says it will show in the eyes of both the people in the
ads.”

“As if that's a problem,”
Janine smirked, making a face at Christy, smiling at
Veronica.

Evan smiled as well, glancing at
Veronica who blushed as he said, “I assured him that wasn't a
problem, that all three of you have enjoyed black cock.” Veronica
fell herself blushing.

“Then it's done?” Christy
asked.

“Almost.” Evan said,
leaning forward over the table. “Girls, I've always told you that
we are a family here. And I am telling you the truth. I know we
have enjoyed exploring each other’s bodies as things occur, but it
is all for fun, no expectations or pressure, you know?” The three
women nodded. “Mulogo wants proof before he signs.”

“Proof?” Janine said. “What
does he want, pictures of us taking black cock or what?”

“Not quite,” Evan said. “He
wants to fuck each of you, and he wants Ochan and Sabiti to have
had each of you too, then he will be convinced he has the right
models. I'm not telling any of you what to do; I'm just relaying
his conditions.”

“So each of us have to fuck
each one of them?” Christy asked.

“Yes.” Evan
said.

“Fuck that,” Veronica said.
“No fucking way. That's being a corporate whore.” She was insulted
at the idea of being a pawn in a deal, a sexual pawn at that. “I'm
OK with what I've done so far but Troy would...fuck it. No way.”
Everyone began glancing back and forth between each other, trying
to read the expressions. Finally Evan spoke.

“That's it then,” Evan
said. “Mulogo wants everyone on board or he'll go other places. We
are not the only modeling agency out there. “

You are not serious are you?” Christy
said to Veronica.

“I am,” she answered, her
eyes watering. “I hate to knock you two out but...”

“But what?” Christy said.
“You’re freaking out about fucking another black man after spending
last night with Evan and fucking him, DeShawn and Payden. Fucking
hypocrite. You're costing me at least sixty thousand
dollars.”

“Couldn't we substitute
Kayla,” Janine said, taking a glare from Veronica at the mention of
her name.

“No. He said it is a three
prong campaign and he wants the Triple Threat team
only.”

Veronica looked back and
forth between the faces. Evan was looking down, Christy was pissed.
Janine's face was blank, as if she did not understand the
conversation. “This is sexist like nothing I’ve ever heard of,” she
said.

“We are not dealing with
Americans, we are not in the US,” Janine reminded her. “Different
rules.”

“Evan?” Veronica asked. She
was looking for support.

“I'm not going to influence
your decision,” he said. “It is your body. It is up to you. Mulogo
is specific that he wants you.”

Janine recognized the standoff and
Veronica turned to her next. “Janine?”

“You're married, and take
it seriously. I know. I do too. Troy might understand. It's sixty
thousand dollars. Please, is all I am going to say,” Janine
said.

Veronica felt a thousand hands
pressing on her head trying to crush it. She felt dizzy. How did
she get to this point? What in the hell was she doing here facing
such a decision. She had been a very happy housewife seven months
ago. Life had been simple and she was comfortable then. Now? Her
mind screamed. Veronica wasn't sure how long she had her head down.
When she raised it everyone was staring at her. “I need to talk to
Troy,” she said.

“You are not saying no?”
Christy asked.

“I need to talk to
Troy.”

“We're going back to the
hotel on the big island in a few minutes. I can arrange a call
while we are on the way over,” Evan said. He looked at Christy and
Janine. “So if I heard you right you two are in. Go get your stuff
for an overnight on the big island and we'll see how to play it
after Veronica talks to Troy.”

 



Chapter 10

 


On the boat ride to Antigua Janine and
Christy made sure that everyone understood they were not the hold
up. Ochan and Sabiti were laughing, Christy in Ochan's lap, Janine
under Sabiti's arm. Veronica sat in the front of the boat alone
watching the lights from the hotel getting larger as the boat
neared. Evan and Mulogo were at the stern. “It looks like we are
almost there,” Mulogo said. “Are we proceeding?”

“Close, very close,” Evan
said. “Veronica wants to talk to her husband first. She only had
her first black experience two nights ago.”

Mulogo's face lit up excited. “Now
that makes her much more interesting,” he said. “And she is married
too?” Evan nodded. Mulogo smiled. “And did you tell them about our
private campaign, phase two and three?”

“No, I did not. One thing
at a time Mulogo, one thing at a time.”

 


***

 


Troy was watching a baseball game when
the phone rang. He had been sitting on pins and needles hoping
Veronica would call. He had torn himself apart imagining what might
be happening, but as the thoughts warred inside his head, a
metamorphosis had occurred in his thinking.

The image in his mind of Veronica
spreading her legs while a tall slender black man lay between them
pumping his cock in and out of his wife's body was becoming erotic.
He had watched the video clip of a black cock withdrawing from his
wife's pussy and the cum pouring from it at least a dozen times. He
was concerned that she would not want him anymore, would not be
satisfied with him, the underlying fear that he had never expressed
to her. If he could only be sure of that, then the rest was erotic.
He didn't want anything that had happened to threaten his life with
Veronica.

The other overriding thought with Troy
was it had happened, nothing he could object about that, after all
he had invited her to explore—but after revisiting the forums Evan
had suggested, Troy realized she had been fucked, but he wanted to
watch it happening. He would enjoy watching his wife fuck a black
man. But he had to talk to her at length, probably face to face to
clear the air. Something like that could not be discussed over the
phone—and he wondered if she would object to his being there? The
phone rang and he answered it.

“Troy? Evan
here.”

“Yes,” Troy said, his voice
less cold than their previous calls. Evan noted and expected it.
Troy was slowly accepting what had happened, even if he had no idea
of the specifics. The days for Troy to sit and wonder after knowing
his wife had been fucked was working on his brain, like a
fermenting beer, it was working in a dozen different
ways.

That was the first big step, Evan
knew. The more she had done in her black slut journey would now be
nothing more than additional erotic stimuli. The Mulogo requirement
was a twist, and now Evan had to take it to the next level. “Troy,
I wanted to talk to you before Veronica calls as she may be
emotional and not able to make a rational decision without your
acquiescence.”

“Go ahead.”

“First, she is dying to
talk to you. Despite the fucking someone else you are foremost in
her mind. I think she’s feeling a little guilty and she is
concerned of a negative reaction. With you restating your
permission and hopefully encouragement, you are going to talk a
load of worry off the girl.

“I'm asking you to do that,
for your mutual benefit, in my opinion, and there is a secondary
reason that needs to be resolved immediately.”

“What is that?” Troy
asked.

“We have a client, a black
client that is somewhat obsessed with your wife. He wants her to
spend the night with him, and if she does it will seal an agreement
that will net her (and you) a minimum of sixty grand next year,
maybe more. I can explain more later but right now I need you to
give her a green light.”

“This man has offered her
sixty thousand dollars to sleep with her? Did I hear that
right?”

“No, he's not offering to
buy her for the night, he is not wanting her to whore, but it is a
condition of sealing the deal with him. He is African and they look
at things different over there.” Evan said. “Look at it like this.
Night before last and last night she spent the night in the bed of
another man, a black man, and your world has not ended. She still
loves and wants you, and is grateful for your understanding,
although she doesn't quite know how to express it in this flood of
emotion that she's feeling. Now this other man who wants her
tonight, it could have just as easy been the first guy again, you
know what I mean?”

Troy tried to decode what Evan was
saying. “In other words what is one more black cock more or
less?”

“Yeah, that's about it.
Only this one has a $60,000 check that comes with it. There's
nothing that comes with the first guy she fucked except the
pleasure of doing it and the knowledge of taking the big
step.”

Troy hesitated. “I don’t
know.”

Evan knew he needed Troy to go along,
and threw in his trump card. “Look, I know this is a lot to
process. Let me make a deal with you. I’ll have a ticket in your
name waiting at the airport first thing in the morning. You can be
here shortly after dinner. I’ll meet your plane, get you two
together, and you and she can hash it all out face to
face.

“After you two have talked,
met everyone, and see the plan, if you have any reservations I’ll
fly both you and Veronica home and we’ll leave it there, no
questions asked. If you are willing to come down here and do that I
guarantee at least half of the proposed signing bonus either way.
Thirty grand to hop on a plane Friday for a long weekend in the
islands, no matter what you decide. What do you say?”

Troy didn’t commit.

“Is she there?” Troy
asked.

“No, I'm taking the
satellite phone to her. We are on the ferry. She doesn't know we
are talking. I wanted to do some advance warning. This is important
Troy. I can’t tell you how important.”

“OK, thanks for the heads
up at least. Call me back after she and I have talked. I'll be
waiting for her call.”

“We're cool with all this,
right?” Evan asked.

“I need to talk to her,”
Troy said.

“Don't mentioned we talked.
This entire situation is fragile at the moment. Remember, there's
60 grand on your end if we pull this off, and 30 if you just get on
the plane.”

 


***

 


“Hey baby,” Veronica voice
was soft and subdued. “I tried to call but you missed
it.”

“Yes, I'm sorry,” Troy
said. “But I'm here now. Are you OK?”

“I love you so very much,”
Veronica said, “And don't worry, I'm fine.”

“Are we fine?” he
asked.

“We are great, nothing has
changed in my mind. In yours?”

“Nothing negative,” Troy
said. “I'm very horny though.”

“I'll take care of that
when I get home.”

“When are you coming
home?”

“Couple of days they said,
but it could turn into longer, I think. There's a lot up in the air
right now. Baby, you know I did it, don't you? I'm
sorry.”

“I figured you had. Nothing
to be sorry for, you had my permission. I told you it would be OK.
Uh...”

“Troy, I enjoyed it. A lot.
Not so much that I would do anything to threaten our marriage, but
yes, it was fun. Great really. I never imag...” She stopped
herself. “That was your question, wasn't it?”

“Yeah, it was. I was
wondering...”

“Don't worry, I'll tell you
all the details when I get home. I love you. I gave away nothing
that is yours. Understand?”

“Yes, I think so,” Troy
said.

“But there's something else
I need to talk to you about.”

“OK.”

“I did it because I wanted
to, I wanted to see what it was like at the bottom line. You said
you were OK with that.”

“I did and I
am.”

“And if I did
more?”

“What do you mean,
more?”

“More times. More men?
While I am here.”

“Did it change your
feelings toward me?” Troy asked.

“A little. I value you and
our marriage a little more, as strange as that seems.”

“Are you asking if I am OK
if you fuck someone else?” There was a long silence on the other
end of the line. Troy thought they had been disconnected. “I
already have,” Veronica said. “More than one.”

There it was, Troy thought. He didn't
know how to answer, but there was a long silence.
“Veronica?”

“I'm here.”

“Where will it
stop?”

“Where ever you say. I’ll
stop this minute if that is what you are asking.” Troy sensed the
hesitation in her voice. He knew she was offering that, but it was
a reluctant offer.

Troy had a peace flow over
him, maybe it was her reassurance, maybe it was the lust of hearing
his shy wife boldly admit that she wanted to fuck more. Maybe it
was the buildup of realizing it wasn't a fantasy or a
dream.

Troy recognized he had this exact
scenario in his mind for years. The reality was he had a real
hotwife now—no fantasy. Overriding that was the curiosity of how
far his newly opened wife would take things. “If you want to go for
it, but only if you want to. Once we’ve agreed on the concept I
don’t see how once more will affect things, after that we need a
long conversation.”

“I wish I could see you
right now,” Veronica said. “I want to be sure you understand, this
guy I would be with tonight, is not as much as I want to because of
desiring him, but because my going along is whether Evan's big deal
goes through. It will mean a lot of money to us.”

“Money should be a
consideration,” Troy said. “You do what you feel is right. I'm not
there, I trust your judgement. I love you.”

“I love you too,” Veronica
said. “Thank you for your trust. I need to run, I'll call when I
can.”

Troy hung up the phone knowing full
well he had given his wife permission to whore herself for the
agency. It was a lot of money—but none of that would change the
concept, she was trading sex for a financial consideration—being a
whore. What bothered him even more was that the thought of it was
making his cock rock hard.

 


***

 


Ten minutes later the phone rang
again. Evan started speaking before the hello. “Thanks,
brother.”

“Where’s Veronica?” Troy
asked.

“Out of
hearing.”

“Book the ticket for my
flight down there. She has permission until I get there and we can
talk face to face.”

“It will be there at the
airport waiting for you. Brenda will call with the flights and
times. I’ll see you at the airport tomorrow.” There was a pause.
“And Troy, you may not believe it now but you are doing the right
thing.”

“Sure.” Troy said as he
hung up the phone. He looked at his hand. It was
shaking.

 


***

 


Veronica had taken her clothes to
Evan's room. She showered, did her makeup while Evan entertained
the three men in the bar. She wasn't stalling but she did take her
time, paying extra attention to her makeup, selecting a white
button up blouse and blue skirt that hit her at mid-thigh. She
considered a white lace thong but knew it would only be an
inconvenience and left them in her suitcase.

In the hotel bar everyone
was well into their drinks. Except for the bartender they had the
bar to themselves, and Veronica looked through the slats to observe
them and see that the bar was theirs. She unbuttoned her blouse all
the way down and stepped in runway steps into the room, her
movement catching their eyes, stepping straight to Mulogo, taking
his dark black face in her hands and kissing him, letting her hand
drop to his wrist and guide it to her breast inside the open
blouse.

Mulogo responded, returning the kiss
and the tongue dance. Damn, he's a great kisser, Veronica thought,
and as they kissed the apprehension and reluctance she had faced
earlier faded away. She dropped her other hand to his lap and felt
the enormous bulge there. That can't be real, she thought in a
moment of panic, no cock is that big. But it was, she rubbed his
cock through her pants.

Janine and Christy glanced at each
other and high fived, looking at Evan seated at the bar grinning in
anticipation of landing this account. “Looks like we have a deal,”
Christy grinned.

There was no need to wait;
everyone seemed to be in complete agreement of what they all
wanted. Veronica stood and buttoned one button at her breasts to
cover herself as they walked to the elevator. Sabati and Ochan
stood beside Christy and Janine as they waited for refills to their
drinks before going to the rooms. Each had ordered
doubles.

“So it would appear we have
a deal?” Mulogo paused to address Evan.

“Indeed we do. Enjoy your
evening,” he said.

“Oh I certainly intend to
do that,” Mulogo said. “I love fucking married white women. I've
wanted her since I saw her photos in the calendar you
sent.”

“One thing I didn't mention
about tonight,” Evan said. “Something extra.”

“What's that? Is there a
glitch that might spoil the deal?”

“Not at all,” Evan smiled.
“And nice little twist I suspect will make it more interesting. I
just thought you might like to know that she is not on birth
control and is fertile. This has all happened quickly to her and
she wasn't prepared for the trip.”

Mulogo gave Evan a broad smile. “She
sounds prepared enough for me. The members of our tribe are well
known for our potency. Goodnight my friend.” He took one step
toward the women who were taking the hands of each of the men.
Veronica took Mulogo's hand, smiled, and led him toward the
elevator.

 


***

 


As they went down the hall each woman
peeled off with her man for the evening, with Mulogo and Veronica
at the corner room. They stepped inside and Mulogo made her a drink
as she stood not knowing exactly how he wanted to proceed but
knowing it would end with his cock inside her.

 


***

 


Mulogo stepped into the restroom and
came out nude, pausing at the doorway as if he was shocked that he
didn't find Veronica in the same state.

Veronica gasped as she saw his cock.
It was not as long as Payden but it was as thick as a soda can, and
uncut. There's no way I can take something that big inside me she
thought.

“Oh, I forgot you may do
things differently in your country. Get naked and let me see the
body I've wanted since I saw the photos Evan sent.” Veronica slowly
stripped, turning her back to him as she slid her panties down her
long legs, and without crossing her arms turned to face the massive
black man.

 


***

 


Veronica woke up with a
shaft of sunlight hitting her square in the face. She was
disoriented at first, but a quick glance to the bulk of the dark
African in her bed brought her back to reality. She had been well
fucked, three times in all and then he dozed quickly off to sleep
and Veronica soon drifted off as well—tired from the exertions but
resigned to what she was letting happen. She was amazed at the
amount of cum he put inside her each time, it poured from
her.

Gently she touched her pussy,
expecting she might be raw, and she put two fingers inside her
pussy and spread them. There was no doubt he had stretched her
pussy wide and it had not yet recovered. She ran her finger around
her pussy waiting for the sharp pain of ripped flesh. Veronica was
not sure that Mulogo had not torn her a little but thankfully he
had not.

Veronica expected Mulogo to want
another fuck in the morning, but he went straight into the restroom
and emerged in shorts and a long guyabera shirt. “We're going back
to the resort today, it is a rest day, no photography, in
celebration of the contract signing. We are partying today.” Mulogo
said.

Veronica took her bag into the bath
and showered quickly, then as she put her toiletries together she
spied the bag containing the morning after pill. She opened it and
discovered the two early pregnancy tests Evan had added.

Veronica stared at them for a long
moment, then tore open the package, washed down the pill with
water, and picked up the test kits, hesitating before tossing them
unopened into the trash. Better I not know, she said to
herself.

Then the curiosity hit her.
She had to know. She retrieved the tests from the trashcan and tore
each open, holding each in turn under her pee stream. She knew that
no one trusted a single EPT test.

Then second-guessing
herself she did not look. Instead she took her cell phone and
snapped three photos of one screen, turning away the view as she
did. The she did the same with the second kit. Hitting the button
on the side of her phone she could tell she had photographed the
readout on the test, centered in the tiny thumbnail on the phone,
but she made no effort to know.

