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CHAPTER 1
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Alec Boden was confused. Not just things-going-wrong confused but conflicted by strange feelings and the realization how he felt last night versus how he felt this morning. After their intense late night conversation with his wife Wendy, last night’s feelings versus today’s feelings were at odds. 

This morning’s thoughts were unease, a bit of worry, maybe even a lurking sensation of danger—but despite all the potential red flags, even with the uncomfortable nuances, he was still going forward. His fantasies had taken over his sensibilities. No, that wasn’t right. Wendy’s fantasies had evolved into desires that now absorbed now as his desires. It made no sense, no rational sense, but irrational sense seemed to be taking over his being. 

That was why his hand was shaking as he looked at the chat box on his laptop screen, the box filled showing the 600 kb attachment, his finger extended over the “send” button, asking himself if he dared, even though he already knew the answer. He had started this ball rolling, and turning back was not an option. No, he had to see how it would end. “Hopefully for the better,” he said aloud, even though he was alone. “Shit,” he said even as he pressed the button, the air gushing out of him and a weakness flowing into his hands and knees. It was done. It would not be good for his customers to see him rattled as he was at this moment, even though there was relief in knowing he had proceeded. Now he took deep breaths awaiting the response.
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CHAPTER 2
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Alec being so shaky at his computer screen today began two nights earlier. Alec and Wendy were sitting in their quiet suburban home after dinner, relaxing after the day’s work and their meal, each nursing a single glass of red wine. Wendy lay on the leather couch and Mark back in his recliner, remote in his hands, while Wendy played a game on her phone. “What would you like to watch?” he asked.

“Doesn’t matter to me,” she answered, and as if on cue they both stopped and stared at each other, the bond of their 21-year marriage communicating without speaking words. 

Alec stood, stepped into the kitchen and poured a double bourbon for himself, and a double vodka and cranberry for Wendy, bringing them back into the living room. He reached for the remote, turned off the television and watched for a moment before his wife realized there was silence. She looked up. 

Alec extended the drink, which she took without speaking, sitting up straight. “Is this one of those ‘Honey we need to talk meetings?’” she asked, her voice apprehensive.

“Maybe,” Alec said, “but in a good way.” 

“What do you mean?”

“I love you very much, but we are in a rut. Look at us, sitting here in our own little private spaces, not interacting, not paying attention to each other, sometimes I think the only thing we have in common is that idiot box hanging over the fireplace,” Alec said, pausing for a drink. 

“Agreed,” Wendy said. “But what are we going to do about it? Our lives have been wrapped up in our children for the past 20 years, and now they are both gone and it is just you and me. I hope we haven’t grown apart and didn’t notice.”

“I don’t know. I certainly hope not. I love you as much as ever, maybe even more if that is possible. It is not that anything is wrong as much as we can do better. Hell, that’s it. You and I are great as parents and roommates, but I miss the lovers and the passion we used to have. We aren’t trying to be better, are we?”

“Is it the sex? You know that is not as important to us as it once was. When we used to take those weekend trips to the mountains, get a cabin and drink and fuck all weekend,” Wendy said. “Now the subject rarely comes up.”

“You miss that too huh?” Alec asked.

“Of course.”

“It’s more than that, don’t you think? The desire is not as intense. I know I have gotten older, and well look at me. I’m dressing like an old man, my weight’s up, my energy is down, stress level at work is high. I don’t have time for intense desire, life is wearing me down and crowding that out of me,” he said. “I do try.”

“I’m not questioning your trying. I mean we make love every time we both feel like it.”

“But how often is that?”

“Not often enough,” Wendy answered.

“We’re identifying the problem, want to work on a solution?”

“More than anything baby. I love you so much.” 

What followed was an hour of drinking, talking around in circles, talking about ideas of what might increase their libidos, no clear answers, until Wendy was nodding off and Alec was tired. 

Wendy begged off more talk, saying she was too sleepy to continue or think. The stress of the conversation was exhausting. Alec agreed, and they both went into the bedroom to their opposite sides of the king size bed. 

Alec went down to a tee and boxers, and watched as Wendy removed the frumpy worn cotton dress she preferred around the house. She wasn’t wearing a bra, her back bare to his view. The bra was something she removed as soon as she came in from being at work or having gone shopping, more for her comfort than anything sexual for Alec. He recalled how once she had been the hottest looking woman he had ever seen, and now, though still every bit as pretty and hot as ever, her sexual energy was waning. He missed the hot sexual tiger he always felt she was on the verge of unleashing, but Wendy always managed to carefully keep that simmering part of her contained. 

At 41 she worked out regularly maintaining her tight body, long legs, and had a near perfect pair of boobs with world class big round nipples that got rock hard when she was aroused. 

Tonight Wendy was wearing white granny panties, which summed up her sexual energy now. He looked down at himself. No sex appeal here either, he thought. We are both too busy wanting to go to sleep to even talk about the problem. Wendy crawled under the bedcovers from the other side and Alec stayed on his, even rolling partly toward the center to see if she might at least bump into him from that side but he noticed her rhythmic breathing and realized she had gone to sleep in seconds.

Alec lay awake for long frustrated minutes, knowing from his wife’s reaction, such as getting sleepy under stress to avoid confronting the situation indicated she was concerned about their conversation too. There was not any disagreement but there were no obvious solutions.

Alec took her coffee in bed in the morning and sat down on the bed. “About last night. I think we are on the same page, but we aren’t communicating like we used to. I must go to work but while I’m gone today, let’s both think about what we can do to improve our life together. The worst we can do is continue our mundane existence.” Wendy nodded her head and Alec leaned over and kissed her forehead before. 

When Alec returned that afternoon Wendy met him at the door in his favorite outfit for her to wear, a thin ribbed white tee that was tight and emphasized her perfect bust, no bra, nipples prominent and poking, the dark circles of her nipples visible, and cotton shorts that displayed her long legs. Her hair was back, and she was smiling. She had a bourbon in her hand for him. He took it and she picked up her drink sitting on the bar. “I’ve already had a couple so catch up. I’ll be in the hot tub, get your shorts on.” She walked out the door, twisting her tight pert ass as she did. 

Alec didn’t move from the shock, standing at the sliding glass door, watching her as she turned and saw him looking. She slid her shorts down, not wearing panties, and bottomless stepped into the pool, smiling. The top would go sheer in the water, and while the tub was hidden from the neighbors’ view, the gate around the yard didn’t lock, thus the need for keeping her top on even if sheer, and Alec’s need to wear shorts to the tub. His shorts would come off quick enough. He dashed to the bedroom and changed.

“How’s this for communicating,” she said when he was within earshot.

“Perfect. And you have other ideas?”

“Yes, I do. You need to pursue me more, and I need to let you pursue me. And I need to dress more like you want me to, despite my being uncomfortable with it at times,” Wendy said.

“You mean like?”

“Like wearing less, if at all,” she said.

Alec smiled. “Now that is my kind of communication.”

“We need to talk more. I think we need to get to know each other again. We have spent so much time concentrating on the kids, careers, day to day life that we are not as close as we can be. I want to feel close to you again and I don’t feel I do now. I love you dearly, but that is not what I am saying,” Wendy said. “Does that make sense?”

“It does to me and that’s all that matters, and I will pursue you more. And I have a few other things if you are willing.”

“You might be surprised what I might be willing to do to get us back to where we were before the kids came along,” Wendy said. 

“I would like to download and read erotic stories to you, I know you said you don’t care for them, but read some just for me. Get turned on and let go while you imagine the story’s scenario. And I will try to do something in kind for you. I’ll buy you any sexual toy you can imagine. Anything to get your pussy wet and your desire up,” Alec offered.

“Be careful what you say,” Wendy said. “I might take you up on it and find the perfect vibrator and replace you.”

“You wouldn’t do that,” Alec said.

“I know,” she giggled, the drinks clearly hitting her. She leaned over and kissed him as Alec’s hands slid under the now transparent white top to knead her breasts, one in each hand, his thumbs sliding over her nipples. Wendy reached for his cock and pulled it out the side of his shorts, stroking him hard. 

The couple fondled each other until Wendy whispered, “I want fucked, but I am not going to clean the hot tub to get the cum out of the filters. Let’s go inside.”

Inside they never made it through the living room. They got naked and Wendy laid a towel underneath her body on the couch. Alec fell to his knees with Wendy’s legs over his shoulders and tongued and fingered her with two fingers, curling to work her g-spot quicky resulting in a wet squirting orgasm. He was rising to get further between her legs but she stopped him. “Give me a minute, that was a strong one. Lay here with me and cuddle.”

“Bed,” Alec said, leading her to the bedroom, the desire to complete the act rising as he made the few steps to the bed.

“OK big boy, I want you inside me,” Wendy said as she lay back on the bed spreading her legs wide.

“Anything the lady wants,” Alec said, smiling at her open legs and the inviting pussy that awaited. He had not seen her this hot and horny in a long time and that had him rock hard, feeding off her excitement. He began kissing her lips, dueling with her tongue as Wendy’s hand guided his cock to her pussy and he thrust forward, delighting in the warmth of her pussy surrounding his cock as he entered her.

“I want to feel you shoot your cum inside me, fill my cunt,” Wendy said. She didn’t talk dirty except on rare occasions. The unexpected explicit words making Alec that much harder and slamming into her hard in uncontrollable rabbit quick stabs. She got her wish and Alec soon released his cum inside her.

Cuddling in the bed as she had requested, their nude bodies wrapped together, and enough liquor in their system to break down some inhibitions, the talk became more sexual. 

“I’ve thought about us all day, and I have some thoughts on what is bothering me,” Wendy said. “My life is half-over. When I was younger there was so much I wanted to do and now it is like I have missed out and will never be able to do some many of those things.”

“I didn’t know that you felt like that,” Alec said. “After 21 years I still don’t know some things about you.” The silence that followed beat on both, as if their minds were grinding in thought but no one speaking. Alec broke the silence and gently nuzzled his wife’s neck. “Tell me your wildest fantasies my love, don’t hold them in. Maybe we should try being totally honest with anything we’ve held in for all these years.”

“I don’t think so,” Wendy said. “I have some crazy fantasies; I don’t dare admit even to myself that I have them.” 

“All the better, an added intimacy between us.”

“Nah. I’ll feel guilty and you have no indication of what goes through my head sometimes,” she said.

“Oh I know what I wish went through your head sometimes,” Alec countered, “Especially if it came to sex. At least I would know you are thinking about sex. Hell, that’s a turn on too.” Alec felt his cock hardening. He reached for his wife’s hand and guided it to his hard cock. “There might even be a side benefit for you.”

Wendy hesitated, taking a deep breath. “We could role play some of those things,” Alec added.

“No, not role playing,” Wendy said. “That would, uh, that would,” she stopped for a long ten count like she was thinking. “That would be too much.”

“What do you mean?” Alec knew she was wavering. “Be honest, confide in me your deepest fantasies, shock me, they might even turn me on.”

“They should not turn you on, and probably would turn you off and bother you.”

“Why on earth would anything my beautiful wife to whom I have spent the last 20 plus years bother me,” Alec said. “I love you above all and you know that. OK, I’ll start, one of my deepest fantasies is you would open more sexually, be more adventurous in how you dress, show off your assets instead of being so bashful and conservative. Not be afraid to risk a stranger seeing down your dress, or heaven forbid, even a nipple. And another fantasy of mine includes you confessing your fantasies. No secrets.”

“That’s not a secret fantasy, you’ve made that known for a long time,” Wendy said. Alec realized she was still holding is rock hard cock. Her mind was roiling. Did she dare? “This is tough,” she said. 

“You turn. I won’t judge or give you any crap, and once you tell me if you do not want to bring it up again or talk about it. I won’t belabor it.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

Again Wendy took a long breath, releasing her hold on Alec’s throbbing cock, reaching to the nightstand and downing the rest of her drink. She rolled to her back and looked up at the ceiling, not looking at Alec. He picked up on the signal and backed away. 

“OK. We got married young, maybe too young. And we had children early while all my friends were going to college and partying, frat parties, all that. I missed that. I missed dating a lot of different guys because I was so in love with you. I still am, that hasn’t changed, my feelings for you. But sometimes I wonder what it might have been like to have been with someone else, you know, like dating others before we married.”

Alec thought of what she said in the quietness before speaking. “Thank you for telling me and being honest. I know what you mean, but I wouldn’t risk what we have for that if we had to do it over,” Alec said.

“I didn’t say I would do things any different,” Wendy said. “We have a good life.” Again she paused, “And I do not want you to worry about it simply because I wonder about not having a partying life, not dating a variety of men. You know I’ve always been a good girl to extremes—sometimes I’ve wondered what it might be like to be a bad girl a little.”

Alec picked up on her tone. “That’s not really a fantasy, is it?”

“Yes, it is,” Wendy added bluntly, with no further comment. Alec was confused and started trying to read between the lines of what his wife had just admitted. “I could never do that to you,” she said.

“You mean sex, don’t you? With other men? You wonder what that might be like? I mean I know they were two others before me.”

“Yes, but that sex was teenage fumbling in a back seat, something I wanted to get over with when I let Thomas do me. Eric was my rebounding and revenge sex partner after Thomas broke up with me. Alec you were my first real love and my only serious sexual partner, you know, intense real sex that brought me to orgasms. I love you.”

“And I love you. There is nothing wrong with wondering in your fantasies,” Alec said. “We can role play solving your wondering.”

“No. That would only make it worse.”

“Make what worse?”

“We are talking fantasies here, right?”

“Absolutely.”

“OK, sometimes I wonder what it would be like to make love with someone else. There. I said it. You asked,” Wendy said. “But it is only wondering, not that I want to—or would.”

Alec gave a soft laugh. “That’s what you were afraid to mention? That you fantasize that sometimes?”

“Yes.”

“So you sometimes get yourself off thinking about fucking someone else,” Alec asked. There was a long pause again, another deep breath.

“Sometimes.”

“You know there’s nothing wrong with that don’t you? I do think it is hot. Anyone in particular?”

“No one specific. In my mind they are forms, not faces.”

“And that is the fantasy? Why was there any hesitation in telling me that?” Again he went reading between the lines. 

“It is troubling, but I also fantasize about actually doing something, with someone, uh, well someone really well built, tall, and black.”

“Black? A black man is part of your fantasy?”

“Yeah. See why I hesitated to tell you. It is just a fantasy,” Wendy said. 

Alec laughed under his breath. “Well damn.” 

“What? Are you upset.”

“No. I guess I might take a turn here on the fantasy confessions. I’ve fantasized you being with another man, me watching you flirt like in a bar, watching as he takes you from a bar up to a hotel room and I wait, wondering and imagining what your new lover is doing to you, and you coming down from the room freshly fucked and tell me details while I drive you home, and once home we fuck like rabbits,” Alec said. “Being a black man just makes it more taboo and exciting. I wasn’t expecting that. Damn girl I love you, thanks for opening about that. It’s hot.”

With that he grabbed his wife and pulled Wendy to him urgently, aroused and horny, kissing her hard, running his hands over her bare breasts, down her belly, leaning over to kiss her nipples to erect hardness as he felt Wendy’s hand reaching for his cock, giving a moan when she found it and realized how hard this conversation has made him. 

Wendy took the lead, something not common for her. She lowered her head to his groin and took his rock hard cock into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down, licking the head, deep throating his cock, rubbing the wet hard cock over her nipples, and then without releasing her grasp straddling his body and positioning his cock to her pussy and sliding down with a comfortable sigh. “I need you inside me,” she said, leaning over to kiss him.

“You are the hottest and wettest I have ever felt you,” Alec said. “I love it.”

“Good,” Wendy said.

“You know you don’t get off this easy, don’t you?”

“What?”

“Your fantasy. Tell me more about your black man fantasy guy.” He felt Wendy’s pussy get even wetter, gushing, reacting. She rocked back and forth on his cock buried inside her, leaning back, her hands on his knees. She said nothing, eyes closed, her pelvis rocking. Alec told her again.

“What does your black lover do to you in your fantasy. Describe him.” Alec slammed into from underneath, lifting her body in the air. “Tell me.”
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“No face, just forms,” Wendy gasped, “but he, he,” Wendy groaned and ground down on his cock. “He’s just big, and takes control, doesn’t ask...oh fuck.” Windy screamed.

How hot does that make you on a 1 to 10?” Alec asked.

“Twelve.” As Wendy said it Alec could feel her pussy gush with more warm juices. Wendy began sliding back and forth faster on his cock, leaning forward, pressing Alec’s hands tight against her breasts, getting louder, grunting as she came quickly, squirting, pausing, gasping. 

Alec rolled Wendy to her back and moving over her, close to cumming, pumping faster and faster before groaning as he spewed his cum inside her. He held his body hard against her until his own spasms stopped and she had drained him. Aled withdrew, rolling to his back. He stumbled to the bathroom, wet a cloth with warm water and brought it back to her.

Wendy took it and wiped her pussy and his cum pouring out of it. “Damn, that was hot, Wendy,” Alec said, cuddling against her.

“Maybe we should have these kind of fantasy talks more often.” 

“No. I fantasize about someone else too much already. Don’t make it worse. Now I feel guilty.” She’s never admitted that before, Alec thought. 

“You shouldn’t,” Alec said. He took a deep breath and gave her a serious look, the words flowing without thinking, but automatically seemed what he should say for the moment. “You know you could.” He reached for her pussy.

“What?”

“Fuck someone else.” Wendy’s pussy did not gush with more juices as he had expected.

“Huh?” Wendy asked. “You’re crazy. I don’t need to fuck someone else. I’m married to you. You are my husband. Where did that come from?” Wendy asked. Alec persisted.

“None of that would change, if you did, I mean. Rather than letting these unexperienced sexual things bother you or take up too much of your time,” Alec said, “we both know we are not going anywhere, and there’s no one around in the house now but us, so you could, if you wanted to. You just said a few minutes ago you wanted to and you can tell it turns us both on,” Alec said.

“You are crazy. Fantasies and reality are different,” Wendy said. She didn’t sound convincing and Alec felt the subtle change in her words.

“Look, Wendy, I felt how hot and wet this made you. You know it is a fantasy of mine. I would like for you to experience some things new, thrilling, and fun. I don't want you to do it for me. But I mean, the thought of you doing something bold and out of character like that is erotic as hell, but I don't want you doing it for me to be the reason. I want you to want to, you know?"

“I couldn’t—for either one of us. It’s too risky.”

“I am not going to hamper you and tell you that you should not under any circumstances,” Alec said, adding, “But I will say this, and know I may be adding fuel to the fire. You officially have a hall pass.”

“What?”

Alec fumbled around in the nightstand drawer and found a pen and notepad. He scribbled a message and handed it to Wendy who read it. “You are crazy, you know?”

“I’ve been told that before—by you. Read it aloud.”

“Wendy has a hall pass to fuck someone else, no judgement or restrictions,” Wendy read.

Wendy paused thinking before she answered. “Even if I could do that, do you know what the idea of it bothers me most? Even more than the thought of doing something with another man while married to you? Say I did and come home afterwards, you would drive me crazy with questions, getting turned on by what had happened and wanting more and more answers, beyond anything I could tell you. You would be so excited, and knowing how you would be, I couldn’t let go and be into it for myself, like you describe. You would want me to tell the details over and over. I couldn’t really enjoy fucking someone else for worrying about what I needed to remember to tell you later.”

