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  Chapter one

"Sabrina."
This was Alicia, and she was at her most skeptical. Her arms were folded over her chest, and her mouth was hanging open in disbelief.
"Look," Sabrina sighed, shifting a pile of brochures from one side of her desk to the other for no reason. She adjusted her chair and moved a fallen strand of hair from her face with impatience. 
When she shifted in her chair, her thighs slid against each other, slick with the excitement that had soaked through her panties. Sabrina tapped a pen against the desk and looked at her computer screen, as if there was anything on it other than her tidy, clutter-free desktop. 
She looked up at Alicia. "The answer is no."
Alicia's eyes widened. "I mean, Sabrina... I already told him yes."
"Well," Sabrina snapped, sifting through more brochures. "You'll just have to un-do that somehow, Alicia."
Alicia turned and looked out into the office - where there was currently no one - before stepping inside and closing the door. Looking at her feet, she pressed her lips together. "Sabrina," she said quietly. "I can do that. But I need to know why."
"Why didn't you run this past me, Alicia? That's why. There's your 'why.'" 
Alicia looked at her with disbelief. Sabrina felt a pang of guilt: she never talked to Alicia like this, and she was out of line. Alicia's hand was still on the door handle. She tipped her head and narrowed her eyes. "This is a fifty-thousand dollar event, Sabrina. And it's a cakewalk. That's why."
"You should have run it by me."
"In the past you would have crucified me for that." 
Alicia wasn't taking any bullshit about this, and that made perfect sense. She was right in every way it was possible to be right, and Sabrina was making an ass of herself. 
"Does this have anything to do with -?"
"No." Sabrina said this sharply and looked at Alicia as severely as she could manage. 
Alicia stared back at her. "Uh-huh. Okay. Well. If you can't tell me what the problem is, I'm not canceling. Okay? You do that."
"Are you refusing to do what I asked you to do?" Sabrina snapped.
"Yes I am, Sabrina, because you have lost your mind. Okay? And you hired me to be your assistant. And you need some assistance right now. Doing math. And thinking about customer dissatisfaction in this business."
Sabrina was poised to say something snappy, but Alicia was too right for her to do that. She put her hand to her forehead. "You're right. You're right, of course."
"I know that," Alicia said, throwing the door open. She was fired up, but she softened slightly as she stepped out of Sabrina's office. She ducked her head back in. "Look. I don't know what..." she moved her finger around in a circle while pointing at Sabrina. Sabrina supposed this was shorthand for 'whatever slutty thing you have going on there.' 
"...is happening. Okay? So give the whole thing to me. I'll be point of contact, I'll run the event, you can stay out of it."
Sabrina stared at her and nodded, lips pressed together.
"Only way I'm gonna get to run anything around here anyway," Alicia half-joked, muttering as she headed across the reception area to her own small office. 
Sabrina got up and shut the door after Alicia closed her own door. She slid her phone back toward herself and flipped it over. She stared at the words on the screen, sighed, looked up at the ceiling, and then picked it up. 
She had swiped Sebastian Grant's number, his picture, and his messages, away and into oblivion. 
So there was nothing to look at on her phone. 
It startled her, therefore, when it jumped in her hand, shaking with an incoming call.
There was, of course, nothing to be done but to answer it. She got tons of calls from private numbers; it was the nature of her business. 
But she knew it was him. 
"Sabrina Cole," she said, snippily.
"I'd like you to have lunch with me."
Sebastian Grant's voice was calm, assured. Unapologetic.
It was as if he hadn't slow-cooked her. Into a limo where she gave a blowjob to her first black man, and then taken a picture of it, and sent it to her phone, writing that he was very disappointed. As if she hadn't ghosted him, and the black artist she'd blown. As if there was no implicit feel of blackmail in the air right now.
He was simply himself: commanding. Nestled in the soft, conditional grammar he employed was a no-nonsense tone of instruction, no acceptance of refusal or excuses. 
Sabrina's head filled up with steam and her pussy throbbed with unauthorized sensation.
"I've turned your event over to my assistant -"
"Alicia. I appreciate that, she's very good. Much more pleasant on the phone. But I'm not having you to lunch because I want to talk about business."
Sabrina's chest felt instantly cold, and then milliseconds later, like it was being stretched apart in opposite directions: up, with excitement and danger. Down, with fear and guilt. 
"Then... I... don't see... why we should be... meeting..." she said. Her words were staggered. Her voice seemed shaky to her, she hoped Sebastian Grant didn't notice.
"We're meeting because I'm telling you to."
"Excuse me, but -"
"I'm at The Yeatery." This was a delicious, classy restaurant two blocks away. She could see it, literally, by craning her neck and placing her face against her window. It was a hotel restaurant, a place of business meetings and the preludes to affairs. 
"I don't have time."
"Sabrina. You and I both know that you do."
She was talking for several seconds, reading him a riot act that she wished she could retract, when she realized that Sebastian Grant was no longer on the line.  

      ***You're right. I'm sorry. The whole thing is yours to run.


I'm going to lunch. Need to clear my head. 


When will you be back?


Like an hour.



That last answer was a lie, and Sabrina knew it as she typed it. 
She was going to lunch. And she was pretending that it was a real lunch, and so was Sebastian Grant. 
She had every intention of glaring at him, steely-eyed, across the table, telling him to take his $50k event and get packing. 
Every intention.
But somehow she knew, even as her fingers moved to form the words: she was not going to be back in an hour.


      ***"Look," Sabrina said, setting her purse in her chair to take off her jacket, then immediately changing her mind. The message was not one she really wanted to be sending. 
Beneath the dark green velvet jacket, she was clad in a darker green tube top that displayed her breasts optimally, in their natural shape. Only the doubled fabric of the top prevented her nipples from showing their exact stage of arousal. 
Her jeans - which looked black at first glance - were a tight-fitting masterpiece of dark green the color of boreal forests in winter, and they made her ass look like it belonged on a billboard. 
She pretended to fish for something in the bag and then pulled her chair out to sit down, glaring at Sebastian Grant, who was watching her calmly with one hand on a wine glass. He made no move to pull out her chair. 
"I get the sense you begin a lot of sentences that way," he said, when she didn't say anything else. 
"Let's get something straight here," Sabrina said, picking up a folded white napkin and shaking it out to place it on her lap. "I am here to..." she waved her hand over the table, fluttering her fingers between herself and Sebastian. "...clear this up. Whatever this is. And that's all." 
"Too bad." He sipped his wine.
Sabrina took the whole scene in: he had obviously already eaten something and had the plate removed, and the wine was drained partially from the glass. He hadn't waited for her. 
What the hell did he mean by that? 
And it was so, so, so, so, so rude. So deliberately rude.
"I would have thought a man your age would have better manners," she told him, glancing at his plate.
Sebastian Grant calmly took a sip of his wine, with the sort of look on his face that Sabrina would have loved to smack off his lips. Disturbingly, it also twisted her guts into a knot of erotic sensations, most of which stretched out from there to her pussy. 
A waiter appeared, smiling, and Sabrina looked up at him. 
"Bring her a glass of this, an the appetizer can be served now," Sebastian said. Sabrina opened her mouth, gave an objecting look to Sebastian, and then realized she had nothing to say to that. "I am..."
"You're not eating anything," he finished. He leaned forward to whisper. "It's for appearances." 
Sabrina's mouth actually fell open. "Excuse me?"
"Sabrina, don't make a scene. Think of your business." 
Sabrina was suddenly, acutely, aware of how many people were in the dining room with them. And of the sort of dining room it was: the kind where people met for affairs and business, where everyone was looking and taking note, and also hiding and expecting discretion. 
It would not be especially good for business to make a scene. 
She scowled. "So what does that mean to you, that 'I'm not eating?'" 
"That you aren't eating."
"Mmm. And why is that?" 
Sebastian looked into his wine glass, like he detected a floating crumb in it. He swirled it. "Because I'm telling you not to." 
The red-pink curtain of Sabrina's eyelids fell slowly over her eyes, and then for a moment, shards of green and pink stars curled inward from her temples. She opened her eyes slowly. Her lips were set in a grim snarl, she could feel it. 
Just as quickly, they fluttered, and began to do the many things that they did. A smile even flitted at the corners of her lips.  
The waiter set a Caprese salad in front of her that looked insanely delicious.
She stared at Sebastian Grant and put her right hand on a fork. She let it hover over the salad before she stabbed a piece of fresh mozzarella and brought it to her mouth. She chewed and glared at Sebastian Grant. 
"Do you always swallow cum like that?" Sebastian asked, casually and completely changing the subject. His eyes went to her hand and then flashed back at her face, and at the same time, he moved his head and cracked his neck like he had at the Godfrey exhibit. 
It took a moment for her to realize that he was referencing what she had done in the limo, not her salad.
Sabrina finished chewing and was grateful for the time it afforded her to recover from the shock of what he'd said - quite loudly - and come up with a retort.
"This is mozzarella," she told him, reaching for her wine.
"Mmm-hmm," he said, in an infuriating way. "Do you? It was very hot, so don't get me wrong when I say this, but it seemed like the first time you'd done it." 
She could feel the heat on her skin as a blush scorched her from earlobe to cheekbone and then darted across the back of her neck. She sipped the wine and willed herself to maintain eye contact with Sebastian Grant. 
He reached over and removed her salad, setting it in front of himself. 
Sabrina ignored this as much as she could and set her wine back down. 
They stared at each other over the table. 
A grin turned up one corner of his mouth. "I see. A new subject then. Why did you disappear the other night?"
"Because I wanted to." 
"Hmm. Was Zader not up to your standards?" 
She tilted her chin. "He was, actually," she said. 
"Did you tell your husband about him?"
"Of course I did." 
"Did you tell your husband about me?" 
She held his gaze steady and she did her best, but Sabrina wasn't very good at lying about anything that actually mattered. Silly things, yes, and maybe she could do it if she simply didn't mention something. But an outright lie, if it held any importance at all or an emotional charge of any kind? She was shit at it. 
"Of course." This was partially true, but she said it with little conviction. 
Sebastian moved his jaw and took a sip of his wine. "Hmm. That's rather disappointing."
Sabrina smiled with her lips pressed tightly together. 
"Not that you told him, because I don't believe that you did, to be sure. No. It's disappointing that you're such a terrible liar." 
"I didn't do anything with you. So there was nothing to tell." 
"Why did you tell me a lie, then?" 
Sabrina glared at him. "Does this meeting have a point? Or some food to it, some that you won't steal? Because I'm very busy."
"Can I tell you what I think, Sabrina?"
She stared back at him, her heart racing. How she wished this arrogant piece of shit did not have the power over her that he did. But she was cold through and through, and it wasn't the kind of stone-cold feeling she was accustomed to: it was a thrilling, erotic chill, and the pain that throbbed in her organs was localized in her lower abdomen more than anywhere else. He was exponentially aloof. 
"I think you've been playing a game so long, and so well, that it's come to bore you a bit. Maybe for some women your age, getting a young man to have sex with them is thrilling, because it's challenging. But not for you. I imagine that you're very good at taking control, and you're very attractive, and so you've never even really met a young man you couldn't bed."
Sabrina picked her wine up again. Smiled. "The last part is true, at least."
"So you're not bored," Sebastian said. 
She could not keep a flicker from her eyes, a glimmer of interest, the flush returning to her cheeks. She saw that his hawkish eyes picked up on it, and gleamed. 
"How was that boy from the other evening? The very young one, the night we met?" 
Sabrina sighed. "I don't really owe you an answer to any of these questions."
"And yet you are here, answering them." 
She stared back at him with as much disdain as she could muster. "Maybe I should leave." 
Sebastian Grant was maddeningly unaffected by that statement. He continued, as if she hadn't said it all, and it drove her insane that she couldn't muster the will to move her limbs and take herself out of the room.
"I think you want something more. I think you want someone else to be in control. I think your husband has let you too far off-leash, and you tell yourself that it's a perfect arrangement, but you wish that it were different."
"If I did," she said quietly, and her skin once again betrayed her and began to heat up on her face, right where Sebastian could see it, "I would just say so."
He looked very smug. "Would you." 
He obviously didn't think she would.
She was still reeling from this, and the fact that her pussy was throbbing with arousal, when Sebastian Grant lowered his voice and fished in his breast pocket for something. "I think you want someone to control you a little bit more, Sabrina. Someone else to do some of the work. Someone else to push your boundaries, instead of you always having to do it yourself. I think you need more of a challenge, something more taboo, some more intrigue in order to make things sizzle again."
Her mouth was hanging slightly open, and she couldn't stifle the urge to look away as she picked up her glass again. 
When she returned her glance to the table after sipping her wine, still unable to speak, Sebastian Grant was sliding a keycard across the table. 
"I'm not -" Sabrina began. 
A duo of waiters, who had clearly been trained to ignore keycards being slipped across the table, paused with plates long enough for Sabrina to close her mouth, before setting the dishes before them and pausing only long enough to register any needs. They scurried away. 
"This is a key to suite 1100. I want you to go upstairs, take your clothes off, and get on all fours."
She stared at him, unable to believe he'd actually said that. Out loud - and relatively loudly. She wanted very much to look around and see if anyone in the dining room had heard him, but she successfully quashed the instinct. She may not have known exactly what was going on, but she did know she didn't want him thinking he was ruffling her feathers. 
He raised his eyebrows to her silence. "I'm offering to pay you, of course."
He had offered to pay her before, she remembered just at that moment. Back in the limo so many nights ago. Her blowjob on Zader, and her subsequent fleeing the scene, finding another guy to fuck in front of Graham, and "stretching" of the truth to her husband, had obliterated the memory from her mind until this very moment. 
She looked down at her plate to buy herself a moment of recovery. She decided to make a joke. "What if I want to eat this...?"
"Coque au vin," he finished for her. "I'll order it for you as room service. Later." 
She laughed. "Why did you order it at all, then?" 
Sebastian raised his eyebrows. 
"I'm not going to sleep with you," Sabrina told him. "So, thanks but -"
"Oh, you misunderstand me. I am sending a man to fuck you. I am going to watch, and I am going to tell him, and you, what to do. And you're going to do it."
She couldn't hide it - not from herself, even, so definitely not from him. She was so aroused by this series of words that she could actually feel her dark jeans getting warm with moisture.
She maintained a neutral expression and racked her brains for an appropriate response. There were a lot of threads to pick apart in her mind. Was she throbbing with arousal between her legs because she was being a de-facto prostitute? Because Sebastian Grant was so aloof? Because he was right, and she did want someone to control her? Or because he seemed very explicitly intent on getting black men to fuck her? Was she turned on because she lying to Graham? 
No matter: Sebastian Grant was on to more things. "Do you know why you're going to do it, Sabrina?"
She inhaled as slowly as she could, in an effort to get herself under control.
"Because that's what you really want to do. Isn't it?"
"Is this man Zader?" her voice was like a whisper. 
"He's the man I'm sending to fuck you. He's black. He has a very big cock. That's all you need to know."
This was fucking crazy. Sabrina repeated that to herself as many times as she could as she sat there, her eyes lowered to her plate. 
"And what if I don't want to do what you tell me to do?"
"Then don't do it. But I think you will."
She laughed again, nervously, then looked around. Her own voice had seemed extra loud. 
"You do, do you?" she managed to say. Her fingers had drifted to the card, she was playing with it now, subconsciously, and it startled her to see her own fingers toying with it. 
"Yes."
"Ha. Why?"
"Because I want you to." He shrugged. "And I'm paying you to." 
She returned her gaze to him again and they stared each other down over the plates of food steaming uselessly into the air. A waiter bound for their table veered away when he got close, clearly deciding this was not a conversation to be interrupted.    
      