“Doesn't matter now,” she
said, “I've already taken the day-after pill.” She braced for the
nausea she was told to expect. “I'm ready,” she announced as she
walked into the room.

 


***

 


At the dock everyone was in the small
kiosk there getting coffee. Janine handed her a cup and the three
women moved to the side while the men in the group were greeting
each other with hugs and jovial gestures.

“How was it?” Janine asked
Veronica.

“OK, a little rough, but
he's big.”

“Good, I like big boys.”
Veronica straightened, aware that per the agreement there were two
other African men destined to enjoy her body to close the deal—and
both of her friends would have fucked the men as well. Like a club,
Veronica smiled to herself. She had waves of nausea, and as if
anticipating it Evan was there with a Dramamine. It
helped.

Who were you with?”

“Ochan,” Janine
said.

“And?”

Christy butted in—“Janine got her
pussy wrecked is what happened.” Janine nodded. “He is a stallion.
We didn't get a lot of sleep.”

“You had
Sabiti?”

“Go ahead, tell her about
Sabiti,” Janine said.

“Well,” Christy said,
dragging the word out over a long syllable, “He's not as big as
your two guys, I've had bigger.”

“OK?”

“Sabiti likes my butt. A
lot.”

“You mean?” Veronica
asked.

“Yes, he fucked me twice in
the pussy and twice in the ass, and again in the ass this morning.
Thank god he brings lube with him.”

“I don't do that,” Veronica
said.

“Famous last words,”
Christy giggled.

 


***

 


The men broke from their huddle and
Mulogo stepped up beside Christy, wrapping his arm around her.
“Hi,” he smiled. “I think it is time you and I get acquainted.”
Veronica saw Sabiti move behind Janine and snake his hands up her
body, feeling her breasts in front of everyone, and Janine made no
effort to stop him.

“I'm looking forward to
spending time with you,” Ochan said, looking down at her. Veronica
had not realized he was as tall as he was.

“Hi, I'm Veronica,” she
said, leaning into him as he wrapped his arm around her
shoulders.

 


***

 


Evan saw them off, planning to rent a
boat and come over later in the day—he said he had to meet someone
at the plane first. Mulogo had signed the contract before they
left, as had the three girls agreeing to staying with the agreement
throughout the three phases of the ad program, expected to take two
years. He placed the documents in the hotel safe deposit box before
taking a cab to the airport to pick up Troy.

 



Chapter 11

 


On the island they ferry was greeted
with two multi-seat golf carts, and the group was transported to a
large patio and shaded pavilions at the resort beach. The entire
E&I entourage was there, already drinking.

Veronica was not feeling well and told
the group that she had gotten nauseous on the boat ride. She went
to her room and drank a Sprite before joining the group on the
patio. “I'm game but I'm not in a shape for anything exotic,” she
told Ochan.

“Do not worry, missy,” the
large dark black African said. “I will take your mind off any pain
or nausea.”

The beach was fully equipped with
mats, sturdy wood chaise lounges, and a stocked bar in the seating
area. There were cushioned wicker chairs and couches under the
three pavilions.

Mulogo was leading things and stopped
to let everyone walk by him as they headed toward the water for a
dip.

“Ladies, past me is a
no-top zone, please.” He smiled.

Considering the circumstances, there
was no hesitation. Christy grabbed the lead and took it a step
further. “Fuck just tops,” she said. “Let's all get naked.” She
untied the strings to her bikini bottoms and top, wadded the thin
strips of cloth in one hand and tossed them to a beach chair and
strode naked toward the water.

“Great idea,” Ochan said,
watching as Veronica and Janine stripped as well.

He followed, smiling at the
glances of both Janine and Veronica admiring his long thick uncut
cock. Veronica would know its pleasures soon enough, he thought.
Taking her hand he led her toward the others.

 


***

 


Joel Dearborn was grounded
in Atlanta the night before thanks to what Delta called a “change
of machinery” and after checking in at home and explaining his
situation to his wife Dawn, he sauntered down to the bar for the
end of the Tennessee game.

Taking his seat at one of the two
remaining seats between a guy on his right bedecked in the Michigan
colors and an on his right in late 40’s a guy in a blue blazer and
white shirt. His seat was in front of the Tennessee game and the
raucous Michigan fans were raising a din of which it was hard to
think every time a blue clad player in those ugly helmets touched
the ball.

“Evening,” Joel said,
motioning to the TV. “SEC?”

“Always,” the guy said.
“Auburn.”

“Tennessee here. You all
did good today against Arkansas.”

“Thankfully,” the new
friend said, rolling his eyes at yet another outburst from the
Michigan fans. He motioned the bartender for another drink and Joel
ordered a Buffalo Trace. His friend raised his eyebrows.

“Tennessee man not ordering
Jack Daniels but a Kentucky bourbon?”

“Thankfully for me college
football is a hobby, I don’t let it get in the way of good liquor,”
Joel said. The man raised his beer glass to the comment. A few
moments later his cell rang and he looked at the screen with a
quizzed look, answered it and stepped away from the bar, moving to
a corner where Joel watched him in an animated conversation. When
it ended he came back to his bar at the seat without speaking, but
from the look on his face it had not been a good call.

By the
4th quarter and more than
a couple of drinks later, the Michigan fans had won and cleared,
and in the now quiet bar the man on Joel’s left asked, out of the
blue, “Game’s slow to boring. Would you like to hear a story that I
can tell no one I know at home?”

“Sure,” Joel said, looking
more a way to fill the time than interest in his tale.

“Troy,” he said extending
his hand.

“Joel,” he answered,
shaking Troy’s hand.

 


***

 


“You know where your wife
is?” Troy started.

“Yeah, at home with the
kids, unless they are farmed out with friends, in which case she is
probably sitting on the couch with a glass of wine watching
Netflix, hopefully a sappy chick flick that she knows I would hate
to see.”

“My wife used to be like
that,” Troy said. He reached for his phone and touched the screen,
bringing up a photo and turning the screen Joel’s way. The photo
was a beautiful, a brunette, sitting on a wall with the ocean
behind her. One long slender leg was pulled up, her arms wrapped
around her right knee, her face turned toward the camera in a warm
smile. Her one-piece swimsuit was tight against her taut body, and
was cut low enough that an ample flash of full breast was
showing.

“Wow,” Joel said. “She’s
hot. She looks like a model,” adding, “You’re a lucky
man.”

“Thanks.” Troy said. “And
your wife?”

Proudly Joel opened a folder on his
phone of his wife, for some reason that he couldn't understand he
chose a shot of her in a thin satin piece of lingerie, her nipples
erect and prominent in the picture. He showed it to
Tory.

“Very nice,” Troy said.
“She could model herself. Veronica does model, only started
professionally this year, that’s where the trouble
started.”

“Trouble?”

“Yeah, I guess I asked for
it in a way, but now it’s spiraling out of control, and I don’t
know how to stop it or how to handle it. I can’t talk to anyone I
know about it, the internet forums I’m a member of are half fake
and the other idiots.”

“I am not sure I
understand,” Joel said.

“No reason you should, I’ve
not told you my story yet,” Troy said. He signaled for another
round. “Let me start out with it like this. You know what a hotwife
is?”

“I’m no stranger to surfing
porn, like most men,” Joel laughed. “Yes, I do.”

“My wife is a hotwife. I
thought I wanted that. But now I’m not so sure. I know where my
wife is tonight too,” he said. “She’s in the Caribbean on a
photoshoot.”

“That’s sounds like fun,”
Joel said.

“Yeah, she’s out there for
several days, getting fucked by other men, already fucked actually,
and a whole group of other guys, models, staff, maybe someone from
lighting, stylists for hair and make-up.”

“OK.”

“And before they get back
at least one other man will have fucked her, maybe more. You know
how I know that?”

“No.”

“Because Evan, who is there
told me as much, and she has confirmed it.”

“Who is Evan?”

“He works for the modeling
agency—actually he owns it. He told me I should go along and let
all this happen in our last phone conversation.” Troy picked up his
phone and flipped to the short clip of a black cock disappearing
inside his wife. “See? He sent me this clip. That's my wife's
birthmark, could be no one else.”

“Now I will tell you how
this has happened to me if you want to hear it.”

“I’d love to hear it,” Joel
said, intrigued from what he had heard. Troy started at the
beginning.

When he finished, having left nothing
out, Joel said, “Damn man, I don't know what to say. Your wife is
gonna make 60 grand next year? And you are going down to the
islands to see her for the first time after she's been with another
man?”

“Pretty much. And if we
bail I still get 30 grand for the trip.”

“So you are going down
there now with the option of deciding how to go forward?” Joel
asked.

“More or less.”

“Well I wish you good
luck,” Joel said. As an afterthought he reached into his pocket and
handed Troy a business card. Troy did the same. “Stay in touch man,
call if you need someone to talk to again.”

“Thanks,” Troy
said.

Joel began walking to his flight,
fingering the card in his pocket. It was an amazing tale he had
just heard, and he had to admit, he was envious. As he walked he
began to formulate a plan to do what he could to encourage his own
wife to model some—at Troy's wife's agency. He had noted the name,
“E&I”

 


***

 


As Troy entered the jetway he saw Evan
outside security, waving in a blue tropical shirt. He smiled as
Troy approached. “Welcome to the islands brother, you need to get a
bag?”

“No, everything is in my
carry on,” Troy said.

“Great, that will speed us
up. Come on, a cab is waiting.” He turned toward the door before
Troy could speak and he was hustled into the cab. Troy took the
back seat behind him and the cab pushed out into the airport
jumble.

“I thought Veronica might
be here,” Troy said.

“I left her on the island,”
he said. “Your arrival is a surprise.”

“You didn’t tell
her?”

“No. I want you to get the
lay of the land and I wanted a chance to explain things before you
get there. Briefly Evan laid out the plan of the three-pronged
marketing attack and the desire by all of the board for Veronica to
be one of the featured spokes models. “We’re talking $60,000 or
more a year for only periodic modeling shoots, a few personal
appearances, and that is only the beginning. Think about it Troy,
you are on the verge of being married to a supermodel.”

Troy ignored the implication—knowing
full well Evan was blowing smoke with Veronica at the age that most
supermodels retired, but still, it was a flattering
thought.

Evan’s tone became more solemn. “I do
need to be sure we are both clear on everything though.”

“What’s that?”

“I need you to stay in
control of yourself. I don’t need a jealous husband blowing up in
front of these clients. If I don’t have your promise of that we
need to stay at the hotel here and I’ll have Veronica come here
tomorrow.”

“No,” Troy said. “I have
control of my emotions.”

“Fair enough,” Evan said.
“Your wife has not done anything you did not give her permission to
do.” In his mind Troy thought, and that you manipulated us into
agreeing, but he pushed the thought out of his mind. Evan had been
up front on everything else it seemed.

The two men didn’t speak on the launch
ride to the resort, and were greeted by a white clad attendant who
tied the launch. “Follow me and we’ll get you bunked in,” Evan
said, leading the way to a small building with a long row of rooms.
He took a key and opened the first one on the left.

“Put your things in here.
If you want to change into something more tropical before we head
toward the others, that will be all right. I’ll wait in the
hall.”

“Good idea,” Troy said,
closing the door behind him. When he changed and opened the door
Evan was there with another black man, both fidgeting.

“Let’s go outside for a
second,” Evan suggested, and the three men went to a table under a
tall palm. “Uh, I know we are surprising everyone with your
arrival—and from what my friend has informed me your arrival right
now might not be the best of ideas.”

“What do you mean?” Troy
snapped.

Evan sighed, and glanced over at the
black friend. “Well, let’s just face it head on.” He turned back to
Troy. “In the delay it appears that the party has gone on without
us,” Evan said. “You ever walked sober into a party with everyone
drunk?”

“A couple of
times.”

“Wasn’t much fun, was
it?”

“Not at all.”

 


***

 


There was a small house with a second
story with sliding glass doors that opened on to a small lanai
ahead of them, on the beach, and Evan led Troy down the path and
into the door where they were blasted by cool air.

Troy followed Evan upstairs and Evan
stepped to the window, looking out at the beach in front of them,
where only feet away three thatch roof pavilions sat. There were
tables, chaise lounges, and a small bar set up with drinks. “The
door is shaded, no one can see that we are here.” Evan said. “I
think you can see why I felt this might be a better way to get you
in the loop.”

Troy could see Janine,
Christy, and one other girl, a blonde. Janine and Christy looked
exhausted, laying back on their lounges, drinking iced drinks. They
were naked, sitting on towels, both with their legs spread and cum
dripping out of their pussies on to the towels beneath them. The
busty blonde was on the lap of a dark man, riding up and down on
his cock. As she moved to one side Troy recognized the man with the
blonde on his lap was DeShawn.

Troy was stunned. He had
never seen anyone fucking before, and he was transfixed watching
the blonde rise and fall on DeShawn's big cock, glistening with her
juices. It was the most erotic thing he had ever seen. Troy was
shocked out of his voyeurism when he realized that Veronica was not
in sight.

“Veronica?” he looked at
Evan. Evan motioned for Troy to step closer and look down. Evan
unfastened the door and opened it six inches, and that was when
Troy heard his wife, moaning as she only did when they fucked, lost
in pleasure and passion and heaving for breath that rasped in her
throat. He stepped closer and looked down.

Veronica was astride a
black man laid back on a chaise lounge, rocking up and down on him.
Troy couldn't see clearly but it was obvious she was on his cock.
Beside her, on her right, she was leaned over sucking on the cock
of another dark black man. He was holding his hand on the back of
her head and fucking her mouth in unison to her head bobbing as she
sucked his cock. In her left hand a massive black man's thick cock
she was stroking, hard, and thick as a cola can. He was leaned over
kneading one breast.

“Oh God yes,” she screamed,
“That feels so good,” moving her mouth off of the cock she was
sucking only long enough to moan the words and resumed her sucking,
not breaking the rhythm of the cock she was riding.

Troy felt his cock
hardening despite the shock. He did not recognize the men with his
wife, and as he continued to watch two more black men arrived, one
moving to Janine and Christy. Both reclined the wood lounges flat
and in unison moved between the two women's legs and began fucking
them with no foreplay. With their cocks inside the two women they
each began kissing them, and as one half turned Troy recognized the
man fucking Christy as the man in the calendar photo with Veronica.
Soon their grunts and moans joined the chorus of the others fucking
on the patio.

Troy focused his attention
on his wife, her face flushed, sweating, her breasts bouncing and
her stroking of two cocks with her hands increasing motion. She
looked up at the man whose cock she had been sucking. “I want you
in my pussy too. I want to try two cocks at once.” He moved behind
her and Veronica yelped as he shoved his cock into her pussy
alongside the black cock already there. They began moving as she
held her body still, pulling the massive man closer, licking the
outside of his cock and trying to stuff it inside her mouth but
unable to do so.

One of the men fucking
Veronica moaned something he couldn't make out, and Veronica
responded, “Go ahead, cum inside me. I want your black cum inside
me.” He moaned and his body spasm jerking as he came, holding to
her hips as the man beneath her began cumming too. “Fill me full,
put a second load of cum inside my cunt,” she breathed, and from
the crescendo of his breathing he too came.

The man on top lifted off
her, and Veronica lifted off to let to allow the man underneath her
to roll from her. Cum was pouring from her pussy as she stood, and
she released her grip on the massive man and rolled to her back,
her legs spread, still dripping cum, looking up at the very dark
man.

“Come on, big boy. Your
turn again. My pussy is missing that big thick dick.” He moved
between her open legs, lifted her ass up, her legs up against his
chest and began fucking her, ramming hard and each time he bottomed
out inside her expelling a “huff” and it came faster as he fucked
her harder, the effort bouncing her breasts back and forth, so much
that she moved her hands to hold them. “I'm in heaven,” Veronica
screamed. “Don't stop, fuck your pussy, it's all yours.” Veronica's
huffs turning into a whimper as he hammered her faster and faster,
withdrawing and moving her head, stroking his cock.

“I've coated the inside of
your cunt with my cum, now for other places,” he said.

Veronica opened her mouth and he
pointed the head of his cock down still stroking, the first spurt
of white cum hitting her mouth, the second her nose and eyes, the
third on her tits, and moving back to her open mouth. She had
swallowed the first spurt but he kept cumming into her open mouth
until it was running out of the corners of her mouth. She raised
her hand to stroke him and raising up, swallowing, sucked his cock
and licked it clean, her face covered in his cum, her other hand
rubbing his cum into her chest. She sat up heaving for breath and
the large man backed away, pouring himself a drink at the
bar.

Veronica stood and half staggering
made her way into the ocean, waist deep where she washed her cum
coated body.

“Oh my God,” Troy said. “Is
that my wife?”

“That's your wife, the
black cock slut. I could have never described this to you in a way
that you would believe it.”

As Troy continued watching
Veronica came up from the water, her nude body glistening, breasts
bouncing with each step, starting into a small jog, stopping to dry
off with a beach towel but making no effort to wrap it around her
when she had dried. Holding it in her hand she walked across the
patio and poured a long drink from the bar, and sat down on the lap
of the massive man who has just fucked her and gave her a cum
bath.

“That’s Mulogo,” Evan said.
“He has accepted our proposal to handle the ad campaign for his
liquor business. Veronica's eagerness with him was the turn of the
deal. She made the difference.”