Alec tensed at the comment. In his fantasy after Wendy had fucked someone else her retelling him the details or watching her as she fucked someone else was precisely a key part of his sexual fantasies. Despite her apprehensions Alec was in too deep in enabling now, past the point of return. It was as if he wanted to convince her. “OK, I’ll add to the proposal,” Alec said. “You have a hall pass and you do not have to tell me about it—for six months.”

“Oh it is a proposal now? You couldn’t stand it if I even considered something like that,” Wendy challenged. “You would go crazy.”

“For you to get this regret of missing something out of your head, to get you more turned on sexually, opening and getting past some of your inhibitions, and allow you to experience what you think you have missed? I could stand it. You’re still so hot and young enough to do it, go out, party, and this is a gift I can give you, the freedom to enjoy that,” Alec said. “Consider it a sexual vacation. As long as you always come home to me and remember who you’re married to.”

Wendy looked into his eyes. “You’re serious.” Alec noticed she trembled a little.

“I am. Or not. I’m maybe on the fence of wanting you to do this for real, but with the hall pass the choice is now yours,” Alec admitted. “I’ll stand behind what I said. And all this is the hottest conversation we have ever had.”

"Is this really what you want? You want me to live your fantasy of doing someone else? Fucking someone else can't be undone, you know, and it could change our relationship forever."

“I want you to have a few dates so you will not feel like you have missed something important in your life with me. If you did decide to do this, I would be counting on you to not let it negatively change our relationship,” Alec said.

“And how would someone else dating me work? Not saying anything to you about it for six months and you not asking questions? Me doing something without you knowing where I am going or what I will be doing or who I am out with?” Wendy asked, shaking her head in disbelief. 

“Good question, but it is what I said. I will prove it.” Alec said. “You do not have to do anything we have talked about, but for the next six months you do not tell me where you are going, or when you’ll be back, and that way you do not feel like I am keeping tabs on you. You say, “I’m going out tonight for a while, and I will know you are back when you walk in the door.”

“Damn, I don’t think you could endure that. I know you.”

“Only one way to find out isn’t there?”

“And sex? Part of dating sometimes.”

“Again your option—you have the pass. I am not telling you to do it, and I am not telling you not to do it,” Alec said.

Wendy giggled. “This might be fun. I can certainly screw with your head a little. Even if it has nothing to do with anyone else or anything sexual, the idea of not telling you is intriguing. LeAnn has been wanting me to go to happy hour with the girls after work on Thursdays.” She took a deep breath. “So let me get this straight, if we try this, for six months, you will never ask where I have been, what I have been doing, where I am going if I go out? And I can do anything I want, like I am single?”

“That’s right.”

Wendy smiled as if she had won a victory of sorts. “I might be good with not having to answer questions about where I am going. For six months, you say?” She studied his face, her mind turning. “And what happens at the end of six months? Is that when the inquisition starts.”

“That’s when you tell me what you want to tell me. Honesty above all. We reevaluate. Take a measure of where we are and hopefully nearer to regaining the closeness we used to have. You will no longer worry about my knocking you out of dating experiences.” Alec thought of a contingency he knew he should address to help convince her he was sincere in the freedom he was giving his wife.

“Remember when LeAnn had the adult toys party and you go so drunk you were unable to drive and a couple of wives slept over?” He paused. “Well if you were going to be out overnight, I would ask that you call before midnight and say you won’t be home that night.”

“You mean as if I got too drunk with the girls...” Wendy didn’t finish the statement, but added, “or something else.”

“Yes, Or something else. A courtesy call so I could go to the bed and not wait up.”

“You are serious. I really could go out with someone else, date, and...” Wendy hesitated before she continued, her eyes wide, “and be with other men if I wanted?” Wendy was incredulous but intrigued. She probed her husband more. “Are you sure you are prepared to share me? I pledged to forsake all others in our marriage ceremony. Could you really handle that? You would have to accept what happens if I did. That genie wouldn’t go back in the bottle.”

“You’ve already said you felt like you had missed something. That doesn’t mean you must fuck someone; you could enjoy going on a date. So catch up if this what you want. End the wondering of missing the dating experience.” Alec said. “My commitment to you has not changed, nor will it. I do want reaffirmation from you on that. I want us to be better in the future. That is what is behind my saying all this.”

“I did not say this was what I wanted. I said I wondered about it, and sometimes I even got off thinking about it. The thought of dating is interesting though, I admit. But I wouldn’t know where to even start. And to be honest the thought doing someone else is erotic to imagine, and terrifying at the same time. I expect every married person thinks that sometimes. However most do not do anything about it and control themselves. I said I had thought about it and I have, doing someone else is a fantasy that is stuck in my head a little, like an earworm song,” Wendy said. “Doing it for real is totally different. I understand that. Risks are involved.” Alec pulled her tight against him. 

“You don’t have to think anymore, I’m good with you living out some of your fantasies while we are still young enough to do it and enjoy it. That is hot to me too, your being bold enough,” Alec said.

“You said you would be OK with me dating, but after a few dates that is likely lead to me fucking someone else? Am I hearing you right?” Wendy restated. Alec nodded. “Shit,” Wendy said, realization crossing her face. “You want me to.”

“A part of me does, a part of me is scared too. But the eroticism overrides the fear.”

“Same for me,” Wendy admitted. “But you have taken yourself out of the equation, at least for six months. I know that must be tough for you and I do appreciate you giving me that room.” Again a couple of deep breaths. “I’m not telling you I will do it.”

“I know. But you are thinking about it.”

“No, but I will think about it. If you are serious, you’d better stop talking about this right now and we can revisit this—in six months. Until then I am going to make you wonder what I am doing. I am taking you seriously about six months without accounting for where I am or what I am doing. That will be fun. If you are not OK with that, it is time to say something.” Wendy was smiling, toying with him.

"Don't overthink it. You like what you like. At this point in your life do you care why you like something, or care what other people think? I’m good with you exploring,” Alec said.

“That doesn’t have anything to do with me fucking you at every chance, that doesn’t change,” Alec said, his turgid cock pressing against Wendy’s flesh. 

“It had better not change,” Wendy said. “Up for another round?” as she reached for his cock again. “Yep, I think we are.”

“See, it is working already,” Alec said, his hard cock pressing into her leg.

“What will you do if I like it too much?” she whispered as she reached for him, feeling his cock twitch as she said it.
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The first test for Alec came Thursday night. He expected Wendy would go to happy hour with LeAnn and her friends to try him and judge his reaction. Sure enough she was not home for supper. When he opened the fridge, he saw she had cooked a meal for him earlier and had it on a foil covered plate. He warmed it and ate slowly, watched TV. Wendy was home at 8 pm, later than usual. She smiled as she came in, gave him a kiss with alcohol on her breath and said nothing more.

“Welcome home,” Alec said. The question hung in the air. Wendy waited for Alec to ask where she had been, and when he said nothing, she simply smiled and went upstairs, without mentioning where she had been, changed into her pj’s and returned to the living room couch sliding under her husband’s arm. Alec was struggling. He wanted to ask about the evening but resisted. Instead his mind was playing an internal video of Wendy having had drinks with another man, giggling, flirting, laying the groundwork for a hotel meeting, and coming home to him. The thought was overwhelming, even though he was all but certain Wendy had only been out with her female friends. 

Alec’s thoughts focused on one thing now, getting between his wife’s legs as soon as possible. He was incredibly horny. Alec stood and pulled Wendy to her feet, kissing and locking into an embrace, his hands roaming to her breasts, to her ass pulling her hard against his erection before taking her hand and leading her into the bedroom. 

Stripping off her clothes slowly, piece by piece, Alec did a fast discreet inspection of every inch of his wife’s exposed flesh as it came into view. He saw no indication of anything out of the ordinary but he was looking, imagining finding a hickey on her breast.  He sat on the bed and kissed her breasts, sucking on her nipples as she spread her legs, the move inviting him to slide his fingers into her pussy. She was soaked as he anticipated. He rose, turned her around and pushed her back on the bed, diving his face into her pussy. Wendy arched her body up hard against his face as he twirled his tongue around her clit. She moved her hand to the back of his head and pulled him into her pussy. “Yes,” she hissed through closed teeth.

Alec was rushing and he knew it, but he had an irresistible urge for his cock to be inside her warm wet pussy. He moved between her legs, pulling them up, her calves over his shoulders, and shoved his cock into her pussy, fucking her almost straight down. As he was fucking his wife, her breasts bouncing back and forth from the pounding, she looked into his eyes and smiled. She teased him. “You like this don’t you?”

“I’ve always loved fucking you.”

“Yes, but how about now, what if I did what you wanted, what if you are fucking me not knowing what I’ve been up to tonight, with the idea your cock might be going where another man’s cock might has been earlier tonight.” 

“Oh fuck,” Alec groaned, a wave of lust washing over him, his body slamming into her faster. Alec could not hold back with Wendy’s words and came fast, far faster than the had hoped, overcome by her unexpected taunt. He started to comment before he saw her teasing as a test too. He fought the urge to say or ask more and simply clung to her. 

They cuddled, clinging tighter than usual, reinforcing that the two of them were as one, both of their minds filled with the thoughts of their teasing conversation. What if this was real? Alec thought. What if she had fucked someone before coming home tonight to fuck me? What if she had cashed in her hall pass? The arousal of the thought was too much. He had to say something.

“Well if you did, I hope you enjoyed it,” Alec said. Adding, “That wasn’t a question.”

Wendy laughed. “No it wasn’t. To tell the truth I was out with LeAnn and her friends at Miko’s. Sorry, no fantasy lived tonight.”

“I didn’t ask,” Alec said, seeking points for his resisting asking where she had been. The thought crossed his mind that he wondered if he would know if she did take that big step and fuck someone in the future. 

“I want to ask you something and be totally honest,” Wendy asked. “This stuff about the hall pass, living fantasies, not telling you, and you saying that me doing it for real was one of your fantasies, I want to ask you now, while we’re sober. Are you serious? You are not just doing this as a test for me, or just a hot talk? This is real life we are talking about, and I’ll ask you again, are you serious?” Wendy asked. “Did you mean it?”

“Yes, I am.” Alec said, the admission increasing his rapid breathing in his excitement. These were words he never thought he could say to Wendy. “There is a word for it, you can research it on the internet. The word is “hotwife.” I am good with you becoming my hotwife,” Alec said.

“I am not saying I will or even want to,” Wendy said.

“I know.” Grinning Alec added, “You are not saying you won’t. You are on the fence?”

“Well I have thought about it, I told you I would think about it because you asked,” Wendy said. “But you need to understand that unless something or someone comes along that unexpectedly pushes me off one side or the other of that fence you are talking about, I am staying the good girl, and monogamous,” Wendy grinned, her voice taking on a teasing tone, putting in the barb. “But for six months I am going to make you wonder. You started this, now you must live with what you initiated. That should be punishment enough for you starting all this, getting my thoughts turned in that direction when I’ve always fought to keep those thoughts further back in my mind for years.”

“Those thoughts are closer to the front of your mind now?”

“Yes. Happy?”

“I think so,” Alec said. 

***
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That moment was when Alec’s thoughts realigned. He understood with clarity Wendy’s state of mind and saw ahead how little was going to change—even though it needed to in her mind. Wendy’s hesitation and guilt that was so much a part of her that she was not likely to ever let go and enjoy living her fantasies or even go on a date, despite the hall pass. 

The experiences she missed would remain a sore spot between them—and eventually might fade away—or could get worse. What Alec envisioned and hoped was her hall pass and possibly living her fantasies might end her feeling of missing something important in her life, and give him a happy, hornier, hotter, sexier wife and a stronger marriage. He understood not that she had no intention of going further, rather than keeping him in the dark for six months.

Alec had hoped Wendy might take that huge step and satisfy her curiosities and fantasies. All the erotic stories he had read and considered the hottest were hotwife themes. The thought of Wendy becoming a hotwife was the ultimate turn on for him. He saw that happening as the solution for his wife’s feeling of missing something in her life. For her, it would mean no more wondering. If that mean he and Wendy were no longer sexually exclusive to each other, no longer monogamous, it was a something he was willing to trade for the hotter Wendy he envisioned.

Alec began to research for help and answers on how to accomplish what he had in mind. But where to go? He began exploring interracial sex websites in hope of finding a key to opening up his wife.
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It was on an interracial site for white wives hooking up with black men that Alec found Jerome, a black player who posted regularly on a couple of the interracial hook-up sites. He was highly rated by the white women who had slept with him, and forthcoming on his logical advice on how a husband could encourage and convince a wife to start fucking black men. From the volume of posts on the forum, it was a common fantasy among white husbands, Alec realized. Jerome was playing to the readers.

In the forums Jerome bragged at length of his success and preference for married white women, something of a hobby was how he termed it. Alec hesitated, Jerome seemed too much of a player, an unknown entity. 

Alec wondered if he dared contact him, and that was what found him sitting at the keyboard of his computer with his finger poised over the send button. “Fuck” he said and he pushed the button. 

Alec was surprised when his screen popped up with an instant response. “What in the fuck have I done?” he said aloud as he started at the PM answer that appeared from Jerome. “Tell me about your wife and why you are contacting me,” it read. 

The email Alec sent had already been written and edited so it was as simple cut and paste. It was all revealing: 

Short version is my wife and I have started empty nesting. We talked about unspoken fantasies and had a really honest long two-night talk about things. She has fantasies that she finally admitted, among them being with a black man, and I have my fantasies too, including her being hotter, dressing sexier, opening up more sexually.

I know that I'm not the man to do that. I'm her husband, and I think that were she to live some of her fantasies under a guiding hand she may get her fantasy and I get mine as well. But here is where it becomes a little complicated. I have given her a hall pass, but she doesn't want me involved, and that includes telling me details after.

I see the solution is to back away and let her do whatever she wants. Currently she is reluctant in making her fantasy real. I am afraid her inertia will prevent her from even going on a single date. Her being a good girl all her life is overriding and preventing her yielding to her desires and fantasies. I think my presence and thoughts about this are an impediment. 

Even though I am not involved per se, for instance she doesn't want to come home from a date and have me ask a lot of questions about details of her night. I agreed not to do that. However I do have this compelling need to know what is happening with her on this score. 

I've considered telling someone online that lives close enough to us where she will be, grocery store, happy hour nights with friends, or something similar where he can find an excuse to introduce himself to her, and get her out on a simple date, or perhaps eventually seduce her and get the ball rolling.

I want someone to explore and open all her fantasies, let her live them to extremes, guide her even into more things she may not have fantasized. But I want to be kept in the loop.”

Alec sat for a minute. “Send a photo. Let me see what she looks like,” came from Jerome. Alec skimmed through his photo files and found one of Wendy from last summer in her skimpiest bikini, one she refused to wear on the beach but would wear sunning in the back yard. It was yellow, narrow over her breasts, showing underboob and thin, revealing the hint of her dark nipples when wet, as she was in the photo. The bottoms were low in front, almost down to her pubic mound, showing a camel toe and confirming she was waxed smooth. He sent it to Jerome. It was a rush knowing a strange black man was viewing his wife. 

“Damn man, she’s smoking hot. I can’t wait to fuck her. I suppose I can understand where your wife is coming from. It's hard to explore these kinds of fantasies with the person you're supposed to love most in this world. Give me some details - like when and where you'd like us to meet up - and I'll take care of the rest. And don't worry about keeping you updated; I'll make sure to keep you informed every step of the way.”

This was it. Could he do it. Alex panicked. He could not. “Let me think about it overnight and I’ll get back with you.”

“Fair enough. This is a big decision so let me know if I can help,” Jerome said. “She looks like she would be well worth the time. I hope you give me shot at it.”

Alec looked down at his prepared response on the word document, the next one he would send to Jerome if he decided to go forward with him—or might send someone else. 

“Wendy shops at the Publix in Roswell on Tuesday afternoons. Thursdays she usually goes for happy hour with a couple of old friends at Cosmo's near the mall. I have told her that if she does want to do something, and to make it easier and carefree for her I need not know who or what or anything else. She should just tell me but if she is going to be out late or gets in deeper and spends a night, she need only to tell me she is out with friends, too drunk to drive home and crashing with friends so I will not expect her home. This is like a don't ask don't tell, but despite her not telling me, I want to at least know what is going on from you as it happens, not to direct, guide, or object but just to know from your side.” 

Alec balked. This was too much. He moved the description to the trash on his computer, imagining Wendy’s negative reaction if she discovered he had set her up like that with a stranger. It wasn’t worth the risk. In the end this would have to be Wendy’s idea. He would have to think of another way, but he softened his goal.

Alec decided he wanted a situation in which she had to decide yes or no to going forward, for someone to ask her out on a date and be someone she might consider going out with. Right now he knew in her mind Wendy was still avoiding the question. 
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Alec was surprised at how quickly Wendy began enjoying her freedom of not accounting for her whereabouts. That enjoyment was not sex. As Alec expected his wife pushed her fantasies aside, as she did not have the nerve to put herself out there. Despite Wendy’s hall pass from Alec and her new freedom to do as she wished, Wendy hesitated to even consider fulfilling any of her sexual fantasies. Some small voices in her head were saying go on a date, but her usual good girl persona was louder saying to back off and let inertia rule. Besides, she thought, she could think of no one she would enjoy a date with even were they to ask. 

Wendy worked from home three to four days a week, with Thursdays in the office to coordinate and update meetings with an active exchange rather than Zoom meeting. The CEO liked the live interaction at least one or two days a week. 

This week’s meeting was intense. The company was converting to a new software system and each person received one day training. This was Wendy’s day.

Her instructor was a cute black man she figured to be in his 30’s. She could tell he did an approving double take and smiled when he discovered she was his student for the day. 

In the crush of time during the intense course there was no talk except the instruction, until lunch, when they decided to take a 15 minute break, getting fries and a sandwich from the food truck outside the company’s doors. 

They took a seat at a bistro table under an umbrella and the conversation changed from business to other things. His name was Darren and he was charming, asking about her background, where she was from, volunteering the same about himself. Wendy’s mind was turning in another direction, imagining this interaction was how a date with another man might start out, but it was only a daydream. Darren was all business.

Too soon the brief lunch was over, and at the end of the afternoon when they finished the class, Darren complimented Wendy as her being one of the most delightful students he had and thanked her for making it a most enjoyable experience. His goodbye shocked her. “I would ask you out for drinks to celebrate completion of the class, but I noticed your wedding ring. I nearly got my ass kicked by a huge mean jealous husband last week for paying too much attention to his wife, so I’ve learned to be cautious. Tell your husband he is a lucky man.”

Wendy blushed at the compliment, as Darren turned to the elevator and stepped inside. He was gone before Wendy realized that she could have gone for drinks. There was nothing stopping her. She laughed at herself, smiling at the shock Darren would have had if she had promptly answered, “but I have a hall pass” or “my husband doesn’t mind.” But that didn’t happen. 

The more she thought about the exchange she realized that it could have been fun, had she been ready for it. “That’s it, I’m not ready for it,” she said to herself.
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At dinner that night Alec took Wendy to her favorite restaurant, Antonios, an upscale expensive Italian trattoria, something they only did on special occasions. Alec waited until the second glass of wine before he said what had crowded his mind all afternoon. “I had to go to the hardware store and drove by your building. I’m not asking mind you, but I saw you sitting at a table having lunch.”