      ***Sabrina stood in the large suite, surveying the massive expense around her. The Brown Hotel was old, famous, and filthily expensive, and in the bright room with the very large arched windows pouring sunlight inside, she felt disoriented. 
She thought for a moment about leaving. She had every reason to, and no reason to stay. 
No real reason to stay.
But the pull of the idea was too strong for her. She hated that Sebastian Grant had gotten so many things right about her, that he was so accurate in his probing of her desires, and that he had done so through some kind of magic. 
She never talked about these muddled desires to anyone. Not even Graham.
She didn't even really know it was true herself until he said it. 
But it was pulling her in: the temptation of losing control by letting someone else take control. 
Sure, she knew that she could call Graham right now, tell him what was happening, and ask for permission. That he would probably give it to her. 
But she also knew that if she did that, the fantasy would evaporate. 
She took off her jacket and it gave her a shiver of pleasure to drape it on a chair. She stepped out of her shoes, and then her jeans, which she left in a pile to step into her shoes again. A glance out the window: there were tall buildings with dark windows across a wide avenue here. She assumed the big windows reflected the light shining at them, so no one could see here at the foot of the bed, in heels, dark green panties, and a tube top. 
Hesitating. 
Was she really going to take it all off and climb on the bed on all fours? Naked? And what would happen then? 
As she let her imagination run away with that, she could feel herself getting wetter. Her thoughts were just a collage of images and ideas, no coherent narrative uniting them. Just an ache between her legs and a desire to satisfy it, a pull toward danger and risk that was slippery with sexual urges. 
It was as silent as a tomb in the room, though, and it spooked her a little. 
She fished her phone from her bag. It was an impulsive move, and she opened her messages and looked at her husband's name. Time ticked away, and she couldn't compel herself to call him, to move her muscles and send a text. 
She put the phone away. 