Troy looked up at Evan. “Shall I fetch
her? I can send someone down and ease her away. There's a certain
vibe going on here that I'd rather not interrupt unless I have
to.”

“No. No.” Troy said. “She
seems to be enjoying it.” He was staring out the window as he
spoke, watching Mulogo's hand around Veronica, cupping her
breast.

“Time for a game,” Mulogo
said. “Everyone take a break when you can. This will be good, I
promise.” Everyone uncoupled and all sat up, facing Mulogo. He
turned to the staff, pointing to the edge of the patio. “Line up
five lounges, three feet apart.” The staff did as he asked. “You
lie down there,” he said, pointing to one of the black men, who
took a lounge until four black men were reclined on the lounges,
all sporting erections. Mulogo went to the remaining
lounge.

Mulogo motioned to
Veronica. “You first,” he said. She stood beside him
waiting.

“Here’s how it works,” he
explained to the group. “Veronica is going to sit on every cock
here, moving from one to the other. The first person she gets to
cum inside her gets her for the rest of the afternoon. The second
person to cum inside her has her until tomorrow morning.
Understood?” Everyone nodded.

“You can’t stop until you
have two loads of cum inside you, understand?” Mulogo asked
Veronica. She nodded. “Begin.”

He guided her over him,
“sit on my cock.” Veronica’s face was glazed over, Mulogo’s huge
cock inside her but looking at the four other black cocks in a
line.

“Now go down the line, ride
each cock for a while,” he said. “You have to make two of us cum,
remember.”

Veronica said nothing more, but began
riding each cock in turn, briefly at first, until she had accepted
all five black cocks inside her, then longer, the men helping her
along by playing with her clit with a thumb, tugging on her
nipples, until the sheer lust of the moment caused her to cum. The
man inside her pussy had not, but the next one did.

Everyone was watching her, enjoying
the voyeurism of watching her fuck, and as she pulled of one of the
darkest men Troy could see cum dripping out of her. “That’s one,”
Janine screamed, laughing.

The man who had cum inside her got up
and another black man who had been standing at the side, DeShawn,
took his place on the lounge. Veronica started again, lasting only
a second until she stopped astride a skinny black man that Troy did
not know. She slowly rose off him, cum pouring out of her pussy,
trailing to the ground. “We have a winner,” Mulogo laughed,
“Sabiti, you have her for the rest of the afternoon. Ochan, she is
yours for the night.” Mulogo looked at Janine.

“OK Red, why don’t you go
next?”

Sabiti took Veronica’s hand and led
her toward the rooms, helping support her as she was uneasy on her
feet.

Troy looked up at Evan.

“I’m sorry, I had no idea
that was going to happen. He is the big client and…”

“I understand. Things do
not always go as planned.”

“I thought you would be
with her in her room, I know Christy is finding other rooms. I
don’t know which room they went to though. I have no room for you.
I can take you back to Antigua, you can have my room there for the
night and come back tomorrow.”

“I see no reason to
interrupt anything,” Troy said. “I am not sure I want to see her
face to face until she gets home. Can you get me out of here and
back to Antigua for the next flight out?”

“I know this is a shock,
but I have to ask,” Evan said. “You OK with this or you want to
pull her out and go home. You are the only one who knows how you
are taking this. I would ask that you at least wait until tomorrow.
You know why.”

Troy looked at Evan, and
down at the orgy below. Janine had finished and DeShawn and she
were walking hand in hand to the water. “I probably need to go if
you don’t mind. I need to process all this, get my thoughts
together.”

Evan looked at him. “Where’s your head
at man?”

Troy looked up. “My mind is jumbled. I
can’t believe it was my wife acting like such a slut.”

“In 12 hours you will
recall this as the most erotic thing you’ve ever seen,” Evan said.
“Give it some time.”

“I’m sure you are right,”
Troy said. “Not sure that I am comfortable with that
though.”

“The private boat is still
waiting,” Evan said. “If you can't get a flight out tonight use my
room at the Marriott on Antigua. You are welcome to it tonight and
I'll stay here.”

“That will work,” Troy
said, taking once last glance out the window where Christy was
kissing Mulogo, turned to face him, as his massive black hands
squeezed her breasts.

Evan looked out too. “Mulogo is a
fucking machine, never gets soft,” from what the girls say. “Never
heard of anything like it.”

“I'm ready to go,” Troy
said.

“Troy, I need to know this
is going forward. The deal that is.”

“I...”

“I didn't want to say this
but I must. Everyone has already signed the contracts for two
years. There are substantial cancellation penalties. Veronica can
quit, but there is only a three-day grace period. One of those is
today. You do not have a long time to make up your
mind.”

“If she signed it, we have
her answer don't we?” Troy said. “Looks like you have her for a
couple of years. I won't object.” Troy followed Evan back to the
room he had left his things, said goodbye at the dock to Evan, and
sat down on the front seat of the boat, facing away from the crew.
That was when he let go and broke down.

 


***

 


There was a call on his phone when
Troy stepped off the plane. It was from his bar acquaintance, Joel.
“Would like to talk to you when you get a chance,” it said, giving
Troy a text number.

As Veronica was not due home for a
couple of days and he had the time to kill, Troy dialed
Joel.

“This is Troy, from the
airport,” Troy said.

“Hey Troy, thanks for
calling. I hope things went OK on your trip. I know you were
dealing with some things.”

“Yeah, well it went might
be the best way to say it. I didn’t see my wife, thought better of
it and came home. We are going to have a long sit down once she
gets home.”

“Well that is somewhat the
reason for my call,” Joel said. “You saw the photos of my wife. Do
you think she could work for your wife’s agency?”

“Appearance wise I’m sure,
from what I recall,” Troy said, “But are you sure you want to do
that after our conversation? You know what commonly happens
there.”

“Yes,” Joel said with a
long pause. “Actually that is what I want to happen.”

“Her name was Dawn, wasn't
it? I'll make some calls.”

 


***

 


Evan looked at the clock, waiting on
the door to open. Promptly at 7 p.m. There was a knock at the door
and he rose to open it. A lanky blonde was standing there, a smile
on her face.

“Come in my dear,” Evan
said, giving her a hug and a long kiss. He backed up from her and
looked her up and down. “I've missed you. Let's see
them.”

Slowly the woman unbuttoned her white
blouse, button by button, pausing as Evan drank in the exposed
flesh, lower, clearly not wearing a bra, as he preferred, and open
all the way she pulled it back, exposing her B-cup breasts. “Nice,
very nice, I trust they are healing well?” She nodded.

Evan extended his hand to touch her
nipples, each nipple pierced with a stainless bar with round tips,
and underneath hanging from the bars two “U” pieces of jewelry.
Evan reached into his jacket pocket. “I brought you something,” he
said, opening a jewelry box to reveal a chain with two necklace
clasps on each end. He fastened each end to the U's. “Now when you
unbutton your blouse this far when we go out you can show off your
jewelry,” he smiled. “Get out of those clothes girl,” he said,
standing back as he watched Olivia Stratton strip in front of
him.

“How did Kevin take the
piercings?” Evan asked.

“He likes them,” Oliva
said. “Better than the tattoo.” Nude she turned around looked at
the weaving vine across her lower black, a spade in the center of
her back and the leaves on the vines emanating out smaller spades
instead of leaves.

“Black owned women wear
their owner's marks,” Evan said. “That's the way it is.”

“I know,” Olivia said. “I'm
proud to wear your mark,” she said.

“It has been a good year,
hasn't it?” Evan said.

“Yes. What do you have
planned for me tonight?” she asked.

“Nothing more than keeping
me company and my filling your pussy with cum,” he said. “Shame you
had the tubal before you started work here,” he said. “We could be
working on a higher level.”

“I know,” Olivia said. “I'm
sorry too.”

“I have something for you
to discuss with Kevin,” Evan said.

“Yes.”

“I feel we are into a
routine of sorts.”

“I've done everything you
have asked, without hesitation,” Olivia said. “I've fucked who you
said, dressed how you wanted me to dress, even getting your tat and
my nipples pierced—for you.

“Yes, you have been a good
slut, an exceptional slut,” Evan said. “But we have reached a
leveling off. There are choices to be made now.” Evan realized that
this was not the way to approach what he was about to say, and
Olivia had a fearful look on her face. Evan started stripping his
clothes.

“Let's talk about this in
the bedroom, while I am inside you,” he said.

“I was hoping you would say
that,” Olivia said, following him into the bedroom and crawling on
to the large bed. She eagerly began sucking his cock as soon as he
was within reach. Evan wasn't there for foreplay, and he pulled
away, rolled to her back.

“Ride my cock,” he said.
Olivia moved over him, slid down on his cock, and Evan looked up
enjoying how the chain linking her two nipple rings seemed to
enhance and highlight her tits. He loved how they bounced when she
was astride him. He reached for her breasts and held them, letting
her nipples bounce against his hand as fucked. She paused, smiling
at him.

“You said you wanted to
talk while you were inside me?”

“Yes.”

“You want to talk or want
me to finish?”

“We need to talk,” Evan
said.

“About
leveling?”

“Yes. I've taken you as far
as I care to,” Evan said. “You are a natural for being black owned,
but it is time.”

“Time for what?”

“You and Kevin have to
decide what is next,” he said. “If you want to remain black owned,
I am going to give you to another owner. That is the next step for
me. But I am giving you and Kevin an option to take control of
yourself before I do. You and he need to decide.”

Olivia showed no emotion, not
disappointment or anger. “I knew this was coming. You have someone
new to train, to take to the level I am now?”

“Yes. That doesn't mean I
won't still be fucking you from time to time, it will just not be
as regular and as intense as it is now. We'll be fucking, not
training, not exploring, enjoying ourselves with each
other.”

“That would be nice,”
Olivia said. She rolled off him to her back, her legs spread. “Come
fuck your black owned slut,” she said.

 



Chapter 12

 


Troy picked up Veronica at the
airport. She was bubbly and gorgeous. Tanned, wearing a bright
yellow sundress and white sandals, turning heads as she waited
outside baggage claim. She gave him a quick kiss and took a seat in
the front as he loaded the bag.

Troy concentrated on the mass of
traffic as he exited and headed home, neither of them daring to
break the silence. Finally Troy did.

“Well, how was
it?”

“You said I could, you gave
me permission.”

“Yes I did. That wasn’t the
question.”

Veronica had a solemn look. “I am not
going to lie. It was the most incredible experience of my life. I
had no idea sex could be like that. Thank you for letting me enjoy
it.” Troy said nothing.

“Are you OK? Are we
OK?”

Tell me about it,” he said.

Veronica was at war with herself about
telling the truth. “You want the long version or the short
version?”

“Short will do for
now.”

“Even if it is something
that I’m afraid might upset you? Remember, you said I
could.”

“Tell me.” Veronica took a
deep breath.

“I got fucked. I got fucked
a lot. By a variety of black men, some worked for the agency, some
of the clients, and Evan. I went crazy, I went way over the line. I
was so drunk some of it I do not even remember, but I enjoyed what
happened then too. I know that is not the intent when you gave me
permission. I got carried away.”

“And where are you now?”
Troy asked.

“Depends on you, I guess,”
Veronica said, hoping he would not say what she was afraid he would
say, the words “stop”.

“Do you want to
stop?”

“No. Only if you put your
foot down. I would ask that you wait awhile before you do
that.”

“Why?” Troy
asked.

“To let me get this out of
my system. OK?”

“OK,” Troy said. “For a
while.” Even as he drove his mind rewound the image of his wife
moving from one cock to another, trying to make one cum so she
could spend the rest of the night with him.”

 


***

 


It had been three weeks since
Veronica's return from Antigua and Barbuda. The phone rang and she
answered, stepping out on the patio where Troy watched her through
the glass, her head animated in conversation, ending with a broad
smile. She seemed more serious when she came inside.

Troy had not told her that he had
watched her that day on Barbuda and had returned home without her
knowing he had been there

. By the same token
Veronica told him most of what happened while there, but had left
out Evan and Mulogo's fascination with fucking a fertile white
woman.

“The shoot is scheduled to
begin next weekend, it is expected to last three days.” Veronica
said to her husband.

Troy did not comment immediately. In
his mind were questions. A photo shoot, sure, but whose black cocks
would be plunging inside her body this time? After her trip he had
no expectations that she would not be taking more black cock, just
as Evan had predicted.

Evan had been right so far.
After her return she was a sexual wildcat, horny, eager, and open
to almost anything his mind could imagine sexually. No position was
too much; she deep throated him, an art she had not known prior to
her trip. She swallowed at the end of a blowjob without slowing
down.

The third night home after two bottles
of wine while sitting in the hot tub Veronica asked him to take her
ass, something she had denied him for 20 years.

Veronica was more open, eager,
expressing herself more, and after a week she has tested him, in
the middle of their fuck she asked him to pull out his cock and
beat it on her clit.

Troy did as she asked, her
body squirming underneath his efforts, looking up at him and
moaning, “Put your cock inside me,” and as he penetrated her
whispered, “Feel how wet and stretched my pussy is from those big
black cocks. Fuck my wet cunt that has welcomed a bunch of big
black cocks so far. Fuck your slutty wife.” Troy had lasted only
seconds when she began her nasty talk.

 


***

 


“Where is the shoot?” he
asked.

“New York.”

“Will he be there?
Mulago?”

“I don't know. Are you
jealous?”

“Are you expected to sleep
with him again?”

“I don't know if he will
even be there,” Veronica said. “It's not a threat to you, if he was
there. 'Not a threat?' Troy thought, that was not a no.

Veronica picked up on the sullen
silence. “If you tell me no I would not.” Troy's face jerked
up.

“I love you—I gave you the
freedom to do that if you want. What kind of husband would I be if
I stopped? It would be like I was teasing you, jerking you around,
trying to control you,” Troy said.

“I know better than that,”
Veronica said. “We have had this conversation a half dozen times
since I returned. You gave me permission to get fucked and I got
fucked, by a lot of black men, and I loved it, I loved every
fucking minute of it. I like it, and I know I like it more than you
thought, but I’m not addicted. I would like to do it more for a
while, with your permission. If you can't handle it I will stop.
Let me enjoy this and stop worrying OK? I promise you are still
number one in my life.”

“OK. I know you want to do
this.”

So where does this end? How long do I
have the freedom to enjoy other men?”

“You'll know when you want
it to end. If my discomfort gets unbearable I will let you know
quick.”

“So you admit it, it does
cause you discomfort?” Veronica moved over to his chair and climbed
into his lap. “You do not have to worry about anything—I'm yours.
It’s just my pussy that is getting shared.”

“I know that,” Troy said,
moving his hands under her thin top and taking a breast in each
hand. “It's just I'm torn at times. I love touching your tits. They
feel so good I wish everyone could enjoy how wonderful and soft
they are, the spectacular way they fell in my hands. At the same
time I know that other men HAVE enjoyed that, those enticing white
breasts have had dark black hands holding them like I am holding
them now, and the image in my mind is erotic as hell. I am not sure
I should feel turned on by that, horny as I know at some moment you
are getting fucked by someone else, so damn rock hard as you tell
me what happened.”

Veronica kissed her husband quickly.
“If I start retelling what happened on Antigua again you are going
to make me late for my workout and they bitch if I'm
late.”

“OK.”

“Besides, I don't want to
be running on a treadmill with your cum dripping out of
me.”

“Fair enough,” Troy said.
“Tonight then?”

“It's a date.”

 


***

 


That Thursday Troy drove Veronica to
the airport, and as he helped put her bags to the curb he gave her
a hug, kiss, and told her, “Have a good time.”

Veronica stopped abruptly. “You really
mean that?”

“You know what I mean,”
Troy said.

“OK, I will,” she said with
a knowing smile that said much more than a mere smile.

Troy got a text when she said she had
arrived and was at the hotel with everyone. “We will be busy, so do
not get worried if you do not hear from me.” Troy had work Thursday
and Friday, household upkeep chores on Saturday, and it was not
until Saturday night that he started wondering what was happening
in New York and how his wife was utilizing her newfound freedom and
discovered attraction to black men.

Veronica texted from the airport on
Sunday, and Troy waited in the baggage claim for her to arrive. She
looked tired, walked stiffly, and stood back while he hefted her
bag.

At home, he made drinks while she
showered, and 20 minutes later, she came downstairs wearing a long
nightgown that had worn thin through countless washes and now
served as one of her favorite sleep gowns. At least it is not
flannel, Troy thought.

“How was your weekend?” he
asked, handing her the drink. She sipped it and said nothing, as if
she was organizing what she was going to say in her mind, and
began.

“It was interesting,” she
said. They finalized the advertising plan for Swirl gin. They've
outlined the ad campaign in more detail and we have shot the first
series of ads with well-known New York icons in the backgrounds. I
am paired with Tren Murphy,” Veronica said.

“The NBA point
guard?”

“The same. We were shot
with the Brooklyn Bridge in the background, with the Statue of
Liberty behind us, in Times Square, on the observation deck of the
Empire State Building, in a carriage in Central Park. It was fun.
We are supposed to act like his is a real boyfriend, flirt, touch,
things like that. There were two photographers following us but far
enough back to make it look spontaneous.

“Christy is paired with
Eton Duval, a recently retired young MMA fighter, as well known for
his tattoo-covered body as his win-loss record. Janine is paired
with Aaron Jackson, the actor; you know the one they praise for his
six-pack abs. We are supposed to be three interracial couples
targeting three different age groups. Tren and I are supposed to
act like a couple as much as we can, even away from the shoots, all
a part of the publicity campaign.”