Wendy laughed, and started to play with Alec a little, but from the serious look on his face she did not do it too long. “It was nothing, he was instructing me in the new system and was only there for the day. We only had 15 minutes for lunch so we ate at the tables.” She paused. “No, I’ve not started doing anything at all, just so you know. But if I did, and you did see me out, it is not like you are not supposed to see me. My phobia is if I did anything, the telling you about it I could not do, hearing my voice admitting to myself about being with another man for instance, to my husband. Being required to narrate anything I do back to you is the issue with me. Anything you see or find out from someone else or on your own is not me giving you the details. I’m good with that. It is not like a secret I am trying to keep from you, but whatever I might do I do not want to talk to you about it. That is how I see the deal.”

“OK,” Alec said

“So if someone tells me they saw you having lunch with a young black man, it is OK for me to know, but I’m not to ask you about it?” Alec asked.

“Precisely. What someone else tells you is OK. Just don’t hire a private investigator to follow me. That would be creepy, and besides, we couldn’t afford it,” Wendy said with a giggle. “And there is nothing for anyone to see anyway.”

“If you did use your hall pass, you would tell me, right?” Alec asked.

“Yeah, in six months,” Wendy taunted again, smiling at her husband twisting on her words. 

Alec stared at his pretty wife, her innocent model face giving no indication of thoughts that he could read. For an instant Alec was reevaluating urging her to live her fantasies and experience what she thought she had missed, but he had to admit now she seemed more relaxed and closer to him in the days since their talk. 

“Don’t worry Alec,” she said. “I haven’t used your hall pass.” Then with a dramatic pause she teased, “Yet.” Their food arrived and Alec made no further effort to read her thoughts and began to talk about his day at work. 
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Two days after the dinner with Wendy, Alec bumped into an old high school acquaintance, Cindy Scott, in the Publix. She was the classmate who always arranged the class reunions and kept tabs on who was where. She relayed one of Alec’s best friends in high school was back in town and gave Alec his phone number. He sent his old friend a text.

“Heard you were back in town, Cindy Scott said she had seen you and gave me your contact info. How about getting a beer?”

“Absolutely. How about tonight, the old place?”

See you there, six work?”

“Yes.”

***
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Alec saw his friend’s massive frame straighten and break into a smile that gleamed against his dark black skin. “Hey Melvin, damn good to see you, heard you were doing well.”

Melvin grabbed him and pulled him into a hug before sitting down, patting his back a couple of times before releasing him. “Doing alright, yeah. Just finished up a job, and thought I'd swing through here. Haven't been back in ages. Thinking about getting a place here again.”

They two old friends began drinking, talking old times. 

Alec smiled, “You remember that night you were in Calhoun and that bunch of redneck boys were going to beat the shit out of you because you were fucking the supposedly baddest one's white girlfriend, and I pulled up and pulled my shotgun out of the back and told them you and I were friends and get out of there before I killed someone?”

“Damn Alec, hard to forget something like that, old friend,” Melvin Jefferson said. “It's been awhile since anyone's brought up that night. I'll admit, I was scared shitless. You were as tough as nails that night.” He paused. “Fuck, I still owe you on that one. I think you saved my life.”

“Well State U would have missed out on a good linebacker had I not done that,” Alec said. “You know I hate we lost touch after you transferred your senior year.”

“Me too, but you know, life happens. Out of sight, out of mind,” Melvin said. The conversation evolved into remarking about how their friendship still felt close despite the years. 

Melvin asked, “So how's married life treating ya? Got any kids? Tell me about yourself bro”

“Two kids, just left for college so Wendy and I are in the stages of early empty nesting,” Alec said.

“Damn man, that’s great. And tell me about your wife. You always went for the hottest looking ones, bet she’s a cutie.” Melvin said.

Alec pulled up photos on phone, one from their most recent beach vacation, two young adults, their children, at the back with a pretty woman with long blonde hair behind them, clearly their mother from the resemblance, but more like a sister in age to the daughter. “Damn,” Melvin said, “she’s a looker. Great body from the looks of the two piece bikini.”

“How about you? Heard you got divorced a few years back, white girl as I recall.”

“Yeah, you know me, always loved that white pussy, no reason not to is there? I mean you got you one hot piece, if you don’t mind me saying so. Problem with me was I got married. Shit, it was like she was OK with me getting some strange now and then—but then she wasn’t OK with it, handed me legal papers and took half of what I owned. Fuck, never getting married again,” Melvin complained. 

Melvin still had Alec’s phone in his hand. Melvin looked back at the photo a second time, and absent mindedly flicked to the next photo, the same revealing one Alec had sent Jerome. The black man smiled with a low whistle.

“Damn, man, she's smokin'. You lucky bastard,” Melvin said. He handed the phone back. “And yeah, same tastes... He grins widely, showing off his perfect teeth. “I've always had a soft spot for white pussy, especially blondes. And brunettes. And redheads. He chuckled softly. “But I haven’t dated in a while. Been working too much and the divorce knocked me on my ass. So you are happily married I take it?”

“Yeah, it has worked. But you know with the kids gone, after 20 years of noise, the silence can be deafening. We re-learning how to communicate with each other as adults. It has created some interesting conversations. We’re committed and have pledged to grow old together, but I lately I started probing, pushing Wendy to be more open and honest. My wife is one of those who likes to keep a lot of things bottled up inside her. I asked her to admit her secret fantasies. I have always been curious what goes on inside her head.”

Melvin nods sympathetically. “That's tough, man. Kids leaving the nest, trying to reconnect with your spouse...it's a whole new world. I can see why you're curious about her fantasies though. If she's bottling things up, it may be because she's craving release. If she's craving release, she might be craving more sex. That’s what most fantasies revolve around at our age isn’t it?” Melvin grinned. “More than a few marriages crash when the empty nesting starts.”

“We have plenty of sex, it is like we like are newlyweds in that sense,” Alec said, “With the kids gone she doesn’t have to stay as dressed as she did when they were there.” Melvin nodded knowingly. Something in Melvin’s demeanor and their history caused Alec to feel like he could confide more in him. Especially since Melvin had never met Wendy. He wasn’t sure if he had ever mentioned his high school friend to her.

“Don’t you take this the wrong way, but she admitted she had always had a black man fantasy, and even had thoughts of submitting to a man who would take control of her. We tried role playing that, but she said it is not the same in submitting to me because if she refuses me, I must live with her afterward so there are no repercussions, and she knows she does not really have to do anything on my say so. Wendy admits she has thought about it though. I don’t know what to say back.” 

Alec continued, “This past weekend we had a two day conversation along those lines. Wendy feels our marriage is a little stale, now she’s saying feels robbed that she never had a dating life because we met my first few months in college and have never been apart since, and now some of her co-workers and girlfriends she goes to drinks with—a lot of them are divorced and are regaling each other with hot stories of their sexual exploits. Wendy admits she feels like she had missed something, and indirectly, since I married her young, I am the one who deprived her of those experiences. She says she would not trade any of that for what we have, kids, all that, but sometimes she wishes she would have done more, you know, before we got married.”

Melvin was nodding, taking it all in. Listening. 

“So that is when the conversation goes a little haywire” Alec said. “Women are so damn confusing.”

“Women be women,” Melvin laughed. “No figuring them. Sometimes you just gotta roll with it.”

“You know how I am, always trying to fix everything, even back in school.”

“Yeah, you were the enabler—and the leader in a lot of shit we should not have been in,” Melvin grinned. “You tended to let your mind take your body to places that leaned to the edges of propriety.” 

“Wendy keeps saying her sexual thoughts are all fantasies; she could never live them. But she is frustrated that she missed doing more. I don’t want her worrying about missing out, so in searching for a remedy in frustration I finally told her, "I’ve fantasized you being with another man, me watching you flirt like in a bar, watching as he takes you from a bar up to hotel room and I wait, wondering and imagining what your new lover is doing to you, and you coming down from the room freshly fucked and tell me about it while I drive you home, and once home we fuck like rabbits.” 

“You told her that?” Melvin asked, shocked. “I never figured you as one of those wife-watchers, but I’ve played with a few couples like that.” 

“I’m not. We have never done anything close to that, but I did say that to her. You know what she said?” Alec said, “After I convinced her my fantasy was not so I could fuck other women, that the fantasy was around her, she comes back with that she'd feel guilty, as if that would be a deal breaker. I’ve determined in my mind I do not want her to feel frustrated about our marriage. So I gave her a hall pass. I even wrote it out and handed it to her.”

“Say what?” Melvin laughed. “You’re crazy man.”

“Wendy comes right back at me and says even if she could use a hall pass, a bigger fear was being required to reiterate what had happened to me. I would want to talk it to death afterward. She couldn't vocalize anything to me if she had been with someone else, it would feel too weird, let alone her words admitting to herself she had been so naughty.” 

Melvin shook his head at Alec’s boldness. Alec continued, “So I came back with I would give her six months of total freedom, not asking where she was going, where she had been, who she was with, what she had been doing. She could volunteer what she wanted me to know, but other than the courtesy of letting me know if she was going to be late or out overnight with friends, I would not ask anything about her hall pass, or dating, or whatever, for at least six months, at which time we could talk about anything she might have done. She laughed and said she didn't plan on doing anything, but she would hold me to my offer of six months of not having to account for what she was doing.”

Alec paused and took a long drink. “But that does nothing about addressing her frustrations, missed dating life, and unlived fantasies. I’m stymied. I lose either way. What do you think?”

“How long has she had this pass?” Melvin asked.

“Three weeks. And I have followed her phone and all she has done is go to the gym, happy hour with some friends, and her everyday life.” Alec said. “But she is doing good at not telling me anything about where she is going or what she is doing.”

“Man, that's heavy stuff,” Melvin said. “I can understand why she'd want to explore these fantasies but is warring inside herself, good girl versus bad girl. It sounds like she's been bottled up a lot of curiosities and repressed desires for a long time. Your idea of a hall pass may seem like a simple solution at first but we both know it is a lot more complex than that. The other part, six months of complete freedom.” Melvin shook his head slightly. “I bet she might surprise herself with what she ends up doing.”

“Wendy laughed at the freedom part, but said she would love doing that, she said that she would give me a dose of my own medicine, me not knowing what she might be up to, and admitted not telling me what she is up to is a great head game and she would play it with me. 

She said would enjoy the look on my face at the end of six months and her saying she had not done anything, or maybe she would make up wild and erotic stories of nasty slutty things she had done to feed MY fantasies before she would tell me she had made them all up. In other words she is willing to play with the idea but is also saying she is not going to date or act on her fantasies and has not doing anything like that as her goal, which in the end I think would still leave her frustrated.”

Melvin chuckled softly, shaking his head. “That's some twisted fun right there. He takes a sip of his beer, setting it down carefully. The idea of her playing with your mind like that. Gonna be a crazy six months for you.”

“Couple of weeks ago Wendy went out for happy hour with her friends, normally in by 7:00, this time she comes it at 9:30, says nothing,” Alec said. “She was waiting for me to ask. We go to bed and it is hot and heavy sex, I still don’t ask but it made the love making hotter. She finally admits it was a test and she had stayed a little late for happy hour and it had only been with her female coworkers. Even with that admission I still found it incredibly intense, imagining what she might have been doing if meeting someone else, getting hit on. That makes me inclined to wish she would do more.”

“Yeah, I can see that,” Melvin said. “A lot of husbands have thought about their wives doing someone else—as long as they are in the loop.”

“The next week I had a day off, unexpected, and I went to the hardware store,” Alec continued. I figured I'd swing by her office to see if she was wanting to go to lunch. No answer on her phone, and when I drive by her office, I see her at table out front near the food truck, just her and this young black guy. I was shocked, but figured she had moved off dead center, got excited at the thought, more excited than I thought I would, and that night I told her I had seen her. Instead of being jealous, I was turned on. Wendy laughed, she thought that was hilarious. I said I didn't know if it was within the boundaries of her freedom agreement to mention it, and Wendy said she didn't expect me to ignore something out there in front of me or not listen to what someone might say—her phobia is the act of reporting everything to me. ‘As long as I don't have to tell anything to you directly, I'm good,’ she said.” 

“So she was out with this black dude?”

“Not really,” Alec said. “She admitted that the guy I had seen her with was there for an audit, would likely never see him again and it had been all business, they only had a15 minute lunch and they were crammed to get his work finished in her department. She laughed, said she had not even flirted with him, but said she could see the wheels turning in my head, making more out of it than what it was, but even so the scene I saw was within her fantasies and I know it must have turned her on because of how wet she was when I fucked her that night.” 

“You think it was as innocent as she said,” Melvin asked.

“Yeah, for one reason is she was so open about it. If he had been anything more, I do not think she would not have mentioned it to me.”

“I think you handled it perfectly,” Melvin said. “You gave her the freedom to fix her wondering if she wants, demonstrated a willingness to sacrifice her exclusivity to you to satisfy her curiosities, and you did it in a way that showed you trusted her completely. Which is a major turn on for women. Trust me, I know. Not much more you can do, sounds like.”

Alec summed up what he had been saying. “So here’s how it adds up. A. Wendy has the hall pass. B. She doesn't want to be interrogated by me about it at any stage. C. My wife says she doesn't want to do anything, but still I sense a little bit of doubt around the tone of her voice. D. She said she is OK with anything I find out from other sources if she does not have to talk to me about what she does. Wendy says that makes her uncomfortable and she would be ashamed to have to admit to me if she really did something. The path forward seems clear, not talk to her about anything in that vein, but if I find out through other sources that is OK. But there is nothing for me to find out, nor is there likely to be the way thing sit now. All of Wendy’s normal obstacles to relieving her frustrations have been removed, but her own inertia means we will be right back where we are now in six months. So I had an idea that might step things up a bit,” Alec said. 

“What’s that?” Melvin asked.

“I was talking to this guy, Jerome, on one of the interracial forums and the thought crossed my mind that I could outline much of what I have just told you,” Alec elaborated to Melvin, “solicit him to hit on her and see what she was willing to do, instead of waiting on her to seek her fantasies and it not happening due to her inertia. I considered helping the opportunity come to her, one that she could not avoid and her at least be required to confront the question and say a yes or no. She can turn the chance down, that is all her choice. If she doesn’t want to, that’s fine, but at least there would be one time she would face the option, which could create a better environment for Wendy to confront her inertia and at least move one way or the other.”

Alec took a long drink of his beer and continued, “I know she would never initiate anything, even just going on a casual date—but say if Jerome was to know her gym’s location, go in and start an innocent conversation, get the ball rolling and see where it might go. I wanted something in return. I wanted a weekly update on my wife's progression, seduction, or non-seduction, what have you. That fits within her restrictions and does not violate our agreement. I need to see how far she is willing to go into all this on her own without my hovering. 

To keep from going crazy wondering I need to know what is going on as it is happening. I was on the verge of telling Jerome where she might be next week, but I balked at the last minute. He would be a stranger. I couldn’t trust him. So I passed.”

“That's some deep shit right there,” Melvin chuckled softly. “I can totally see why you're struggling with this. It's a minefield. Giving your wife the freedom to catch up on what she thinks she missed, trusting her enough to give her a hall pass but still wanting to keep an eye on things from the shadows. So you're considering reaching out to this Jerome dude. Did I hear you right?” Melvin raised an eyebrow, waiting for Will's response.

“No, I'm back to square one. I need to approach the problem more delicately. I don’t want someone setting out to to seduce my wife as the goal. I want is someone to get Wendy comfortable, take her out on a date or two and at least give her the opportunity to say yes—or no if she doesn’t want to. I want to avoid her automatically saying no and staying in this rut. I do not want her wondering and thinking she missed something important in her life. If she did go out on some dates with other men, and decided not to do anything further, that would be ideal, if that got the wondering off her mind, she still had the experience. No more wondering.” 

Melvin nodded, and Alec continued. “But even as I say that, I am not naïve. I know how third dates often go. I’ve resolved that in my mind, and if that is what it takes then that is what it takes. I want her freedom and eliminating her regrets to make us stronger together.” 

“You said she admitted a black man fantasy? That is my favorite fantasy for a white woman to have,” Melvin joked.

“Yeah, I know,” Alec said. “I have known you back in the day remember, Ideally the person I have in mind to make her comfortable and date would be a black guy I can trust to keep me updated, but at the same time keep me respected. I do not want someone else falling in love with her, or trying to take her away from me and forcing the drama that would create. This ideal person would be someone content to take her on some dates, and if it comes to it fuck her good, regularly, explore some of her submissive fantasies and be content with having a white wife to play with as he likes in exchange for updates with her husband.” 

“Lot of boxes to check off there. Might be a tough find,” Melvin said.

“I was thinking about that as we talked,” Alec paused with a sly smile. “I do not believe in coincidences, and bumping into you after all this time, I have a question. Do you know anyone who might fit that bill for Wendy and me?”

Melvin leaned back in his chair, crossing his arms over his chest. “You're asking for a black guy who's into white wives, who's into the whole submissive thing and who's cool with keeping you in the loop? Not exactly common ground, man. But I'll tell you what, I might know a guy, met him on one of these lifestyle things I have attended.”

“Might he be you?”

“What? Me? You serious? You want me to do this? Date your wife?”

“Yeah, I think you would be perfect, and I trust you with my wife. I can’t say that about many other people,” Alec said.

“What if I’ve changed,” Melvin grinned. “It’s been years since we’ve hung out.”

“I don’t think you have from what you’ve said here.”

“Well, now ain't that a twist.” Melvin took a deep breath with a chuckle, meeting Alec's gaze directly. For a moment Alec thought Melvin would turn him down, but then he said, “Let me see that photo again.” 

Alec opened his phone, flipped it to the skimpy revealing bikini shot and handed it to his black friend. Melvin studied for a second and smiled, sliding the phone back to Alec across the table. “Yeah, I might be able to help you out with this. I'm into all the stuff you mentioned - white wives, submission, and I'm more than happy to keep you updated. A straight, leaning dominant black man, who loves seducing white wives. Especially shy, reluctant, conservative white wives and turning them into black cock sluts, personal whores.”

Melvin’s gaze hardened. “Question is Alec, you heard what I just said were my goals. Are you ready for that? Seduction, turning white wives into black cock sluts? Those would be my goals. You need to be sure because Wendy was right when she told you this can change people, and there is not much going back from that. God knows she’s hot and I would love to break her in.” 

Melvin paused for effect and continued, “Seduction is one thing. Turning her into a slut is another. That’s were it could end up with me starting something like this. You start a boulder rolling down hill you don’t call it back halfway down. And you never know for sure which way that boulder is going to bounce or land. You don’t control a bouncing boulder. You understand. You sure?” Melvin cautioned. “You willing to risk things going that way?”

“Yes. I'm sure. I would feel better knowing it was you. She doesn't need to know that we go back though, at least not until far further down the line.” 

“And what are the limits?”

“The only limit is when she says “no”. This is all about her and how far she wants to take it. I am not wanting updates in order to step in and say no or get in the middle of something when I am supposed to be in the dark and keeping hands off. Part of me is intrigued to see how far my wife is willing to go with this—or if she even starts at all,” Alec said.

“OK, this could be interesting,” Melvin said, thinking, running the possibilities over in his mind, a quizzed look on his face and then his expression changed, as if he had resolved his jumbled thoughts. “OK, 0I am in. So tell me where she goes. I have some free time for a while before getting into a new business venture.”

Alec took a deep breath and jumped off the high board. “Wendy works out at the Hard Line gym on State Street, lunchtimes Monday through Wednesday, 5ish on Thursdays unless she is at happy hour. She shops at Publix in Roswell on Wednesday nights after work, around five. She volunteers at the food back sometimes on Saturdays. Occasionally she does happy hour with friends after work on Thursdays.”