  
  Chapter two

"Idon't think I can do... this," she said. 
"Mmm." Sebastian Grant remained calm, unnervingly unaffected by that statement. He moved his hand to his breast pocket and pulled a long, silk, green scarf from it. The material was so papery thin that it unfolded from a small square into a long trail, like a trick from a magician. "What if you were blindfolded?"
"Why do you have that?" she said, in a whisper. She couldn't take her eyes off the color, the way it folded seamlessly into her clothing for today, the odd tingle that developed on her spine.
"I bought it in the gift shop. Turn around." 
She stared at the scarf. For a moment she actually felt it: the silk on her eyes, a gauzy hunter-green haze   obscuring the light, the heat of her breath trapped in its folds, a knot tightening at the back of her head. Her breath was loud, too rapid, uneven. Her eyes went back to Sebastian Grant's.
He moved his hand to her shoulder, but didn't touch her. "Turn," he said. His fingers swept in the direction he wanted her to move, and she rotated, as easily as if she'd been swiped one way on a dating app. 
He was so close to her skin when he stood behind her that his suit brushed between her shoulder blades. She felt her skin pimple with goosebumps and wished she could wish them away. He dropped the silk over her head and pulled it taut across her eyes, knotting it at the back with a firm tug that somehow made her pussy throb. 
It was just like she'd imagined. 
"Now. Can you take off your clothes?"
This was phrased a question but it was delivered as a statement, and her hand went to the hidden zipper that loosened the expensive fabric and pulled it down, trembling slightly, before lifting it carefully over her head. 
"The panties."
She started to step out of her shoes, and he put something - probably the tip of his finger - to the small of her back. His breath grazed her shoulder blades. "Leave the shoes." 
"Do you want to do it for me?" she asked, in a shaking voice. It was a strange thing to say, and when she heard it, it almost surprised her. 
A laugh came from Sebastian's nose, hot and damp, like the diminutive snort of a peeved horse. The feral undercurrent of latent aggression made her pussy well up with fresh juices.
"Take them off. And then get on the bed on all fours." 
She did what he asked and then turned toward the sound and shadows of his retreating form. Below the darkest part of the blindfold, green light filtered to her and she knew where the bed was. 
And then, there they were: her on the bed, naked, on all fours, with Sebastian Grant staring at her. 
This went on for such a long time that she felt like squirming in discomfort, and the desire to ask him what was happening burned a hole in her chest. The whole thing was making her pussy drip, and she was unable to explain that to herself: it was wildly erotic, being on display like that, awaiting some dangerous fate. 
The door clicked at last, and she couldn't stop herself from reacting. Her head turned sharply toward her right elbow, and she heard Sebastian Grant tisk. She could see his fingers on the knees of his expensive suit, and one wagged at her: no. 
Heavy footsteps. A whistle. No words exchanged between Sebastian and whoever it was. She wanted very much to see who the man was, to confirm that he was who Sebastian said he was, that he was black. 
Clothes falling to the floor. Heavy clothing, thumps on the ground. A large man. 
He moved behind her, and Sabrina caught her breath in her chest as she waited. Her mouth was open to take in the random, fluttering gasps of air she needed. Then a hand was on her right buttock, moving along the small of her back. It was enormous, the weight of it imposing.
"What you want me to do?" a deep voice said, and Sabrina's heart stopped in her chest as she panicked: was this question for her? Her jaw fell open slightly, she started to lift her head, to see Sebastian's face in the gauzy haze below the blindfold's darkest center. 
"She look like she already been fucked," he added. As he pronounced these words, his finger slipped into the swollen folds of her pussy to stroke her in the crevice between her clit and her outer labia. 
"Put that finger in her mouth," Sebastian said. "But get it nice and wet first." 
The man behind her used her body exactly as Sebastian described - sinking his fingers into her folds and then expertly locating her hole and dipping a thick fleshy finger in, up to his second knuckle. Sabrina tensed and remained there, aware suddenly that she had no safe word, no plan, no idea what would happen to her. A throb of wild fear exploded inside her, sending shivers down her shoulders and arms. 
What she did not do was move. The only sound in the room was inescapable sticky spurt of her pussy as the man slid his fingers in and out, gently fucking her. The strength in his hand seemed to hum like an overhead electric wire: present, ambient, latent. 
"This is the first time she's ever been fucked by a black man," Sebastian said. 
The man made a sound akin to a growl and slipped his fingers out of her pussy. "That why you're so excited, baby?" She felt his weight on the edge of the bed, a hot, enormous thigh brushing the outside of her right leg. At the knot at the back of her head she felt finger sliding beneath it and then a gentle tug against her eyes. She walked back ward on her hands as he pulled her - a bit like a doll, an object - toward him. 
She caught the sweet scent of her pussy before the wet fingers came around her face, and her mouth seemed to be under the spell of Sebastian Grant: she opened it, and he slid them in. Obediently, she closed her lips on the thick digits and sucked them clean. The man trailed his free hand down her spine and then pushed gently against the small of her back, thrusting her breasts forward. He pushed in at her mouth at the same time, making her spine curve. "Stay like that for a minute," Sebastian said. 
And so she did, her mouth open and being fucked by two huge fingers until drool rolled down her chin and fell onto her right breast. 
"Let her feel your cock before you fuck her."
The fingers left her mouth, trailed down her shoulder to her arm, scooped it up by the elbow, and then took her hand in the large maw. Her spit was cooling on the hot skin, and he was moving to the side, guiding her hand, opening the fingers. He twisted her wrist slightly and pressed her palm to a silky-smooth, hot surface with rivers of hardened veins on it. 
She closed her fingers around it, felt it bounce lightly, and then her mouth fell open slightly again. She heard herself suck in air quickly and make a soft, almost panicked gasp at the end of the breath. The fingers were on her wrist now, moving her hand along his shaft. She had to let go: the skin was rubbery and dry, and her palm skidded on it until she reached the end, where hot, silky liquid smeared against her skin. 
"Tell me what you think, Sabrina." 
"It's... so... big," she whispered. 
"He's going to fuck you with that cock. What do you think about that?" 
Sabrina in reality was feeling of two minds about it: she was scared. And she was excited. "It's so big," she repeated. 
"Are you afraid it's going to be too big?"
She paused, her heart beating rapidly. Her fingers were already exploring the organ, her pussy dripping onto her thighs and throbbing with excitement. She didn't know what to say: she hadn't been bossed around in bed like this since before her marriage to Graham. And never like this. And she'd never fucked a cock this big. 
She gave her head a little shake. 
"It's going to make your pussy sore, baby," the man said, laughing. 
"Sabrina, are you going to take it?"
She squirmed. This was all incomprehensibly erotic to her. Her clit felt like if someone touched it just for a moment, she could have an orgasm: it brought to mind the first time she'd seen porn. Grainy, low-budget, trashy porn from a video store, a tape one of her friend's fathers had lying around the house. They had watched it, mouths open, pretending not to be turned on. But the ache had grown to a fever pitch and she'd had to leave and ride her bike home to masturbate as soon as she got through the door. It had taken less than a minute to get off. She still thought of that video sometimes when she masturbated - a vanishingly rare necessity in her life these days. 
Her pussy throbbed with another spasm of arousal.
She nodded.
"I want to hear you say it."
She paused, her hand around the girth of the man's cock. It flexed against her palm. 
"I'm going to take it," she said, robotically. And then, as if some bad little fairy lived in her head, she lost control of her mouth and her voice and added, "I'm going to take it hard."
"You're gonna take it however he tells you to take it, sweetheart," the man said. 
"Is that what you want, Sabrina? You want to be fucked hard?" 
"Oh, man," the man muttered. 
He moved behind her, and pushed her down to her hands, and then she felt the blunt snub of his big cock sliding through her lips again. Her hips moved as if they were magnetic, drawing her back toward his cock, but he seized her right hip and clamped his strong hand down on it. She was paralyzed, unable to rock back and forth. 
"He gonna tell me fuck you nice and slow, now, baby. So keep that mouth closed unless he tells you to talk."
"Fuck her very, very slowly."
And so he did. One finger stroked her clit deliberately and sent a shudder through her right leg. The big crown pushed against her, and her body was not immediately ready to accommodate it. He pushed and her inner labia stung as they stretched. And stretched, and the large mass moved against her complaining flesh. Her mouth was open again, she was about to complain, when all the sudden he slithered in and she opened up. 
He slowly, slowly entered her. Already, she felt her interior feeling sore and abused. She tried to squirm but he held her steady and eased in, inch by inch, while her mouth fell open more and more. Deeper, until she felt the curious sensation of his cock bumping into her cervix. He pushed and could go no further. 
And then he slowly eased back, and she felt a rain of needy disappointment as her canal collapsed to emptiness in the wake of his cock. In again, bumping insistently at her cervix. She mewled. 
He continued to fuck her slowly and her need seemed to multiply and swallow her up. At this pace, it seemed like her orgasm would be forever just out of reach, and every slow thrust made her need it more. 
Her neck was hot, sweat began to trickle from the back of it and roll down toward her throat. She twisted her feet and heard a shoe fall to the floor. Beneath the green curtain, she could see her hands gripping the white duvet, bunching it up. She heard herself gasping, mewling, finally almost sobbing. 
"Fuck her slow until she comes."
Sebastian was seated neatly in his chair, hands on his knees. She couldn't see if he had an erection. She didn't really care. She was losing control of herself, her legs beginning to shake. She felt saliva dribble from her lip and she reached up to wipe it. Her lips were trembling uncontrollably, her body so tense with need and straining so hard to tip herself over that she imagined herself as a sopping, shaking, useless mess. 
The sounds that escaped her mouth when at last his cock passed over her g-spot and she clawed her way to release was a guttural, raw, disgusting sound. She dropped her head, brought her hand to her mouth, but Sebastian said "no!" sharply. She let it fall and was reduced to writhing in the black man's firm grip and making incoherent, filthy noises like a pig. 
She started to howl as her orgasm abated, and the motion of his dick became so intense that she couldn't stand it. Her thighs shook and she heard the man laugh. Her pussy spurted and blubbered, and humiliation washed over her. "Ohhhhh," she whined, reaching back behind her aimlessly. "I can't... oh...!" 
It was so intense that she began to see stars in the darkness behind her eyelids. She was gasping for breath. "Oh, please... I can't... I can't take it...."
"Keep fucking her."
Sebastian got up from his chair and sat on the edge of the bed. All she could see was his legs in his suit, poised as though he were about to sell her a mortgage. "Sabrina," he said softly. She whimpered. 
"Is your pussy sore?"
She nodded. "I can't... I can't..."
A finger beneath her chin, lifting it up. The scarf was suddenly lifted and tossed away. Sebastian Grant was in front of her, lust in his eyes, domination pouring from them. His thumb brushed over her wet, sloppy lower lip. He pushed it in, and saliva squeezed from her mouth with a gurgle. "I can tell him to fuck you full of cum, Sabrina, if that's what you want."
She nodded eagerly and tried to turn her head to see the man who was fucking her. 
Sebastian smiled. "But he's going to fuck it into your ass."
Her eyes went wide. "I don't... think that..." She paled: she could feel the color drain from her face, almost at the same time she felt her pussy squeeze and expunge even more liquid. A renewed need started to build between her legs, heightened by the tenderness she already felt. "I've never done that," she whispered, almost helplessly. 
The man behind her groaned and seized her hips. 
"Man," he said, chuckling, "I can't keep it in, you say shit like that."
Sebastian smiled. Sabrina started to panic, shaking her head. "No, no, I'm not ready for that -"
"Then maybe just a finger or two? Hmm? To break you in?"
Sabrina stared at him. 
She felt a finger on her ass hole, slippery in juices, rubbing her anus gently. 
"She likes it," the man affirmed from behind her. "Baby turn around and look at me, I'll talk you into it."  
He plunged his finger in without warning, and she squealed as his fat thumb sank inside her. She had just been ready to turn her head, to look back at the man who was fucking her. Instead she let her mouth fall open in shock. 
"It's too... big," she complained to Sebastian. "His cock is too... big..." Even as she said those words, she began to relax and the sensations filling her began to spark renewed lust. Her pussy came to life with a new ache: sore, full, stretched, and throbbing for more. Her anus clamped on the thumb and she squeaked. 
"Just relax, baby," the man chuckled. "I'll work it open for you, after that it ain't anything. You gonna like it." 
Sebastian gave her an intense look, moving his whole hand beneath her chin to grip it as he did. "You're going to do it, aren't you? You want to do what you're told." 
He left her to return to the chair, sitting down again and calmly watching. 
"Keep your eyes on me," he instructed, when Sabrina started to slide her eyes to the side and turn her head to look at the man behind her. She caught a glimpse of his ebony skin, the muscle in his enormous biceps. Sebastian's infuriating and arousing words clanged in her head with the image of the man's body: you want to do what you're told. Her pussy became even wetter as his thumb plunged in and out of her ass. 
"She gettin' it," the man confirmed. 
Sabrina stared at Sebastian. Inside her, a long dormant eagerness - to please, to be used as an object for the pleasure of a man's viewing - was seeping through the dark confines of her mind. 
Behind her, the man groaned and slowed his thrusts. "I'm gonna nut, I keep goin'."
"Sabrina," Sebastian said. "Put your head down. Down, down to the bed."
She did, and as she did, he made it clear that she should keep her eyes on his. As she obeyed, her pussy spasmed, freshly rising with the buildup of another orgasm.  
"Put your hands up on your ass, Sabrina."
The man behind her murmured in approval. He had stopped fucking her pussy and was plunging into her ass with his fingers. She squirmed but she was warming to the sensation, her hole was stretching, no longer painfully taut. 
Her mouth was open and she felt like her eyes were plastered open, but her vision was retreating inward. It was almost trance-like, giving into to the dominance coming from Sebastian, the humiliating and erotic feeling of her ass being fucked. 
She clamped on the man's dick as her thoughts went to the stretched soreness that pushed inside her pussy. 
"What are you going to do, Sabrina?"
She heard Sebastian's voice but distantly. Her thoughts were falling inward, going to her sexual organs and nowhere else. Each commanding order from Sebastian only made her crave even more domination. She had forgotten to move her hands. 
She lifted them to her buttocks, and placed her palms against them. A long-forgotten porn scene she had seen back in university filtered into her mind: the same humiliating pose for the woman, as she held her ass to be fucked. It turned her on. Sometimes she envisioned the scene when she was masturbating. 
"Now. Pull it open for Darius. He's going to let a nice big wad of spit fall in there."
She complied, as Darius slid his finger out. Her ass was still dry, the finger tacky against her insides as he pulled on it. A wet belch followed the removal of his thumb, and in other times, in less of a trance, Sabrina would have been humiliated. She merely registered it, though, and waited as Darius placed his hands on hers to jiggle her ass around - his dick still planted inside her. 
And then a pause, Sebastian's face all focus. A hot, wet splat reached her ears right after she felt the enormous wad of spit splash into her ass hole and dribble easily inside.
Sabrina closed her eyes and mewled. The man's fingers entered her again, pulling and stretching, gliding with more ease. She mewled, her mouth starting to hang open. Another warm glob of spit splashed into the churning mess of the man's fingers and her ass.  
"Open your eyes, Sabrina, look at me."
She obeyed. Sebastian's gaze was like an injection of unbridled arousal to her blood. The exact dosage of humiliation and submission that she needed, fused with the relentless fingering of her ass and the huge cock stretching her pussy. 
Sebastian smiled. "Now fuck her full of come, Darius. Do that thing where you spread her ass open with your thumbs. And you," his eyes shifted to Sabrina. "Take it. Like a good little whore."
She felt like her eyes rolled back into her head. 
The cock slid out of her, slowly, and she moaned a complaint when her insides were suddenly empty. There was a wet, flubbing sound again, coming from her pussy. Darius's fingers next, three together, wiping her pussy juices toward her ass. His finger swept along the very tender ring of her anus. Sabrina could tell by the way he did it that her ass was gaped open slightly. 
"I'm not... he's not putting it in... my ass?" she interjected. She started to push herself up. "I'm not ready for that -"
"Easy, baby." Darius put his hand on the small of her back. "I ain't gonna do nothing like that. Just getting you all nice and lubed up."
To her surprise, in spite of the tenderness of her ass, it felt good. It all felt good: the obedience, the commands, the humiliating pose, simply holding herself open to be taken. Her mind was finally still, and all she could think about was her ass - getting fucked there. She was almost tempted.  
Darius slid his cock into her pussy as he slid two thumbs into her anus, pressed his fingers over hers on her buttocks, and made her gasp with the sharp stretch. As he started to pull her apart, she gasped. 
And then: a sharp pain that made her gasp and then fall silent. Her ass was stretched wide and the sensation began to burrow into her. Filling her. Aching. Making her pussy throb more. His thumbs pushed outward and stretched her open, and cool air caressed the most forbidden, unseen place on her body.  
She'd had fingers in her ass before, but never a cock. Never even anything like a cock. She'd never felt like this before, never had the ache of lust slowly sink into her back door. 
"Oh, fuck. That's tight. That's hot, baby... uhn." Darius grunted. Inch by inch, her ass spread open wider and he probed inside her, touching places and nerves she'd had no idea she even had until then. 
"Now Darius is going to fuck you, Sabrina. And you are going to take it. Like a good girl."
Darius made another noise of approval, and his big hands pushed down on her hands and her lower back then - a heavy weight, holding her in place, pushing her knees deep into the mattress. 
His cock moved slowly at first, making her open her mouth - but no sound escaped. She felt spit draining from the left side of her parted lips, soaking the duvet. Her pussy was getting wetter, her need for release cresting again. The fingers in her ass - tacky in places, smoother with each stroke, painful but pleasureful - was driving it. And yet she knew it wouldn't alleviate it. She heard a moan from her throat. A squeal. 
He fucked her faster. Their skin began to slap loudly, as he crashed into her ass and thighs with each thrust. She was moaning now, almost shrieking, but it seemed to come from someone else. Somewhere else, something else. 
Her right hand slipped from his grip and her elbow bent... the appendage flopped with the thrusting and she didn't notice. 
"Get that hand back up there," Sebastian told her. 
She tried to obey, and Darius had to take her wrist and smash her fingers under his left hand. He was thrusting with greater urgency now, grunting. Sabrina was sure she could feel his cock straining as he neared his orgasm. 
When he came, his fluids filled her and she felt the spread of it: deep inside, lubricating his dick, seeping out. He slammed three final thrusts at random beats as he groaned in pleasure. His thumbs, deep inside her, hooked outward as he hammered her, holding her in place by her spread anus. As he thrust harder, brief, rubbery spurts exited her ass. 
Sabrina panted, even more drawn into herself, as soon as he stopped. His dick still inside her, he pushed off her back and let go of her hands. One of them slipped from her back and fell to her side, the other clung to her left ass cheek as if glued there by her sweat. 
She was still craving release, and that made her body move. Her movements seemed involuntary. 
When Darius's cock slid slowly out, making her emit another slurpy sound, she felt empty. A pouting whine escaped her lips. Against the mattress, she tried to shake her "no," because she lacked the ability to actually speak. But this felt, and probably looked, more like a shudder or a seizure. 
She started to push up to her hands and knees, and Sebastian's head moved in a slow shake, left to right. She didn't even see him. "I'm still -" she began.
"Push her back down," Sebastian ordered, and again the big hands seized her lower back and pushed, immobilizing her. Her hands were next to her shoulders now, and she left them there. She didn't think to do anything else: she just wailed in complaint. 
Sebastian had risen from his chair and was coming around to stand behind her. 
"I want you to put your fingers in your ass, Sabrina, and finger-fuck yourself."
She was complying even as she complained. When her fingertips found her asshole, she was sunned to feel how stretched it was. She slipped her fingers in easily; they glided inside her, and she fell naturally into a position with a twisted wrist resting on her tailbone. The sloshy slapping sound of her wet ass-fucking followed. 
"I want to come," she panted. 
"Mmm," Sebastian commented, indicating that he didn't care. "Keep doing that." 
She obeyed, feeling more intensely needy with every second. It would barely take a few strokes, brushing over her swollen clit, to get herself to that point now. But Sebastian's hold over her was stronger, the allure of the thrill better even than relief. 
"Do you want Darius to make you come?"
She moved her head "yes," and tried to say that as well, but it just sounded like a sob leaving her mouth. 
"Get those fingers all the way in. Fuck yourself the way you like to be fucked, Sabrina. Show me."
Three fingers. She smashed into her ass violently, enjoying the sodden, filthy spectacle of it that she couldn't even see. The action in her back door was driving her to feel even more aroused, so it was easy to continued almost to violence - but she knew it wouldn't ever allow her to release. 
"Do you want to come?"
"Yeeee-hh-eesss," she moaned. "Please," she added, breathlessly. Tears were forming in her eyes - only now, now that she ached so badly for release and Sebastian was making her torture herself.
One of them clasped her wrist - it felt like Darius, again, and pulled it away from her ass, her fingers leaving with it. Then, in some kind of move that felt like martial arts, he whipped it around behind her body and threw her onto her back - her wrist still clasped in his hand. 
She was shocked to see Sebastian with a phone in his hand. His eyes met hers over the edge of it. Was he on his phone? she wondered, just before the reality struck her violently: he was filming her. Or at he very least, taking a photo. 
A deep fear - of so many things, so many dangerous possibilities - began to claw inside her, but her aching pussy drowned it out. She couldn't even muster a complaint, decided quickly she would deal with it later. The whole idea of the phone was drowned out by the buzz in her ears and the need between her legs. 
"Put your fingers in your mouth, and suck them, while you spread your legs." This was Sebastian, calmly ordering her.
She complied, staring at Sebastian. The taste of her fingers was bitter, briny and metallic. Her left hand worked over her hip, hoping to crawl toward her pussy to relieve the ache there. 
"Darius," Sebastian said. 
Her attention turned to the black man, who had somehow escaped even her notice - and definitely her interest - until that moment. He was attractive in the face, had the build of a serious body builder - the muscle of his arms were as big as her legs. The darkness of his skin, the thought of cum seeping from her ass to her fingertips to her mouth, made her warble. 
Her eyes dropped to his cock and she couldn't take them away. It was barely softened, gnarled and veiny. Saliva welled up beneath her tongue. 
Darius, meanwhile, was moving closer to her, along the side of the bed. He got on to it on his knees, sat down with a half turn, and flicked her left hand away from her hip. He did it like she would have swept a magazine away. The force of it took her whole arm up and to the side. 
Darius gripped her right wrist and pushed her fingers deeper into her mouth.
"Open for him."
She did, now staring at the black man.
"Look at me."
She shifted her eyes to Sebastian, still looking over the phone. The fear again, the thrill of the fear, pumped wildly into her veins. 
Darius drew his hand down to her throat, then her sternum, detoured to her left nipples to squeeze it, and then down to her pussy. Feathery touches that didn't seem possible from such a big man peppered her clit. She mewled, losing track of what she was doing with her fingers, and they slipped from her open mouth, unattended. 
"Suck on them," Sebastian warned. "Taste your ass, your pussy. Darius will make you come if he likes it."
She pushed them back into her mouth, closed her lips on them, and started to fuck her own mouth with her fingers, sucking to make sound effects. She was desperate. 
Darius pushed his thumb into her clit and she moaned. He stroked it forcefully, making her sweat and want to twist. It was too intense to bear, but her need was too great. Darius began to rub, and she pulled her knees toward each other and writhed on the bed, moaning, until at last she came. 
It was blinding for a moment, and so forceful her whole body went rigid. Her mouth was open and her fingers crammed into it, saliva clinging to them and strung from her teeth. Another awful sound came from deep in her throat - almost a bark, and then she shrieked. She turned her head and flung an arm out to push a stray pillow toward her face as she screamed - loudly, and not merely for the effect. Her legs were shaking so forcefully she thought she might actually be having a medical problem. 
"Shhhh," Darius was saying, the next thing she was aware of. He was stroking her hair. She was still trembling, clutching a pillow, turned on her side, almost in a fetal position. Panting, like a wild animal. Semen and her own cum leaking between her legs, everything wet with sweat, saliva, or cum. 
The heat died instantaneously, like a fever that had broken, and she was suddenly cold. Goosebumps covered her skin and her limbs shook more. 
Darius covered her with one side of the duvet, and she stared uncomprehendingly at the wall in front of her while the two men moved around in the room, every thought completely obliterated.  
She was sure she heard a shower as she drifted off to sleep, and maybe Sebastian's voice: "Stay as long as you like." 
One thing she knew was not a hallucination: the ten, crisp hundred-dollar bills she found on the nightstand.  






