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 Chapter One

“Okay. You may come in now.”

I paused with my hand pressed against the bathroom door. I’d
been kneeling in the hallway for the last hour. In addition to
being cold–I was buck naked, after all–I was stiff and sore. My
body protested loudly as I grabbed the doorknob with my other hand
and pulled myself to my feet. My knees crackled and my back popped.
It was with an awkward feeling that I turned the knob and pushed
that door open, but what I saw inside rejuvenated me.

I couldn't believe my eyes.

The sexy, slutty, seductive woman standing before me couldn't
possibly be the plain, polite, pretty woman I’d married so many
years ago.

Not that I minded the
look. Hell no! It's just
that I'd never seen her like that before . . . and, yeah, it made
me a bit jealous that she’d never put so much effort into her
appearance for my sake, but would for a black man who’d done
nothing more than grab her ass in the shopping market and tell her
to meet him tonight.

Not asked, not suggested, but told.

 I’d come up from
behind him, my arms laden with bread and cookies, so all I saw of
him was his back as Roxanne quickly nodded, assuring him she’d do
just that, without so much as a glance in my direction. Not that
she needed my approval, of course, or that he needed hers. Not
really. Our little community of New St. Croix had been one of the
first in the state to embrace the Black New World Order and, as
such, things tended to be a bit more casual around here. Black
ownership was strongly recommended, if not yet required, and white
submission was still something in which we had the illusion of
volunteering. So long as we treated our black superiors with
respect, they did the same for us, allowing us to learn by example
just how black ownership could change our lives for the
better.

It was something my wife and I had only discussed in hushed
whispers and awkward laughter after a few drinks, but it had always
been her that brought it up, so I guess I wasn’t too surprised when
she had agreed to her first black ‘recommendation’ so
easily.

I shook my head of wandering thoughts and brought my
attention back to the present. “Oh, my love.” I whistled softly.
“You look . . . well, just wow.”

“Really?” She pouted. “Is that all you can
say?” I suppose she was trying to make me feel bad, but she looked
too damn sexy for her down-turned lips to make the pout anything
but erotic. She had taken her straight, blonde hair and transformed
it into a full, wavy cascade of platinum fire. Her eyebrows had
been trimmed and plucked into a thin, slightly slanting arch that
gave her a look of bold confidence. She’d really laid the makeup on
thick, from foundation to lipstick to eye shadow, giving her a
slutty, almost whorish appearance.

I stammered and stuttered, not sure what to say. Finally, I settled
on, “You've had a busy afternoon.”

“Mmm.” She turned that pout into a blown
kiss. “Do you like?”

“I love it,” I said softly, forcing myself
to swallow my guilt and shame. I knew about the power of black men,
and I knew what their attention could do for a white woman, but I
was still jealous to know that Roxanne had this incredible sexpot
inside her, and yet had chosen to never reveal it to me.

My wife–I had to remind myself she was still that–was dressed
in slutty
club clothes I didn’t even know
she owned. A too-short black skirt clung tightly to her
well-rounded ass, and a too-tight white blouse stretched over her
beautiful breasts, the top two buttons popped to highlight the
depth of her cleavage. Her already wondrous breasts were further
compressed by one of the push-up bras I loved the look of, but
which she usually claimed was too uncomfortable to wear when we
went out. A slender black lace choker surrounded her neck–that was
certainly something I’d never seen before, and its suggestion of a
collar made me feel weirdly aroused–and she had sets of big black
hoop earrings in her ears that tinkled softly when she tipped her
head.

Standing there, my bare feet cold against the tiles of the
bathroom floor, it occurred to me I’d never seen this woman before.
She was my wife, but she wasn’t. It was like watching a total
stranger get dressed for a date, and it was turning me on as much
as it was making me feel ashamed.

Roxanne extended her hand and curled her fingers in a beckoning
motion. There were inch-long extensions on her nails, painted
almost an identical shade of red to her overdone lipstick. There
was a glow to her, an aura of excitement that excited me almost as
much as it left me feeling anxious.

When I came closer, she just stood and stared, further feeding
my anxiety. When we’d arrived home from shopping, she’d told me
there were two ways we could play this. I could sulk and be angry,
let my jealousy get the best of me and make things even more tense
between us, in which case I’d be sleeping on the couch in the den.
Or, I could give myself to her, just as she was giving herself to a
black man whose name we didn’t even know, be happy for her, and be
rewarded with the indulgence of my own fantasies.

Foolishly, perhaps, I’d agreed to play the dutiful husband,
never imagining that when she talked of my fantasies, she was
actually referring to what she’d read about submissive white
cuckolds and their fantasies of black ownership. That, however, was
about to become very clear, very soon.