Melvin nodded, pulling out his phone and jotting down the information. “Alright, I got it. Lunchtime at the Hard Line on State Street, Mondays through Wednesdays, and Thursdays at 5-ish. I appreciate you trusting me with this, man. I won't tell Wendy you and I used to be buds.”

“Better still be buds since I'm willing to share my wife with you. It is all about her fantasies, maybe even some of her thoughts I do not know that you might be able to get out of her.” 

Melvin shook his head and smiled. “Alright, I can work with that. Pulling fantasies out of her, testing her limits—sounds like a challenge.” Melvin paused. “Alec, I want you to imagine something before you say go ahead for sure. Imagine that beautiful blonde wife of yours, naked, her long legs spread wide displaying that sweet pussy that has only been yours with wet juices on her pussy lips, her tits capped with rock hard nipples, her lips slightly parted and eyes half closed, ready and wanting a cock to go inside her, awaiting and anticipating it, throbbing, wanting it, her chest rising and falling in deep breaths, and you knowing the cock that she is wanting is not yours. And she may want that cock more than she wants yours. Can you live with that? That what you want?”

“Yes, it is,” Alec admitted.

Melvin stood up, towering over Alec, offering his hand to shake. “I'll be in touch.” He grins widely, giving Alec's shoulder a friendly squeeze before walking out of the bar.
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CHAPTER 9 - Week 1
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At home with Wendy the next week Alec looked for some change in her behavior, some indicator that Melvin had made contact. Wendy gave no signs out of the ordinary, but not telling Alec where she was or what she was doing was putting Alec’s imagination into overdrive—and whether she did or not, the thought the hall pass was out there and that lingering thought had sparked the libido of both. Their sexual tension ramped up. Sex was more often, more intense, and Alec noticed only a subtle change. When Wendy came in from happy hour on Thursday night she was not wearing a bra, nor had she all day, she told him with a smile. 

Monday at lunch he was waiting for the first call from Melvin, as promised. He called a little after noon. 

“Well?” Alec asked.

“I met Wendy at the gym last Thursday. I joined that gym earlier in the week. I approached her, struck up a conversation. She wasn't thrilled at first, tried to put me off, but I managed to get her talking, put the old Jefferson charm on,” Melvin said. “Your wife is hotter in person that in the photo. I’m all in. I want to fuck your wife man.”

“That she would talk to you sounds promising, but you have your work cut out for you. You know that.”

“Nothing worthwhile is ever easy, and Miss Easy on the Eyes Wendy will be more than worthwhile, I can sense it her. I think you do too, which is why all this is even happening,” Melvin said.

“Any other contact since or just laying groundwork? Gradual is the only way something will work on her I think,” Alec said. “It's all about building trust and rapport first.” 

“Yeah, I agree. I've been texting her a little bit, casual stuff - workouts, food, movies, anything to keep the conversation going. I'm trying to get her comfortable with me, make her see me as more than just some random black guy,” Melvin said.

“How did you get her number?” Alec asked. “Surely not on the first conversation.”

“Nah, not on the first conversation. And let me tell you, it wasn't easy. She tried to brush me off, act like she didn't want to give it to me. But I persisted. And eventually, she caved. I told her I'd be out of town for work and needed someone local to check in on my place while I was gone, feed the cat. She said she had a friend who does dog sitting and checking on pets, so she took my number and texted her friend’s contact info later that day. Worked like a charm.” We’ve exchanged a few texts, all g-rated and innocent since. That’s about it.”

“Anything more you update me, right?”

“I think it might be better if we update once a week, say this time each Monday? That gives any update for the weekend if it gets to that, and some weeks there might be nothing to report anyway. These things tend to ebb and flow.”

“OK, talk to you again next Monday,” Alec said. 
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CHAPTER 10 - Week 2
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Alec continued on the lookout for any change in his wife’s schedule or demeanor the next week, but it was life as usual, except, as agreed upon, she did not tell him when she was running an hour late, Alec did get the feeling that she was giving him payback for even suggesting this six months of freedom, as if she was saying, “this is what he wanted, let’s see how you like it.” 

A part of him said it was time to call this entire hall-pass six month thing off, but he didn’t, he couldn’t, knowing the long term goal was not his wondering but Wendy satisfying her curiosities. She has the freedom to fuck someone else to see what that was like, even a black man, or to go further, but if Wendy did not want to do it, he figured at least she would go on a date or two with other men just for the experience. What good was her having this permission if she did not take advantage of it?

One change Alec did notice was Wendy was doing more shopping, and dressing better, makeup and jewelry more fine-tuned, and her clothing was tighter, younger, more up to date, showing off her gym earned figure more. She was in an upbeat almost bubbly mood. Alec was encouraged. That second week he detected movement of braless breasts under her business attire for her in-office day. That alone was a dramatic change for her and created an uptick on their sex frequency. 

The sight of her poking nipples and her boldness of going without a bra was arousing, and he was taking her hand and leading her to the bedroom more often—and as they coupled the thought would cross his mind that she had not given him any indication that she was conversing with and texting a studly black man from the gym.

The weekend came and went, and he wondered what his friend Melvin would say about his contact with Wendy. Melvin was punctual at near noon Monday.
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“Hey Melvin, I've noticed Wendy texting quite a bit, assuming at least some of them are you. Is she opening any? Slow progress?”

“It's not slow progress, man. It's steady, methodical, and yes, we have been texting. We've moved past small talk and into more personal topics. I plan to build up to a meeting outside the gym. I need to make sure she's comfortable with me first, maybe going for a cup of coffee after our workouts. Thing is, before I take this thing any further, you need to be certain, because I know now once I tap that gorgeous wife of yours, I’m going to keep hitting it up for a while. Be sure.” 

“I’ve run this around in my head for a long time. I’m sure. I think it is best for Wendy and me in the long term. The one thing crawling around inside my brain is focusing on is why I’m for this. All the rules say I should be dead set against it. Truth is I want her to live her fantasies if she wants, and with you presenting your availability and openness to playing, you give her the opportunity, or at least the moment to decline your invitation. Even if she does not take it further, she will hopefully realize she could have and whatever she thinks she missed is on her as much as it is on me. 

“Maybe she can enjoy dating, living her sexual fantasies, and doing what she thinks she missed, thus relieving the frustration. This eventually should bring she and I closer with my having enabled this and her frustrations shoved out of the way, allowing us to focus on the two of us. I want to confirm that is your understanding too?” Alec asked.

“Yeah man, I mean, I love white women, you are married to a sweet, beautiful woman and I sense she has a secret slut in her yearning to be turned loose. If I can open that slut side in her, that is going to be some fabulous white pussy as a reward for me. I want to fuck her, no doubt about that. Wendy and I have talked enough that we are in the friend stage, talking at the gym on treadmills side by side, texting back and forth, so next week is a bigger step. Not sure in what way she will take it, going to play it by ear, but I think you can expect some movement next week one way or the other, but understand she is responding to me, no rejection,” Melvin said.

“I’ll look forward to next week’s update then,” Alec said.
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CHAPTER 11 - Week 3
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Again this week there was little change in Wendy. They were having sex a couple of nights a week, drinks in the hot tub and tumbling into bed, which was more than their pre-hall pass frequency. Wendy was in the routine of not telling Alec where she had been. Monday she was late, having gone for a pedi and mani. Tuesday she was in around 7 p.m. with no explanation. Wednesday night was good stay at home night, the two of them cuddling watching TV at home, and she was out Thursday until 10 p.m., a few hours beyond her usual happy hour drinks with her friends, but Alec was now used to her running late. 

Friday was a usual Friday. Alec grilled steaks, and the next morning he started the odd jobs he usually did around the house Saturday. Around 3 p.m. Wendy surprised him when she told him, “I’m going out tonight.” Alec almost asked what the deal was but he didn’t. The question hung in the silence and she finally added, “I have a date.”

Alec felt lightheaded and butterflies in his stomach. This was real. She was going on a date. 

“Well have a good time then,” was all he could say. He finished mowing and was putting the mower away about 5:30 when Wendy appeared at back door, facing where Alec stood at the storage building. She was wearing a short black skirt and a thin red button up blouse he had not seen before. No bra. Her nipples were prominently poking, and her make-up was perfect, bright red lipstick, brighter than he was used to seeing. Her top was unbuttoned one button lower than he had ever seen her wear before. “I’m gone baby, don’t wait up.” Then just as quick she was gone. She was on a date—Alec could feel it in his gut. With whom? Melvin? Someone else? 

Alec paced the floor, second guessing himself, drinking, unable to concentrate on TV, until Wendy arrived home at 11:30. Her lipstick was gone, but otherwise looking as she had left, the blouse now buttoned one button higher than when she left. “Hey babe, welcome home,” he said. “Have a good time?”

“Yes, I did thanks,” she smiled, knowing that he was dying to know more but she was not biting. This was the deal he had made. She had utilized some of the freedom he had given her tonight. “I’m tired, going to turn in if you don’t mind.”

“Fine, I’ll be on up when I’m sleepy, Alec replied. He turned off the TV staring into the darkness outside. “What the fuck have I done?” he said to himself. His cock was rock hard he realized. 
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[image: ]


Melvin’s Monday update was more involved than Alec expected. “Hey man,” Melvin said, “I hope your week was as good as mine.”

“Maybe, you tell me,” Alec said.

“Well about my time with your wife,” Melvin said, in a manner that Alec knew Melvin was smiling on the other end. “Tuesday afternoon she accepted my offer and we went for coffee near the gym, sat and talked, enjoyed each other’s company, and the time just got away from us. Talking like friends do. I consider her a friend now as I think she does me. She leveled with me about your arrangement.”

“What did she say exactly?” Alec asked.

“First she opened up and talked about herself, her limited sexual experience, not much of a dating life, her friends making it sound so exciting and her reaching 40 and realizing that she was probably never going to enjoy any of that, not regretting her choice to marry you but wishing she had waited a year or two longer, and the thought of missing out was bothering her, and that was what you obviously picked up on.”

“Yeah, she pegged it,” Alec said.

“So she went on to tell me you had given her permission to date, that it was part of your unspoken fantasies too and that this was a gift you could give each other—and come out on the other side without her wondering, some fantasies achieved, and no harm, no foul, just a good time. She said going for coffee with me was like a toes in the water testing kind of thing. I was her first time out with someone other than her husband.

“Wendy said she was going very slow and feeling out things, and that I should not read too much into her going out with me as I was the first man who asked her, and I happened to ask her at a time she had decided to at least go out on a date or two. I told her that I enjoyed her company and there is no rush to go faster than she wants, no pressure, but I would like to have drinks with her sometime, whenever she might be ready. She said that would be nice. We left it at that.” There was a long pause. “I gave her a quick chaste buss when we left. So she has decided to date, no inertia there.”

“Go on,” Alec prompted.

“Wednesday at the gym Wendy sought me out and said that she had been considering my offer of going out for drinks, and she said was going to happy hour with some girls Thursday night, and that they usually cleared out by 7 p.m. She said she would hang around Cosmo’s if I wanted to show up around that time and we could have some drinks together, as long as I waited for her friends to leave as she wanted to remain discreet. Now what fool would not do that? So I did. We both drove so we were careful not to drink too much. Again it was more casual conversation, but a little more intimate, you know. The fact she was married and out for drinks with another man was already out there, but when I asked she admitted she was enjoying going out with someone other than her husband for a change. She said this was exciting for her, more exciting that she expected, and said she wondered why she had hesitated after you encouraged her to date. I asked her if it was because she would in public with a black man and said that was part of it but not all.”

“Damn,” Alec said.

“Your wife was not wearing her wedding ring. I mentioned that and she said she had put it in her purse, a wedding ring was something she didn’t want to explain to any new suitor.”

“Wow, I didn’t realize that,” Alec said. “She used the word suitor?”

“She did. I asked her if she was planning on having more suitors, and she said if she concentrated only on one suitor that would defeat the purpose of her experimenting with dating. Wendy repeated you had given her permission to date but did not mention you have given her a hall pass to get fucked if she wanted,” Melvin said. “I didn’t bring it up but I can promise it was on my mind. I can be a patient gentleman for a chance to crawl between those long white legs of your wife. No offense intended.”

“None taken,” Alec laughed. “I love her legs too.”

“The time got away from us. Wendy said she had to leave around 9:30 but we ended up talking longer. I walked her to her car. It was in the dark side of the parking lot and I asked if I could kiss her. Your wife said yes, so I did. It was a nice long kiss that told me a lot more than just a kiss if you know what I mean. Damn what a kisser, what nice soft lips. And she melted her body into me. I played it cool, just enjoyed the kiss, did not go for more. She was into it though.

“When we broke, she told me I was the first man she had kissed like that since she had been married, and the first black man she had ever kissed. I kissed her again, harder, a lot longer, sliding my hands down to her ass and pulling her against my hard-on. Alec, she offered no resistance at all. We were both breathing heavy when she said she pulled away and said had to go. Before I released her, I told her I wanted to take her out on a real date Saturday night, and she didn’t even think for a second before she said, ‘OK, that would be nice.’”

“Her date was with you Saturday night?”

“Oh hell yes. You saw how hot she was dressed when she left didn’t you? A woman dressed like that is sending a hot message.”

“No way I could not see how hot she was dressed,” Alec said.

“Wendy is still trying to be discreet. She had me pick her up at the gym, leaving her car there. I took her to a nice Italian restaurant, we had a nice expensive Chanti, went to a bar next door for more drinks. I was being a gentleman, just telling her that I was excited to be the person she honored with her first formal date since she has been married. 

‘As if a lot of married women date other men,’ Wendy said.

‘You might be surprised,’ I told her. We talked about my background and how I played college ball and went into business, she told me about her kids, and bragged on you, but admitted that this empty nesting thing was hitting her harder than she anticipated. She said our date was a pleasant break away from all that and she was enjoying the night, that it was an escape from reality for her.

“After dinner on the way back to the gym parking lot to get her car, I told her I would like to show her where my office is, that it was on the way, and she said sure. I pulled around behind the back of my building. It’s just a house converted into an office but I have an electric gate and parking all round, so here we were out of sight at the back of the building behind a locked fence, and she didn’t question it when I turned the motor off. ‘What’s a date without a little parking,’ I said and scooted my seat back. Man, we were all over each other. She still had a good buzz and it was on. I mean damn man, what a hot woman. She was panting within the first 30 seconds of that first kiss.”

“What happened?” Alec said, his cock hardening at his friend’s description of what was clearly the start of seduction his wife.

“I was kissing her and broke for a second, whispering to her that we had been to coffee, out for drinks, and now tonight, asked her if she consider this our third date. She said ‘no’ quickly. I asked why, and she said because most people think you fuck on the third date—and she wasn’t ready to go there, she wasn’t ready fuck me. I asked her if that mean we were good with doing more as long as I didn’t try to fuck her, and she nodded, and I told her I promised I would not try to fuck her—tonight as we started kissing again, and it was like she was relieved to hear me say that and let go a little more.

“I slid my hand inside her blouse and she was braless and let me play with her bare tits. Damn how she moaned when I pulled on her nipple and with no objection from her unbuttoned her top all the way down, pushed it back to see those fantastic boobs and feasted on those gorgeous soft tits, open and exposed in the glow of the parking lot light. Man what nipples on a woman, world class, and how hard they got and how much it turned her on when I sucked on them, biting lightly. I thought she was going to cum from that. I especially like that little mole near the areola of her right boob,” Melvin said.

Alec gasped. Wendy did have a mole right there. Melvin had been sucking on his wife’s tits. This was real.

“Wendy was rubbing my cock through my pants, so when I stopped kissing her breasts and started kissing her again, I slid my hand up her leg and she opened her legs wide, as if she inviting me to touch her pussy. Her hands were working at my belt and she unzipped my pants and grabbed my bare cock,” Melvin said. “You should have heard her groan when she wrapped her hands around my big black cock. ‘You’re huge,’ she said, and began stroking my cock.

“Damn,” Alec said. “For real? She had her hands on your dick?”

“Absolutely,” Melvin said. “She said my cock was the first black cock she had ever seen, let alone touched. Think about it, you’re heretofore chaste wife that you gave permission to explore has her naked tits out for another man, her hand around a big black cock, kissing me hard, her other arm around my neck pulling me to her, and I have my hands on her soaking wet thong, and fuck, I just jerked that thing off, tearing it into pieces. That startled her, but she gave a low moan and she didn’t stop kissing me, let go of my cock, or close her legs. That bare pussy and those open legs were ready, so I eased two fingers into her soaking wet pussy and worked my thumb on her clit. She started cumming almost instantly. She was dripping wet man, and hot. I’ve never felt a pussy that wet before. I wasn’t going to stop until I got her off and she was almost there. I was pumping my fingers in and out faster. 

“Wendy was squeezing my cock so hard when she came, and then she just went weak, released my cock and pulled away a little, pushing my hand away, catching her breath, sitting there in the dim light with her legs spread and her skirt bunched up to her waist, her tits out and the blouse pushed to the side, heaving for breath.” Melvin paused for a breath then continued. 

“Despite what I promised, I was ready to finish what we had started, I was ready to fuck her and think I could have if I pushed it but I want her wanting it. 

“In seconds the vibe changed and your wife started buttoning up her top. I reached for her again and she put her hand up against my chest, pushing me back.”

“‘I’m loving this Mel, but this is all I can do tonight. Sorry,’ she told me. ‘I hope you understand. This is all happening so fast, I want to be sure it is not too fast.’ I didn’t whine or beg, I said that I respect that and thanked her for letting me play with those perfect boobs and sweet pussy. She buttoned up her clothing and I zipped up, took her back to her car at the gym.”

“Damn. So close.”

“Yeah, she’s close. I told her I really wanted to see her again and she didn’t say yes, she said ‘We’ll see. Talk to me at the gym this coming week.’ That’s where we left it,” Melvin said.

“Which means?”

“Which means I am going to fuck you wife by this time next week unless something dramatic changes. I think you know that. You said that was what you wanted,” Melvin said.

“I said only if she wanted to,” Alec corrected. “But apparently she does.”

“I’d say.”

“Should be an interesting week, and an interesting conversation next Monday,” Melvin said.

“Well if something did happen you can call me before Monday.”

“Monday at the latest, but I’ll see how it works out.” 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 12 - Week 4
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Monday night Alec looked for any sign that Wendy was acting different after her date with Melvin, as if getting fingered by the black man, holding his black cock in her hand would create visible changes in his wife. There was nothing Sunday in her behavior that had stood out other than she seemed a little more relaxed. For a change Wendy did not seem nervous, or as if anything was on her mind. Normal. Alec found it incredulous as he looked at her innocent face over dinner Monday night, imagining her in the car with Melvin, her top open displaying her tits to the black man, her hands on Melvin’s black cock as his black fingers disappearing inside her pussy finger fucking her. How could she do all that and look normal? He pushed the image out of his mind.

Ignoring the elephant in the room was wearing on Alec, but Wendy’s approach tonight was nonchalant, their conversation circling around everyday life, the children, bills, local politics, until Wendy interrupted Alec in mid-sentence. Out of the blue she leaned over and kissed him, unbuckling his pants as he sat there on the couch, moving between his legs and sucking his cock, an uncharacteristic move for here. His cock was rock hard. If this was the result of parking and getting felt up by Melvin, it was working. 

“I want you, Wendy. I want you right now.” Alec said.