Troy was familiar with all
three men, and it crossed his mind that they could have even been
recruited for the campaign based on their very dark skin pigment,
as each was very black. “I wonder why they
would pair unknown models with celebrity males but when I realized
they are paying me to be there I am glad it worked out that way. I
never dreamed I would make this kind of money.”

Veronica reached over to her purse and
withdrew a check, showing it to Troy. “Ten grand, baby. That's only
half for this first ad series.”

“Did you get all the
photography for the first segment completed this
weekend?”

“Oh no, probably three
shoots per ad phase of the campaign. There are three phases. Phase
I is US settings, Phase II is outside the US, mostly in the
Caribbean, I’m told. No word about Phase III. Still, that's sixty
grand.”

“So you have at least two
more shoots out of town?”

“That's what they say for
Phase I.” That was when the silence hit, Troy wanted to ask the
question that he was not sure he wanted the answer, and Veronica
trying to put off answering. She was still processing it in her
mind as well.

The fact was Veronica
fucked three African men in order for this deal to go forward. But
she was able to push that thought out of her mind, especially with
the infectious excitement and encouragement she was getting from
Janine and Christy, and the memory of how exciting and wicked it
was to “release her inner slut”, as Evan put it.

Veronica's two friends thought this
assignment was a dream come true, and both had wasted no time in
the past weekend of pulling each of the men to which they had been
paired into their hotel rooms for the night. Veronica suspected
Evan was encouraging just that, since he had reserved private rooms
for each model rather than having the women split rooms.

Veronica had not been
completely honest with Troy when she had told him of the shoot. She
and Tren, according to plan had gone out together for dinner, the
conversation light and friendly but with displays of public
affection, some kissing, touching, for the benefit of the
photographers. A few people came up and asked for Tren's
autograph.

Tren was flirty but did not come on
hard.

The truth was Veronica was
hoping Mulogo would be there—she had dreamed of his huge cock
stretching her pussy a half-dozen times since that night. At home
since her time with Mulogo, whenever the thought of their union
crossed her mind, if she was home alone it always ended with a
masturbatory orgasm via her new black dildo, the shower massage or
both.

Veronica had purchased the largest
black dildo she could find—but even it did not match Mulogo's
girth. Unfortunately Mulogo was not in New York. She inquired
before she and Tren went to dinner.

Tren and Veronica opted for a drink in
the hotel bar after dinner.

“I've enjoyed this time
with you, you are very nice,” Tren said.

“Thank you.”

“I still see that the sun
has not totally erased the white flesh of a wedding ring. Were you
married until recently, or are you married?”

“I am married,” Veronica
said. “The rings are left off because it doesn't fit with the ad
campaign. I wear them most of the time.” She looked down, “But I
suppose I need to leave them off more if it is obvious.”

“And it gives the wrong
signals to horny men who might think you are available,” Tren said.
Veronica looked up, he was so very tall, but handsome and a nice
smile.

“Oh I am available but I'm
picky,” Veronica laughed. The shock on Tren's face amused her. He
recovered quickly though.

“You are available, as
in...”

“My husband and I have an
arrangement. I'm not looking for a replacement, I am very happy
with him and love him very much—but he is also OK with me enjoying
an occasional lover.”

“Where do I apply?” Tren
said.

“You interested in
applying?” Veronica teased.

“Oh hell yes.
Absolutely.”

Tren smiled, taking her hands in his.
“Veronica, or Ronika as I am supposed to be saying, we have several
shoots over several days each in which we will be together, and I
can think of no one else that I would rather be working with. It
would be a shame if we spend all that time together and not try at
least once to see if we are compatible sexually.

“If we are it will make
future trips that more enjoyable, something to look forward to. I'm
not looking for notches on a bedpost, I'm not much of a player, but
a friend with benefits would be nice.”

“Yes it would,” Veronica
said.

“And if we do click, it
would be a shame to waste even one night together, would it
not?”

Veronica smiled. “Well we
are supposed to be acting like boyfriend and girlfriend. Let’s make
it real. Let's take your application for the position
upstairs.”

In the room they went at
each other as if it was their first meal after starving for days.
When Veronica pulled down his boxers what she had hoped for proved
true, he was built in proportion to his height, and for the first
time since Mulogo, she had an uncut cock in her hands, and quickly
in her mouth, toying with the different folds of flesh with her
tongue.

Their clothes went quickly and Tren
took charge, positioning her on her knees at the edge of the bed
doggy style as he stood in the floor. He fingered her with two long
fingers, the fingers larger than most cocks, rubbing Veronica's
g-spot until she squired in a wet orgasm. She was wanting him
inside her and told him, “Fuck me now. Give me that black
cock.”

Tren rubbed his cock up and down her
slit and then slowly, ever so slowly began inserting his rigid
black cock inside her wet and waiting pussy. As he rammed his cock
hard, all the way home, he slapped her ass hard. “Consider me
applied for this position,” he said, thrusting a half dozen times
before rolling Veronica to her back, scooting her ass again to the
edge of the bed and shoving into her again. “And this position,” he
said.

“Yes,” Veronica said. “You
get the job in this position. Keep applying for the others.” By
morning Veronica had been fucked in every imaginable position, and
she knew they were only getting started.

Tren shared Veronica's room for the
three nights. They were fulfilling the role the agency wanted,
acting like boyfriend and girlfriend during the day—and fucking
like boyfriend and girlfriend all night.

 


***

 


Joel Dearborn was nursing an erection
all day while Dawn had gone on her first modeling gig. She had gone
in for the job with an intensity he had never seen before. On one
hand he thought it was other people recognizing her
sexiness.

Dawn didn't check off all the things
that the experts said made a beautiful woman, but her statuesque
frame and her smile gave off a sexuality that seemed to be enhanced
with photographs.

After her first day in classes she
came in. “Do you know what the “E&I” means with the agency
name?” she asked.

“No.” Joel lied.

“Ebony and ivory. Black and
white. Specifically black men and white women as
models.”

“Cool.” Joel
said.

Dawn studied his face. “OK, I get it
now. You've been reading on those forums again.” Joel said nothing.
“OK, let me run this by you just to be sure. You told me you would
like me to try being a hotwife. I told you if the right opportunity
and the right man came along it was a possibility. Not a
no.”

“Not a no,” Joel
repeated.

“And you have encouraged
this modeling job hoping I am going to find the right opportunity
and the right man among this group?” Again Joel said nothing. “So
you want me to be with black men as a hotwife?”

“Color doesn't figure into
it,” Joel said.

“I know better than that,
you think me fucking a black man would be hotter, the contrast in
skin color, the taboo. I've lived with you long enough to know when
you are holding back.” Joel still kept mum. “Just so you know, I
think black men are a little hotter too.”

“You do?” Joel
said.

“Yes.”

“So your plan may work,”
Dawn said. “The agency does have a lot of nice looking black men.
Maybe the opportunity will arise. This might be your last chance to
object actually.”

“So someone already hitting
on you? You have someone in mind?”

“No, not at all,” Dawn
said. “But I hear stories from the other girls. I will get the
opportunity. That is not a guarantee I will take the step and
become a hotwife.”

“I have no objection,” Joel
said.

 


***

 


Veronica was off on the second shoot
in Denver, with the Rockies planned for the backgrounds, and Troy
was again home along. She had left Thursday, the day before the
shoot. She had called when she arrived.

Troy's usual morning routine was a
black coffee, a cinnamon roll, and fifteen minutes checking the
news online from his laptop sitting on the kitchen table. One of
his favorite sites was on the spot with late breaking news taking
up 2/3 of the screen, and on the right hand column of a third of
the screen was a separate scrolling screen with celebrity news and
people oriented stories.

Halfway through his news Troy's
attention was caught by a woman in a revealing white gown, cut very
low, under the headline, “As Tren Murphy is Showing Off His New
Swirl, She Does Some Showing Off of Her Own”. Troy clicked on the
story, and the image didn't load immediately. The copy was
straightforward. “Tren Murphy continues his love of the swirl, with
his latest piece of white meat at the opening of the Chris Stone
photography exhibit in Denver last night. While showing off his new
model girlfriend, her breast slipped out of her revealing gown and
she did some showing off of her own. Her name is Ronika, but we
didn’t get a last name.”

Troy looked up at the photo
and saw Veronica in a side view, her right breast exposed, holding
hands with the tall black man, smiling and looking up at him with
an adoring look on her face. Troy felt his stomach turn over and
trembled. There was another photo, which he clicked on and blew up
to full screen. Veronica was kissing Murphy on the lips—not a buss
but a full-blown passionate kiss. The caption read, “Thinking they
were out of sight the unknown brunette and the NBA star could not
keep their hands off of each other.”

It was an hour later that the phone
rang. “Hey baby,” Veronica said in a sleepy voice.

“Hi,” Troy said. “Did you
enjoy the art exhibit?”

“Yeah, I did,” she said,
pausing. “How do you know about that?”

“Photos of you and Tren
Murphy on your date are on the news sites, you're fell out of your
top and you're kissing him in another.”

“Oh shit,” Veronica said.
“I remember when I fell out but I thought I covered up before
anyone noticed. Shit. Is it bad?”

“Actually I think you look
pretty good, your boob looks great in all its uncovered
glory.”

“Oh crap.” There was
silence. “It wasn't a date, just so you know.”

“It looked like a date,”
Troy said. “The posting said it was a date.”

“It was supposed to. Part
of the publicity campaign to back up the ad. I didn't know we were
expected to get out in public until I got here. I was going to tell
you all about it when I got home. Do you think anyone we know will
notice?”

“If they do you just tell
them it was part of the job. Your make-up and hair is so different
I don't think anyone would see it was you at first glance. And they
said your name is Ronika.”

“Yeah, for the publicity my
new name is Ronika Mathis. At least it may make me less
recognizable to someone we know. Maybe if they see the photo we can
say that Ronika looks like me but it is not me.”

“No way that could work,
it's you and anyone who knows you will recognize you.”

“Oh well,” Veronica said.
“At this point the only thing I can say is 'I don't give a shit.'
You might need to get in the mode to say that too.”

“I'll try.”

You're OK then?” Veronica
asked.

“You're asking that a lot
lately,” Troy said. “But yes, it was a little shocking
though.”

“I'm sorry but it is part
of the campaign. They didn't ask any input from me.”

“OK.”

“They are wanting to push
the story line that Tren and I are actually dating—but it is the
job. Janine and Christy are doing the same thing. So don't be
surprised if you see similar things on the celebrity
sites.”

“And how long is this
supposed to last?”

“For a while, I guess,”
Veronica said. “They didn't say.”

“They? Mulogo
there?”

“He is coming in
tomorrow.”

“So he's going to be
fucking my wife?” Troy said sharply.

“I don't like your tone all
of a sudden,” Veronica said, testy. “I don't need this right now
with us so far apart. We'll talk it through when I get home. OK? I
can't get into this now. Remember you gave me permission. It wasn't
my idea. I have to go.”

“OK,” Troy said, louder
than he intended. The tone let him know she had ended the call. Her
tone also told him that Mulogo would be fucking her tomorrow
night.”

“How did that go over?”
Tren Murphy asked, sliding his hand down Veronica's naked side and
up to her breast, flicking her nipple into hardness.

“Better than I expected,”
Veronica said, sliding her hand down her back to wrap her fingers
around the hard cock that was pressing against her. “Mmmm, are you
ready to go again so soon?”

“You've inspired me, white
meat,” Tren said. “Get up here and take a ride.” He rolled to his
back and Veronica moved over him, lowering her left hand to guide
him into her, sliding down the long black shaft slowly, allowing
her pussy to accommodate his size before slowly rocking back and
forth, her breasts brushing his face as she rocked
forward.

“Damn I love the feeling of
that big black cock inside me,” she breathed.

“As well you should
Ronika,” Tren said.

 



Chapter 13

 


Upon her return the erotic telling of
what had happened changed. So much had occurred that Veronica knew
she couldn't remember it all the first telling, and Troy was much
more interested in fucking her quickly upon her return than hearing
the details. After realizing that Veronica and Tren were actually
dating, in public, Troy seemed less interested in the details, as
if it hurt to hear them.

For Troy's part it did hurt some, to
see Veronica getting so deep sexually into something he had little
part of, but he knew his only option was to trust her to maintain
control of her emotions. On one hand it bothered him, on the other
with every call from her, every trip out of town, the thought of
her getting fucked by some black man would have him in the bathroom
jerking off as he thought about, wished he could see it. He
considered sending a Go-Pro with her or a camera and asking her to
use a timer and take some photos.

One thing was for sure, by
the time she was walking through the door he had a raging hard on
and was ready to reclaim his wife, as if he wanted to fuck the
memory of the other men fucking her out of her mind.

It was different fucking Troy,
familiar, comfortable, an expression of love. She made love with
Troy. She had created children making love with Troy. Fucking black
men was just that, fucking black men. And a fine fucking it is,
Veronica said to herself.

 


***

 


Despite her desire and plan to keep
her two worlds separate, to not let her erotic travels interfere
with her marriage, The lines between Veronica's reality life and
the fantasy world of her modeling, traveling, and black fucking in
the hotels at night was blurring more and more. On her days home
her mind would flash back to the weekend before, or the anticipated
next trip for her black cock fix. She tried to keep Troy in the
loop on her sexual side but things were rolling too fast to tell
him everything.

Veronica had not figured
out how to tell him one day a week when she was at the agency for
training it was not physical training but Evan’s training of his
black-owned slut.

Evan’s beginning of
training her to be black owned began as he sat beside her on the
plane home from Antigua, they were several empty seats between them
and everyone else. Evan reasoned her with long whispers, talking
her down from the sexual high of the orgy and sexual merry-go-round
in the islands to adjusting her mind to his way of
thinking.

“I'm ashamed, the way I've
acted,” Veronica said.

“Nonsense, you explored,
you satisfied your curiosity, you violated nothing with your
husband.”

“I was slutty.”

“You are a slut,” Evan
said. “I heard you admit it.”

“It was in the moment, and
drinking.”

“No it wasn't. Veronica,
you have fucked six different men in the last four days. You earned
the title. You've let that side of you open, few women are ever
able to do that. Embrace it, revel in it. And I know something you
may not even know yourself.”

“What?”

“You loved it. It was
fantastic sex, great orgasms, and you did not know fucking could be
like that. But it was. And you want more of it, a lot more of it.
Maybe not today, but soon, very soon. You are on a journey
Veronica. I will be your guide, and each step is more and more
sexual pleasure. But first you have to admit to yourself what you
are. Think about it for a moment then say it to me.”

Veronica sat without speaking for long
minutes. Evan wondered if she would speak at all. He would glance
over at her, the grimaces on her face changing, and as he watched
her noticed her face relax, and turned to him.

“Evan?”

“Yes.”

“I'm a slut.”

“Yes you are. And are you
ready to go forward?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” Evan said. “I
promise you will delight in each step. Do you recall what else you
said, beyond being a slut?”

“That my pussy was black
owned? Yes, I remember saying it, but I was only repeating the
words back because you prompted me. I don't know what that
means.”

“That too is a journey,”
Evan said. “I want to own you for a year, it will take that long
for you to understand and receive the fulfillment that being
black-owned entails. I want that from you.”

“Troy...”

“This doesn't involve Troy
directly. This is about you, only you. He is your husband and
remains that. Nothing I'm talking about has anything to do with
that.”

“OK, I guess I can
try.”

“I will ask you to sign a
contract to that effect,” he said. “No, it is not legally binding,
but it is you giving your word and I giving mine, so there are no
surprises where we stand. Will you give me that for a year of
discovery and sexual exploration and pleasure.”

“You make it sound so
exciting,” Veronica said.

“Exciting and so much more,
but you can only know for sure if you agree.”

“OK, for a
year.”

Veronica did not know how she would
explain it to Troy—so she didn't. Despite her regular visits to
Evan for what he termed her “training”, she had not quite figured
out how to tell Troy about her commitment to being black owned for
12 months.

With the two-year modeling
contract and the off-site shoots she knew she could conceal what
was really happening from Troy, at least until she felt it was the
right time to bring it up. She did not think she was being
dishonest, only waiting for the right time to come
clean.

The first time she fucked
Evan after they returned from the Caribbean, Evan had asked her to
his office and from there into the elevator at the back of his
office that took them up to his private apartment over the agency.
They stopped in the foyer.

“House rules, no clothes
for you beyond this point, anytime, unless I have something special
laid out for you on the foyer table. Understand?”

“Yes,” Veronica
said.

“What are you waiting for?”
Evan said. Veronica stripped while Evan remained fully clothed. He
pulled her to him. “We are starting off easy, today I only want to
fuck your black owned cunt.” He paused waiting. She knew what was
expected.

“Please fuck the pussy you
own with your big black cock.”

“Good girl,” Evan said,
leading her into the bedroom.

 


***

 


Veronica noticed the tall
well-built brunette about her own age hesitantly walking into the
agency like a spooked deer walking into a clearing. Veronica had
finished lunch and returned earlier than Evan. She waited to join
him upstairs for an afternoon of their bodies joined together and
fucking—plus some demand she would not be anticipating but would
comply for his approval. She did whatever he asked to prove his
ownership of her.

“Who's the new girl?”
Veronica asked Brenda.

“She's been here a few
weeks, taking classes, working at trade shows, since you are all
traveling so much with the Swirl campaign,” Brenda said.