  
  Chapter three

Alicia's eyes were judgmental and skeptical as they followed Sabrina. Alicia had someone in her office, so she stayed in her seat and plastered a smile to her face, but her glare was so severe Sabrina had to look away. 
She shut the door to her own office and threw her things onto a visitor's chair. She was out of breath, discombobulated, unsure of what to do next. Her eyes spun around her office, trying to make note of the  tasks she had abandoned, the things she had to do, what to do next: she couldn't get a grip on any of it. 
Sweat was again forming at the nape of her neck. She reached up to it, whispering to herself, "Oh God. What did I do? What did I... what do I do?" 
What did she do? Now? 
Her ass was sore. A dull ache that reached deep inside and, unlike a sore pussy, probed her with every movement. Her anus stung, her insides felt bruised, but like a sore muscle or tooth, she wanted to keep prodding the sensation to life. The fullness she had experienced clamored for her to repeat it, the emptiness in her ass sucked at her attention. 
Was this real? 
Her unexpected need, there, in her ass, was the least of her problems - but it elbowed it to her thoughts. What had she done? Why did she do it? Why did she like it? What did she do now? 
She felt guilty: that much was true for sure. It was a rabid, fearful guilt that ran wild like a dog in her chest, clawing, yelping, tearing at her heart. She was way, way, way outside the boundaries that she and Graham had, and she knew that. 
And she knew that if she fixed it, now, this moment, by calling him and confessing and begging for his forgiveness - she would be unburdened. He would forgive her. 
So there was also another guilt - maybe this was the one that ate at her like a wolf: she wasn't going to do that. She wasn't going to do any of that because...
Because...?
Because she wanted it again. Because she knew that if she told Graham about it all, the pleasure of it would pop like a bubble and disappear into nothing but shame about herself. 
And how would she explain it, anyway? She had been reduced to a sniveling, groveling, filthy whore by a man she couldn't even stand. She had let a black man fuck her for the first time. She had done dirty things at the behest of another man.
She had never come so hard in her life, and she didn't know which component of what had happened had even caused that. The huge cock? The black man? Being controlled by Sebastian? Going out of bounds? Sucking ass juice from her fingers so someone would get her off? Was it physical or psychological? 
It was also 4pm. Four in the afternoon. She had left tasks and meetings and her phone calls and everything to do with her business unattended and in disarray. She couldn't even remember a single thing she had to do this afternoon, or that she had missed. 
Her hair was a mess, pulled back by the scarf that had blindfolded her (was it that? That had definitely been a component). The waves were tight in places and flattened in others: any woman knew what that was a sign of. She could feel a flush on her cheeks, beneath all of her skin, really: excitement, lust, humiliation, fear all burned under it and made it so hot she knew it was red everywhere. She'd had to wipe away the smeared kohl under her eyes, and then all of her makeup - the only thing she'd found to repair the damage was some illuminating primer, so she looked freshly cleaned up. But nothing like a woman who had merely had lunch. 
She sat down in case Alicia was watching her, and focused on her desk, pulling herself beneath it by two hands on the edge of it. She was still shaking. She looked at her computer screen and placed her hands on the keyboard. 
Quick, quick, quick: she needed a lie for Alicia. A plan for Graham. A plan for... Sebastian.
Her heart dropped to her feet.
Sebastian. That motherfucker. Sebastian and his phone that she hadn't been able to say anything about. So reduced to a groveling, crazy woman writhing on the bed in need of an orgasm, she'd stared at the phone and processed that he was filming her gaping asshole and Darius fingering her while she sucked on her filthy fingers, but she hadn't lifted a finger to stop him. 
She didn't like that he had that. Or the photograph he'd sent her. It gave him power over her: immense power. Not just to tell Graham, but over her in general. 
How could she have let herself get so fucking out of control? How could this have happened?
She saw movement in Alicia's office. The meeting was over, they were shaking hands. 
Quick quick quick. At the very least, she needed something for Alicia. 
Okay. Okay. 
She was having an affair. 
Alicia pretty much knew this happened. That was fine: tell her she'd met a gentleman and it had gone over, she got out of control. 
Alicia was coming toward her office, on a warpath. 
Sabrina closed her yes and gripped the desk. 
A knock. No pause. She was in, shutting the door. Sabrina opened her eyes. 
Pissed. She was pissed.
Her mouth was opening.
Sabrina held up a hand. 
"Listen to me," she hissed. "I am sorry. I have... this... you obviously know, I have... a complication. It got out of hand. I fucked up, okay? But don't lecture me."
"Sabrina-"
"I already feel bad enough. Alicia." 
She tossed her hair and looked up at her. Alicia looked stunned for a moment.
"Who are you...?" she murmured, after a pause. 
Sabrina pursed her lips together and shook her head. "Alicia. Just tell me what's fucked up and I'll fix it. I'll stay late, I'll get it fixed. Okay? Go home, take the rest of the... day, I guess that's not much, and I'll just... I need to straighten this out. Okay?"
She looked at Alicia. 
Alicia opened her mouth and then snapped it shut. "I'll... send a ping right over. You have to talk to -"
"Just send it. Please. Alicia? Okay? I need to be alone."
"Right." Alicia stepped backwards. Her hand was on the door. She frowned almost sympathetically.
Sabrina moved her hand in a curt cut-off gesture, and shook her head. "Later."
When Alicia was gone, she exhaled and felt momentarily like she'd vomit. Then she took out her phone and wrote a message to Graham, noting that Sebastian, the motherfucker, hadn't even written to her. 
Baby I have to stay late


She almost started to write that she had something to tell him, that she'd messed something up. If she sent that, she'd lock herself into a confession. 
But halfway through the text, she retreated.
She needed a plan of action. 