Wendy smiled. “Well come do something about it, big boy.” She led the way upstairs and leaving a trail of her discarded clothes as she walked to the bed. Alec was right behind. Still standing, nude, she turned to face him, wrapping her arms around his neck. “I love you. You do know that don’t you?”

“I hope so, and I love you.”

“And we are going to grow old together, no matter what?” Wendy asked.

“We are going to grow old together, no matter what,” Alec confirmed. He saw an image of satisfaction cross his wife’s face, as if stressed and then the stress relieved. 

“Fuck me, fuck me hard,” she told Alec. “I want to feel my husband inside me.”

Alec noticed she was exceptionally wet as he slid into her, and more vigorous than usual, responding as if every place he touched her was a trigger point. He ate her pussy until she squirted and finished inside her as she begged him, “Shoot your cum deep inside you wife’s wet pussy.” Alec had never heard her talk like that to him before.

***
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Tuesday and Wednesday were repeats of Monday for Wendy and Alec, dinner, hot tub and drinks, sex, tv and sleep. She was texting more than usual but gave no indication who the texts were from.

Thursday as Alec was leaving for work, he mentioned that he might stay late for work. “That’s fine,” Wendy said. “Stay as late as you like as I expect I’m going to be back home late tonight myself.” Alec caught himself almost asking why but was greeted by Wendy’s half-smile and wagging her index finger back and forth in a no-no motion. 

Alec worked until seven, drove through fast food on the way home, but it was a little before midnight when Wendy came home. He hugged her hello, and noticed she was wearing a floral sundress with an elastic bodice, not wearing makeup and bore the hint of the smell of her body wash, as if she had recently showered. “I’m sleepy, I hope you don’ t mind if I go straight to bed,” she said. Alec followed and was soon dozing beside her. 

Friday when he came home it was as if he had his wife back, normal conversation, bills, local gossip, burgers on the grill, a glass of wine in the living room and streaming a movie. There was no hint of sex on the menu, the vibe wasn’t there from Wendy. 

Alec started cleaning out the garage on Saturday morning, with Wendy helping until about 1 p.m. She stopped and waited until Alec looked up. “I have some things I need to do,” she said. “Errands, then I have to get ready.”

“Going out?” Alec asked. “I guess it is OK to ask that isn’t it?”

“Yes, I’m going out, Saturday night,” she smiled.

“Date night.”

“Something like that,” she said, adding nothing more, and left the garage. 

Alec was finishing up the garage around six when he heard the click of heels in the foyer. “I’m gone babe,” Wendy said, with the next sound the door closing. Alec moved into the foyer but she was already gone. He wanted to see how she was dressed if nothing else, but by the time he got to the window she was pulling her red Toyota on to the street.

Alec ate canned chili and crackers, washing it down with beer, and was missing Wendy. He rationalized that if enduring these goings and comings with no knowledge of what was happening was what it took Wendy to get beyond this empty-nesting readjustment, and Wendy and he became closer, it was something he would gladly endure. The image of his wife making out with Melvin as he had described was an erotic scene he could not push out of his mind, he only wished he could have watched or at least had video or photos.

At the same time doubt was creeping in. Wendy being with someone else, out on a date with another man was not the erotic fantasy he envisioned when he confessed her being with another man was one of HIS fantasies. He was getting no excitement from this. In fact he was a little nauseous and unsettled. What if she did it and let her emotions take hold. What if he lost her? Not knowing what was happening was something he knew he must allow with the hall pass, but that did not mean he liked it. He saw his not knowing only as a necessary concession to get his wife out of her frustrations and inhibitions that were affecting their interaction and marriage.

Alec could not watch her, and she was not telling him anything. What was in this for him? He wondered. This was painful. Nothing except Melvin’s updates, he realized, and once a week was not enough. It would have to do. This was not what he anticipated when giving her permission and encouragement to Wendy to live her fantasies. 

His doubts plummeted more when he got a call from Wendy at eleven. “Hey babe, I drank too much and I am going to crash at a friend’s house tonight. I’ll see you tomorrow, OK.”

“Are you OK?” Alec asked.

“I’m fine. Great in fact. Love you.” The call ended. Alec had three more drinks before staggering off to bed. 

Wendy did not arrive home Sunday until 2 p.m. She had her gym bag over her shoulder, and quickly begged off anything sexual with Alec to take a Sunday afternoon nap. 

It was a hot summer afternoon and Alec realized the upstairs might be too hot for Wendy, so he quietly went upstairs and adjusted the thermostat down a couple of degrees. The bedroom door wasn’t shut so he quietly opened it and looked inside, and yes, the room was hotter than the rest of the house, and in the heat Wendy had kicked off the bedcovers and stripped off her top, lying under the ceiling fan topless. Alec admired his sexy beautiful wife for a moment, resisting the impulse to wake her and fuck her. He wanted her desperately at that moment. A beam of light was coming through the curtains, like a spotlight, shining on a spot near Wendy’s right nipple, where there was a small but undeniable red hickey. Someone had been kissing her bare breasts. Melvin probably. Alec shut the door and went downstairs.

A couple of hours later he heard a sound and looked up to see Wendy striding toward him stark naked, hair still wet from another shower, no makeup but undeniably gorgeous. She straddled him on the couch, kissing him, groaning in his ear as his hand squeezed her breast, “I need you to fuck me. Fuck me right now husband.”

Alec kissed her, down her neck, her chest, taking her nipples in his mouth, biting gently, staring for a second too long at the hickey before kissing her again. She saw that he noticed but said nothing, pulling his head hard against her boob. His noticing the hickey was as if it flicked a switch in Wendy and turned her yearning for his cock into afterburner, tearing at his clothes and when naked straddling his cock as he scooted to the edge of the couch, cumming repeatedly, her eyes wide as she rode his cock, wild on fucking her husband after what must have been a wild night with another man. 

Wendy felt his orgasm coming, she had already cum three times, and whispered in his ear, “I love a man cumming inside me, fill my belly full of your seed,” she groaned, unfamiliar words from his wife that hastened his orgasm, and as instructed he did fill her full. She kissed him hard with his cock still inside her, still rocking on it, until he went soft and his cock fell from her pussy. She rolled off him, under his arm, his hand now cupping her left breast. 

“Maybe you were right,” was all she said.

“What?” Alec asked, before he realized he was asking, which he wasn’t supposed to.

“Never mind,” Wendy said. They snuggled on the couch nude, in the darkness, until sleep pushed them both to the bed.
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CHAPTER 13 - Week 5
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Monday at 11 a.m. Alec received a call from Melvin, asking to meet for lunch. Alec cleared his schedule. They met at a sandwich shop at the corner from his office. Melvin was there when he approached. A shot of bourbon was on the table. The large black man with the bald head had a wide beaming smile on his face.

“Hey man, thanks for coming. I guess there are some things best said face to face,” Melvin explained. He pointed to the bourbon. “Shoot it. The bartender is on alert to bring another as soon as you do. After the second one I’ll start.”

Alec did not object, shooting the first shot, waiting without speaking as the second was put in front of him and he tossed it back. “OK, now for the update.”

“Well first I want to be sure we are clear. You said you wanted me to hit on your wife and see if I could bed her, get her to reveal her fantasies, help her live them. That right?” Melvin asked.

“Yes. As long as she wanted to.”

“How has your sex life been at home the last couple of weeks?”

“Off the wall. Fantastic.”

“No negatives?”

“Not really, I do wish she would tell me what was going on but I made that deal,” Alec said.

“And the communication between you two, except about her dating life of course?”

“Much better, it is like I am getting the old Wendy back, the horny one, like when we were first married.”

“There are fantasies of hers she did not tell you?”

“I think so. She is always wary about revealing too much.”

“But you said you want her to live them if she wants too, and you want me to help her in that?”

“Yes.”

“You said your role in this is support, not to ask further permissions, not for you to step in and stop things if you get a little worried, as long as she is safe, she can take things where she wants, can explore as she wishes?” Melvin said.

Alec was becoming annoyed at answering the same question asked different ways.

“Yes, what I said. Why are you going in this direction Melvin?” Alec said impatiently.

“Just want to be sure we are all on the same page, because things are going to heat up and go a lot faster from here,” he explained. “You knew what the likely step was after last week.” Melvin paused, reaching into his pocket and opening his hand, showing a lacy white thong Alec recognized as one he had given Wendy a year ago but she would never wear. The waist band string was broken. Alec stared at it for a second before Melvin returned the torn thong to his pocket, then he continued. 

“When white women get their first taste of black cock, they get this thing call New Relationship Excitement, NRE, and some describe it as going down the rabbit hole. It passes, faster for some than others, but one can expect it,” Melvin said. “It can go far faster than a husband can anticipate sometimes—and from what I’ve seen of your wife she is likely to be faster than any white woman I’ve ever bedded.”

“And you’ve bedded your share,” Alec said. “I know you always preferred white girls.”

Melvin gave a belly laugh. “You think? Well if you recall you were so damn envious of that head cheerleader getting the hots for the star linebacker—me, who just happened to be black. You told me she was the hottest girl you’d ever seen, and you wanted to fuck her so bad.”

“Angela. Yeah, no forgetting that.”

“And after I’d fucked her a few times, got her loving that black cock and willing to do anything I wanted—what happened?”

“Angela wanted to be double teamed, and you wanted her to do it,” Alec said.

“And?”

“And you invited me to go over to her house when her parents were out of town and we double teamed her,” Alec said. 

“It was good pussy, and I shared it, and you got to fuck her, didn’t you?”

“Damn right. It was great pussy.”

“Well I never slowed down fucking white women, in college, in business. I discovered I have a knack for it. White women love me, and they love me more after I fuck them a few times,” Melvin said. “I am good at it, and over the years I joined some groups, online players where they set up hotel parties, things like that, especially for married white women, sometimes with, sometimes without their husband’s knowledge. Married women are less complicated, more about the fucking than falling in love or wanting commitment. So when you mentioned Wendy to me, she fell right into my category. I knew exactly how to handle her, you feel me?” Melvin said.

“Yeah.”

“I shared Angela with you back in the day, and now you have shared your Wendy with me. I fucked Wendy last Thursday night, twice actually. She gave up that black cherry like I’ve never seen before, aching to do it. I lost track of how many times we fucked Saturday night when she did her first overnight at my place. Your wife is a fiend for black cock man, a wildcat, a fucking insatiable black cock loving wildcat. Maybe the best fuck of my life, and certainly one of the most beautiful women I have ever fucked, not to mention that sweet innocent personality, she is the total package, you lucky bastard,” Melvin said.

“So you see why I am trying to keep her happy and not frustrated,” Alec said, with a half-smile. It had happened. Wendy had fucked another man. She had covered it up so well he did not have a clue.

“I do. I savored every second of getting that black cherry and will get into the details like you asked, but you should know after our first fuck, she said getting fucked by me was everything that she had anticipated and more, the best fuck of her life, and as we cuddled there, her hand playing with my cock, she said she had no idea fucking could be like that. She said she felt stretched, but a good stretched, said she loved my big thick black cock. Wendy must have squirted a quart of body fluid.

“I reminded her of the saying that once a white girl goes black there is no going back, and she said, ‘Why would I?’. Your wife said she has been a good girl all her life and if this was being a bad girl then she intended to get very bad. I told her that was music to my ears, I would help her be as bad as she dared to be.”

Alec was breathing hard as Melvin continued.

“This is what you’ve said you wanted for her—and what she said she wants, I guess you should settle on the reality your wife’s sweet pussy is going to feel more black cocks inside its wet walls. She wants to be bad, wants some variety, and I will help her evolve into that. She wants to be a slut now, she says.”

Alec nodded. That was what he had said, but inside he was in turmoil. The reality was terrifying. His heart was pounding.

“I’ll start the details of what happened back at Thursday morning. After our groping session Saturday night she told me at the gym that morning she would accept my offer of another date. I said I might not be able to contain myself next time, and she smiled, pressed that hot bod up against me right there in the gym and whispered, ‘You might not have to hold back.’ 

“Thursday night Wendy didn’t go to happy hour. Instead came straight to my place and started drinking, making out, feeling each other up, in a minute or two getting to where we left off in the car behind my office. We both knew it was going to happen and what we wanted. All she had on was that thin dress, no thong to tear off this time. She got that off and naked. Wendy sucked my cock a while, tried to deep throat me but she gagged some. I had my hand on the back of her head and forced that a little but I can tell she’ll be taking it all and deepthroating soon.”

Alec was panting as Melvin continued. “I ate her pussy for at least twenty minutes, rubbing her clit, fingering her with my tongue, teasing her clit, first with two then with three fingers. You wife was whimpering and moaning as I worked on her pussy. She came twice like that; her pussy lips were puffed up like a dog in heat and the second time she squirted and flooded the bed. I had no idea she could keep cumming the way she can. 

“I put her off cumming the next time as long as I could, teasing, edging, getting her close to reaching and orgasm and backing away. She was hungry for it, arching her pussy up toward me. I took my cock by the base and was hammering it down on her clit. I even drug the head of my dick through the wet outer lips of her pussy but didn’t yet put in inside her. Wendy was thinking about nothing but her desire to get my cock inside her by then. She wasn’t your wife at all at that moment, only a white woman with a wet pussy wanting a big black cock deep up in her belly. She wanted fucked and was begging me to fuck her. She started groaning, ‘Please fuck me Mel, I want your black dick so bad. I need your cock, fuck me please.’

“I lay on my back and guided her to straddle me. Your wife reached down with her left hand and guided my cock inside her, lowering her pussy down over my cock. I wanted her to be the active one for the first time, and she did, pausing when she first put the head in and adjusting to the size, slowly, closing her eyes, moaning a little and soaking in the sensation. I could see her expression morph, from the realization that she was actually lowering her body on a big black cock, the first cock other than yours inside her pussy in over 20 years to that of pleasure and acceptance, pressing down on my cock until I was a couple of inches inside, savoring the stretching of her wet pussy around me. 

“I was pulling hard on her nipples as she did, and she was moaning. When she realized that all the girth of my cock was inside her pussy, she let herself slide all the way down on me. Mine was first black cock to go up inside that tight pussy and stretch it out. 

“At first, she rocked back and forth on my cock, eyes closed, absorbing it, then leaned back and with her hands on my knees started thrusting her pelvis toward me. I was looking down at that wet swollen pussy, my cock disappearing inside it, that clit up and visible, pussy so tight that when my cock pulled on an out stroke, her ring of flesh around my cock pulled out a little too, like it was not wanting to release my cock. Wendy came like that, then leaned forward again to kiss me without breaking the contact of my cock inside her, her eyes wide. ‘Damn,’ she whispered, ‘I’m doing this for real. I’m fucking a black man.’

“’And now the black man is going to fuck you,’ I said. I rolled her to the side and up over top of her, put her legs on my shoulders and told her to open her legs wide and let me take that pussy. ‘Take it,’ she said, ‘I’m giving it to you’ and I started pounding her hard. You should have heard her, she was bellowing, screaming ‘Fuck me,’ and ‘Oh my god, feels so damn good.’ Wendy was only getting started. I was talking some nasty shit to her too and she was loving it, me talking about making her my slut, gonna own that pussy. She was agreeing to it all, like she was lost in the thought of all that. 

“‘I want you to cum inside me,’ she groaned, ‘shoot your black seed deep inside this slut.’ Hell, no man lasts long after that, and I pumped her faster, as fast as I could and filled her full of black cum for the first time. Wendy started cumming. We clung to each other for I don’t know how long, absorbing the moment. Wendy had tears in her eyes as we cuddled, telling me the tears were from the intensity of the moment. I told her I thought it was romantic, but after a quick rest before the second round she said she didn’t need romance, she had that at home. She wanted fucked. She would make love only with you.

“’I asked her, if she wanted to be treated like a slut?’ And she said yes, she wanted to see what it was like to be a slut, to be a bad girl. Second fuck I had her doggie, pulling her hair back, slapping her ass, and she was screaming ‘fuck me like the slut that I am, fill my cunt with your black cum, give me that black cock, I love it’ almost like a stream of consciousness.

“When I came inside her again she rolled to her back and said she loved the feeling of my cum pouring out of her now blacked pussy. She had the nicest most satisfied smile I’ve ever seen on a woman.” Melvin reached for his phone and opened the picture app, handing the phone to Alec.

The photo was of his naked wife. Wendy was laid back on a bed, rumpled and tangled bed sheets. She was nude, glistening with sweat, her lips slightly parted, the lipstick gone from the kissing, her nipples rock hard and wet, as if just kissed, her legs were spread open and cum was pouring from her bare pussy, the flesh of her pubis with a pink tint from her and Melvin’s bodies rubbing together. Melvin was right. She was smiling a satisfied smile. “Damn,” Alec said.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 14


[image: ]


“Hot isn’t she, and beautiful. As a black man I can tell you Alec, that’s how a white woman is supposed to look right there, legs open, naked, just fucked with a black load of cum pouring from her red pussy, and a just fucked smile on her face.

“Wendy asked me what I was going to do with the picture and I told her she looked was so hot it would be a shame to keep it to myself. I planned show it to some of my black friends and brag about what a fine piece of white pussy I was fucking. You know what she said? She said ‘Good, it’s hot to know that other black men will see me like this. I bet they will want me too.’”

“And have you?”

“What?”

“Shown this nude photo of my just fucked wife to some of your black friends?” Alec asked.

“Yes,” Melvin answered honestly. He expected Alec to balk, but he sat there silently for some long seconds before speaking.

“What did they say?”

Melvin laughed. “What do you think. You know how hot she is—and you can see how hot that photo is. Wendy’s hot, a beautiful white woman, and of course they want to know if I have plans to share her, because they want some of that fine white pussy too.”

Alec said nothing more, processing what he has heard, and Melvin continued. “Wendy noticed the clock and said she needed to go home, so she took a shower. She gave me a big kiss and I asked her what her husband would say if I wanted her overnight on Saturday. She said, ‘he won’t say anything, part of our deal. I’ll be here.’ 

“About six on Saturday she showed up in a long raincoat and was buck ass naked underneath. She didn’t put a stitch of clothing on until 11 am Sunday. I mean it was nonstop fucking, sucking, licking, fingering, stroking, squeezing, kissing, talking dirty, calling her every name you’ve ever heard, slut, whore, tramp, tart, and her grunting and screaming and telling me what a slut and whore she was and how much she loved black cock and wanted more black cock, a lot more black cock. I lost count of the times she came and we fucked.

“At one point she was on her back with her mouth wide open while I stroked my cock over her face, getting ready to cum. I started cumming and she turned her head to take more of my cum shooting into her mouth. She took it all, swallowing, and running her hand up my shaft to drain the rest of my cum into her mouth. She was wild. We watched some interracial pornos between fucks, most of them two black men fucking a white woman. That is what she picked out from the porn website I subscribe to.”

Alec was stunned into silence. He could not imagine his wife Wendy suddenly becoming a wanton slut after only her second black fucking—but here it was. He knew that Melvin was not exaggerating. Finally he uttered, “Wow.”

“Wow is right.” Melvin opened another photo on his phone. Wendy was on her knees looking up, eyes wide, her mouth full of a thick long black cock. “So hang on for the ride my white brother. Now is when the fun starts. I hope you wanted a black cock slut wife when this started, because I have never been with a white woman wanting black cock like she does. A black cock slut is what you have now,” Melvin said, studying his reaction. “I will tell you what I told you when you had the chance to call this off. I do not want to let up, or slow down in fucking your wife, and she doesn’t want to stop, but for the sake of our friendship I’ll scale back some if this is risking our friendship,” Melvin said.