After an eternity of waiting, she broke the silence. “Then
it’s time to shave.”

“Shave?” I was confused. “Do you want me to
help?” I found that liked that idea. If I was going to be a white
slave for the weekend, then taking care of her intimate needs was
fine by me … except she was already dressed.

“No, silly.” She snapped her fingers and
pointed to the tub. “You're the one who's going to get
shaved.”

I stiffened. The idea seemed shameful and embarrassing, but if
getting shaved was the worst her fantasies had to offer, then I’d
be her baby-faced husband and count myself lucky.

“Stand in the tub.” The moment I stepped
over the side, she turned the knob all the way to the right,
blasting my head with icy cold water.

I shrieked like a little schoolgirl.

“Oh, I like that sound.” Seconds later, she
adjusted the showerhead downward, giving my cock and balls the same
treatment. “Oh, look how small somebody is!” As I moved to cover my
shame, she turned off the water and reached down to smack my hands
away. “If I hadn’t promised your locking to our new Master, I’d put
a chastity cage on you right now and flush the key down the
toilet.”

“No!” The cry was out of my mouth before I
could stop it. It was a protest against chastity, against the idea
of a Master, and against the shameful threat of another man being
the one to lock me up. “Please.”

“Not to worry.” She began lathering my face
with one of her shaving creams, leaving me smelling of citrus and
roses. “Like I said, I have other uses for that adorable little
thing.” The first scrape of the razor down my cheek was hard to
take. It was like I felt every hair being cut free, one by one,
undoing a full year’s worth of carefully cultivated growth.
Somehow, the second was even worse, what with the way I felt it
slide across the naked flesh its path overlapped.

I’d originally grown out my mustache
and muttonchops as a
‘Movember’ charity thing at work, but I’d kind of grown attached to
it. Besides, Roxanne had told me on more than one occasion how
ruggedly handsome and socially daring she thought it made me
look.

And, yeah, I guess there had been some sense of rebellion in
refusing to shave. As the Black New World Order swept across the
country, facial hair was increasingly becoming a mark of black
masculinity. White men weren’t just shaving, there was a whole new
industry of extreme hair removal that had grown around the new idea
of what it meant to be white, with no distinction between male or
female. In fact, there was a billboard just across the street from
our apartment that showed a happy white couple getting waxed
together while a black man stood tall and proud with a straight
razor held flat against her cheek and at an angle to his
throat.

“There.” Five minutes and a second
disposable razor later, she was done. “That’s going to look so much
better.”

“You think so?” I looked over her shoulder
and examined myself in the mirror. I looked strange. I looked even
more naked than I already felt. I looked younger, less like a man.
I wasn’t sure I liked it.

She grabbed hold of my chin and pulled me forward. While I was
still off balance, she attacked me with a bold, deep, passionate
kiss.

That I liked.

Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.

When she finally let me come up for air, I smiled. “So, that
was your fantasy? This whole date with a black man thing was just
an excuse to get me to shave?”

For some reason, her answering laugh
made the hairs stand up
on the back of my neck. It wasn’t a giggle or a chuckle. It wasn’t
a hearty guffaw. It was a breathless, almost maniacal laugh of
malicious glee. “Not even close.” She trailed her hand under my
chin, down my neck, and over my chest. Her pinch of my nipple made
me gasp. “You promised to indulge our new fantasies.” The twist of
my other nipple made me groan. “And I plan to hold you to
it.”

Well, that wasn't quite what I had meant, but it appeared
there was no backing out now. I decided I might as well try to make
the best of it. After all, she was my wife. What could she have in
mind, really, that would be so out there or unexpected that I
couldn’t handle it? Besides, when she was done with her date, she’d
be coming home to me, and maybe she’d save a little of that
sluttiness for her husband.

“Okay, so what's next?”

Her hand shot down to my cock. She didn’t tug or twist, she
squeezed. Hard! My beautiful wife turned her hand and dug her nails
into the soft, tender flesh of my ball sac. When she yanked me
forward, I slammed my knees against the tub and nearly toppled
out.

I hissed through clenched teeth, even as I felt my pained
cock growing in excitement. What the fuck was up with
that?

“Good.” She released my balls and motioned
for me to climb out of the tub. “Follow me.”

Follow her I did, right into the bedroom, where I marveled at
what she had done to the place. She'd draped heavy black curtains
over all the windows and placed scented candles on just about every
available surface. Depending on which way I turned my head, the
room smelled of baby powder, lavender, or vanilla. In the corner by
the closet I could see a high-definition camera with multiple
lenses that looked very pricy and very professional.

What really drew my eye
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