  
  Chapter four

There was nothing especially unusual about Sabrina needing to stay late at work, nor was there anything all that weird about her not answering his texts in response. She was busy, she ran a business, this happened all the time. 
But context is everything.
He believed that his wife was hiding something from him. There was no solid foundation to this belief. It was constructed from vibes, from an errant text, from something he'd witnessed her doing that by itself meant nothing at all - checking her phone under the covers after he'd left the room. 
He'd invited more of it - this nebulous, unknown deception - by not asking her about it. He had made that choice consciously, after thinking about it. 
It titillated him. He liked it. He liked the jealousy that wormed around in his chest and groin, the cold fever that it gave him, the mystery and suspense. 
But it was also frightening. The stakes were high. He wondered at times if he was risking too much - but there didn't seem to be an easy way out of it, now. 
He couldn't even be sure it was real, and not just a fantasy run amok. He wasn't the kind of man who enjoyed looking inward at that kind of thing, either.
What, after all, could Sabrina have done, other than sleep with another man? That was something she had full permission to do. All she had to do was tell him about it.
Maybe that was why he had left it alone, never probing it directly: he liked all the possibilities he could turn over in his head. Painful possibilities, thrilling emotional roller coasters. None of them even seemed likely: Sabrina had gotten attached to someone? When would she even have had the time? Her time was all neatly accounted for, there were no gaps in which she had been secretive or suspicious. Not until this very recent shift. 
There it was: the fear standing in the way of his confrontation. That Sabrina had been swept off her feet, that her attachment was some wild, fast-acting, obsessive thing. A young man that she had been so taken with, sex that had been so good, that now she wanted to keep it for herself. 
It didn't seem likely - in fact, it seemed ridiculous - but if it had happened, he didn't want to confront it.
It was also, strangely, something he kind of wanted to fantasize about. It slithered inside him, touching nerve after nerve, fueling the sickening and pleasurable jealousy that he'd been running on like rocket fuel for several weeks.
His dick was hard as a rock. Right now. Just thinking about it. It was four thirty in the fucking afternoon and Sabrina had sent him a text that said she would be home late, and he'd gotten an erection. 
(A good one, too). 
This was the state of affairs all evening, until Sabrina came home. At nine pm, which wasn't even spectacularly late for her. Another check mark went into his list of "odd things" about Sabrina's behavior. It was an occupational hazard: he was a fraud investigator for an insurance company. He looked for the residue of lies by nature. 
And Sabrina, texting that she would be home late on an evening with no plans, and then arriving at 9pm, was just that sort of residue. 
She was wearing an outfit composed of multiple shades of green and she looked hot: form-fitting tube top under a velvet jacket, snug jeans, lots of skin but not so much it was trashy. She had a very strange scarf situation in her hair, but Graham chalked that up to women doing things with their hair that men were not meant to know about or comment upon. Very fresh makeup for such along day. A jumpy energy about her. 
"Hey," he said, when she appeared in the doorway of the living room, where he was seated, nominally watching TV but doomscrolling aimlessly more than anything. "I thought you were working late?"
Sabrina looked at her phone. "I... I mean, it is late." 
Residue of lies. 
"True enough," he said, keeping his powder dry. "Well. I'm not disappointed."  
Sabrina was standing with one arm on the door frame, looking like she was afraid to step through it. Her lips were doing their indecisive thing, but it seemed less sexy than actually confused. They weren't attempting to smile, they were attempting to form words. 
"What does that mean?"
"Uh... that I'm happy you're home," he said. His erection was back at the forefront of his mind. He stood up, and started walking toward her.
She looked alarmed. Strangely, this only fueled his desire for her.
"I'm feeling pretty horny," he said. He used the voice they both knew was for a bit of a joke, for when he had a stiff erection - more of a rarity these days than not - and wanted to have sex. (Sabrina had, in therapy, asked if he could stop saying, "I have an erection.")
Apparently it killed the romance for her. 
Women.
Her eyes went briefly to his joggers and then quickly back. More alarm flickered in her eyes and tightened her features into thinner lines. "Oh... I'm sort of, uh... tired..." She said this as half-heartedly as she had every said anything in her life. Her eyes went back to his erection, lingered longer, and then seemed to drift back to his eyes very reluctantly. 
"How about... we go to bed then?" he suggested, moving even closer. He slipped his hands beneath the jacket and onto her waist. He could look down into her shirt and see the creamy orbs of her tits. He resisted. He picked up a long end of the scarf and lifted it, trying to do it in a way that would make Sabrina's hair tickle her scalp and give her goosebumps. "What's this about?" 
Sabrina tugged it out of his hand and flipped it over her shoulder, exhaling with annoyance as she did. "Nothing. Just... a long story. Hair problems." 
"Right."
"Uh, I'm going to go... take a shower."
"Sounds good."
"And then I'll probably just turn in for the night."
"Gotcha."
He didn't have that at all. Sabrina must not have understood exactly what it was like to have an erection. And then have your wife come home and act weird like this. He wasn't going to sit down and watch TV. Surely she knew that?
"Oh... kay," she said, making a face like he was the strangest person she'd ever met. "Well... here I go."
"Okay."
She smiled and walked toward the master bedroom. 
He stood there, waiting for a few beats, and then followed. 
She was in the bathroom, taking her jeans off, when he walked in. She registered that he was there, but kept to her task. The shower water was already - infuriatingly - running, a habit she had that he had long given up on correcting. Sabrina's first order of business if she had any future plans for taking a shower, was to turn on the water. Sometimes it ran for ten minutes before she got in. 
He sat on the long end of the bed facing the opening to the bathroom suite. Sabrina basically ignored him. 
"So. How was your day?" he sang pleasantly. 
Sabrina smiled. "How was yours?"
Not really an answer to the question. He scratched his head, as opposed to answering, and Sabrina seemed to feel just fine about that.
Which was also contrary to her usual personality. His cock panged uncomfortably with fresh blood, and  the mercury in his fear thermometer rose. 
She hurried to get into the shower. The jacket had been draped carefully over a hanger, and she had started to fold the jeans, but she abandoned all of her usual caretaking of clothing and left everything crumpled on the floor. 
She took several steps toward the shower, turned abruptly, and picked up her underwear, to put it in a hamper. She left the jeans and scurried back to the shower.
His eyes narrowed, heart rate skyrocketing. Not only had Sabrina done this, she'd done it as un-sexily as possible. That was unlike her. 
Almost as if she was hiding something. 
He stood up. Walked casually into the bathroom. He looked at the pile of clothes, then over at Sabrina, who was watching him with her arms folded up to her chest. Alarmed. Or at least watchful. 
He looked over at the hamper. 
Back at Sabrina. She had the same look on her face. She moved her hand to the back of her neck and turned away in the stream of water. 
He walked over to the hamper and pulled out the panties. They were dark green - matching her all-green outfit. This was the kind of thing Sabrina had asked him not to do in her presence, but he was going to do it anyway: he lifted them, felt the hardened crust swimming in a still-damp in the center, and then lifted them to his nose. 
It's not like he was a fucking drug-sniffing beagle. But it seemed like a not entirely pussy-derived scent. 
Paranoia?
He turned with the panties in his hand and looked over at the shower. 
Sabrina stared back at him. 
Her lips moved, trying on a number of possible smiles and reactions. But an unease continued to rise to the surface, crowding out the sexiness of her fluttering smiles. 
He leaned on the counter and stared at her. He was surprised by her reaction, surprised by his own. As if testosterone was a faucet he had simply forgotten how to turn on, he could feel distinctly youthful energy surging inside him. Desire to dominate, to fuck, to compete with whatever it was that Sabrina had such wet panties and a cryptic, cheating set of lips for. 
It was invigorating. The controlled fear in Sabrina's eyes was, as well. 
Among the many jumping, frantic thoughts in his head, one of them stood out: maybe she was doing this on purpose.
He twirled the panties around his pointer finger and set them down on the counter. "Sabrina," he said, looking down at them. Then up. She was staring at him, rapt with attention. Her mouth hung open. "Is there anything you need to tell me about?"
The moment bounced between them, Sabrina's lips moving in microscopic tweaks. At last she settled on something, dropped her arms, let her tits distract him for a moment, and then turned slowly beneath the water. 
"I did something."
When she turned her head to look at him, she was smiling. A hand on her shoulder again, the other moving beneath the stream of water. 
Interested - keenly - he pushed off the counter and removed his shirt at the same time. A step toward her, while she looked back at the shower wall and gave a slight turn. He shimmied out of his joggers. Opened the door. 
Sabrina turned to him again, and she must have seen something in his eyes that recognized that he meant business. Or that his cock was rigid and pointed in front of him. She dropped the hand she'd placed on her shoulder, in front of her, like she meant to block him, but then also let him push it aside when he did. 
He kept moving forward, until she was against the wall, smiling invitingly - sexily - but a strange kind of fear brewing in her eyes.
"What did you do?" He was pushing her hands away from her torso with his left hand, slipping his right hand between her legs. He encountered her slippery lubricant mere millimeters from the entrance to her pussy, but it seemed to erupt at his touch. A heated, silky slime enveloped the tips of his fingers. 
When he moved up to her clit, her whole body shuddered exquisitely. This was no ordinary shudder, not something she could even fake. It was electricity-quick, violent, and reverberated in her limbs. Her pupils grew just as violently. 
He dropped his eyes to watch his fingers disappearing into her slit. Sabrina kept her pussy waxed and beautifully bare - a necessity, she claimed, if she was going to be sleeping with young men reared on endless porn. Graham didn't really feel strongly about it one way or the other: he liked bush, he liked it trimmed, he liked it when it was wild, he liked her bare because he could see where her skin was red, if she was inflamed. 
And she was: her whole pussy seemed to be engorged: the outer lips were pink, the interior tissue was swollen. Juices were pouring from her. Her clit was enormous and hard when his knuckles grazed it: she jerked when he stroked it. 
"What did you do, Sabrina?" he repeated, twisting his hand and slipping his fingers into her pussy. She mewled, squirmed, gave him every impression she was very sore - and none of it seemed especially theatrical. 
"Oh..." she complained, placing her arms on his shoulders. She was looking down as well, watching him, her mouth open and her breath ragged. "... I did something... bad..."
He stared at her, kissed her, finger-fucked her gently, waiting. 
"Tell me about it," he demanded, when she didn't speak. 
Sabrina's cunt squeezed on his fingers. But her head shook minutely, very rapidly, rolling on the granite. No-no-no.
He drove in further. She closed her eyes and gasped. One of her hands slapped him twice on the shoulder. She chewed her lip. "I don't... want... to... I just want... oh... I just want... to... oh!"
"You know the rules," he growled. 
Sabrina's pussy reacted mostly strongly to this. The temperature of her flesh seemed to jump. Hot liquid oozed over his hand. Her eyes lit up. 
"You tell me everything," he reminded her. 
She nodded, eyes glassy.
"So?" He drove in further. 
"So what are you going to do? If I don't...oh! - tell you?" she countered. He squeezed her clit toward the fingers in her pussy with his hand, making her yelp mid-sentence.
"Your pussy feels loose." It did: not drastically, but slightly. "Did you fuck a big cock Sabrina?"
No answer. Only mischief. 
"Is that why you were working late?"
Lips moving. Eyes unreadable. A slow nod, leaving a tangle of hair plastered to the granite by water. 
"Tell me about it."
A moment of intense heat. A tip of her head. Another spasm from her pussy. 
"Make me." 
This was no ordinary challenge. It wasn't something Sabrina did often, not a game they usually played - maybe when they were younger, but not much recently. It was only partially playful: beneath her voice there was an energy that seemed almost ferocious. She moved her hands to his chest and crossed the wrists, folding her elbow to her ribcage. Then she shoved - almost, but not quite, realistically.
She was smiling. Her eyes were challenging. 
He didn't budge. She bit her lip. 
Another smile. Her pussy juices were flowing now. 
He spun her around and pushed her, like that, into the wall, seizing her hair to push her face to the wall. Sabrina's mouth was open: she liked this. Her ass backed against him, her buttocks enclosing his cock for a moment in their crease. His cock was in a state he had thought was long past him - completely hard, maneuverable to her pussy using just his hips. So he prodded until he found a way in, and Sabrina shifted and parted her legs so that he could. 
And then he fucked her. Hard. While she gasped and squealed and let him. 
It was an awkward position, the floor was slippery, it should have been a disaster, but it wasn't. Sabrina started to push her ass out, sending him back into the stream of water. He flapped  a hand at the faucet and managed only to cut the water flow down to a mere trickle, he swiped again and hit nothing. 
He didn't care, Sabrina was walking her hands down the wall, bending over and bracing herself. He had his dick in her pussy and she was bumping her ass against his hips. She wanted him to fuck her. The view was incredible - his cock, her round ass, his cock between its shapely mounds.
Sabrina caught his right wrist in her hand and guided it to the small of her back, then down. Twisting, separating his fingers, taking the pointer. 
Guiding it to her anus.
Her asshole, a tiny pink rosette of flesh that she also bleached to keep up with the porn-loving twenty-somethings.
He probed the taut sphincter, and Sabrina - oddly, he thought - shivered with pleasure. He pressed forward, unsure of what she wanted. It was unusual for her to initiate this particular act. But she mewled and butted against him, egging him on. He pushed his pointer finger forward, plunged into the depth of her ass, and found the interior open for his intrusion. It seemed slippery, even more velvet than he remembered from... when? So long ago he didn't even know. This had never been her thing, never his thing, and so it had been sort of off the table for years.  
Sabrina mewled and closed her eyes. "It's so tender," she breathed. But she wasn't pushing him away. Her body was opening for him, her throat warbling in pleasure. And his cock was inside her, his finger in her ass.
He started to fuck her, standing back to look at the scene below his chest: his fingers still exploring the gape, unable to process anything but filthy lust. Was he to understand that she'd let a guy fuck her in the ass? 
It didn't seem possible. But it gripped him by the balls, the idea of it surging as a sexual excitement he hadn't felt for decades. A twisted and confusing surge that nearly made his cock explode.   
Sabrina was enjoying this, so he tried to man up until she came. She slipped her hair away as she turned to look him in the eye and say:
"He was black." 
Graham was only aware of the yelling coming from his mouth after the fact. He came: suddenly, violently, worry-about-a-heart-attack insanely. His hands fell to her hips and he stared at her asshole as she bucked against him until she also came, a few moments later.