“No, not at all,” Alec said. “I went into this giving her this freedom and no matter my concerns or worries, I must stay out of the way. You take things where she wants to go. Just keep her as safe as you can.”

“I’ll do my best,” Melvin said, signaling for the check. “Well that’s what I remember, but I can tell you for certain Wendy is going to get black cock more than once this week.” He extended his hand and Alec took it. “Thanks for bringing me in on this—like I said, she is a spectacular fuck.”

“I know,” Alec said. “I know.”
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Alec was in a daze as he drove home from his meeting with Melvin, the images of his wife’s legs spread while his black friend was shoving his black cock inside her willing and inviting pussy crowding his thoughts. Melvin had shared the photos which Alec hid behind a secure folder on his phone. It was incredulous that Wendy was jumping into living her fantasies with such abandon and was so obvious in her enjoyment of fucking his black friend Melvin. 

Wendy was not home so Alec took the opportunity to quickly go upstairs and jerk off to the phone images of Wendy. He was downstairs with a drink by the time Wendy came home with shopping bags from a couple of the mall stores, one well known for its offering of slutty lingerie.

Wendy came straight to him, kissed him full on the mouth and asked, “Do you know how much I love you?”

“You’d better,” Alec smiled. “Another husband might not be as understanding as I am.”

“No, but I don’t have another husband, I have you.” She kissed him again. “And I am so very glad I do. Let me put these things away.”

What shocked Alec was how so matter of fact Wendy was, how their life was everyday normal in every noticeable way—except for the fact that she was going and coming with no explanation, she was hornier than he could remember, and now Alec knew for sure she had been fucked by another man, a big black man, thanks to Melvin’s updates. From the hickey he observed on her breast there was no denying another man had been intimate with her, or that she had her tits out enough to allow that black man to put that hickey there. 

Melvin’s in-person update was all telling, and in part explained Wendy’s more relaxed happier mood. Alec understood some of her most recent stressing had been whether she should or should not fuck someone else. Now with that decision made and accomplished, his wife was evidently enjoying it to the limit, and she was much more relaxed. There was another benefit. Alec realized he had been right, Wendy living these fantasies, discovering what it was like to fuck another man, was helping the interaction of their marriage. 

Alec anticipated from Melvin’s description that Wendy would be going out this week, but to his surprise it did not happen. From Monday through Thursday Wendy was home at night. And she was even more insatiable. Wendy wanted sex in some fashion every night. 

Alec knew the weekend coming and she would likely go out, on a date, and she announced Thursday night that she was going out Friday night, but surprised Alec by saying she would be going out Saturday night too. 

Alec’s raised eyebrow to her statement was a question, and for the first time Wendy gave him a hint. “Yes, I have a date,” she admitted. She waited to see if Alec would still live up to their agreement. He did.

“Good. I hope you have a great time,” Alec answered with his standard statement, saying nothing more. Wendy quickly changed the subject to some yard plants she wanted Alec to plant sometime Saturday. 

When Alec arrived from work Friday he found a note from Wendy, saying she had left to get a pedi, mani, and waxing, and would not be home before going out. 

Alec stepped into their bedroom and saw new clothing boxes in the corner from her earlier shopping trip. She was wearing something new tonight.

Alec was beginning to nod off after an evening of watching war movies on TV and surfing hotwife stories on his laptop. He did not find the erotic stories of black men fucking white wives as exciting as he had before. The life I am living now is beyond anything I can read about online, he thought. Around 11 p.m. he was almost expecting a call announcing his wife not coming home, but it did not come. She came through the door a little after midnight. 

Wendy kissed him, the smell of sweat and alcohol on her breath, wearing a very short blue skirt and a new floral button up blouse that was buttoned up one button off. Her hair was mussed and makeup all but gone. “Hey baby, you didn’t have to wait up.”

“I wanted to know you where home, I sleep better when I know you are safe.”

“I’m safe baby, but very tired and very sleepy. Let’s go to bed, OK?” The fucking was quick and urgent, with her pussy so wet Alec knew in his mind he was adding his cum to that of another man’s still inside her pussy, his first sloppy seconds. For the first time her pussy was noticeably stretched and loose.
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Next morning Wendy had kicked off the covers, and unusual for her, slept in the nude. She was on her back, legs slightly parted. No hickeys that he could see, but there was what looked like dried cum on her pussy. Silently getting out of bed, he went to the clothes hamper, looking for her panties to see if there was dried cum there. He could not find her panties. She had either not worn them or someone had made a prize of them. 

Alec made coffee, bringing a cup up to Wendy, who was emerging from the bathroom, still nude, and making no attempt to cover herself, something else new for her. She seemed comfortable naked in front of him. She sat down on the bed and sipped her coffee, her eyes questioning. “Well?” she said.

“Set your coffee down,” Alec said. She did and Alec reached for her. They clung to each other tightly, kissing, an urgent need that ramped up the intensity of their lovemaking. Their desire was too much for long foreplay, and when Alec inserted two fingers into his wife’s pussy he found her pussy still dripping wet. She urged him on top of her, and he went willingly, withdrawing his fingers and replacing them with his hard cock, groaning in pleasure as the warmth and wetness of her pussy enveloped his cock. 

Wendy was vocal, urging him on, and he neared orgasm she said aloud, “Fuck your slut wife, fuck my slutty cunt.” She was writhing underneath him. “You like me slutty?” she asked.

“I love you slutty,” Alec said. 

“I was a good girl for so long, and you like me being a bad girl?”

“I love you being bad.”

“I loving being bad too,” she hissed, “I am going to be badder. Fuck your slut wife.” He was cumming in seconds. 

“That is nice. I love morning sex,” she said as the lay in the afterglow. Wendy clung to him. “I love you so much. I am so glad I married you.”

“Me too,” Alec said. They cuddled more and Alec dozed with his naked wife still nestled under his arm. When he awoke, she was in the shower, emerging toweling her body. “I know I do not have to tell you but I will. You didn’t ask. I have another date tonight.”

“Another?” Wendy said nothing more, but the fact she said she had another date was her admitting she had already had a date with someone else.

“It’s the weekend,” Wendy said, as if that explained everything. Alec knew he could not complain, she had just given him a great fuck. He was surprised to find his wife had quietly left for her date before he woke that morning—an all day date, he assumed.
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That night at midnight there was no call. Nor at 1. Alec gave up waiting and went to bed, barely aware when she came to bed, but he did notice she smelled of alcohol, smoke, and sweat. His bedside clock read 4:30 a.m.

At seven he arose quietly, made coffee and sat on the back patio enjoying the early morning air, wondering if his agreement with Wendy and encouraging her to live out her fantasies was the biggest mistake of his life. His reasoning did not pan out—as his everyday life with Wendy normal as before, even better in their sexual frequency and communication. 

The only difference now was her coming and going without explanation, something of his doing, and of course knowing that she was actively fucking a black man and going on dates with him. Thanks to Melvin’s updates, Alec understood that Wendy could conceal a huge amount of behind the scenes sexual activities and he would never have a clue. 

***
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Wendy was up by lunch, making them both sandwiches and tea, calling him to the table. She had bags under her eyes and claimed a headache, but Alec could read the signs. Wendy was hungover. It was clear sex wasn’t going to be happened today, as the two of the laid around the house and Wendy took her typical Sunday afternoon siesta.
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CHAPTER 16 - Week 7
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Monday when Melvin called Alec started out, commenting, “Looks like her weekly activities were cut back a little.”

Melvin chuckled. “You think?”

“Yeah, she was at home every night until Friday.”

“So you think people only fuck at night?” Melvin asked.

“Well no, but...”

“Your wife came over to my place Tuesday and Thursday. She came at lunch time Tuesday and left in time to get cleaned up and welcome you home. Thursday she was here only minutes after you left for work. I had not gotten out of the bed yet and she let herself in with the hidden key outside and woke me up with a blow job. I took the day off and we fucked all day long. No, there was no cutting back this week, in fact she got black cock four days this week. I almost have her addicted to black cock.”

“I had no idea,” Alec said. “She seems so—well normal.”

“Just the way she wants it,” Melvin said. “She has said as much. She is loving being a slut with me but wants to stay grounded as your wife too. I think one side must yield to the other at some point but she is balancing both sides of her well right now.”

“And the update is?”

“This is changing her in ways you may not have seen yet. Your wife isn’t wearing panties or a bra when she comes to me, or when we go out. Thin sundresses or tops for the most part. Sexy and showing flesh, teasing clothes. She does have some thongs she puts on if she leaves after we’ve fucked to keep the cum running out of her from staining her dress or getting on the car seats but that is all,” Melvin said.

“You went out this weekend?”

“Oh yeah, Friday and Saturday.”

“Four...”

“Yeah, four days out of seven. I told you she was getting into it.”

“And sexually?”

“What do you want to know sexually? What is she doing now that she wasn’t doing before this all started? Hell bro, it is a list. Here we go: She’s sucking black cock and swallowing. Your wife has learned how to deep throat and can take a cock all the way down her throat. Wendy has discovered she likes her ass slapped, her pussy stretched, and her ass fingered while she is fucking. Wendy can specifically say what she wants and what she is in explicit language. She begs me to put my black cum in her white pussy, make her my slut, take her pussy, treat her like the slut she wants to be.” Melvin said. “A few more steps pushing the envelope every time we are together.”

“Wow, amazing,” Alec said.

“By Friday afternoon, we had started drinking at lunch and both had good buzzes going by early afternoon,” Melvin continued. “I got her talking about new fantasies or ones she has not admitted, and things she’d never tried. 

“The big one she said she had tried it twice before with you but claimed it hurt too bad, but I told her that we could take it slow and stop anytime she wanted and she agreed to try it with me. I assured Wendy I knew what to do to minimize the discomfort, and if she wanted to be a good slut to me she should let me try—so I started fingering her ass, two fingers, eating her pussy as I did, poured on the lube, a lot, and a lot on my cock too, ate her pussy, tongue fucked her some more, and I fingered her ass more, until she had an orgasm from me fingering her ass without touching her pussy. 

“I added a third finger for a little while, then rolled to my side and pulled her ass back on my cock, slow. I told her it was time she gave up her ass to me like a good slut, and damn man, she did not resist. Wendy was determined to get my cock inside her backdoor. She said she wanted to give me her ass, and she did. I mean she whined and said it hurt but not so much she couldn’t stand it—to go slow. I did, and little by little I soon had ¼ of my cock in her ass, reaching around and rubbing her clit as I did. Once I got my black dick inside her ass, man she started cumming like a rocket.”

“How did you convince her to do that, she has always been paranoid about that.” Alec said.

“Wendy was telling me about how she wanted me to share her pussy with a black friend or two of mine and I told her that he’d expect to tap her ass too, and she said she couldn’t, she’d never done that, and I told her we needed to do that before we moved forward. Fucked her ass twice before she left,” Melvin added.

“And this was Saturday?”

“No, Friday. Saturday, we left early and drove to Macon. There’s this club down there. Friends run it. I had gotten us a hotel room with an early check-in that afternoon and fucked the afternoon away there, and then we went clubbing,” Melvin said.

“Clubbing? What kind of club?”

“Dancing, grinding, good music, open minded crowd, after hours club where a black man might go to show off his married white girlfriend in front of his brothers to make them envious. Several of the guys are into married white women so they are some likeminded folks,” Melvin said.

“And how did my wife like it?”

“Shit man, Wendy loved it. Introduced her to a couple of my friends, they were there with their white dates too. Wendy had worn this really thin almost see through white button up top and a short skirt, so short that it was above her pull up fishnet stockings, and she has some black high heels. A total smoke show. 

“My friend Duane’s woman, Marcia, is married to a white man but she is deep into black cock. She’s been seeing Duane for about four months, and she and Wendy hit it off. 

“Marcia took Wendy into the restroom and when she came back, I mean damn. Marcia helped her hot up even more. With Marcia’s help Wendy had pulled her hair back, borrowed these big ghetto hoops, some of the brightest red lipstick you’ve ever seen, had her smoky eyes bigger and almost black, really making her eyes pop. She had unbuttoned her top down to the bottom two buttons. Shoulders back, thrusting those nice titties out there, nipples rock hard because she knew she was getting attention. She still had her thong on, I asked her, but I was a little surprised she had not removed it. She came out of that bathroom as if she was a different woman, confident, ready to play. She was radiating sex.”

“And then?”

“Hell, every man there wanted to dance with her. Fast, slow, she was twerking against their cocks, slow dances where her tits were felt up by every man she danced with, and she was not objecting, enjoying it, getting with the moment, and with the drinks hitting her she got to the point her top was all the way unbuttoned and pulled back, not even covering her tits up—but she was blending in with the other women, she wasn’t the only one doing that, some were completely topless,” Melvin said.

“How many...”

“Wendy must have danced with eight or nine different guys; I was dancing with other women too so it was cool. She danced with my buddy James the most, they were kissing and he was copping feels on the dance floor. James used to be a male stripper and has a way with the ladies,” Melvin said. “I’m the only one who fucked her this weekend but may not be the only one who got a finger in her pussy—I don’t know for sure. How was Wendy when she came home?”

“Sleepy, hungover would sum it up,” Alec said.

“She’ll be alright by tonight I bet. Wendy didn’t talk much on the drive back, and I didn’t push. You’ll need to catch up on some undercover work and get all you want this week because we are going away for the weekend, leaving about lunchtime Friday,” Melvin said.

“Where are you taking my wife?”

“Big party down near Columbus, again a good group of old friends, we get together a couple of times a year,” Melvin said. “An open minded group like Saturday night.”

“Take care of my wife,” Alec said.

“That is exactly what I am doing. I’ve got this,” Melvin said. “Talk to you next Monday. 
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CHAPTER 17 - Week 8
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As Melvin had recommended, Alec was pushing for sex with his wife all week, making two of the nights that week into long sessions starting in the hot tub with drinks and ending up in bed fucking. It was almost two months since this adventure or insanity had begun, Alec though.

Alec was surprisingly turned on as he fucked her that night, wondering if his was the second cock that had put a load of cum in her pussy that day, if Melvin had been fucking her during the day like the week before.

Alec was regretting the “don’t ask” provision of their agreement, but it was what he had agreed so he honored it, while Wendy’s indication was she enjoyed keeping Alec in the dark and wondering. 

Thursday night she did tell Alec that she would be away for the weekend and would not back until Sunday afternoon. She saw the questioning in his eyes, and the aching to ask but still standing by his promise. Wendy softened a little. “Yeah, I think you know it has happened. I’ve done it, I’ve fucked someone else and the world didn’t end and it did not change the way I feel about you—but I no longer wonder about what it is like to fuck someone else. But that was only the start. I’m not done, and I am enjoying the hell out of it, and I’m having fun, and I love you. I will tell you all about it in a few months. I do not want to stop. I love you for the freedom you have given me and appreciate you honoring your promise about no questions. Your backing off is allowing me the freedom to enjoy this.”

“It’s tough. I do love you though. Don’t forget that.”

“Foremost in my mind baby. And thank you.” She kissed him and took him to bed, in the middle of their rousting fuck she whispered, “Get all this pussy you want tonight because it’s all you get until next week.” Alec was plowing her pussy as she said it, and caught himself from saying, “but it is not all the cock you are going to get is it?” She slept in Friday morning and when Alec’s work let out early at lunch due to a power outage, he rushed home. Wendy was already gone.

***
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Wendy arrived home Sunday close to 7 p.m. She was sullen, as if she had a lot on her mind, and was consciously avoiding Alec, even in small talk. “I need some time alone, please,” she said, repeating, “Please.” Alec was confused, curious, but did as she asked, wondering what had happened. 

“Tell me anything you feel like telling me, if you want to talk. I’ll listen,” he offered.

“Just back off,” she snapped at him, and he left her alone, hoping he would learn more the next day in his conversation and update from Melvin. Wendy went straight to bed early, without speaking to him and was still asleep when Alec left for work the following morning.

Alec did notice on the calendar that 1/3 of the agreed upon weeks of their “don’t ask” agreement had passed. 

***
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Melvin wanted another lunch, with two drinks under their belts Melvin got around to Wendy and the weekend. “Alec,” Melvin said, “Man what a hottie of a wife you have. Total fucking sex fiend I mean. Like nothing I’ve ever seen.”

“That’s what I wanting to hear about,” Alec said. “Wendy went straight to bed and barely stirred. She was still asleep when I left this morning. Not responsive to me at all.”

“That’s because the girl had a big weekend without a lot of sleep,” Melvin explained. He offered nothing more, as if he was thinking.

“Why are you pausing Melvin?”

“Trying to form the right words to explain this. First go back to Saturday night a week ago, when your wife was the hit of the party, ended up spending some quality time with my friend James?”

“Yeah.”

“Well I caught up with my boy Wednesday and asked him how he had done with Wendy, and he was excited about her, on fire and talkative. He was playing with her tits, while they danced, I told you that. He got her out of the mainstream crowd in the room, out on the patio and around the corner, a little out of sight, and was kissing on her nipples and fingering her. She was into it and offered no resistance. In fact he said she grabbed his wrist and guided his hand to her pussy when she wanted him to finger her. She got her off like that and told James she wanted to suck his cock and she did, swallowed, and told him after she finished that was all he could get tonight and they needed to get back inside before she was missed. James continued dancing with her, and she gave him her phone number. They’ve been texting, a lot. She’s even sent him some topless shots of herself,” Melvin said. “You know a girl sucks your cock and gives you her phone number—that is a sure piece of white pussy you are going to tap.”

Alec’s phone chimed and he opened the messages to see a photo of his wife, in their bathroom, hands over her head, holding her hair up, topless, nipples hard, and with a marker crudely written on her chest, “For James.” 

“Get it?”

“I got it. Damn,” Alec said.

“Damn right. Your wife wants to be a slut so I helped her out Thursday. She came over early, we fucked away the morning, and at lunchtime James showed up, at her invitation and my approval. I left them alone for the first fuck, you know, the get-to-know-you fuck, and after that we double teamed her, spit roasting, both of us in her pussy at once, double vag, and ended up in a double penetration, one of us in her ass, and one in her pussy. We changed out for the second round after all three of us showering together in my big shower, so we both got some of that tight ass. We wore that white pussy out, and she loved it, stopping only because she said she wanted to spend some time with you before the weekend,” Melvin said.

“This was Thursday? During the day?”

“Yeah,” Melvin said, and Alec recalled their Thursday night fucking, how she was basically passive at first but really got turned on toward the end, and how wet she was. Alec realized it was the cum from two different black men that had made her wet—and including him she had fucked three different men on Thursday, with the weekend had not even started.
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CHAPTER 18 - The Weekend


[image: ]


“So what about the weekend?” Alec asked.

“This is new territory,” Melvin said. “On the trip down to Columbus your wife tells me that she had been well laid yesterday, and really got off on being double teamed, another of her fantasies, and I was the first black man to share her with another black man, but I shouldn’t count on her being with me over the weekend. Wendy added she would be happy to give me some pussy on Sunday afternoon but she wanted to finally let go at this party. I got her talking about other fantasies, and she admitted she had one that she would love to be fucked by black men in a line, one after the other, to see how many men she could fuck before she wanted to stop.”

“Damn,” Alec said. “Amazing.”