“And who's fucking her?”
Veronica asked. She was not delicate about how things were at
E&I anymore.

“No one I know of,” Brenda
said.

“Yet.”

“Yes, Yet.”

 


***

 


Kevin and Olivia were at
dinner, a back booth and as they enjoyed their appetizer Olivia
unbuttoned her blouse to reveal the chain. “Evan brought me
something from the Caribbean,” she said. “You like?”

Kevin's eye traced the chain and he
realized what it was, a chain connecting her piercings. Evan had
taken Olivia for her piercings a couple of weeks before he left for
the Caribbean.

“Yes I like. And what did
you and Evan do this time? What has he pushed you to now? Whored
you out to someone new?”

“No. Evan says I have
leveled,” she said. “He has a new project.”

“Veronica?”

“I'm sure.”

Kevin laughed, “What a ride they are
in for. We know that, that is why we facilitated Veronica going to
work there, to take some of the pressure off .”

“It worked,” Olivia
said.

“Now what?”

“Evan said we need to
decide if we want me to take control of my pussy again and give up
being black owned, or if not he is going to give me to another
black man to own me. That would mean committing to another
year.”

“What do you want?” Kevin
asked.

“I like being black-owned,”
Olivia said. “Sex has never been this good in my life. But it is
scary where it might go from here.”

“And you can't choose the
owner this time?”

“No, I chose to give
ownership of my pussy to Evan, but it is not my choice what owner
he chooses.”

“Tell him your pussy wants
a new owner,” Kevin said.

“Who?”

“Me.”

“You're white,” she said,
as if it ended the matter.

“I'm ready to own your
pussy, are you ready to let me?”

Olivia paused, thinking. “Will you
still let me get a lot of black cock?”

“All you can stand, maybe a
little more, you know how kinky I am now,” Kevin said.

“Then yes,” Olivia started
laughing, “After all this we've gone around full
circle.”

“Yes, but you've picked up
some souvenirs along the way. Reminders of where you have been.”
Kevin nodded at her nipples.

“Yes, and it gets you hard
every time you think of it, don't you?”

“You know it,” Kevin
said.

“I will tell Evan that you
are taking ownership of me again,” Olivia said. “It is gonna be
fun.” She paused, “You sure? The idea of where a new black owner
might take me does make me curious. Want to sleep on it before we
call Evan?”

“Sure,” Kevin said.
“Another day will not make much of a difference.

 


***

 


The second session with Evan he
explained to Veronica the significance of allowing herself to be
collared, and she didn’t hesitate and willfully complied,
determined to see this black-owned thing through, verbalizing her
submission to his desires as he did, fucking him hard with the
leash attached to the collar flying wildly as she rode
him.

Veronica couldn’t put her
finger on it exactly, but she was becoming more and more turned on
to anything new—and Evan was doing a great job in keeping her
stimulated by not knowing what to expect.

Veronica had training sessions with
Evan nine times, escalating each time. He tied her up on the third
session, wrote all over her naked body with a marker, “Pussy
reserved for black cock,” “Black cock slut”, “Whore cunt for big
black dick”. There were few spots that something was not written.
He photographed her from every angle before fucking her and
allowing her to wash off. Thank goodness they were dry erase
markers.

He met her at the door for the 10th.
“What do you say, slut?”

“Your black-owned pussy is
here for you,” Veronica said, now bowing her head like a sub, but
smiling, in anticipation.

“Kneel,” Evan said,
scooting a pillow for her knees. She did, and he moved behind her,
wrapping the collar around her neck. She heard the snap of the
leash. A half hood was pulled over her head, pads over her eyes,
but stopping just above her nose. Usually with a blindfold she
could peek down at the floor see something, but not this
blindfold.

“Are you black owned?” Evan
asked.

“Yes.” Veronica said,
feeling a tingle between her legs, anticipating what new thing was
next.

“Who owns your
pussy?”

“You do.”

“And your
mouth?”

“You.”

“I can share what I own,
can I not?”

“Yes.” Veronica shivered
wondering where this was going. She felt a cock brush her
lips.

“Suck that cock,” Evan
said. Veronica took the cock in her mouth, feeling a hand on the
back of her head.

“Very good,” Evan said.
From the sound Evan was on the couch several feet away. She had no
idea whose cock she was sucking. That didn’t stop her—and it was an
exciting new twist, an aynomous blowjob. He grew harder in her
mouth, and she deepthroated him.

“Nice,” she heard a voice
said she didn’t recognize. The cock was pulled out of her mouth and
was pulled to her feet by her wrists. Holding to her upper arm,
whoever was there led her toward the couch. “Lean over,” the voice
said. Veronica complied, bracing her upper body on the back of the
couch, her feet on the floor and her legs spread. She felt a cock
probing her pussy, and even as she did she felt a second cock brush
her lips. From the cologne and the size she knew the cock in her
mouth was Evan. But who was the man probing her pussy?

With that thought she gave a grunt as
the man behind her slammed his cock deep inside her. “Spit
roasted,” she heard him say. “Damn, this cunt is wet, you were
right, she loves this.”

Veronica tried to stifle the moan that
rose in her throat but could not and gave a soft groan. “Oh hell
she likes it,” the voice said. Her body was rocking from the
slamming of his cock into her from behind as Evan stood rigid and
Veronica was not sucking, instead letting the rhythm of her fucking
push her mouth on and off Evan’s cock.

The man fucking her from behind was
holding to her hips and he slapped her ass cheek, hard, causing her
to yelp, then the other cheek back and forth for three slaps, then
he caressed the reddened skin, now more sensitive to his touch and
with his balls slapping up against her clit Veronica started
cumming, squirting so forceful that she could hear the sound of her
pussy gushing.

“Yeah, that’s it, squirt on
this cock in your cunt,” the voice said again. He never slowed, his
hand reaching forward to grab a handful of hair and pull Veronica’s
head back, pulling her head off Evan’s cock.

“I’m gonna bust a nut in
this white bitch's cunt, deep in her belly,” the voice
said.

“Go ahead,” Evan said.
“That’s what it’s there for.”

“Yeah,” the voice said, his
breathing coming in rasps and his stroking faster and faster, the
movement bouncing Veronica’s breasts against the back of the couch,
and the with a loud drawn out groan he clutched her hips against
his body with no movement, then two hard slams, and a “yeah, yeah”
each time.

The voice withdrew his
cock.

“Don’t move,” Evan said.
“He wants a picture.”

Veronica heard the pop of a camera
flash three times but the light did not filter through the dark
mask. She could feel his cum dripping from her pussy.

“Thank you,” the voice said
from behind her.

“You’re welcome,” Evan
said. He had not been talking to Veronica. She stood in the same
position, expecting Evan might fuck her too but he didn’t. Instead
she felt him removing the blindfold.

Evan had four 100 dollar bills in his
hand. “Are you going to tell me who that was?” Veronica asked,
blinking in the bright lights as her eyes adjusted.

“No.”

“Really who was
it?”

“Does it matter? Someone I
said could fuck my black-owned pussy.” Evan held up the bills.
“Just a guy who paid to fuck you, whore.”

Evan gave her $200. “Frame one, a
souvenir of the first time your pussy was sold.”

 


***

 


Veronica wiped back the tears as she
rode down the elevator. She would get a shower in the attached gym,
and under the water let it run as hot as she could stand for long
minutes, her mind in turmoil over what had happened.

Evan had pimped her. She had no idea
who had fucked her. And from the way he acted she might never know.
Veronica felt her control was slipping away, and she was letting it
go. If she didn't stop now she had no idea where she might end
up.

Everything in her mind was screaming,
“STOP,” but she knew she wouldn't yet. She couldn't, but she could
not explain why she was continuing.

“At least until the last
model shoot,” she said. “I can't violate the contract.”

Veronica was apprehensive as she
recalled the last thing as she left Evan's apartment. “Next time we
will invite Troy so he can see your progress.”

 


***

 


Troy had not changed, solid,
dependable, her home, her love, her rock. She understood that he
was trying to live up to her enjoying the permission he had given
her without being threatened, and she clearly understood that what
he had envisioned as her being allowed to fuck another man to
compare the experience had blown into a full open-marriage on her
end. No, it was more than an open-marriage, it was her pursuit of
being a black owned black cock slut.

Hotwife was not the correct
word, she thought. She recognized that she was now a slut for black
cock, bordering on an addiction. Fucking a black man was on her
mind constantly. Every black man she saw she now sized up as a
potential lover, and she couldn't understand it but since the
Caribbean trip a long of black men had been hitting on
her.

In a grocery store or a shopping mall,
she was regularly approached by black men. Nothing inappropriate
but certainly black men wanting to start a conversation with her
with a frequency she had never known before.

She had not been experienced before
but she was well aware when flirting was crossing the line to
proposition.

 


***

 


The more black cock she got, the more
she wanted. Tren, Mulogo the one time he had visited a shoot, and
Evan in his training. For her fourth and fifth training sessions
she had walked into the living room nude, her clothes in a pile in
the foyer, to discover Payden there once and DeShawn.

Evan watched her fuck Payden, and he
and DeShawn had double teamed her.

The next shoot she arrived early with
Janine and Christy, meeting them at a popular bar down the street
from the hotel. Tren would not arrive until tomorrow, but Eton and
Aaron were both there with Christy and Janine.

Veronica did not know how to handle
being the odd person out. And to add to her frustration she was so
keyed up that she was dying to fuck Tren again.

“May I buy that for you?”
Veronica looked up into a looming black man, scruffy beard, very
dark skin, thick lips, and dressed in a button down shirt and
jeans, while everyone else was in sports jackets.

“Sure,” she said. He seemed
dangerous—and at this moment that intrigued her. She looked over at
the two couples groping each other in the booth and with the shots
giving her courage she exchanged a few pleasantries and interrupted
him.

“Look, I have to work
tomorrow and let’s save some time. If you want to fuck me I’m
willing, but I don’t want a lot of seduction. Do you want to fuck
me?”

“Come on,” the man said,
taking her wrist and leading her down the hall of the bar, past the
restrooms, and through a door marked, “Private, employees only.”
Veronica followed him into a room piled high with cases of liquor
in the center of the room, and stocked shelves around the walls.
She realized she didn’t know the man’s name and had no time to ask
as he was kissing her, pawing at her blouse, unbuttoning it and
pulling the sides off he shoulders, squeezing her breasts, kissing
her nipples hard, very hard.

“That hurts,” Veronica
said. He paid no attention. He pressed her back against the door
and kissed her again, lifting her skirt to her waist and tearing
her thong away and tossing it to the side. He began probing her
pussy with his fingers, and she unbuckled his pants, heaving for
breath. He was rock hard as she moved her hands to grab
him.

With one hand he shoved his pants
down, moving his cock toward pussy. Veronica had a moment of
clarity though. “Condom,” she said.

“I don’t like condoms,” he
said.

“It may not be for my
safety, but yours. You don’t know how many times I’ve fucked a
random stranger in the back room of a bar. Wanna risk it?” The man
dug into his pants, tore the wrapper off the condom he had there,
rolled it down his cock and pinning her back against the door
thrust his cock into her in a hard shove, frustrated that he had to
put a condom on, and pounding her hard in anger.

“Oh yeah, fuck me hard
baby.” Veronica needed his cock, needed black fucked, and it was a
good fuck, she came twice and was building for a third when he
stiffened, squeezed her so hard that she gasped, and released
her.

Veronica put wobbly legs down to the
floor after he withdrew. “Wow, that was good,” she said.

“Thanks,” he said, pulling
off the condom and dropping it into the trash can. He picked up her
torn thong and crammed it into his jeans pocket. “Something to
remember you by, uh…I didn’t get your name.”

“Let’s leave it without
names,” Veronica said. She smoothed down her skirt and buttoned two
strategic buttons on her blouse. For some reason she felt afraid
and wanted to leave this room. She opened the door and stepped into
the hall and back to the bar. Her lover did not follow.

Her friends were standing, having paid
the bill.

“There you are,” Christy
said. “We were going back to the hotel. I thought you had already
left.”

“You can’t tell,” Janine
laughed. “She’s just been fucked.”

“Damn,” Christy laughed,
“You start off prim and proper, and you are ending up a bigger slut
than I am.” She saw the man emerging from the hallway, smiling.
“Like ‘em big and rough huh? Come on let’s go.”

 


***

 


Veronica had not required a
rubber for any of her regular lovers. It was also such an urgent
need and rush that the desire to have a cock inside her seemed to
always override the caution of stopping long enough to roll a
condom down a black shaft.

Tren saw the large fresh hickeys on
her tits the next night when she stripped off for him. “Looks like
someone else been sucking on those nice tits, huh?”

“Maybe,” Veronica teased.
“But he’s not here. Why don’t you add some hickeys of your own to
my collection.”

They were still there
dotting her breasts when she returned home to Troy, and for some
strange reason he kept running his fingertips over the spots as she
described her night with Tren. She had not quite figured out how to
tell Troy about the bar fuck.

What she told Troy soon became a
sanitized version of the truth. If she fucked Tren on a trip, she
told him, but wouldn't say Tren had spent the nights in her bed.
She told him when Evan fucked her, but not about the training or
her pussy being black owned. The day was coming when she must tell
him, she knew, but she dreaded it.

 


***

 


The side benefit of all her new
promiscuity was the telling of what she had done seemed to enhance
her and Troy's sex life. Veronica could not finish her sanitized
story without their ending up fucking before she could finish.
There was no misunderstanding, Troy got turned on to the fact she
was fucking other men.

“You like me being slutty
with black men, don’t you?”

“I cannot lie about it,
yes, it is the hottest thing imaginable,” Troy said. He guided her
hand to his rock hard cock. “He thinks so too.”

I only hope when I tell him the full
story it will turn him on even more, she thought. She did not
understand why she was holding back the full truth, but after the
first time she held something back, afraid it might hurt him or he
might not understand, the holding back became easier—and what she
was holding back grew.

One fear about telling Troy the full
details was she feared he might want her to stop.

 


***

 


Veronica did have an overall plan on
keeping Troy at ease. She would ask for his reassurance, letting
him think he was still in control—but only she knew how untrue that
was becoming. “I fear my job is taking so much time away from you,”
she admitted to Troy.

“It's OK,” he said, pulling
her naked body to him. “It allows you to get more black cock and
come home and tell me about it. I love feeling your pussy soak as
you tell me about it. You love it so.”

“I do, but I love that you
are allowing me the opportunity to enjoy it even more. Are you sure
you are OK? Promise?”

“I'm good if you are good.
It is not what I would have ever envisioned a year ago, but here it
is. I'm more comfortable with it than I would have
thought.”

“Do you want me to stop? I
will if you want me to.” Veronica made this offer regularly,
knowing what his response would be.

“If you want to, Do you
want to stop.”

“Not right now. I love it
it, I love it a lot. It is like a high when I'm doing it.” Her
voice became more serious. “What if I don't want to?”

“Sounds like we will have
more sessions like this one.”

 



Chapter 14

 


Veronica had been home a while without
working, only going in to the office to work out and one training
session with Evan, and she enjoyed returning to domestic life,
sitting down with Troy for a homecooked meal of spaghetti and
meatballs.

“Evan called today,” Troy
said.

“Really? I saw him walk by
the workout room but he didn't speak.”

“He thinks I should watch
you get fucked.”

“He does, does he?”
Veronica was shocked. “So Evan is giving advice about my sex
life?”

“You know he has since day
one,” Troy said. Veronica had a moment of fear. What exactly had
Evan told him? “It was more or less his idea when I look back on
it. I wonder if he wasn't just doing it to get his cock inside
you.”

“Evan wants his cock inside
every white woman he sees,” she said.

“It worked.”

“Yes it did. And I do enjoy
fucking him.”

“So he has been right so
far?” Troy said. “You think?”

“More or less—he's been
here before with other women who have worked there.”

“Then maybe we should try
me watching,” Troy said. “I'm game.”

“I'm game too,” Veronica
said.

“Anyone in
mind?”

“No. How soon do you want
to try it?”

“Soon as it is feasible—no
need to disrupt anyone’s schedule,” Troy said.

“I'll work on it,” Veronica
smiled. “Give me some time. I want it to be spectacular for
you.”

Troy had a smirk and half grin. “Is
your pussy wet?”

“Why don't you check and
see,” Veronica smiled. “We can let the dishes wait.”

 


***

 


The conversation with Evan had not
been as simple as Troy implied. “You like the new wife you have?
Hornier, hotter, more open?”

“What’s not to like about
that,” Troy said.

“Small price to pay for
exclusivity, don’t you think?”

“I’m not sure, I miss the
old Veronica sometimes—but not when it comes to sex,” Troy
said.

“The reason I wanted to
call, I want to push her envelope a little more, get her a little
more out of her comfort zone, but I don’t want to do anything
without your prior knowledge and hopefully consent. She’s in a
relative comfort zone, used to getting fucked some when she’s out
of town, and I guarantee it’s on her mind more, one of the reasons
she is hornier. She get antsy when it a day or two before she
leaves for a shoot?”

“Oh hell yes, hornier, more
time shopping for something special, something sexy. And I know she
is not buying for me.”

“This has given her a new
freedom, you can see that right?”

“Yes, of
course.”

“Well I have a few minor
things I will ask her to try, but I want you on board.”

“Such as?”

“I want you to watch her
get fucked, I want her to know you are watching.”

“That didn’t go too well in
Barbuda,” Troy said.