      ***"Where did you meet this guy?" 
"That's what you want to know?" Sabrina laughed. She shrugged, wrapped up in his arms on her side, facing him. She laughed. 
He inhaled the scent of sweat on her neck. He was way to deep into the afterglow of hot sex to press the issue. He wanted her to keep talking, and he didn't really care how she'd met him, either. He just wanted to know what they'd done. And why? And how. In detail. 
"This wasn't Zader Goffrey?"
"Godfrey. And no."
"And you just decided... what?"
Sabrina became very quiet. Then she turned in his arms and lay on her back, head turned to face him, her features set in her peculiar brand of trepidation. She bit her lip. "I didn't... um... you know how, like most of the time, I'm very bossy?" 
He nodded, sexily, so she knew he enjoyed it.
"I wasn't like that with him."
A cold slap. Fear, running along inside him, like a predator loose in his arteries. He smiled benignly and pushed himself up on his elbow. Rested his head against it. 
"What was it like?" 
"I didn't really tell him what to do," she said quietly. Her eyes diverted to his collarbone. "It was more..."
"Mutual?"
"Uh... no. More..." she touched his arm and ran her hand up to his bicep. "I guess I just needed something new, something different."
This still didn't answer his question, but his agenda was different than it might have been under other circumstances. All he really cared about right now was hearing more about this sex. 
"So what happened?" 
She shrugged. Smiled. Cuddled up a little more to him. "I just didn't feel like leading it, you know?"
"And the anal?" He wanted to know this. This specific issue was confusing to him. "What was that? Did he fuck you?" 
Sabrina's eyes went wide. "No," she said, almost horrified. "He was... I never do that! That's the last person I'd have tried it with."
"That big, huh?"
She nodded. "It was just his fingers."
"Fingers?"
"It wasn't my idea," she scoffed. This had a ring of truth about it: Sabrina had always scoffed at anal sex. But she was behaving strangely, and he still couldn't get his head around it. Getting the details out of her was also frustrating: she seemed so locked-down. 
"Did you like it?"
She nodded. 
"What... a lot? A little?"
She shrugged.
"Would you do it again?" 
"Maybe."
Graham rolled over to his back to stare at the ceiling. 
Surely Sabrina knew that this "story" was missing huge amounts of detail that she ordinarily provided. Surely she knew that would trip his insurance fraud senses, and make him suspicious. 
"Hey," Sabrina said, rolling toward him, putting a hand to the side of his face. "I realize this, uh... I don't know. It was kind of a lot of firsts. I maybe should have... I don't know. Checked it out with you." She chewed on her lip. Her eyes were evasive. "It's just sort of hard, after all this time, you know? I don't know how... to put the brakes on things, maybe I'm out of practice. One thing just kind of led to another and I went with it."
He looked at her. She seemed, truly, a little contrite. Her face was slightly more pink, her eyes were on his chest, her features were contorted into a look that Graham knew very well: the look of someone confessing something they feel bad about. 
He sighed. There wasn't really anything to complain about. Strictly speaking, she hadn't broken the rules. He couldn't deny to his interior logic that he had also been a lot more hands-off lately: in some ways that was his personal preference, his own niche kink. The storytelling. 
And more recently, he'd savored the idea of her cheating a little. He'd let her strange behavior, the night of the art show, unchallenged. 
He had never told Sabrina about his black man fantasy, either. How was she supposed to know he would have wanted to see it? 
It still seemed so wild, so out of control for Sabrina. 
But the anal? Even thinking about that made his cock twitch, even if it wasn't something he really wanted to do himself. He felt an itch developing: a desire to see Sabrina take things further. He didn't understand it himself: it wasn't his thing, but if she suddenly wanted to try it...?
Hot.
But what did it mean?
He looked at her. He smiled encouragingly. "Okay. It's in a gray area, I guess. But if you've been a little naughty... I want to hear more about it, then." 
This was one of Sabrina's favorite games. In ordinary times, she would have relished this kind of opportunity: she could tease him while she doled out the details. Usually, she reacted to a suggestion like this with the eagerness of a puppy chasing a ball.
She looked stricken instead. 
"Baby," she said quietly. "I promise I will, I'm just..." she yawned theatrically, putting her hand to her mouth. "I'm so tired right now. This kind of... derailed my afternoon, and I had to work really hard to catch up."
Graham's ears perked up. "Wait... so you worked late after this?" He scoffed, and even he didn't know if it was mean-spirited or amazed. "Sabrina!"
"Alicia was ticked," she admitted to his chest. 
She was turned on her side and wriggling discreetly toward him. Her hands got to him first. 
"Where did you meet this guy? How did you... how did this happen in the afternoon?" 
The woman who rolled onto her stomach and lifted her head to look at him. "Through an acquaintance. If you can believe it." 
"Who?"
Her eyes went down. "You remember that Sebastian Grant guy?" 
"Huh?"
"The weirdo. Remember?" 
"Through him?" 
"I mean, yeah, basically, sort of... it was all a little strange. That's, you know... how I got introduced to Zader, really. Through him."
"Okay," Graham said, uncertainly. 
His cock was getting hard again. Now - not because Sabrina had mentioned this black guy, or because she was telling him a steaming hot story: it was because there were elements in this story that didn't add up. 
A question he should ask right now was: how then did you meet this guy, today? 
Sabrina was looking at him through slightly squinting eyes, her long lashes mixing together, the orbs of her blues smokily visible. She was gauging his reaction, looking fearful of something. This only fueled his cheating fire, and with his cock this hard for a second time - again - he didn't want to be looking a gift horse in the mouth. 
He stared at her, his hand moving like it had a different pilot guiding it. Maybe it did: Graham the husband would not be gently tugging on Sabrina's lip, then touching her lower teeth to pry her mouth open and contemplate the interior of it. As if a lie would have left a stain on the inside of it, like purple dye in a bank robbery bag. 
She let him do this, a frisson of fear traveling through her in a way that would have been obvious only to Graham. Who could say what gave him that impression? A quickening of her pulse? The glacial pink that flashed over her cheekbone and made her skin radiate heat? The sudden smell of her sweat? Her enlarged pupil, a swallow in her throat? 
Any of those things could be arousal. No more, no less. She didn't flinch, or turn away. 
His hand moved to her throat, and this excited her more. Her eyes stayed locked on his lips, like she was expecting something from them any moment. They drifted to his eyes when his hand moved down, brushing over her right breast, then flicking at her arm to toss it away from her hip and behind her. Over her buttock, down to the crease, in between her small orbs of flesh. 
Sabrina seemed entranced. Her breath quickened, her eyes seemed to turn inward. When he slipped a finger to her anus and traced the stretched hole with the pad of his finger, she gasped, but she made no move to get away. 
"Did he have a big cock?" 
"So big," she whispered, her eyes flickering. With what? Interest? He couldn't tell. 
"Yeah? And he fucked your pussy and then what? Just slipped his finger in?" 
"Mmm-hmm," she said, heat radiating from her skin. She squirmed when he pushed against her anus, the interior rewarding him with a hot, liquid eruption that kissed his fingertip no more.
"And you liked it? You want to do more of it?"
She nodded, squirming, her lips parted. She was converting to her sluttiest form, and it was irresistible to him. Her eyes dropped down, scanning his body, her arm still flung back behind her. She had to wrangle her left arm from under her weight to reach for his cock - when she brushed against it, her eyes widened. 
"I wish you would have waited for me," he said, pushing her onto her back. "To watch it."
She nodded, smiling a little, a strange look in her eyes. He realized that his statement was ambiguous: did he mean the black man fucking her? Or the man slipping his fingers into her ass? 
He was getting onto his knees, tossing her legs open, and she was letting him fling her limbs around like a doll's. Her pussy was so wet that it glistened, and it was reddened and engorged, making his balls ache and a surge of energy wag his cock in front of him. 
Sabrina's eyes took in his member: there was no way she wasn't calculating something as she did. Maybe she was stunned that he had such frequent erections, maybe she was judging the size of his cock (not bad, but he doubted he could compete with a black man, and Sabrina was usually very honest about cock sizes in her affairs). 
A different sort of energy gripped him, suddenly. His hand was back at her throat - not choking, just gently seizing, his thumb hovering on the soft indentation in its hollow. He could feel her wildly racing pulse next to it. He shoved his cock right in - and just like the time before, it was sloshing full of cum and her own lubrication, a physical embodiment of slutiness. Loose, wet, filled with cum.
"Next time," he told her, stroking her slowly. "I want to see it for myself." 
Her body shuddered, and she twisted and mewled, and they fucked again, this time in a completely different way than for many years. 
So who could say if it was worth it, digging at the truth? 






  
  Chapter five

It woke her in the middle of the night: cold, pounding, unrelenting. 
She guessed it was guilt. It was hard to tell. 
She went into the bathroom and ticked herself away in the toilet. Cold sweat had gathered at her neck in just the few minute's she'd lain awake after her eyes flew open because of something in a dream.
Probably also guilt, knocking at her temples. Whatever it was, it had raised her heart rate and left her with a feeling similar to having just gone on a roller coaster - the only part of which was scary to her being the steep drops. 
She brought her phone with her and stared at it guiltily as it reconfigured after turning it on airplane mode. She was not going to have a repeat of the last time she had an adventure with Sebastian Grant. She had done this wildly, almost impulsively.
While she waited, and stared at the wall, her stomach churning as her messages loaded up and began climbing in number, along with missed calls, she replayed the evening in her mind. 
She had been ready to tell Graham everything: his questions had been floating down in circles like a vulture homing in on roadkill, and she had been prepared to have to cough up, at long last, a fact or two that she could not be evasive with. Graham wasn't exactly an idiot, and he was a good detector of lies - that was basically a main function of his job. She had felt it all closing in around her, was already drawn into her own mind, thinking of how she would explain herself. 
And then he had just... poof, never drilled in. 
Where did she meet this guy? Did he call her? Would she see him again? She hadn't even told him where they'd fucked, but she had been waiting with her teeth gritted for when he asked. 
He never did. 
She glared at her phone, at all the icons demanding attention. 
He hadn't even asked.
It had taken her a while to get to sleep, and in that time she'd run over everything she'd said to Graham. Evasive? Yes. But lies, she hadn't really told.
Omissions. 
And Graham hadn't pressed her on anything. 
She had been so surprised by that - truly - that it had stunned her into silence. She had been so ready to be caught, to confess - almost happy about it, if she had to be honest. So when he let her slip through his fingers, she hadn't known what to do. 
Also, he had been ready to go a second time, and she wasn't going to argue about that. The sex had been hot, too. Not ordinary hot: really, really hot. 
But now she felt sick. 
She almost didn't dare open up her messages. But she did, and Alicia, by some miracle, hadn't had anything bad happen that evening. Or sent her anything. 
And neither had Sebastian Grant. 
She turned her screen off and leaned back against the toilet lid. Why the fuck did it bother her that he hadn't? 
Why the fuck wasn't Graham demanding more details?
What part of this whole crazy situation was turning her on so much?
How did she get out of this mess? 
She opened her messages again and wrote a text, just as her leg started falling asleep from her sitting there so long.