“I told you she might go deep quick and this weekend she did. We got there early afternoon, had time for a quick dip in the pool, and keep in mind this was a hotel take over by our group, so the pool rules were a lax after lunch, and a lot of the women took off their tops, including your wife. What a prefect set of tits your wife has, even more perfect when compared with other women laying out by the pool. 

“There wasn’t much going on other than that at first, nobody hitting on anyone, more like everyone eyeballing who they might want to hookup with later, picking their targets. Marcia from the other night was there, and she and three other women soon had them a little clique of the five hottest women in the place. A meet and greet was scheduled for 5 p.m. Friday night, before dinner, and Wendy was invited to Marcia’s room to get ready. Marcia said she had some different clothes that Wendy might like trying on.

“Those same five women came into the meet and greet all wearing fishnet tops and pasties, with crotch-high shorts and high heels, and made up in late night makeup and some jewelry, things like long necklaces falling between their tits to bring your eye even to more attention of them. One women had pierced nipples and had a gold chain connecting the two rings—but a pastie over each nipple. Each woman had a different set of pasties, and Wendy had spade shaped pasties over her nipples, smiling and flirting with everyone. Those five owned the room. They were swarmed,” Melvin said.

“And what happened?”

“I don’t know.”

“What? What the fuck? Melvin?”

“Look man Wendy had already said she wanted to be on her own, Marcia is my friend Duane’s woman, so I knew I had a connect there, and well to tell the truth in the crush of the party I met this white couple there. It was his wife’s first night at one of those and you know how I am about getting those black cherries. I went back to their room and stayed with them until the early morning. She is not as hot as Wendy but the young girl does have some potential. Hubby was there videoing but he doesn’t have a good clue, but I gave them some hot footage,” Melvin prattled on.

“What about my wife?” Alec said louder. The couple at the next table turned to look.

“Man don’t raise your voice. I mean she’s safe, she got back with me Sunday by checkout time, I got her back to my place by about 3:00 p.m. so I had some time to fuck her too, but she didn’t say much about the weekend, and I didn’t ask. Hard to say to her, ‘I want you to tell me all you were up to so I can tell your husband who is not able to ask.’” Melvin said.

“I know but...” Melvin ignored him and continued. 

“When I got to the room Friday night, well actually it was early Saturday morning, Wendy had been there and changed, but she did not come back the rest of the night. Saturday. I had to go out for some business calls and got back to the hotel about 4 p.m. I looked out at the pool and she wasn’t there. The big party started after dinner. I did see her, along with her four cohorts, and this time they had gone all out to get attention,” Melvin said.

“What do you mean?”

Melvin laughed, “Well imagine classy hot looking white women, like Wendy, parading into a party together – and dressed like, well like street whores. I mean you could set them out on the strip downtown and they would have fit right in. Talk about lighting some brothers on fire, shit. I didn’t see her until 12 noon the next day when she came back to pack her luggage. Wendy did not say much about it. All she said was she had a great time but had not slept much and she wouldn’t be much company on the way home. It was still great sex when we got to my place but it was more like her fulfilling a promise to fuck me than it was desire.”

Alec’s gut feeling suggested something had careened out of control with the weekend, but he couldn’t blame Melvin, who was indeed doing as he had asked. “Look man, let me make a call or two,” Melvin said.  “I’ll call Duane and see if he can hook me up with Marcia and see if she tells me anything. I’ll call you back if I learn anything. I will do some checking around.” 

Melvin extended his hand for a shake and Alec took it, his feelings in a turmoil. Since before this ever started Alec had recognized his need to know what was happening—and now there was an entire night of his wife at an interracial swing party and he knew nothing. 
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CHAPTER 19 
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Melvin called before Alec reached his office. Melvin had been investigating. “OK, here’s what I found out. I contacted Duane and come to find out that Marcia was not there with him. She’s well into this black owned thing with Duane. He had some business and couldn’t attend so he loaned Marcia to Vinsel for the weekend and the party. 

“Duane gave me Marcia’s number, I texted her and asked her to call me, and she did quickly. Very open hot woman.” Melvin chuckled. “She thought Duane had given me her number so I could get some of her pussy. Marcia is up on fucking whoever Duane tells her to fuck. Not a bad thought for me. I want to tap that soon, she is a looker. Anyways, I asked Marcia about Wendy and she was reluctant to talk at first, afraid she was snitching, but I kept her on the line, flirted a little, and she opened. Turns out Marcia was with Wendy much of the weekend. 

“This Vinsel is a lot more hardcore into white wives than me or Duane even, and the bros he hangs with are not much better. We are not talking gentlemen. But then again, some white women get off on that, that gangsta bad boy image.” Melvin said.

“Friday night Marcia convinced Wendy to hang with Vinsel’s home boy Devon. Devon is this big, tall dude that played college ball and made the training camps for the pros, then got into other business and has done well. Turns out Wendy was good with hanging with Devon. The four of them left the party and went to Vinsel’s suite, where, as Marcia termed it, your wife got used and hard fucked. Marcia did the same with Vinsel, and they swapped off for the second fuck of the night, before getting back with their original partners sometime in the early morning.”

“What do you call hard fucked?” Alec asked.

“Oh I think you can still see it on Wendy if you look close, maybe a bruise or two on her inner thighs, reddish flesh on her pussy from the hard pounding, light bite marks or something on her tits, and a well stretched out pussy and sore jaws from sucking so much cock,” Melvin said. He continued:

“According to Marcia they all laid around naked for a couple of hours, then started taking photos of each other, including hard core ones. I haven’t seen them but from what Marcia said there is not much in the way of porn photo poses that the four of them didn’t try. They were trying to see how nasty they could make the photos, and yeah, that included double teaming your wife, making her an Oreo, you know, black on the top, on the bottom, white cream in the middle. Your wife was the white cream. Marcia said she would try to get some of the photos to me but said she could not promise.

“Saturday afternoon come to find out Devon has arranged this offsite party for some of his clients, he does sports agent stuff, most of them were pro athletes of one type or another, all black, and he wanted Wendy to go with him, eye candy, and they ended up taking all five of the women hanging with Marcia to the offsite party.” 

Marvin took a deep breath before he continued. “There was a reason they left the hotel all dressed up like street whores, because Devon had told his clients that he was bringing some white whores in for the party. Now here’s the thing, you know all the women were at the party to get black cock, but Devon added a twist. He told the girls before they left the hotel, they were going to get plenty of black cock, which they were all up for, I mean it was why they were at the party, to get black dick. Devon upped the ante in the limo. He told the girls there were some well-known sports figures at the party and they had to be discreet. They all agreed. Then he dropped the bomb. He was going to pay each girl $1000 for the night and he expected them to be discreet and keep their mouths shut about who was there, and he wanted them to be fucking and sucking his clients until morning, or at least be available for that. Wendy hesitated but Marcia encouraged her to come along, said she might enjoy it, saying it might be exciting to be a whore one time. Wendy was already half-drunk and turned on and remarked, ‘That’d be another fantasy checked off.’ So she went.

“These five white women who went with Devon, he pimped them out to his clients Saturday night. Seven clients there plus Devon and Vinsel, so nine black men, and, well, you now you got you a slut wife and a whore wife,” Melvin said. “Not sure if this has worked out like you expected but here it is. Wendy got into it, said she wanted to sure she every cock in the room had been inside her at least once. When the other girls returned to the hotel when the party faded out, Wendy stayed the night with Devon. Devon’s got a rep of really using a woman, leading toward rough and dominant. Marcia didn’t have any more details than that, other than saying Devon asked them all to come back next weekend for some other special event he had planned with different clients, and none of the girls said no. Wendy said nothing of this to me on the way back.”

Alec knew there was not much more to say. Wendy was now a black man’s whore. “Thanks Melvin. I am going to have to process all this.”

“I figured,” Melvin said. “Good luck with it. You need me you call, hear?”

“Hear.”

***
[image: ]


At home Wendy was different, more subdued, quieter, and she welcomed her husband home with a kiss and a soft hug and told Alec to meet her in the hot tub. Wendy already had a pitcher of frozen margaritas in a cooler outside and was almost at the bottom of the one in her hand. She seemed a little shaken, certainly less assured and confident. Alec met her at the hot tub, still determined not to ask her any questions, instead Wendy started.

“I thank you for not asking me all sorts of questions about the past few weeks, I know it has worn on you, and at first, I wanted to taunt you a little, make you pay for being willing to put me out there like you did—and I did not plan on doing anything with anyone. This was before I understood you were giving me the freedom to make my own choices, something I had not understood.”

“OK,” Alec said. 

“So I think I have been keeping things from you long enough, and some of the choices I have made have not been the best decisions. Things got out of hand this past weekend and, well we need to talk. I know that I told you I did not want to be questioned when I come home from a date, or being with someone else, and you have honored that, and I thank you, but I want to tell you what has been happening and update you and then you can ask any questions you want and you can ask from now on—I need you with me on this right now and not in six months,” she said, “I am releasing you from the agreement.”

“Fair enough,” Alec said. “Go ahead.”

“I am going to tell you what has been going on in a short version, please let me finish before you start asking questions, I need to get it all out or I will end up clamming up and keeping it all bottled up inside and that is not good.”

“OK, no interruptions.”

“Thank you,” Wendy said. “Early on in this experiment I met someone at the gym, his name is Melvin, and he was very nice, black, big guy, and clicked off most of my fantasy boxes. I had decided I wanted to try some dates but I didn’t want to go out to a bar and be a pickup and I had no other good way to go about. Melvin was nice and I became more aware there was nothing stopping me, so I flirted with him, maybe even came on a little, and he asked me for coffee, and I went, then for afternoon drinks, then on real dates. I let him get a little further each time and, eventually I fucked him, or let him fuck me depending on how you say it, and it was incredible. I fulfilled a long time curiosity and fantasy and it was better than I would have dreamed, so I wanted more, and like I told you I have been a good girl all my life and I wanted to see what it would be like to be a bad girl, so I starting thinking like a bad girl, in what I said, what I did, how I fucked Melvin, how we acted when we dated in public.” Again another pause before she hesitantly admitted, “And I loved every bit of it. It was amazing.” 

Alec said nothing only nodding, pleased at least that his wife’s descriptions was jiving with Melvin’s accounts. He did note she said nothing of letting Melvin or James fuck her ass, questions and answers for another time, he thought as she continued.

“I went to this party, a lot of black men with white women, many of them married like me,” Wendy continued, “and I had never seen anything like it, crazy. I had told Melvin I wanted to be a bad girl and he said told me if I wanted to be a bad girl this was the place to do it. I went jumped right in and started behaving like everyone else. I was not content to be bad, I wanted to be the baddest woman there. Almost every woman was flashing or showing boobs and getting felt up and I did too, it was hot fun, and well I ended up giving this guy James a blowjob on the patio.” Wendy paused for a long drink of her margarita, turning off the hot tub jets so she did not have to talk above them.

“The following Thursday this guy, James, came over to Melvin’s house in the daytime and I fucked them both, in every combination possible. It was great. I wanted to be a slut and here I was being a slut,” Wendy said. She paused looking into Alec’s eyes. “I am a slut. I accept the title. I’ve earned it. I’m sorry but it is the truth.”

“The next week, that’s this past weekend, Melvin and I went to a similar party, out of town, a hotel takeover thing, but I told Melvin I might not be ending up with him, I wanted to experience other black men, without them necessarily being friends of his, and he was good with it,” Wendy said. “I was going to be a slut on my own for the weekend. I wanted to be a slut for the weekend. 

“When I arrived, I met this other white wife, Marcia, I had hung with her at the party the week before, when I gave James the blow job, and Marcia told me that she was trying out being black owned and that her black boyfriend Duane had loaned her to one of his friends for the weekend, to bring to this party. She was with Vinzel. Marcia said she belonged to Vinzel tonight would be fucking him. I thought that entire concept sounded hot and told her so.”

Wendy paused, watching Alec’s face, looking for his reactions, taking another drink before she continued. “Vinzel has a friend, Devon, and I ended up with him. The four of went back to their suite and my god, Devon was big, tall, and rough, and nasty and dominate and, I don’t know how to say it any other way but he took me. He claimed my pussy and I gave myself to him, totally, and it was fantastic, exciting, and a little scary. I got lost in it. I know I was drinking but there was more to it, like I was on a drug or something. I have never been that turned on.

“Devon fucked me inside out, I hit a continuous orgasm and he came inside me and left the room. I was weak and spent, laying there on the bed catching my breath, naked, my ass stinging from where he had slapped it as he rode me, my nipples sore from him biting and pulling on them, my pussy feeling stretched – but so very empty, my legs splayed open, cum running out of my pussy and I was too weak to even get a cloth and wipe when Vinzel came into the room naked, took my ankles and jerked me to the edge of the bed, put my legs up on his shoulders and just slid his big cock into me and began fucking me too. 

“Vinzel fucked me so long I lost track of time, it was a world of me being twisted and turned, always with that black cock pumping in and out of me. Finally he wanted me to beg for him cum and I did, screaming it, and he must have cum a quart inside me. I was dripping all over the carpet to the bathroom before I got to the commode and sat there letting the cum from two black men pour out of me. Finally the flow slowed, I wiped some more, took a wet washcloth to bed and Devon came back and fucked me again. I slept with him, or at least I was in the bed with him all night. I am not sure we didn’t fuck all night long. I barely remember stopping, and when he finished I still wanted to keep going. I have no idea how many times but it felt like it was non-stop,” Wendy said.

Alec wanted nothing more than to hold her, pull her to him, tear off her clothes and get inside her as soon as possible from her erotic confession of what she had done, but as he reached for her, she pushed him away. “Not yet, my husband, I’m not through. Don’t interrupt or distract me.” Alec moved back away from her. 

“Saturday morning the four of us stayed naked, played around with pictures, fucked more,” Wendy said. “Devon complimented me non-stop, telling me how I was a great fuck, what a hot bad girl I was, telling me everything I wanted to hear, how he was going to take me to new highs, explore new sexual worlds that I was going to love, the finest orgasms that would leave me weak and fuck me senseless. It was like I was on a high from the sex, the talk, laying around the room naked with two black men who never took their hands off me, like one man on each side of me playing with my tits at the same time, and fucking them both, sometime both at the same time with Marcia shooting photos and then I took photos of her while she got double teamed. I was out of this world—and not in my right mind I think.

“Marcia had been hanging out with me all weekend, with Devon and Vinzel and sometimes these three other women. I started talking to the other three white women and discovered all of us have white husbands but love fucking black men. Four husbands are good with it, Marcia’s husband is even good with her being black owned. One of the women, Meri’s, her husband has no idea but he travels overseas a month or two at a time. We all share a love of black cock. 

“Saturday night Devon and Vinzel were whispering to Marcia, and she said she had special outfits for all of us, and we went to her room and walked out of there looking like street whores. I mean see through tops, nothing but pasties over our nipples, short tight skirts and fishnet and well, dressed like whores. We went into the Saturday night party as a group, and after some drinks and having fun with everyone joking about our outfits, Marcia herded us into a corner and didn’t ask but just said we had a stretch limo outside and we were going to an even better party, with some fine black cock, finer than was at the hotel party.” 

Wendy paused to take a drink; her voice was getting scratchy from her rapid-fire gush of words. “We all get in the limo with Devon and Vinzel. Devon starts talking about what a fine bunch of white hoes we are, complimenting us about our whore outfits, like streetwalker things, like at a costume party, then he got right down to it. He said we all loved black cock, knew we were looking for some strange black cock and he had that lined up—but we had been giving our pussy away for free, and he wanted us to know that these guys, some of them well known sports figures, were waiting thinking he was bringing in real working girls. Devon explained that this was real, that he was going to pay us $1000 each to go to the party and fuck or suck whatever men were there until they were too tired to fuck or get sucked and then keep our mouths shut about who was there. He said he was going to turn us into bona fide whores. ‘You may not be a whore when you go into the room, but you for sure will be a ho when you leave,’ he said. I was drunk and it was not like I wasn’t willing to fuck several black men that night, the money didn’t have anything to do with that. Marcia said to try it, it would be fun. Then Devon said this wasn’t forced or nothing, if we didn’t want to go through with it just stay in the limo when we got there, ‘and miss all the fun’ is how he said it. 

“The way everyone talked made it sound so exciting. We were passing tequila in the limo to the party, drinking straight from the bottle, and I knew I needed to have a good buzz for what was about to happen—but here’s the thing Alec—I didn’t want to stop, I wanted it to happen, I wanted to live this fantasy too. I never told anyone I had a prostitute fantasy and sometimes wondered what that might be like.

“The limo arrived at this elegant hotel and everyone got out and went in and I did too. We took the elevator to the penthouse, walking into the room and went with whatever man reached for us. I recognized a couple of the pro football players, and that is who fucked me first, he plays for the Falcons I think. I fucked every black men there before the night was over. Well not fucked to completion but I made sure I had every man’s cock inside me, even if I just climbed on his lap and rode his cock for a minute, moving from one lap to another like some party game. The party didn’t end until 8 a.m. I was fucked all night long by different men. I don’t even remember their names. And I had $1000 for doing it. I am now a whore. I was paid to fuck. I sold my pussy. I stayed with Devon until time to go to Melvin’s room and pack.

“I got back to Melvin’s room just in time to pack my clothes and come home. On the ride home the reality hit. What in the world am I doing? Three months ago I was an everyday white wife and now I am a black man’s whore. That is when the guilt set in. I know I had to tell you. I don’t think you wanted a whore wife but that is what you have now and I’m sorry.” With that Wendy burst into tears and wrapped her arms about Alec’s neck. Sobbed there for a minute, and then snubbing back away little. “Please don’t hate me too much.” Her body was shuddering.

“No,” Alec said, “I don’t hate you. I am surprised though.”

“I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.”

“Was selling yourself one of you unspoken fantasies?” Alec asked. Wendy nodded. “So you lived that fantasy, that’s what I said you should do. So no judgement of recriminations. You have discovered what it is like to fuck a black man, go out on dates, get double teamed, passed around, even whored. There’s no frustration about that anymore is there?”

“No, none at all.”

“And you aren’t freaking because you just told me all this are you?”

“It was not admitting anything to you that was the problem, it was admitting it to myself,” Wendy explained. “Somewhere during all this I’ve changed in that regard.” 

“It will be OK,” Alec said. “I love you.”

Wendy paused, snubbing back sobs, her face tear streaked. “So you aren’t going to leave me?”

Alec laughed. “Why, when I finally have this sexually uninhibited women I’ve always wanted. You’ve gone beyond wondering now. If your single friends want to start telling fucking stories, you can top them all.”

“I’m a shared wife, a slut wife, a whore wife.”

“You say that like it is a problem,” Alec smiled. He was too relieved to think about anything other than his wife finally opening to him about this.

“I did it. I can’t undo it. We will live with it,” Wendy said.

“No.” Alec said and Wendy jerked her head up. “We will enjoy it.”

“I’ve been wracking my brain trying to come to terms with all this,” Wendy said. “And you say you are good?”

“I’m good,” Alec said. “We’ll get around to the details later. Want to go in?”

“Yes, I want to fuck my husband.”

“I want to fuck my whore wife,” Alec said, holding her hand as she emerged from the hot tub. He observed her in the dim light and as Melvin had predicted she did have the marks of a rough weekend, bruises, her pussy red, and tell-tale bite more or two on her breasts.
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Wendy lay back on the bed as Alec started licking her pussy. “No one does that like you baby,” she moaned, jumping a little when Alec slid his ring finger into her ass, but she said nothing, only raised her ass in the air to give him better access.