“I know, but that was a
shock—this time would be more laid back, more exciting, and you end
up fucking her right then. I’ve been right on everything so far,
haven’t I?”

“Yes.”

“So I am going to push her
limits more, just so you know.” Evan was careful not to actually
ask permission, but more to tell him he was getting more intense
with Veronica unless Troy objected. The truth was Evan was going to
push her limits regardless, but when it happened Troy would at
least know he had not objected when he could have.

“OK.” Troy said.

 


***

 


Mulogo and Evan were in the
conference room. Three large posters were spread on the table,
Janine, Christy, and Veronica were each in a similar pose of that
in the second ad, a dark black man with a pretty white woman
pressed against him. The difference in these photos was each woman
had pulled far enough away from the man that her entire breast was
showing, each capped with rock hard nipples. The typically dark
shadows where the fleshes almost met was not there, instead
brightly lit and stark in silhouette against the
background.

The plan had initially been to use ice
on the models nipples to ensure their hard appearance, but with
each woman when the time came the staff realized the ice was
unnecessary, their nipples were rock hard from the eroticism of
their own.

“Brilliant,” Mulogo said.
“The revealing shots go to our wholesalers, with a very limited
release. Evan, you have created our own Perelli
calendar.”

“Not just that,” Evan
smiled, unrolling three more posters, these horizontal shots, the
left hand photo showing Janine, Christy, and Veronica in each of
their individual shots the same as the wholesalers poster, but
beside it was a second picture, one breast still exposed, the other
being squeezed by the male's large black hand. “These will only go
to the major distributors on even a more limited
release.”

“I am impressed. I knew we
came to the right agency.” He paused, “But there's something
missing I feel. I don't know but something. Mulogo looked up as it
came to him. “One of the women, in the silhouette, there should be
more than a nipple. Everyone is expecting that.”

“I've seen that face
Mulogo. You are on to something. What are you thinking?”

“Pierced. A nipple ring.
Maybe not everyone, but at least one model. Even if it is only one
nipple pierced, the nipple ring in silhouette too.”

“Damn, you are right. That
would make everything snap, make everyone do a double take. We
might even be able to run that ad in a men's magazine,” Evan
said.

“Who?”

“Ronika,” Evan said. “I
know she would be the most likely.”

“Then do it,” Mulogo said.
“We will send her and Tren back to reshoot in these same locations.
We go ahead with Janine and Christy's ads the way they
are.”

What about the third ad in the
series?” Mulogo asked

“We are stepping it up
another level for that.” Evan smiled.

 


***

 


The first series of ads
were a massive hit; they exceeded all sales expectations and caught
on immediately with social media and the press. Even better was
some social groups picked up on the interracial theme and were
playing it up as signs of racial harmony, hailing E&I as being
bold and pioneering in advancing the theme of black men with white
women. More companies wanted use of E&I models, and were
disappointed to learn that the Triple Threat team had an exclusive
two-year contract with Swirl. Some media outlets were already
referring to Janine, Christy, and Veronica as the Swirl
Girls.

The first few ads were
around a common theme. “The Perfect Swirl Martini” was the
headline, with the recipe requiring the ingredients: 1. Vermouth,
2.Swirl Gin, 3.Someone new (with the photo of the white female and
black male models) and 4. In the background would be the iconic
symbol of a famous place: Times Square, Statue of Liberty,
observation deck of the Empire State Building for the first three
ads, then for the second series the background would show the
Rockies in the background, later Yosemite valley. The drinks for
which the recipe would describe would vary too: Gimlet, Sloe Gin
Fizz, Tom Collins, Gin & Tonic.

Part of the intrigue was
they refused to give information about Ronika Mathis. The fact she
was seen not just in the ads but at several popular clubs and
events on dates with a celebrity like Tren made it more intriguing
to the social media sites, there was plenty of speculation but no
facts, and Evan and Mulogo were going to great lengths to heighten
the intrigue on the identities of all three models.

Between the hectic travel schedule and
time with Tren and her regular visits with Evan when she was home,
both men were enjoying the delights of her body more than
Troy.

In one 30-day period Veronica kept a
record, and Evan had shared her with other men more than she had
been fucked by Troy. And it was not having a positive effect on
things at home. Troy was withdrawn, quiet, and sullen, no matter
how much attention she would lavish on him when home. She knew a
serious talk was coming, but so far neither one of them had the
right time for it to happen.

They had yet to find a
time when Troy could watch her. Evan called as her
11th training session
approached.

“We are going to postpone
Evan being here until next time,” he said. “Something has come
up.”

“What?” Veronica said
instinctively, realizing that she wasn't going to get an answer as
soon as she said it.

“You will see. Something
new for you.”

 


***

 


Veronica stripped in the foyer,
wondering what new thing her owner had in store for her today. She
rounded the wall into the living room to see a young woman sitting
there with long dark hair. She had tattoos up both arms and an deep
V neck top displaying a full upper chest tattoo of a floral design.
For an instant Veronica wondered if Evan was going to ask her to be
with a woman for his amusement, but she doubted it, both of them
were fully clothed.

“Come over here,” Evan
said, patting the couch beside him. Veronica moved beside
him.

“Are you black owned?” He
started what was almost a ritual, reconfirming their
agreement.

“I am.”

“And what do I get from
you?”

“Whatever you want,”
Veronica said.

“This is Kimberly,” Evan
said. “It’s time I mark you as mine. And we are killing two birds
with one stone actually. It is needed for our contract.”

Veronica shrank back. She
didn't want to be marked, and certainly not a tattoo like Kimberly
was covered in. She stiffened, knowing they had talked about owned
black cock sluts sometimes being marked. Evan saw her
face.

“No not a tattoo,” Evan
said, the words “yet” on the tip of his lips but unsaid.

“I want your nipples
pierced for me. You have beautiful tits, fantastic nipples, and I
want to decorate them even more. I want to hang diamond dangles
from your nipples. I want rings in them now, and we will do more as
you heal.”

“What?” Veronica said,
recoiling, looking down at her breasts.

“It only hurts a second,”
Kimberly said. “I'm licensed and do this a lot.” She pulled up her
top to reveal large rings through each of her nipples. “I know what
I'm talking about it. You will love them.”

Hesitantly Veronica nodded. She
wondered how she would explain pierced nipples to Troy.

Kimberly moved to the other side of
Veronica on the couch, and touched Veronica's nipples, gently, with
a woman's touch, examining them with a professional air. “They are
thick, so it will take a little longer to heal, but they will look
great.” Evan nodded.

Kimberly took a marker and
after looking back and forth several times placed a dot on the side
of each nipple. She took what looked like pliers with an open slot
at the front, and opened and donned a pair of surgical gloves. She
opened a long thick needle from a sterile pack. Taking the pliers
to Veronica's nipple, she clamped it tight on her nipple. Veronica
yelped in pain.

It did not slow Kimberly. She deftly
picked up the long needle and moved it to the loop in the pliers on
Veronica's nipple. Holding a cork in her other hand on the other
side of the nipple, she looked at Veronica. “Take three deep
breaths,” she said. On the third breath Veronica felt a burst of
pain at her nipple.

“Owww,” she screamed, and
stopped, the flash of pain stopped, she felt a rush for some
reason, and then the throbbing pain. She looked down as Kimberly
inserted a gold right through her nipple and unfastened the
pliers.

Quickly Kimberly repeated
the process on Veronica's other nipple. The second one did not hurt
as much. “There done,” Kimberly said.

“Go look in the mirror at
how beautiful your tits are,” Evan said. As she did Evan paid
Kimberly and she was gone. Veronica turned to Evan. The pain was
subsiding.

“Do my nipples pierced make
you happy?”

“Indeed they do. My marking
of you. Once you have healed I will add small charms to the rings,
a spade with a Q, and sometimes bells.”

“Anything you want,”
Veronica said.

“Right now I want to fill
your pussy with my cum.” Veronica walked into the bedroom. Aroused
from witnessing the marking of his black cock slut, Evan was
uncharacteristically quick.

Evan sat up and watched his cum
pouring from Veronica's pussy. “I love putting my cum in you,” he
said. “I like knowing I came inside that pussy when it was
fertile.” Evan reached forward and pulled her pubis up, opening her
pussy a little and a glob of cum rolling out. “It could be that way
again,” he said.

“I'm your slut but that is
outside the boundaries,” Veronica said. “Don't go
there.”

“I think about it
sometimes, Do you?”

“Sometimes.”

“Did you take an EPT test?
I bet you did.” Veronica remained silent. “Tell me.”

“You have decorated my tits
with your rings; can we let that be enough for today? Put another
load of your black baby making juice in my white cunt, coat my womb
with your cum.” The diversion worked, as Evan walked on his knees
toward her head for Veronica to suck him back to
hardness.

“Yes,” she said as he
entered her, soaked with the cum that had not drained from his
previous deposit.

 


***

 


Troy was looking at the mock-ups for
the second series of ads. “Since you are now a part of the family
there's no need to keep marketing plans from you,” Evan said, more
to keep Troy from giving Veronica shit about her time away from him
than any other reason.

The second ad series
continued the previous theme, but this time with international
backgrounds, Ipanema Beach in Rio, Orient Beach in St. Martin,
Waileah in Hawaii. In each ad was a profile view of a black man and
a topless white woman, her body pressed into his chest, mashing her
breasts (but covering her nipples).

The ad proofs were spread
out, also there was the outtake of the shot with Veronica against
Tren but her nipples visible.

“We have to reshoot that
one,” Veronica said. “We are going back to all those
locations.”

“Why?” Troy asked, “There's
nothing wrong with these.”

“The last shot, they wanted
a modification to the nipple shot.”

“Huh?”

Veronica lifted her top to display the
gold rings adorning the tips of her breasts. “Oh my God,” Troy
said. “When did, who, why?”

“I just told you why, and
as you must figure out, earlier today. Well what do you
think?”

“Truthfully?” Troy
asked.

“Of course.”

“I love the look. Was it
painful?”

“Not as much as you can
imagine, but it will be a while before you can play with them,”
Veronica said. “There is a lot of pain in the ass stuff keeping
them clean, stuff like that.”

“Let me know the minute I
can,” he said. “I do like them.”

“Good,” Veronica said,
moving closer. “It will not affect my fucking you know. I got
fucked earlier, why don't you come and reclaim my
pussy.”

Troy smiled and reached for her. “I
want you right here, right now. Start by sucking my
cock.”

Veronica dropped to her knees as Troy
was lowering her pants. Sitting on the couch Troy scooted to the
edge to give her better access, kicking off his shoes and socks as
she sucked him. Veronica stopped long enough to pull her top over
her head and remove her skirt. She squatted as she sucked him, and
as she turned her back to him, she lowered her body on his lap as
he guided himself into his wife.

Veronica looked down at the floor at
the small puddle of Evan's cum that had oozed out of her as she was
sucking her husband. I am a slut, she thought as she rocked up and
down on Troy's cock.

 


***

 


A few magazines refused the second
ads, which made them all the more well known. “We can't buy that
kind of publicity,” Evan laughed when he learned of the denials and
issued a quick Twitter response of outrage.

The photo showing
Veronica's pierced nipple was even more popular than Mulogo
anticipated. The second series ads were hailed for their eroticism
much like the old Obsession ads implying manage a trois in their
advertising.

For the second series of
ads there was a similar theme to the first, a recipe for a
well-known drink that now included Swirl gin, adding the component
of a white woman and black man, and for this series the background
changed to those of various beaches. Depending upon the beach was
the deciding factor of the model wearing a bikini bottom or not.
She was topless with her back turned toward the camera in all the
ads.

 


***

 


Veronica had arrived at Evan’s
apartment 45 minutes before Troy, stripping in the foyer as usual,
kneeling in front of Evan as he collared her, attached the leash,
and had her suck his cock. He did not stop her in mid-course to
fuck her, as he often did, but this time telling her to go on,
holding the back of her head on his cock as he began cumming, so
much that a trickle of cum came out of the side of her mouth
despite her trying to swallow as quickly as possible.

When she pulled off his mouth she
looked up at him and smiled, his cum still on her cheek.

“You husband will be here
soon, go in the bathroom and reapply your make-up. I want dark
eyes, very dark, and that bright red lipstick I picked out. Stay in
the bedroom, I’ll be there once he gets situated.”

“Situated? How is this
going to work?”

“You’ll see my sweet slut,
remember who owns this pussy. Do as I say.”

“Yes sir,” Veronica
said.

Veronica sat on the bed, looking at
herself in the mirrored closet doors, her hair down, makeup applied
as Evan asked, the black collar with the leash around her neck, and
black stiletto heels. Nothing more except her pierced navel with a
new Q and spade dangling from it and the two gold rings through her
nipples. “You look like a whore,” she said to the reflection in the
mirror. “Maybe you are.”

The pain from touching her nipple
rings was faded, and the sensitivity had increased as Kimberly had
promised when she was piercing them. She heard the knock at the
door and muffled voices.

Evan appeared at the door. “He’s here,
in the living room. Stand up.” She did, stepping to him,
apprehensive about what was going to happen, about how her husband
would react, how she would respond. It was one thing to having
given her permission to explore what she might have missed. But now
Troy was the one person that she was not sure she wanted to watch
her, to see her giving herself to someone else, yielding her body
that had only been reserved for Troy enjoyed by someone else—and
there was another worry, how much her total enjoyment of taking
black cock would be revealed to her husband. She knew Troy had no
idea how much she loved black cock now. If she wasn’t addicted she
was on the brink. She hoped how close would not show to her
husband.

Evan stripped his clothes, his cock
already hard.

Evan opened his dresser drawer and
withdrew a jewelry box. Inside were two gold plated small bells
with clasps. Veronica soon understood the reason for the clasps, as
Evan clipped a bell to each nipple ring. She expected the
additional weight to hurt but it didn’t, instead feeling like a
soft tug, like a lover’s pull on her nipple between a finger and
thumb.

 


Veronica felt the tingle of excitement
from anything new that Evan devised, and this was certainly that.
Evan took her leash and led her into the living room. In an easy
chair facing the couch was her husband, a blindfold over his eyes.
Veronica looked up at Evan, questioning. He held his finger to his
lips in a shush.

The bells made small tinkling sounds
as she stepped, even though she was trying to walk light. Evan
motioned for her to bend over the couch arm and he moved behind her
without speaking.

Evan’s cock was familiar to her now,
and she kept her hands on the arm of the couch as Evan rubbed his
cock around her pussy, coating the head of his cock with her juices
before sinking it inside her. She gasped, more so the second stroke
when the motion bounced her boobs and the bells began
ringing.

Troy’s first awareness they were in
the room, was the familiar sound of Veronica when she first felt a
cock plunging into her, and he was certain with the whumping of
their flesh meeting and the gasps and whimpers of his wife that she
was being fucked. His senses were heightened with the denial of his
sight and his ears were yearning for more sounds he could
distinguish. The rhythmic chiming of the bells he didn’t
understand.

Troy didn’t understand why he had been
asked to come watch and now he was blindfolded.

Evan was giving Veronica a steady
stroke, making the bells ring, and he spoke. “I want you to
remember this, Troy. Remove your blindfold now.” Troy did as asked
and saw his wife being fucked from behind by Evan as she leaned on
the couch arm. He understood the ringing of the bells as each
thrust shook the bells, causing their ringing to increase more as
he hit her pussy harder, faster. The black collar and the leash
hanging from it draped to the couch.

Veronica was looking at Troy, locking
eyes with him but not seeing him, her face lost in lust, but she
focused on him, imagining the scene she was providing, wondering
what he was thinking, but able to see the tent he was making inside
his pants.

Veronica gave a heave for breath and
started cumming, the thought of her husband watching an erotic
rush.

“There’s a camera on the
table,” Evan said. “Take some photos.”

Troy took up the camera and began
taking shots, moving to get angles, the soft “pop” of the flash
filling the room in concert with the ringing bells, the sounds of
two people fucking, and the moaning of two people cumming at the
same time.

Evan slammed her hard and she fell
forward over the couch, spent, her legs spread. Evan stepped to the
chair where he had laid a towel and wiped his cock.

Troy stopped shooting and resumed his
seat. Veronica looked over at him as Evan left the room, her body
still draped over the couch arm, her shoulders resting on the seat
as she regained her strength.

“Are you all
right?”

“Yes.” Troy said. “Are
you.”

“Yes. I loved it all, I
love you watching,” she said.

Evan came back into the room holding a
piece of paper. He handed it to Troy. “This is a contract we
signed. Your wife is black-owned.”

Troy took the paper and read it
slowly, looking up at Evan, now holding Veronica’s leash, both of
them naked and unashamed, watching Troy read the contract. Veronica
was scared, shaking a little. She had no clue why Evan was showing
him the contract, but in a way it was a relief—all of the things
she had kept from him about Evan’s ownership of her would be out in
the open now. She prayed her marriage could survive it. Troy
read:

 


IT IS AGREED, on this
date, in, by, and between the white woman known as VERONICA PIERCE
henceforth referred to as “She” or “Whore”, and the Black man,
known as Evan Washington henceforth referred to as the Owner, that
the she knowingly and willingly agrees to engage in sexual acts
with the Owner, and any other Black man or men the Owner so
chooses, for his/their own sexual pleasure and
amusement.

She and Owner acknowledge
that the term "whore", for the purposes of this contract, does not
indicate, or signify, prostitution in any form, and that the term
"owner", for the purposes of this contract, does not indicate, or
signify, ownership of an enslaved or indentured
individual.