      ***Krista's hair was down, long, and eye-catching, but she almost dragged through her drink when she tossed it. She threw her face toward the ceiling. Her mouth was open in a silent scream. She seemed to be smiling, but it was hard to tell for sure that she wasn't having a seizure. 
She snapped her chin down to look at Sabrina, suddenly calmed. Krista brought her strange cocktail to her lips to sip it, and waved at a passing waitress as she did. 
"Hey. Hi. Yeah, can I get two more of these?" 
Then she turned to Sabrina and became casually serious. 
"Yeah. Okay. I'm going to take into consideration that you may be an unreliable narrator. But yeah... whoa. Wow." She fanned herself and grinned. Then became serious again. "What was your question?" 
"If you think that Graham -" Sabrina began, exasperated. 
"Oh. Yeah. Well..." she squinted at the ceiling. "I mean, you never let me meet him, so I dunno. But... yeah. Probably."
Sabrina paled. "Probably he knows?"
"Sure," Krista said, sipping her drink again. She shrugged. "But also probably? He likes it. Otherwise why wouldn't he say something to you about it? Gahhhhhhhhhhd, Rin, isn't this whole thing like..." she made several circles with her pointer finger, directed mostly at Sabrina's crotch. "... all about communication?"
Sabrina put her head in her hands.
"I don't see what the problem is," Krista complained, putting a hand out to Sabrina's shoulder. 
Sabrina groaned. Krista didn't take much of anything like this very seriously, as a rule. There were times when that served Sabrina's purposes well - like when she wanted tacit approval for something. 
Right now, that wasn't necessarily what she wanted. 
It was actually her problem. 
Tacit "approval."
The drinks came and Krista nudged one at Sabrina, who hadn't even finished half of her first one. Krista stole the cherries from both and ate them with genuine talent. "Look," she said, after devouring a cherry and removing the stem with a knot tied in it that Sabrina had no idea how she'd had the time to tie. "Why don't you just ghost this guy, this rich dude?" 
"Have you been listening to anything I said?" 
Krista shrugged. "That part was honestly kinda boring." She smiled when Sabrina groaned. "Kidding. Jeez. But just don't... answer his texts, or calls or whatever." 
"Yeah," Sabrina said, her eyes off in the distance. 
That was an obvious option. It wasn't like she hadn't thought of it before. 
Krista was looking at her when she finally snapped out of it, sucking impishly on a cherry and watching Sabrina with amusement. She tossed the emptied skewer into her drink with a grin. "If it's not that simple, then you have bigger problems than I can deal with," she told her. 
"It's not like that."
"Huhn," Krista laughed. She was the kind of woman who had infinite talent for conveying that she didn't believe you, without saying a word. "What's it like, then?"
"Like I said. I've already screwed up, I didn't tell Graham about this guy, like, either time..."
"Buuuuut... you didn't fuck that guy either time, either. Or did you?"
"That's not the only kind of cheating." Sabrina ignored the other part of the question. She didn't, and she knew she wouldn't, fuck Sebastian Grant. That wasn't what he wanted. 
Hence the problem. 
Krista shrugged, carefree about it all. "It is in my world. And in my - considerable - experience, men tend to agree."
Sabrina shook her head and looked up at the ceiling. She should have known Krista would only have useless suggestions for her, would take the whole thing as unseriously as humanly possible, and - as a serial cheater herself, one with plenty more options as a bisexual libertine  - Krista didn't really think of "cheating" as a big deal. 
"You wouldn't be here with me if you didn't want to hear that," Krista told her, pointedly. 
"I'm only here because you are... the only person I talk to about this."
"Maybe you should talk to Graham about it," Krista said, laughing. 
"Krista, I'm being serious."
Krista was separating some pistachio shells and became annoyed at one of them. "Ugh, I hate these fuckers. Look, Rin, it's just... like, the answer is within, you know? What do you want me to do, here? Tell me what you want me to say. Then you'll at least know what you want."
Sabrina was silent.
She didn't know what she wanted. She didn't have any idea what she wanted Krista to say.
Knowing what she wanted was sort of   Sabrina's "brand:" it's what sold her to young men, it was the foundation of her hotwife arrangement. It wasn't as if that part of her no longer existed: she still liked young, hot guys, and she (thought) she still liked bossing them around. 
But Sebastian Grant was a whole different situation.
She hadn't quite told Krista everything, either. She'd told her about the black guys, about Sebastian Grant paying (she believed) to watch her with Darius. This was probably why Krista couldn't see the dilemma at the heart of it all: it wasn't just the black guys, or the money, or the watching that put this all in a gray area. 
It was the desire to have Sebastian Grant direct it, control it, make her submit to it, that had a pull on her. 
"Krista," she said quietly. "I sort of left something out."
Krista tossed her hair, lifted her drink, and set her elbow on the edge of the table. "Ya think?" she said, and took a sip of her now mostly-depleted drink. 
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"It means: this story doesn't add up, unless there's something else to it. So what is it?" She sucked on her lower lip and grinned. "Oooh. Is it kinky? Finally?" 
It was Sabrina's turn to sip her drink. 
Krista crinkled her nose. "Is it like, daddy shit?" She made a distasteful face. "That shit is actually a little weird even for me. That's it, isn't it? Because you look pretty -"
"It's not... what does that even entail? Don't answer. It's not really that..." 
"...so much as....?"
Sabrina glared at her for a full second. "It's more like... you know... just a different style."
"Daddy dom style?" 
"Ugh. Krista. There is no 'daddy!'"
"So just dom. He's dominating. I hate to break it to you - but then again maybe you'll thank me for it - but all dom has a little bit of daddy in it." Krista held up her pointer and thumb to demonstrate "little bit." 
Sabrina closed her eyes and inhaled. 
She had known talking to Krista was a mistake when she texted her to meet. Why didn't she ever listen to herself?
"Okay, okay, look," Krista said. "I'm sorry. It's just... I mean, to me, this is a really obvious situation. Right? It always is from the outside. That's got nothing to do with me. You obviously want something different in your sexual exploits. So what? People change over their lifetimes. Or maybe it was locked up inside you. Repressed. It doesn't really matter. This is like... your decision. Risk versus reward. Everybody has a different way of measuring that." 
Sabrina thought about this while staring sullenly into the drink Krista had ordered. 
"I don't know," she said, even though she though Krista was probably right. 
"What don't you know? It works like this: you want something. Do you want it enough to risk Graham getting mad at you for not telling him about it? The answer to that question is obviously yes."
Sabrina felt a little bit like crying. More out of exasperation than anything else. 
Krista gave her a brief hug. "You don't have to like that about yourself. But it is what you're doing." 
"Oh God," Sabrina said, putting her face in her hands. 
"What's the worst thing that could happen with Graham?"
Sabrina felt a pit develop in her chest. "Well, that he would -"
"To him. Not what he'd do," Krista interrupted.
"I guess that he'd be hurt. Feel betrayed... oh, this is so bad." She was just starting to put together what Krista was saying: whether she felt like it was a shitty thing to do or not, she had accepted the risk that Graham would get hurt. It didn't matter whether or not Graham did get hurt: the whole point was that she, Sabrina, had accepted that risk on his behalf, and it wasn't really hers to accept. 
Krista waved at the air. "Don't go beating yourself up just yet. I thought risk was, you know, you guys' 'thing.' Isn't it? Like, isn't that kind of the point of this whole hotwife thing?" 
Sabrina nodded but said "no, not exactly." 
Krista played with a straw thoughtfully. "Huh. I guess I do not understand it at all." 
"What do you think I should do?"
Krista held her drink up and clinked it against Sabrina's. "The black guys."
"Super helpful." 
"I already told you: ghost this guy. There you are. Problem solved." 
Krista leaned over to look at their waitresses' ass as she walked by. Then back to Sabrina, fanning herself. 
"See?" she told Sabrina, grinning triumphantly. "That's not what you want to do. If I were you, I'd spend some more time figuring out why that's the case, before you strain your brain any more trying to figure out what 'to do.'"
Sabrina stared some more at her drink.
"In the meantime, why don't we go out? You and me? Take your mind off it. Go to a club, pick up a guy in the old-fashioned way? Hmm?"
For once, this mindless idea seemed like a good one. Krista always suggested this, and Sabrina never went: Krista was a little too wild, too showy, too bisexual for Sabrina's tastes. Everything she did was dangerous and usually involved a misdemeanor or two.
"Yeah?" Krista asked, happily, peering at Sabrina's face. "Yes? Please? It'll be so fun. Tonight?"
It was ludicrous.
"Take your mind off things..." Krista chanted. 
It would do that. 






  
  Chapter six

I'm going out with Krista tonight


Graham stared at his wife's text, the letters rearranging themselves repeatedly into gibberish. 
Krista.
If Graham had believed that he'd figured anything out about Sabrina's strange and secretive behavior, it was all blown out of the water by this text. 
Krista was everything scary about a woman, multiplied by several factors of ten. She was tall - too tall. Her voice was deep, her body was overstimulating, she carried a gun, she fucked men but preferred women, she was unfaithful to all sexes and beholden to none. She wasn't a bitch, in the sense that she didn't go out of her way to be mean - but she was worse than that. She just didn't care if she hurt your feelings or not. 
Or anyone's. 
If there was any way to intellectually or emotionally manipulate her, no one on Earth knew what it was or had the balls for it, and even a man like Graham had some doubts about taking that Amazonian beast in a physical fight. The worst part about her is that she was utterly unapologetic about any of it. 
She was pretty much an alpha male inside a lethally sexy female body. 
Sabrina knew all this, and agreed about all of it, and kept Krista around as a friend mostly out of loyalty to their university-aged friendship. And because Krista was "a hoot." But Sabrina spent more of her time avoiding her "dates" with Krista than anything else. 
"She's crazy," Sabrina had affirmed. 
Now this? 
And how did Krista fit into.. well, all of this? 
Was his wife cracking up? Was she having a midlife crisis? 
Trained to tease apart the truth from the lies, Graham was a narrator in his own right, and Sabrina's behavior was just not fitting into any story he tried to concoct. First that evening she panicked after giving a blow job to her first black bull and came home with a white guy - and, it should be noted, told Graham about all of it. Then the inexplicable text. Then the black guy in the middle of the day, and the anal sex. 
That all added to up to a story Graham could understand: Sabrina had wanted to branch out with her taste in men, she'd wanted more risk, she'd been uncertain of how he would react and uncertain herself with interacting with these guys. She was keeping some secrets, sure, but it wasn't as if she was lying outright about anything sexual. She'd let someone with a huge dick fuck her while his fingers were in her ass, and she'd told him about it. 
But Krista? Suddenly going out with her? What did that mean?
And if Krista was some kind of lie to cover something else up, what was the motivation for that? Sabrina had a thousand ready-made excuses for not coming home when he expected her. Hell, he didn't even really expect her to do anything anymore, except tell him about it afterward. 
What did he write back to a text like that?  
He'd been thinking about it for twenty minutes, and Sabrina knew he had read the text. Time for an answer. He finally decided on the sort of answer he'd have given her if none of this had been on his mind. 

With Krista? Really?



As soon as he sent it, he had a pang of discomfort. He was just as much at fault for being evasive here as Sabrina was: he could have just asked her all the questions he was asking himself. But if he dug really deep into his mind, there was a disquieting truth there: 
This whole thing was turning him on. The not knowing. He liked it. He liked the vague cruelty of jealousy, prowling around in his interior, singeing the tender places in his thoracic cavity before settling in for a slow burn in his scrotum. Making his dick hard three times a day. Allowing him to fuck his wife himself twice in the same day. 
I know. She's been asking me for a while.


Seemed like a good time to just do it. 


I need to blow off some steam



And then, while he waited:

We're going to some club.


I'm going to stay downtown at the office if it's really late


A lesbian club?



Knowing Krista, that was probably the case. There was, therefore, no reason for him to care, worry, or stand in Sabrina's way. In ordinary times, he wouldn't have even asked. He also would have been disappointed. 
But these were not entirely ordinary times. 

Probably lol. It is Krista



What an odd thing to say. He pondered how to approach that, and in the meantime, Sabrina wrote him back again.
A sure sign of lying on some level: more details added to the narrative than necessary. Clarifications made without the other party asking for them. Details provided, justifications planted in the ground to harvest at some later time. 

Tbh that's kind of my speed


Things have been happening a little fast


I kind of just want to go out in a dress and have fun


not be looking for anything



Strange days. Graham envisioned himself as a man behind a pile of of chips at a poker table as he typed. His dick was coming to life, his vision stained by the image of Sabrina's gaping ass. The cauldron of his imagination boiled over with thoughts of black men fucking his wife. 
Sure, reality told him that Sabrina was actually just going out to have fun with her crazy lesbian friend. 
But desire warped his vision.
 

Whatever you want, my love



He sent the message, satisfied, feeling like he had shoved more chips into the pile. 
The game might be in his imagination.
But his dick did not know the difference. 