Alec didn’t try to fuck her ass, but he laid the groundwork. Wendy was clinging to him, and their lovemaking was not punctuated with words but more groans, grunts, gasps, and the moans of blissful pleasure. When she felt his pace quicken and knew Alec’s orgasm was near she whispered, “I want your cum inside me, cum in me,” knowing that it was trigger Alec’s cumming—and it did.

As they lay there cuddling Wendy snubbed again, as if holding back tears. “What is it?” Alec asked.

“I am so lucky to have you, a husband with the confidence to let me do these things,” Wendy said.

“I’m getting the benefit of your relaxed inhibitions—and you being slutty is hot to me,” he said.

“You want us to be truthful, right?”

“Yes. Nothing but.”

“I’m scared.”

“Why are you scared? We are good, aren’t we, we’ve both said as much to each other,” Alec said.

“I’m scared because I don’t want to stop right now. I want to keep enjoying doing what I’ve only started,” Wendy said, looking into her husband’s eyes. “Now before you say no, I want you to think about something. Since this started you cock has been inside me more often than anytime other than our honeymoon.”

“True.”

“So it is not like you are missing out on sex with me, is it?”

“No.”

“And I am home with you at night most of the time, am I not? I’ve been away from you at night less than a dozen times, haven’t I? And have I not giving you all my attention when we are here together? More than I did before we started?”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“So you are not missing out, other than your wife has been fucked by other men, black men, in the meantime.”

Alec locked eyes with her, as if he was looking into her soul, and his answer did not come from common sense or moral standards. “So you don’t want to stop. No one says you must,” he said.

“What do you mean?” she said, a hopeful tone in her voice.

“Hotwife. If you want to continue being a hotwife there is really nothing stopping you, certainly not me,” Alec said. 

“But you do want me to report everything that happened and ask me a million questions.”

“Yes. Is that bad if that is what turns me on. Not much of a price to pay while you get to do what turns you on?”

“I guess not, I’ve not freaked telling you all this. Your reaction is not what I expected. Thank you. I think I’ll know when it is time to stop, but not now,” Wendy said. “I’m having too much fun.”

“You mean too much black cock,” Alec said.

“At this moment there is no such thing as too much black cock,” Wendy said with a sly grin. There was a long pause and then she surprised Alec with a plain statement without emotion. “I want to go with the girls back to Devon’s this weekend.”

“What?”

“Yes. Another party with other pro and semi-pro sports guys, clients he is trying to get to sign a contract to represent. We’re sort of like unofficial signing bonuses. Sign, get a ton of money, and fuck a married white woman. No entanglements, no press leaks, just getting fucked and no one talks. I think if I met any of them at one of the hotel parties, I would have fucked them for free, but being paid, that adds some nastiness to it and that turns me on. It is something I want to do again, at least this weekend. Maybe never again, but this time for sure,” Wendy said. “And Devon says we get $2000.”

“OK, if that is what you want.” Alec said, thinking as he said it that he had the gut feeling that she would do this more than this weekend. He felt Wendy’s head at his cock and was instantly hard, as Wendy took his cock all the way down her throat. She pulled off for a second.

“You like that?”

“Love that,” Alec said. “I guess having a slut wife does have its benefits.”

“Don’t you forget it. You know you’ve never successful fucked my ass either. Want to try?” Wendy said.

“I was hoping you would ask,” Alec said. 

As they prepared with lube and fingers as instructed by Wendy, she positioned herself and Alec slowly went inside her back door, his fingers in her pussy and palm on her clit. “I don’t know why I waited so long to do this,” Wendy said.
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There was no Monday morning call from Melvin, nor was there any need. In a way Alec missed it and called his friend. “Hey Melvin, just checking to see how you are, kinda missed your call.”

“Me too bro, but I’m good. Wendy texted me to let me know she had ‘fessed up. Are you two good?”

“Great, thanks. Wendy’s planning on going back to Devon’s, another weekend, with Marcia.”

“I know,” Melvin said. “Marcia told me. Come to find out that Duane is good with loaning Marcia to me, and I had her over for the night last night. I’d hook you up but she’s black exclusive, part of that black owned thing she is exploring with Duane. That is except for her white husband.”

“Not a problem,” Alec said. “I suspect Wendy is black exclusive too, except for me, she just hasn’t told me yet.”

“Wendy be around Devon long I would not be surprised. He is on his own level of controlling his girls. I’d figure she’ll get enough of that soon.”

“Why don’t you come over next week and we’ll all have drinking—and we’ll see about sharing my wife with you. Time we get that bump in the road out of the way.”

“You are doing this so you can watch, aren’t you?”

“Damn right,” Alec said.

“I can’t wait,” Melvin said.
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Wendy left at lunch on Friday, not returning from her weekend whoring for Devon until late Sunday afternoon. Alec expected Wendy to come bounding into the room, happy as she had been when she left excited and anticipating the crazy living of yet another fantasy of hers, but instead she was quiet and demure when she entered, maybe even a little broken.

“What’s wrong?” Alec said.

“I just got too caught up in everything,” Wendy said. “Maybe too much.”

“What do you mean?” 

“Get me a drink,” she said, walking to the couch and collapsing.

“Are you OK?” Alec asked as he poured her a cranberry and vodka. He looked at her demeanor and made it a double. 

“Maybe a little.”

“What’s going on?” Alec asked. “Can you talk about what’s wrong?”

Wendy snubbed back a sob. “It was going a lot like I anticipated at first, I mean I knew what I was in for, and Marcia and I were talking while the other three wives went into their own conversation. Marcia started talking about how hot last weekend had been for her, how hot it was that she was black owned by Duane, loaned out to Vinzel, and now was being loaned out to whore for Devon. She said it was freeing to give control of herself to her lover. She described it as a special liberating sensation that she would have never dared to do before. Marcia says she doesn’t have to make decisions on who, or why, or anything, all she need do is enjoy the sex of it all—knowing that whoever she is fucking will be black and in some extreme beyond-everyday bounds situation. She said I would get off on being black-owned too, excited beyond my most fantastic fantasy and it was the best sex on earth, that I should try it. I didn’t say no. 

“We got there a couple of hours earlier than expected, and Devon started carrying on how he was excited to see me, had been looking forward to me coming back, and leaving everyone in the party suite whisked me off to his room to fuck me first, before things got started. Like the other night he took control and was putting me into different positions and talking so dirty, calling me things like his hot little white whore and making me repeat it back to him, telling him I loved being his white little whore, how my pussy was his, and I was cumming before he got that big thick cock all the way inside me. I hit a plateau and just kept coming, squirting, it was amazing.”

A tear started rolling down her cheek and she was taking hard deep breaths. Alec said nothing, listening.

“Marcia had pulled him aside when we first got there and told him I wanted to be black owned, without my ever saying that. Right in the middle of him fucking me in that long continuous orgasm, he tells me he wants to own my pussy, wants to make me black owned, and asks me to beg him to own me. I was caught up in the moment and I told him I wanted to be black owned by him just as he was cumming inside me. Devon said that was sealing the deal.” Wendy’s voice cracked when she added, “And at that moment it was what I wanted. I really did. It sounded so hot.”

Alec did not know how to respond, but he was not excited to hear his wife giving ownership of her pussy to a strange black pimp. It did not sound good. Wendy continued. “We rested and cuddled a little, he told me from now on to call him “Daddy” or “Black Daddy”, and we joined the others. He nodded to Marcia and she was excited and congratulated me like I had been named prom queen. ‘We’ll have some hot fun being black owned together,’ she said giddily. Then the men started arriving and we started pairing off and fucking. There were only six men this time, older, and after a couple of times each they wore out and the evening ended earlier than last time. It was intense but the girls seemed content to end the evening.

“Devon had other plans for me. He said he wanted to show off his black owned white whore, so still dressed in my whore clothes we went to his car. He drove me to a seedy part of town with whores walking the street, some of them looking really strung out and it was scary. He stopped and this skinny black dude steps out of the doorway, comes over to the car and hands Devon this wad a cash. He asks Devon who I am, and Devon tells him I am black-owned starting tonight. The skinny man is excited, eyeing me up and down, and Devon invites him into the car, gives him a drink from the limo bar and orders me to suck the skinny guy’s cock. I hesitate and he said, ‘Daddy told you to suck his fucking cock,” and it was such a commanding tone and the guy already had his cock out, a long uncut cock, so I sucked him for a while, and Devon pulled me up a little and handed me a condom and told me to let him sample my pussy, since I had hesitated to suck Skinny’s cock. I started to resist and he saw the fear in my eyes—and told me that if I balked, he’d have me peddling my ass on the street with the other girls out there on the sidewalk within five minutes. ‘Look where we are,’ he threatened. ‘I will make it happen.’

“I rolled the condom down Skinny’s cock and straddled him in the limo, putting his cock inside me and bouncing up and down on it until he came. It was not an erotic experience at all, and I was scared now. The Skinny guy told Devon to loan me to him for a couple of nights and he’d have me out on the street and have my haughty attitude readjusted to that of a good white ho.”

Alec’s anger was clear and Wendy tried to ease the tension. “Calm down baby. It was my call, and like the only call I could make at that moment—and even though I was scared and hesitating, I admit I was into being black-owned at that moment. Once Skinny finished fucking me, he tossed the condom out of the window and got out and we drove away. I told Devon that I was tired and needed some sleep and he opened this little tin and gave me a small white pill, told me to take it I’d feel better. It must have been speed or ecstasy or something because I was quickly wide awake and super horny. 

“The limo stopped in front of this tattoo shop, and it must have been two in the morning and they were still open,” Wendy said.

Wendy looked up at Alec and stood, pulling her sundress straps off her shoulders, and let it slide down her arms and pool at her ankles. She was naked underneath. Her tits were covered in hickeys, there were traces of marker where she had been written on but no words that Alec could make out other than “Whore” and S and a T with space enough for the L and U to have been there but wiped away. The distinctive thing was a gold ring through each of her nipples. She slowly turned around and on her right hip was a Queen of Spades tattoo with a plastic covering, the kind put on a permanent tattoo. She turned back to Alec. 

Wendy looked down at her nipples. “This is a part of being black owned, Piercing and the tat. He said if I was going to be a whore, a black owned whore, I needed the piercings and tats. I didn’t argue. I was on a high and willing to go for  both at that moment.”

“Fulfilling another fantasy?”

“Something like that.” She paused. “Devon also said that when he put me on the street he would give me another mark, more visible, that told everyone I was his property and that would keep me safe there because of his street rep. It didn’t sink in at the time. We went back to Devon’s room and fucked awhile before I went to sleep. I slept until early afternoon, crashing some from whatever drug I took, I suspect. I dozed out by the hotel pool and the clients came out and joined us and we all went back to the suite for an early afternoon round with different guys from the night before, everyone was going for variety, I guess. 

“After the girls went back to their rooms for naps and later that night it was a repeat of the same thing, ending early again, but Devon sent me to the room of this young guy who had been high in the draft and just signed with the Chargers. For signing with Devon as his agent he got his pick of all the women for the night and he picked me. It was OK, but I was so sleepy and he dozed off after fucking me twice. At least everyone used condoms except Devon.”

“Damn,” Alec remarked. “You are no exaggerating are you?”

“No, not at all. All the girls got together for lunch, preparing to leave, but Devon wanted to fuck me one more time before we left. After lunch he and I went back to his room, and when he was fucking me, and getting ready to cum again, pounding me really hard and I had already squirted, he was going on with his dirty talk and making me tell him how much I loved being black-owned, which I did, and he started talking about the ultimate sexual high for him was pregnancy risk sex and told me I would love it. He told to me imagine it as he was cumming inside me and I did—and he was right, imagining him impregnating me was one of the best orgasms of my life. It was exciting at that moment, but when I was in the limo coming home, a good dose of reality hit me. I am over the edge and down a rabbit hole and I need to come out or I may never get back,” Wendy said. She sobbed and tears came down her face.

“I don’t like where this is. It seemed hot at the moment. Now sober, not so much. I’m so far over the line it has scared me and woke me up to what is happening. What is he going to do to show his ownership of me? More tats, fucking people I don’t want to fuck, whoring me in circumstances I may not like, knocking me up and planting a black baby inside me? That’s not a fantasy—that is insanity. I was black-owned for a weekend. I have a permanent tat to show for it. I think that’s enough,” Wendy said, not necessarily to Alec but to herself. She looked up at Alec. “I’m retiring from being black owned. I’m staying away from Devon and those parties.”

Alec was stunned. He almost said “your call” but instead said nothing, staring. Wendy looked down at her pierced nipples. “I can take them out.”

“Don’t,” Alec protested. “You fulfilled one of my fantasies with that.” 

“And the tat, the Queen of Spades? It’s permanent.”

“You’ve earned it haven’t you? Ashamed of the black men you’ve fucked?”

“Hell no.”

“Looks like you’re keeping the tat then. You quitting black cock?”

“No, just quitting being black owned. I can think for myself and pick what black men I want to fuck,” Wendy said. “I love fucking black cock. I’ll be your hotwife if I can stay exclusively black, and I’m not sure I will ever want to stop—unless you demand it.”

“I’m not demanding it,” Alec said. “But I am not sure you are a hotwife, more like being a black cock slut.”

“OK, I’m a black cock slut. Guilty.”

“Yes you are.” Alec smiled. “Now come on my black cock slut wife. Let’s go to the bedroom and you can tell me all about your weekend being a black man’s whore.”

“Lead on,” Wendy said. “But you have to be gentle with my nipples, they are very sore.”

“Will do,” Alec smiled. “For now.”

“I love you,” she said. 

“I love you too,” Alec said.
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It was in the afterglow, the two of the cooling the sweat on their bodies from the soft breeze of the ceiling fan. Alec rolled to his side facing his wife. She was half on the pillow at her hip, her ass elevated to the point he could still see the Queen of Spades tat, and at the same time see the gold loop now hanging from her nipple. Yes, there had been changes, but those were only visual things. He wondered where she was mentally.

“So we can now talk about anything, right?” he said in a soft voice. She rolled to face him, a weak smile on her face. 

“Yes.”

“How has this changed you?” She paused for a long time, thinking. Alec wondered if she was thinking of answering the question or searching for a way to soft soap a hard answer. 

“I don’t wonder what it is like to fuck a black man anymore,” she said. “I know what it is like to give up control of my body, be submissive if I want to let go. I understand now what it is like to go on dates with another man, to be shared, to fuck more than one man at a time.” Again a long pause thinking. “And I know what it is like to be marked by a Dom, and to be a whore, to be paid by a stranger to put his cock inside me.”

“And the wondering? The frustration about having missed something by marrying me so young?” Alec asked.

“Looks like I took the fast track to catching up,” Wendy said. “Although I admit these last couple of weeks I took things too far, but at least I had the sense to back off before I got pulled in too deep. There were a lot of days recently that Devon got in my head—and not in a good way.”

“Have you reached the stopping point, are you caught up?” Alec said. “So you did get what you wanted, the experiences?”

“Yes, I did, but the issue now is I do not want to stop enjoying the experiences. I’m not talking about the clubs and several men and certainly not whoring—but finding one or two black guys as regulars, getting a black cock fix from time to time, I think I could do that and never neglect you sexually either. What do you think?” Wendy asked.

“Anyone in mind?” Alec asked. 

“Yes, I’m thinking my first black lover, he was probably the nicest person of all, at least the one who showed me the most respect. His name is Melvin.”

“Why don’t we invite him over, and I can watch him fuck you,” Alec suggested.

Wendy gave him a strange look. “You want to watch?”

“Watch, maybe take part too, just play it by ear,” Alec said. 

“That is a possibility,” Wendy said. Alec wondered if this was the time to tell her that Melvin was an old friend. He went for it.

“Are you glad that you have gone down this road?”

“Yes, I think that I may have needed exactly this as this point in my life. It has been scary, and fun, more fun that I would have dreamed,” Wendy said. “Yes, if I had it to do over again I would do everything the same way. Even the bumps in the road and the things I have pulled back from –at least I enjoyed that experience.”

“When we first started talking about this, the hall pass, the six months of not accounting for your activities, you said you were on the fence, what changed?”

“Oh I didn’t tell you but I had already decided I wanted to experience someone else fucking me, it was only a matter of finding the right man. Melvin hit on me at exactly the right time.”

“I have a confession to make,” Alec said.

“Oh shit, here we go,” Wendy said. “What is it.”

“I bumped into this old friend from high school, you’ve never met him, and I was explaining our situation with the empty nesting and our frustrations and you feeling like you had missed something and even though you tried not to, it had some resentment toward me,” Alec said.

“Well at least you had someone you could confide in without it being gossiped all over town,” Wendy said. 

“My friend listened, then he offered to help.”

“What?”

“He is Melvin.”

“What? What did you do? Did you set me up,” Wendy said, anger in her voice and her face turning red.

“No, not like that. Let me explain.”

“You’d better.”

“I told Melvin about our situation and he saw a photo of you—and he wanted you from that instant. So I mentioned your gym, and suggested he try to talk to you at the gym and feel you out on where you really stood on everything. I didn’t tell him anything other than that. I figured that he would hit on you—he has always had this thing for white women—and if you did or did not was entirely up to you. You already had the hall pass, you had six months of freedom of accounting for your whereabouts and auctions. Hell, I didn’t even introduce you. After hearing me about the hall pass he knew that I had no objection if he made a run at you. I’m sorry if that was out of bounds, it was not what I intended.”

Wendy stared at her husband with a harsh gaze, then her face softened. “Was that all? You didn’t give him ideas for other things?”

“Baby all I did was tell him where you worked out. He took it from there, and it was all your choices, not mine.”

“And you are good with me still seeing him?”

“Yes.”

“Call him.”

“What?”

“I want you to call him and invite him to come fuck your wife, tonight—in front of you. I know I could text or call and he’d be here, but I want you to do it. I want you to give me to him to fuck,” Wendy said. 

“Didn’t I already do that?”

“Not like this. Do it,” Wendy said.

Alec didn’t say anything more, simply called Melvin and repeated the words Wendy had prompted. “Melvin, would you come fuck my wife tonight, in front of me. OK.” Alec looked at Wendy. “He’ll be here in an hour.”
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The afternoon blended into the early evening, three nude people on a king-sized bed, one white woman, one black man, another white man, a video camera and Nikon on the nightstand, all three catching their breath after a long session of fucking and sucking. Wendy was stroking Melvin’s black cock back into hardness, amazed at his quick recovery after she had been double teamed by her black lover and her husband. She smiled as she moved to straddle Melvin’s hard cock, guiding him into her. She glanced at her husband who had the video camera up. 

Wendy smiled at the camera. “Looks like I have the best of both worlds, a loving husband and a big dicked black boyfriend,” she said, then turned her attention to the black man whose cock was buried in her body, locking eyes with him, connecting, drifting into her zone of everything in her world out of mind, concentrating only on the pleasure she was feeling at that moment, the cock, the hands on her breasts, the light tugging on her nipple rings. She could feel the remains of the cum that had been pushed inside her three times today, from two different men, begin to create a thin froth at the base of Melvin’s cock. Yes, she no longer wondered what it was like to be with someone else—and with her husband next to her as Melvin fucked her, there was better place to be. Wendy rolled to her back; her legs still spread. “Fuck me hard lover, give me that big black cock.”

“With pleasure,” Melvin said.

“Pleasure it is,” Wendy smiled, turning her head to Alec for an instant, silently mouthing the words, “Thank you.” Alec gave her a thumbs up.

THE END
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