Furthermore, by signing
this contract, she acknowledges that her personal belief system is
such that she, as a white woman, it is designed to be for her own
sexual pleasure and amusement. Therefore, the Owner agrees and She
agrees to allow use of her body for his own sexual pleasure and
additionally to allow other Black men to use her in the same
manner, in order to achieve the desired conditions of her pleasure
and sexual exploration, at his discretion.

In consideration of the
Owner’s commitment, she agrees to abide by all the tenets and
conditions outlined within this contract.

TERM. Termination of the
contract may be done by the Owner at any time and for any reason
and there shall be no financial or other obligation from the Owner
during or after termination of this agreement. A written notice of
termination by the Owner immediately nullifies the obligations of
the Whore.

OBLIGATIONS. She
acknowledges that she is obligated to adhere to and comply with the
tenets whenever she is in the presence of the Owner, or any other
Black man or men that the Owner has designated. She will be
submissive, and passive towards the Owner or his
designates.

. • She will answer and
respond, without hesitation to any name or combination thereof that
the Owner or any and all other Black men deem necessary or
appropriate, included but not limited to “Whore”, “Slut” and
“Cunt”.

• She will actively and
enthusiastically engage in sexual intercourse with Black men,
without the use of a condom, and receive internal ejaculation,
without hesitation when ordered to do so. It is implicit as a part
of this agreement that any other partners the Owner may bring will
have been screened and have provided proof of cleanliness and no
STD’s. Any failure to do so will nullify this agreement.

• She will actively and
enthusiastically engage in fellatio with Black men, without the use
of a condom, and receive either oral or facial ejaculation, without
hesitation. She will actively and enthusiastically swallow, without
hesitation all seminal fluid that is deposited in to her mouth from
any and all Black men, when asked to do so.

• She will regard herself
and her white body as a physical object created for the pleasure of
black men, and will consider herself to be a piece of material
property that is a possession of the Owner, when in his presence
and in all sexual situations.

•She will eagerly strip,
serve and entertain Owner and any of his friends when requested and
will dress as owner desires and will wear “slut” clothing and
makeup when requested for Owners pleasure.

•She agrees to be collared
and leashed, and that act will serve as her total submission
whenever she is collared.

• She will, to the best of
her ability, do any and all other tasks or actions, not listed
within this document, for the purposes of her own sexual pleasure
and amusement and that of the Owner or any other he may so
designate, at all times and in all circumstances

• She will submit willing
to her Owner’s discipline, including spanking and bondage. Owner
agrees to not to exceed limits of physical punishment and to
protect the white woman’s physical looks and health as it is in his
interest to do so to preserve the white woman’s value as his
property. Piercings and tattoos are at the discretion of the
Owner.

•She agrees that she will
not restrict any photographing, video recording or other
documentation of any of her actions while with her owner or someone
he has designated. Furthermore, She hereby release all rights,
financial, proprietary, or otherwise, to all photographs,
videotapes, movies, audio-recordings, computer media recordings, or
any other form of documentation used to record or chronicle her
during the duration of this contract and for a period of no less
than two (2) years after the contract is terminated. No public
display or posting of any said recordings or photographs will be
allowed in which she could be identified.

The owner shall have
unrestricted use of her photos and video recordings in all other
instances.

CONTRACTUAL POSSESSION.
She acknowledges that her legal obligation is to the contract
itself and not to the individual Black man/men who are her current
Owner. Therefore, she further acknowledges that the Owner has the
authority and right to bequeath possession of this contract for
whom all the same rights and privileges apply.

She also acknowledges that
she has no right to challenge or question a transfer of this
contract, or to choose to whom this contract is transferred to, or
to be notified of a transfer prior to it being
initiated.

I, Veronica Pierce, being
of sound mind and of legal age to enter into a legally binding
contract, do hereby proclaim that I have read and understand this
contract in its entirety, and that I agree to abide by and fully
comply with all the tenets, conditions, and provisions contained
within. I therefore agree to this contract in its entirety and
agree to take full responsibility and to be held accountable, as
attested to by the following signatures.

 


The bottom of the document bore the
signatures of Veronica and Evan.

Troy looked up. “You signed
this?”

“Yes.” Veronica
said.

“You wanted to sign it, of
your own free will?”

“Yes, I wanted to see what
it would be like. It sounded like fun,” Veronica said in a low
voice. Troy looked at Evan.

“You know this is not
enforceable in a court?”

“Absolutely. But it does
lay out where everyone stands,” Evan said.

“And where do I stand?”
Troy asked.

“Her husband, who wants his
wife to receive excitement and sexual fulfillment that few women
can enjoy. You stand as the person who loves, clothes, and feeds
her, but would do this for her happiness. You allow her to enjoy
the fire that says she has beauty and is desired by others, and has
a need to enjoy the best sex possible, including the variety of
different partners. With her ownership by a black bull the husband
transfers part of the responsibility for her comfort and pleasure
to him. Let me ask a question.”

“Go ahead.”

“Have you felt neglected
sexually recently?”

“No.”

“Has your sex life with
your wife been better than it has in years?”

“Yes.”

“Has she denied you
anything you wanted, and in some instances gave you pleasures you
had not experienced before?”

“Yes. But why a contract?
Why are you showing this to me?”

“Because I don’t like
secrets, I want everyone to know where everyone else stands—and I
want you to sign your agreement to it as well.”

“For you to own my
wife?”

“Yes. Black owned. It is
primarily sexual, as you know. Your agreement gives her even more
freedom to enjoy what I can give her. And there is a time limit; it
is a brief journey with an end.”

Troy looked at his wife. “Do you want
me to sign it?”

“This is hitting me out of
the blue; I had no idea that Evan would show you the
contract.”

“That wasn’t the question.
How would you feel toward me if I were to sign something giving up
sexual ownership of you for a year.”

“How would I feel? Excited,
if I have to tell the truth,” Veronica said. “So yes, if you have
no objection I want you to sign it.”

Troy hesitated. “Don’t make up your
mind yet,” Evan said. “We’re not quiet through, but I do ask that
you do not interrupt.”

“OK,” Troy said. There was
a knock at the door. Veronica looked at Evan.

“Answer to door, whore.” He
said. Veronica stepped to the foyer, her heels clicking on the
floor, the tinkle of the bells on her nipples and the whiff of her
heavy perfume in the air as she walked by Troy’s chair,
naked.

Veronica opened the door, standing
behind it, and saw a tall and wide black stranger. “I’m here for
Evan,” he said, leering at Veronica as he stepped inside and she
closed the door. He did not seemed shocked to see the door answered
by a nude white woman, or to see a white man sitting in a high wing
back chair facing the couch where Evan sat in a pair of red
sweatpants.

“Hey Anthony, glad you
could make it.”

“Glad to be here, good to
see you again,” the mountain of a man said, shaking Evan’s
hand.

“This is my new black cock
slut, Veronica. She has signed a black-owned agreement a few weeks
ago.” He motioned to Troy, “And this is her husband, Troy. He has
just learned about the contract and has been asked to sign his end
of the contract as well.”

“Troy,” Anthony
nodded.

“I thought it would be
better to demonstrate to him what black ownership entails,” Evan
said. “And I knew you would help in the demonstration.”

“Indeed I would,” Anthony
said. “She is a beautiful woman. She a good cocksucker?”

Evan looked at Veronica. “Suck his
cock.” Veronica hesitated only a second before she ubuckled
Anthony’s pants, lowered them to his ankles, pulled down his boxers
to reveal a thick uncut cock almost as big as Mulogo’s. She
actually moaned when she saw it, and concentrated on taking in her
mouth, looking up at Anthony. He watched her suck his cock for a
few seconds and addressed Evan.

“She broke in to black
cock?”

“Yes, she is.”

“Stretched her out or is
she still tight?”

“Recovers back to tight
pretty quick,” Evan said, talking about Veronica as if she wasn’t
there. Anthony held the back of her head and she gagged, he didn’t
let her go, choking her for a second on his cock then letting her
go, gasping.

“You like sucking that
cock, slut?” Anthony said. Veronica nodded, glancing over at Troy,
not a pleading look to intervene, but more of a sorrowful look, one
that said she was sorry that he had to witness this—but she was in
tune with what was happening. “Don’t nod, say it.”

“I love sucking your cock,”
she said.

“Damn right,” Anthony said.
Again to Evan he said, “Wanna let me stretch this cunt out some for
you?”

“Be my guest,” Evan said.
“Use the guest room down the hall if you don’t mind. Show him,”
Evan said.

Veronica rose to her feet, face
flushed, eyes wide, her chest rising and falling in heavy breaths
from the aroused excitement of the moment. Troy could see the lust
in her eyes. He knew the look of the height of sexual desire in his
wife, and could read her like a book on her level of sexual
interest during foreplay. It was a good indicator on where to go
sexually for the rest of their night.

This night she was in a degree of lust
beyond what he had ever seen before—and the first time he had seen
her this hot and eager for another man. Yes, he had seen her
fucking more than one man on Barbuda, but it was nothing compared
to the sexual tension he saw in her now. She gave him a hint of a
smile and led Anthony down the hall, the tinkling of the bells on
her tits chiming fainter and fainter.

“Did you see what I think
you saw just now?” Evan asked.

“That she wanted it so
badly, was so eager for it? I saw it. Hell, I could feel it,” Troy
said.

“You’re a good husband
Troy, but you and I both know that were she not black-owned right
now she could have never reached this level.” The sound of a
creaking bed and a moan almost mixed as a yell emanated from the
bedroom, she was howling “Yes, Yes, fuck me,” at the top of her
voice.

“At this moment she wants
to be black-owned, even though she may not consciously know it
herself.”

“So, what you are saying is
you are going to be setting up more of this type of thing?” Troy
asked.

“More like trying to keep
her unsure of what’s next, anticipating, with some anxiety. Never
knowing who will come through the door or what I will ask, but her
determined to comply. It’s like a game, me pushing, her resisting
pushing back. Eventually she or I will say ‘enough’ and the
contract fades away. Never seen or heard of one lasting more than a
year, actually. But along the way it is a sexual roller coaster,
reaching heights of pleasure and satisfaction that is unknown to
her before,” Evan said.

“Again, where does that
leave me,” Troy asked. Veronica’s voice changed to a wail, the to a
“fuckme, fuckme, fuckme coming like a machine gun burst.

“That leaves you with the
woman fucking like that coming home to you—wanting to come home to
you. You are giving up nothing but a little of her time,” Evan
said.

“Cum inside me, fill my
cunt full,” Veronica screamed down the hall.

“You know the bedroom door
is closed, don’t you?”

“No, I didn’t.” Troy went
down the hall, turned the hall light out and cracked the door.
Veronica was on her back, her knees to her shoulders, Anthony’s
bulk almost concealing her had he not been viewing from her side.
He was pummeling her and she was moaning over and over, “I love
black cock, oh my god I’m such a whore for black cock, give me that
big black cock.” Troy watched, amazed, turned on at how erotic his
wife looked lost in the passion of being black fucked. She never
knew he was there. He closed the door and walked back into the
living room where Evan waited.

Troy looked again at the piece of
paper and signed it. Evan took it and placed it in a table drawer.
“I’m going to go down the hall and join them,” he said. “You are
welcome to come join in, watch, or I will send you the videos, I
have cameras rigged in most of the rooms.” He pointed to the
corners of the room. “I figure you wife is going to be occupied for
a few more hours, one of the reasons I invited Anthony here. I’ve
seen this before. If not, we’ll have her home before lunch
tomorrow,” Evan said. “But she may not be as hot and horny as usual
until tomorrow afternoon. After Anthony she’ll need some recover
time.”

“Tell her I’ll see her
tomorrow,” Troy said. “I’ll let myself out.”

“Nah, I’ll show you to the
door. I know this is a shock but it will be fine, trust me.” Troy
walked through the door and as the door closed he could see Evan
turn down the hall, his hands at the waist of his
sweats.

In the entrance to the building as he
passed the security guard behind the counter he was so lost in
thought that he almost bumped into a massive black man with a bald
head in his late 40’s in sweats every bit as big as Anthony. “I’m
here to see Evan,” he heard him say. Troy slowed down as the guard
looked at his clip board.

“Yes, you are on the list,
go on up. 9th
floor. Wait, there’s a note here, it says the door
will be open, come on in.”

 



Chapter 15

 


It was the start of the shoot for the
third series, the theme to be indoors, but the art directors wanted
to continue the theme of a recognizable landmark in the background.
The three couples were in Las Vegas, the shooting room a large
suite with a glass wall overlooking the glowing mile-long permanent
lit Christmas tree they called The Strip.

The three couples had made
a showing of a couple of clubs known for paparazzi, and at the new
trendy replacement for the Palms, where they had been drinking
since the early evening.

The plan had worked, thanks to Evan
tipping off some photographers and catching all three women in the
ad series and their black escorts going into the club. Someone had
smuggled a low-light camera into the VIP area and had even captured
Ronika Mathis showing off her piercings to the others, her bared
breasts hitting several of the celebrity skin sites before they had
even left the club, which the girls had all checked on their
phones.

Christy smiled and said, “I've
something new to show too,” and smiling at Eton, she stood, turned
her ass to the group and pulled down her skirt low enough to reveal
a twisted vine tramp stamp. “Eton picked it out and I got it for
him,” she said. Janine and Veronica peered forward in the dim
light. “Can you see the leaves? A few of them are not leaves but
small spades. He said that is to indicate how much I love black
cock.”

“We could all get one like
that,” Janine laughed. “Thing is I am not into tattoos.”

“You certainly are,”
Veronica said to Eton.

“Yeah, I like 'em,” the
young man said. “Each one tells a story, a part of my life, just
like the one I chose for Christy. Whenever she sees it in the
mirror she will be able to recall the day she got it, the wild
fucking I gave her in the morning before we left to do it, and mark
the day. The fact she would get a tat that I chose, well, we're
connected by that forever.”

“Yeah, I can see that,”
Veronica said. Eton was wearing a tight wife-beater and black
pants, with most of his exposed flesh showing a tat of some sort.
The drinks made Veronica bolder than she might not have normally
been. “Do you have tats all over?”

Eton looked over at Christy
who laughed. “Go ahead, show her.” He stood, moved closer to
Veronica, almost in her face, and unzipped his pants, pulling down
his boxes to show how the curled snake at his waist went lower,
circling again just over his cock. Veronica knew he was very thick
from what Christy said, but she was not expecting Eton to reach
down and pull his cock into view. There was a thick round ring at
the tip of his cock.

“Oh my god!” Veronica
gasped. “Your...”

“It's called a Prince
Albert,” Eton said, slowly pulling his shorts back up.

“Didn't that hurt?”
Veronica asked.

“Probably no more than your
pierced nipples,” he said. “I love pierced nipples too,” glancing
over at Christy.

“Maybe someday,” Christy
said. “If I've had enough to drink.”

“That's a thought, all of
us having matching pierced nipples,” Veronica laughed.

“Count me out girls,”
Janine said. “Morbid fear of needles. You would have to take me to
the emergency room for something like that. Sorry.”

Veronica was still curious. “Why would
you do that?”

“Appearance, different
feel.”

“Does it really feel
different?” Veronica asked.

“Ask Christy,” Eton
said.

“Yeah, especially rubbing
it over my clit,” Christy said. “I get off quick when he does
that.” The two women exchanged glances, then over to
Janine.

“Are we thinking alike?”
Janine asked. The three men looked back and forth not
understanding.

“It would fuck with the art
directors of the campaign, they've been so controlling about
everything we've done,” Veronica said.

“It would be sure to light
up social media,” Christy added.

“Any objections?” Janine
asked. The three women shook their head no in unions.

“What are you talking
about,” Aaron asked, his arm still around Janine, laying on her
partner that had her almost spilling out of the blue lace up top
and white club wear.

“Like in Barbuda,” Christy
said.

“OK girls, what are you
taking about,” Tren said.

“When we were in Barbuda,
the three top people at Swirl said they only wanted models for the
series that were into black men. And they wanted us to prove
it.”

“Let me guess how you
proved it,” Aaron laughed.

“Don't get ahead of me,”
Janine said. “So we paired off that night, and the next day we had
an orgy at the beach and everyone did everyone else.”

“Hell, I'm in,” Aaron said.
“I've been wanting that cute ass for a long time,” he said to
Christy.

“You want to feel what that
thick ring feels like tapping on that pussy,” Eton asked Veronica.
You want to see all my tats?”

“Long as you don't mind a
more mature woman.”

“Shit, I like older women,”
Eton said.

“Guess that leaves us,”
Tren said to Janine.

“Not a problem to me,”
Janine said, “I always like them tall.”

“Then you will like him,”
Veronica said. “Shall we ladies? Let's make a show for the
photographers when we each leave with someone different than we
came in with.” They all laughed in a drunken gaggle headed toward
the door through the crowd pulsating to the throbbing lights and
thumping beat.

 


***

 


Troy opened the files Evan
had sent and watched Anthony fucking his wife, the Evan joining in
and the two men double teaming her for a moment before Evan took
over, turning her back over to Anthony as he left the
room.

In a few minutes he was back, followed
by the man Troy had seen in the lobby. Anthony stopped fucking her
when the other man came into the room, and took a robe from the
back of the door and wrapped as much of it as he could around
himself.

Veronica rose up, holding
herself up on her elbows, staring at the big man in the sweats. As
Troy watched on the film, the man pulled a roll of bills from his
pocket, peeled off five hundreds, and Evan said something to
Veronica that Troy could not make out.

Veronica lay back on the
bed with her forearm over her eyes, Anthony and Evan left the room,
and the black man stripped off his sweats, rolled a Magnum XL
condom on his cock and moved straight to the bed, grasping
Veronica’s legs and sliding her half off the bed, pausing only long
enough to guide his cock into her pussy.

Troy watched his wife’s face, her eyes
widen, the words, “Oh my god,” forming on her lips, and then as the
big man began fucking her Troy could hear her panting, “Fuck me.”
After the man finished he stepped into the bathroom, flushed the
condom, dressed and was gone.

Evan stepped back in the room with
Anthony, but Veronica was curled up into a ball on the bed. “Roll
over and open up those legs, whore,” he could hear Evan say. She
complied. “You liked that didn’t you. It pleased me and you liked
it, tell the truth.”

“I loved it,” Veronica
said, giving Evan a kiss even as Anthony was putting his cock
inside her again.

 


***

 


Troy was surfing sites and
often checked the celebrity sites. Before he left for work he
checked a site to see a new headline, “The Swirl girls are
swirling. It looks like variety is the spice of life for the three
models of the Swirl Gin ad fame, partying last night entering with
one man and leaving with another.” There was a photo of Veronica
wrapped around the tattooed man often seen with Christy in her
ads.

Troy knew she would have a story when
she came home.

And at that moment Veronica was indeed
working on the story that Troy would not believe, for at that
moment a black man with so many tattoos that he looked fully
clothed—except for his face, hands, and genitals, in particular a
long black cock that was at that moment plunging into Veronica's
clutching pussy for, the fourth or fifth time that
night.

Veronica had lost count, in
fact she almost wondered if she had ever stopped fucking or sucking
since she had gone into Eton's room. Christy had given her no
warning of the stallion that Eton was. She was half-asleep and she
felt Eton crawl back into the bed again, but he felt different, she
rolled over to see Aaron smiling.

“Surprise,” he said.
Christy said if we were going to re-enact Barbuda that I should
come fuck you too. Tren is heading to Christy right now—but of
course if you object I will not force myself on you.

Veronica reached for his cock, found
it hard, and pushed his shoulder back, moved astride his cock and
plunging it into her pussy still full of Eton's cum. “What if I
force myself on you instead,” she said, leaning over and brushing
her breasts over his chest, kissing him.

“Fuck me hard,” she said.
“God I love black cock. Never stop fucking me with that black
dick.”

 


***

 


The liquor and it's sales campaign was
hailed as the success story of the year, and the publicity
surrounding the models and their black lovers was roiling through
social media, the mystery of who the women really were and their
silence enhancing the curiosity.

The hush hush photo shoots
for the third ads had been kept restricted for good reason. It was
Evan's idea that the women should look like they had just finished
fucking, and to ensure the realism that was exactly what had
happened. As the camera rolled, Veronica and Tren stripped each
other and she fucked him in a half-dozen different positions. It
was a turn on she had not expected, getting carried away and
getting a big black cock inside her in front of the three man crew.
It turned her on more than she could have imagined, so much that
after the first shoot she and Tren did it again, out from under the
covers, still as the three man crew watched and filmed.

Veronica wanted to put on a show and
she did.

Evan wanted everyone
comfortable, so at his suggestion, and with enthusiastic
cooperation the models agreed, each couple would spend the night
together in the photo studio. The next morning a little make-up was
added, lights set up, and a photographer was brought in,
photographing Veronica and Tren as they fucked again, and then
posing with the sheets strategically placed for the actual ad that
would be in print. A blurred well-edited promo video was released
to social media.

 


***

 


The final piece of the promotional
campaign followed. First explicit photos of the models being
fucked, open poses with faces clear, breasts exposed, and the
unmistakable view of a black cock buried inside their pussies were
made available to wholesalers who had doubled their sales
expectations.

For the distributors the
reward was a full blown unblurred video of each model fucking her
celebrity black lover. As expected, it was soon leaked and was
viral on the porn sites, again carefully edited so that the Swirl
liquor bottle label was featured throughout. While it was
embarrassing to the models, it sold a lot of liquor.

It was a brilliant
effective campaign. The explicit shots came as a surprise to Troy
as he was surfing a porn site, catching something familiar about
the small shot, not realizing that the woman on her back with the
big black cock in her pussy was his own wife. The photo already had
10,000 views and 125 downloads. That number doubled by the end of
the day.

The strain of concern that
he may have been too hasty in moving forward with giving Veronica
permission to play—and despite what they told each other, in his
mind Troy suspected Evan had played them both.

 


***

 


The talk finally came. “It may be time
for you to stop all this,” Troy said. “I’m afraid it is out of
hand.”

“It already is out of
hand,” Veronica said. “More than you know.”

Troy didn’t push it at the moment, but
his heartstrings were locking in panic. He knew what he has just
heard, but it was too shocking to register.

“Then quit. We can go back
to the way we were,” he said.

“I don’t think I can quit,”
she said. “I don’t want to quit. I don’t.” Veronica burst into
tears, and Troy took her into his arms.

Troy held her as she
sobbed, unclear if the reason for her display of emotion was either
she wanted to break Evan’s hold, or she was afraid he would ask her
to stop.

 


***

 


For Janine the fallout from
the explicit photos had been quick. After the fucking shots were
released, her husband announced he had enough. It was one thing for
her to enjoy her black lovers discreetly, but in public was too
embarrassing. They separated because Janine refused to quit the
campaign until her contract expired.

Christy was still on board and she
didn't care what anyone else said or did. The petite blond dove
deeper into the lifestyle. She told Evan if a show or magazine
wanted to interview her she was totally on board with it, working
for the celebrity angle. “It worked for Paris Hilton and Kim
Kardashian didn't it?” she reasoned.

 


***

 


Veronica was exactly the
opposite. With the publishing of the second series of ads she had
been seen in public with Tren several times, playing the role of
his girlfriend to the hilt, enjoying being on the tall black man's
arm as he showed off his white girl, but again with a completely
different hair style, makeup, and using the Ronika stage
moniker.

Close friends would not
likely find the more risqué versions, and she took some comfort in
knowing that if her kids were surfing porn they would gravitate
toward Christy rather than a mature model. She had no idea the
graphic video of Tren fucking her would be leaked. That was when
Troy declared that was enough.

“I don't mind you enjoying
black men,” Troy said, “But I have a problem with your getting
black fucked plastered all over the internet. It is as if my nose
is being rubbed in it. You and I understand what is happening, but
no one else would. How many days of talking did it take us to get
our heads straight about the lifestyle?”

“A long time, and you're
right,” Veronica said. “I've made enough to cover the kid’s
college. I owe no one anything, and I'm getting older, my time
doing this was limited going in. I understand the realities. I only
need to see about getting out of the contract.”

What Veronica had not told
Troy was that she was reaching her limit of being black owned as
well. She had little resolve for resisting what had happened so
far, the sharing, the piercings, even the pimping, but she resisted
his plan for a tattoo, although he had gone so far as to show her
the design, with a lot of spades as the theme.

Veronica knew if she kept
on with Evan she would eventually give in to him on that, but the
other thing that had become more incessant was his talk of her
being his baby-momma. He talked about it more when they fucked. She
knew she had to end it all, soon. The problem was she didn't know
exactly how she was going to that.

At their next meeting
Veronica came into the room nude around the wall to the living
room, half expecting to see a tattoo artist and his equipment
there. Thankfully it wasn't. Evan was smiling with a drink in a
silk robe.

“Something is wrong, I can
see it in your face,” Evan said.

“Yes. It is not just Troy,
but me too. I may have extended myself as far as I can,” she said.
“I've exceeded my limits far beyond what I ever imagined, and I
thank you for taking me there, but I don't think I can go further.
I do not want a tat, and I sure as hell do not want another child
with anyone.”

Evan showed no emotion. “I felt
something like this was coming,” he said. “You know you still have
unfulfilled parts of your contract.”

“We have finished all three
phases we talked about, and I have no intention of continuing to
model, so no, I've looked at it closely. I had an attorney look at
it. As long as I do no modeling for anyone else, I'm good. That is
not taking into consideration the failure of the company to secure
my privacy with those pornos all over the internet. You no longer
need me for the campaign.”

“There is Phase 4,” he
said.

“I'm not in Phase 4. I'm
serious. I have given it a lot of thought. I’m done.”

Evan looked her up and down, his mind
going back to the shy housewife who first came into his office
versus the beautiful woman with her perfect makeup, taut body, and
those gold rings through her nipples. Evan stood.

“Come over here,” he said.
She followed him to the table, where he opened a drawer and removed
a jewelry box. He handed it to her and she opened it cautiously, as
if there were a snake inside, afraid he was going to make some kind
of proposal that she would have to turn down. Instead she gave a
sigh as she realized it was a gold chain, with clasps on each
end.

“To connect your nipple
rings.”

“Thank you.”

“I hope you can model them
for me,” Evan said.

“I can do that,” she said,
“But I no longer want to be black owned.”

“That contract,” Evan
protested.

“You know, either of us
could end it. I'm ending it.”

Evan looked at this beautiful woman,
replaying in his mind all the pleasure she had given up to him. She
had come a long way. “You are still my slut for the afternoon
aren't you? How about some goodbye fucking.”

“I was hoping you would
take it this way,” Veronica said. “Let's”. She took off at a small
jog past him, her breasts bouncing with her steps. “Race you to the
bed.”

Evan fucked her as if it
would be their last fuck, making it last a long time, not talking
as he usually did, no talk of babies, just the delight in the
pleasures of her wet yielding body. And she was spectacular,
needing it, begging for his cock and his cum. This time they had a
simultaneous orgasm, both cumming at the same time, with Veronica
squirting and Evan cumming much more than usual.

They cuddled in the afterglow,
Veronica under the crook of his arm, his cock soft on his belly and
her hand touching it.

“Before we end this I need
to know something,” Veronica asked.

“What?”

“The day you blindfolded me
and pimped me out. Who was the man?”

“You gonna make me tell
you? What are you gonna do if I don't, leave me, break it
off?”

Veronica smiled. “Tell me and I will
tell you about the EPT.”

“Oh hell, I knew you did
it.” Evan smiled.

“You first,” Veronica
said.

“It was staged. It was my
money out of my wallet, and it was DeShawn that fucked you.”
Veronica started giggling.

“No kidding?”

“You can ask him. He has
the photos to prove it. The guy that night with Anthony, that was
real. I did pimp you out that night. Now your turn. I have to
know.”

“You have to know if you
really were my baby-daddy, even if only for a few
hours?”

“Yes. Please.” Evan
said.

“You know the PlanB pill is
a contraceptive, not an abortion pill. The RU486 pill is an
abortion pill, it will cause a miscarriage. The PlanB pill will
not. I did not get the RU486 pill. I wouldn't use one.”

“So what does that mean?”
Evan asked.

“The longer you wait on the
PlanB pill, the less effective it is. You were wrong about it
working at full strength after three days. I was stupid enough to
believe it.” Evan was puzzled.

Veronica reached for her cell phone,
thumbed through her gallery to the photos of the EPT tests. She
handed the phone to Evan. He peered close, enlarged the photo to
read the screen and broke into a big grin. “I knew it, I knew it as
it was happening,” he said.

“Yeah, you did it, unless
Mulogo did, and I don't think so. I started feeling different after
our first time on Barbuda.”

Evan laughed again. “Breeding you on
the island that was once a breeding plantation for my people,
something ironic about that.” He paused. “Wait. You said you would
use the abortion pill, did you...”

“No. I do not believe in
abortions.”

“What?”

“I miscarried right after I
got home. I told no one. Not even Troy.”

“Oh no. I'm sorry,” Evan
said.

“Wasn't meant to be,”
Veronica said. “I had a good life and I want to continue to have a
good life. Being owned by you or being your baby momma is not a
part of that.”

Evan was clearly saddened by the news
of the miscarriage.

“Let's reenact the
conception more time then,” he said.

“OK,” Veronica said. “Fuck
your once-was baby momma.” She rolled to her back, opened her legs
and reached for him.

 


***

 


Dawn Dearborn was excited and bearing
news when she arrived home, even though it was 2 a.m. Her husband
was still up waiting. She was disheveled, her blouse was one button
off, hair mussed, make-up half rubbed off on one side. Joel knew
the moment he saw her, he had a hot wife. She had been fucked and
it showed.

Dawn hesitated for a second and gave
him a weak smile. “Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

“Well, uh, you now have a
hot wife,” she said. Joel stood in stunned silence.

“I was afraid of this,
dammit, say something,” Dawn said.

“I love you.” Joel said,
rushing to her. “I'm proud you did it. So proud. Tell me about it.
Here let me get you a drink.” He nervously rushed about the room.
“Sit.”

Dawn started. “The boss,
Evan, asked me to dinner, and we were back at his place by 7, he
was fucking me by 7:30, and were still in bed until less than an
hour ago. He's incredible.” Dawn smiled at her husband. “You may
have messed up and released a tiger.”

“A tiger I've been waiting
to see,” Joel said. “Damn, I'm hard as a rock.”

“Let me take care of that
before we go on,” Dawn said. Joel couldn't wait and downed his wife
on the rug in front of the fireplace, probably the quickest fuck of
his life, but all the pent up energy had to find release. He had
been rock hard since six when Dawn called and said she was going to
dinner with her black boss. Joel knew then tonight was the
night.

“Sorry that was so
quick.”

“That's OK, honey. That was
just for you. I am sexually worn out at the moment.”

“I love you.”

“I love you
too.”

“There's more,” Dawn said.
“Quite a bit more in fact.”

“Go on,” Joel
said.

“Veronica with the Triple
Threat team is going to resign officially in a day or two. Since
I'm a brunette they want me to take her place, it seems I fit the
age profile and everything. It is going to mean some serious money,
but some serious travel.”

“And my hotwife getting a
lot of black dick?” Joel said. “That's hot.”

“I don't know about that
part,” Dawn said, thought for a second and continued. “No that is
not right. I do know about that part.”

“Go on.”

“There is a Phase IV to the
Swirl campaign. They want me involved.”

“OK, why are you
hesitating? Spit it out.”

“The progression has been
white women with black men, meeting in Phase I, dating in Phase II,
fucking in Phase III.”

“Yes, I've followed the ads
ever since you started working there.” Joel did not mention he had
seen the videos that had been leaked of all of the women on the
Triple Threat team getting black fucked. Dawn would find out soon
enough. He couldn’t wait to see that video.

“Phase IV is they want the
women knocked up, with black babies. They will follow through the
pregnancy for more phases based on family. They will run the ads,
but they will be along the lines of do not drink while pregnant,
wait until the baby is born.”

“You are kidding,” Joel
laughed. “You have to be kidding. This is great.”

“Yeah, it is,” Dawn smiled.
“We do not have to do invitro, or adopt like we were talking
about.”

“Yeah, I'll call the agency
in the morning,” Joel said, still laughing. “I hope that African
orphanage will not be too disappointed. We had not reached the
final stage of the process thankfully.”

“Well now we will have a
black baby of our own, if the fertility doctor was right. All we
need is a variety of sperm donors. I bet I will have access to
plenty of those.”

“I bet you do,” Joel
said.

 


***

 


I will turn in my
resignation officially tomorrow,” Veronica said.

“That would probably be
best.”

“Are you OK otherwise?”
Veronica said.

“What do you
mean?”

Veronica snuggled over against him,
taking his hand by the wrist and moving it between her legs. “What
am I thinking about?”

Troy touched her, his finger dipping
into her wetness. “Black cock.”

“So if I quit the agency
can I still get black dick from time to time, as long as I keep it
discreet and off the internet? Or do you want to go back to the
vanilla couple we were before this all started?”

“I like vanilla, always
have,” Troy said, “But I don't see why we can't enjoy some
chocolate swirl from time to time,” grinning at his play on
words.

Veronica lowered her head
into Troy's lap and took his cock in her mouth, pulling off only
long enough to murmur, “English. Be specific.”

“My black cock slut can
keep getting black cock,” Troy said.

“I was hoping that was what
you would say,” Veronica said as she went back to Troy's blow job.
It was only a minute before she was swallowing without spilling a
drop.

 


***

 


Veronica was wearing a short blue
skirt and a pale blue blouse that was sheer, so sheer the light
caught the new diamond studded bars piercing her nipples. They were
a gift from Troy for resigning. She had a black vest over her sheer
top but as she walked the vest would pull back flashing her breasts
capped with her pierced nipples.

It was quite an entrance at Queenies,
and as they entered most of the men quieted their conversation and
stared. Veronica saw DeShawn stand and motion them back to a booth
where he was sitting. The men’s eyes followed Troy and Veronica as
they wound through the crowd.

“How does that motherfucker
DeShawn do it?” Troy overheard as they went through the crowd.
There was another man sitting across from DeShawn. Veronica took
the seat beside the stranger, smiled, as Troy took the seat beside
DeShawn.

“This is Troy and
Veronica,” DeShawn said to the man across from him. “This is the
couple I told you about.”

“Pleased to meet you,”
Veronica said, turning to the stranger,” letting the vest fall
open. She enjoyed his approving view of her breasts. She looked out
of the corner at her husband who was returning her sly
smile.

“Charmed,” he said. “I’m
Levar.”

“What would you like to
drink folks, I’m buying.” DeShawn said as he motioned for the
bartender.

 


THE END
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