  
  Chapter seven

I want to see you


That was all. Five words, sent via text. 
Hours ago.
Her phone was in the pocket of her black leather jacket, which was layered over a skimpy, glitzy top that Krista had loaned her and which barely stayed on her shoulders. The jacket, she had decided, was not coming off: there were a lot of aggressive lesbians in this club and Sabrina didn't need the hassle. 
She could have been having fun, and she wished that she was. But Sebastian Grant's text burned and burned in her mind. 
She was determined to ignore him. 
Before she'd had any drinks, she'd come to that decision. Krista was right: she needed to ghost this guy. After she'd put some distance between herself and Sebastian Grant, she'd tell Graham the whole truth. By then, her infatuation - or whatever this was - would be over, and Graham would take it better, and it would all be in the rear-view mirror. 
So it wasn't playing out as smoothly as she'd imagined. When did things ever go like you planned? They were never as easy as you imagined them.
She was infuriated that Sebastian Grant was holding this power over her. She was infuriated with herself, primarily. Her inability to take control of the situation. Her inability to just admit that it was what it was. To Krista, to Graham. The endless trap she found herself in: she wanted to be controlled by him, but she didn't want to cede all control to him, and she didn't want to admit to her desires. If she did - if she could - she could escape this trap of her own making. 
All she had to do was sever her ties to Sebastian Grant. 
Easy-peasy.
"Noel, back the fuck up away from my friend!" Krista shouted from behind Sabrina. 
Sabrina was grateful for Krista, at least. While she was running this program in her consciousness - thinking about Sebastian Grant's text message, feeling an ache between her legs and heightened arousal in general as the vibe of the man washed over her, she was running her actual body on autopilot. 
And there were plenty of women - surprisingly aggressive women - willing to take advantage of that. 
Krista plunked herself in a tall bar stool next to Sabrina and shooed Noel away. Noel was a small, wiry lesbian with dreamy green eyes and a lot of brown hair, but she was coming on to Sabrina in more of a Viking mode. 
"Get lost, she's fucking straight," Krista insisted, when Noel gave her a dirty look and lingered, running her tongue along her teeth with a mischievous wink for Sabrina. Noel leaned in to whisper in Sabrina's ear. "I love new recruits," before sliding away to the next table, where she positioned herself strategically to ogle Sabrina. 
"I told you, you gotta be vicious with these crazy dykes," Krista told Sabrina, and then waved a hand in front of her face. "Hello? Rin? I specifically pointed that chick out to you when we came in here, and what did I say?" 
"To stay clear of her," Sabrina recited. 
"Oh my God," Krista said, setting a bottle of water in front of Sabrina. "You are in outer space. Why aren't you dancing?" 
Sabrina rested her chin on her hand. "Truthfully? These gals are too much for me."
"Yeah," Krista said, leaning an elbow on the table and surveying the dance floor. She shrugged. "Chicks are fucking nuts. But can I offer you an observation?" 
"I guess."
Krista leaned in, because the music was so loud she'd have to yell otherwise. "If chicks like Noel are hitting on you, then you're not giving off the vibe you think you are."
"What's that supposed to even mean?" Sabrina really did want to know. Real, true lesbians terrified her, and she found herself unusually helpless around them. If they were hitting on her, she couldn't get rid of them. She had no trouble disposing of unwanted male attention, but "women like Noel" were another story. 
"Well," Krista said, unscrewing the lid of her bottle and taking a swig. "You're not a a dom, that much is certain." 
Sabrina shook her head quickly while blinking. She wasn't here to get involved in whatever she was or wasn't in the lesbian world. She was straight. 
"Ha," Krista said. "Yeah, I know, you're thinking you are, you're just not into women. Right?"
"Yes," Sabrina almost snapped.
Krista let out a peal of laughter. "Would you fuck one of these chicks with a dildo?"
"God, Krista, no -"
"Or would you rather they fucked you with one? You know. If you had to." Her eyes were lit up. 
"Neither, I -"
"You have to," Krista repeated. "It's like a do or die situation and either you have to fuck Noel or get fucked, what do you do?"
Sabrina stared at Krista, open-mouthed.
She pointed the water bottle at her and grinned. "That's your real self. Now. Let's go dance so you don't sit here moping about... whatever this is." She made another circle toward Sabrina's body with her pointer finger. "Come on. I'll tell Noel to watch your back. She'll love that."
"Please don't."
"Then take that stupid jacket off and leave it with her to watch. She's like a bulldog. She lives for that shit."
They went out to the dance floor, Noel folding Krista's jacket over her arm with a devious grin and patting it. Krista rolled her eyes as she pulled Sabrina away and out to the dance floor. 
"You want some MDMA?" Krista screamed at her, once they were out dancing. It was only then that Sabrina noticed that Krista's eyes were dark black, consumed by her pupils, and her skin was covered in a fine sheen of sweat. 
Was she fucking serious? "I'm forty-seven years old!" she screamed back at her. 
Krista laughed. "Yeah, nobody knows that just by looking at your uptight ass doing the... whatever you're doing there. Just let loose. I'll keep all the scary lesbians away." She stopped dancing and took Sabrina by both shoulders. "Promise."
"I have to work tomorrow." 
"Everybody has to fucking work tomorrow! This is a good pill, it's four hours max." Krista was dancing in front of her, looking goddess-like in her sheen of sweat and slightly smeared makeup, the scanty dress that looked like it would slip off of her any moment. She smiled and danced, and for a moment it seemed like she'd completely forgotten what she'd just suggested. 
Sabrina tried to get absorbed by the dancing, but she couldn't relax. She was pulled in several directions  and none of them were "dancing."       
"Not everyone here is gay, you know," Krista suggested, after a few songs. She had a pill in the palm of her hand and she flashed it at Sabrina. "Maybe you just need to get on a new horse?" 
More dancing, all of it happening around Sabrina, like something she wasn't a part of.
I want to see you
It just kept rising to the top of her mind. She wanted to go check her phone. But then what? What if there was no message? Some message? 
"Oh, fuck it," she said, tapping Krista on the shoulder. When her friend turned around, Sabrina had her palm open. 
Krista looked surprised, but only momentarily. She gave Sabrina the pill and Sabrina cupped her palm to her mouth before she could think twice about it. Water. And then, long before any effects could have realistically been felt, she let go of herself and started dancing. 
It was reckless, but on the whole, it seemed less reckless to her than the other options burbling in her thoughts.

      ***Dancing with Krista's girl friends had begun innocently enough, just as she began to ride the high of the pill she'd swallowed. Everyone was sweaty, shiny, glittering, and beautiful, and for a while it was a fairly non-contact sport and Sabrina was having a good time.
But one thing always leads to another. Before long, her skin was in contact with a lot more people. Sliding against their shiny, very youthful skin. Hands were going to places on her body in the great, writhing mass of strobe lights and human flesh, and when all of this mixed with her high, she was as adrift as she had been before the pill: just less agitated by her confused thoughts. A girl with long black hair kissed her, and Krista, true to her word, pulled her away and said something in her ear. Sabrina gave herself over to dancing with her eyes closed and hoped Krista would take care of the rest. 
At least she knew she wasn't especially attracted to women: all she could think about in that sea of human flesh was her sexual adventures with Sebastian Grant. 
"I need to get out of here!" she shouted suddenly at Krista, after what seemed like hours of dancing. She was horny as hell, but nothing around her was what she wanted. When people touched her arm or got close enough to brush her body some way, it gave her sexual shivers - but they didn't feed any immediate desire for the person in front of her. This happened enough times that she had a sudden onset of desire mixed with a kind of claustrophobia. 
"I have to get out of here!" she shouted again at Krista, and began plowing her way back to where they'd left their things. Her jacket was tossed into a pile on a single chair (so much for Noel) and all the rest of the seats were taken or gathered around. Everyone seemed to be making out - oddly enough, not all lesbians. She saw hetero pairings, gay men... dizzy with confusion, she hunted for her jacket, and more specifically, her phone.
No messages. 
Krista was nowhere to be found. She was disoriented. She grabbed her jacket and decided to go outside: maybe she would cool off enough to think straight. Her high, so pleasant only moments before, was taking a bad turn. Maybe she should go home. 
Another look at her phone when she got outside. Nothing new.
I want to see you. 
She was too messed-up to think straight, let alone get herself home. She thought about an Uber, but she didn't trust herself not to take some terrible detour. 
"You're ghosting him," she repeated to herself, plunging her hand into her pocket again to touch her phone and then steel her will not to take it out again. She glanced over at a cluster of mixed-gender twenty-somethings, huddled together a few hundred meters away from the door. They were smoking, laughing, appeared to be flirting: Krista was right, there were plenty of non-gay people (evidently) at this club. 
There was even an appealing guy among the group she looked at, and he lifted his gaze from a conversation he was listening to to meet her eyes. He held them for a while. 
Sabrina returned her gaze to the street in front of her and considered her options again. That was the kind of semi-interested look it would only take a few moments to turn into real interest: young guys like that one liked (as one of them had told her) the confidence of her years and the "generally more straightforward beginning-to-end lay." 
This did not offend her: she enjoyed all of that, too.
But she couldn't compel herself to move. All she had to do was walk over there, bum a cigarette, give him a look and a gesture with her head, isolate him for a conversation, and she could be riding his cock in less than ten minutes. 
It's what Krista would advise. 
If Graham knew about everything going on in her head, he would probably give her the same advice. 
The guy was hot. 
She liked her power over men. 
She hated Sebastian Grant for throwing a wrench into an arrangement that had been serving her just fine up until he showed up. Not even a month ago she'd been thinking she had the greatest sexual arrangement in the world: lots of sex with young men, her husband's blessing, a great feeling of empowerment.
And then that fucker had stormed the barn. 
Her phone vibrated and she reached for it, annoyed that her heart had been set to pounding. 
Don't check it, she told herself.
She did anyway, and it was Krista, wondering where she was. Sabrina hated that Krista's message disappointed her, and even more, she hated that it seemed to re-ignite the persistent nagging of Sebastian Grant's message. 
"Lost?" 
It was him. Very tall, now that he was next to her. White, no beard, attractive face. Keen green eyes, confidence in his stature and unflinching eye contact. She was staring at him, probably an effect of the drug she took, when he grinned. "You're rolling pretty hard." 
"I'm making some bad decisions," she told him truthfully. She smiled for him, felt for her phone again, pulled it out. "I'm actually just -"
"Oh, he-llo." This was Krista's voice. She appeared next to Sabrina and touched her strangely on the arm, staring at her jacket. The moment dragged on strangely and then Krista snapped to attention and refocused on the guy. "Ah-ha," she said, smiling first at him, then Krista. "Okay, well. I wondered where you were. And now I see. Where you are..." she touched the man's bicep salaciously and licked her upper lip. "Okay. Well. I will make myself scarce. Good work, everybody." She turned to walk back into the club. 
The man was staring at Sabrina and raised his eyebrows. 
It would be so easy to just go with this guy somewhere and forget about all her problems. 
Except it wouldn't: doing drugs and then men was at the fringes of yet another gray area with Graham, for one thing. 
In fact, he was probably not going to like any aspect of this evening no matter what happened from here on out. 
But that wasn't what was stopping her. 
She just didn't... feel like it. 
"Krista," she called out. "I'm going home."
Krista lifted a hand and waved without looking back. 
The guy was grinning at her when she looked back at him. She sighed, summoning an Uber from her phone. Then she looked up at him. Gave him an appreciative look up and down. 
"Alone?" he asked.
She held up her left hand and flashed her ring, but this wasn't the kind of guy who backed off from that kind of thing. He smiled, raising his eyebrows. 
"Look, kid," she said, shoving her phone back in her pocket. An Uber was coming from just around the corner. All she had to do was make it through one minute, and then she'd be on her way home. "Ordinarily, I'd jump right on you. But you're catching me at a really weird moment."
"Come back inside with me. See how you feel when you come down."
She smiled, balancing her pointed left incisor on the lower one, letting her lips fade to a charming grimace. Shook her wavy hair a little. Shrugged. The Uber was there, she felt the vibration in her pocket. She knew which car it was. 
The man was appealing, she had to give him that. 
"I promise I'm a good time," he tried again, sensing that she was slipping from her grasp. His eyes went to her left hand and then back up, lingering appreciatively on her body. 
"It's tempting," she told him, stepping toward the curb. "Really. Really tempting." She started to turn her torso. 
He pouted, which she was grateful for: it broke the spell. 
"But I have to go home." 
She scurried, almost running, across the street and into her Uber. The driver was a disapproving middle eastern man who did not seem pleased to see her, but turned most of his haughty gaze on the attractive, young, eager man facing the car and broadcasting that she could still change her mind, if she wanted to. 
Well. It was nice to know she still had it, even if she didn't know what to do with it anymore. 
She managed to stare stonefacedly out the window for five blocks. 
And then, maybe because the molly softened her up - it was a roller coaster of a pill, sometimes coming in like the tide with cheap, thrilling happiness - she shook the loose shirt down so it draped haphazardly across her breasts and almost exposed her right nipple. She applied some glistening lip gloss in a sexy, subtle red. Shamelessly, she took a selfie, capturing her bosom, the glittery shirt, her neck, a hand touching herself close to her collarbone, wisps of her hair, and her very wet, red lips. 
And sent it to Sebastian Grant. 
An answer to the text that had haunted her all night.
I want to see you....
Here I am. 


Going home.



She regretted it instantly.
But what could she do? There was no taking it back. 
And regret was a strange sensation, especially on MDMA. She re-read her text string with Sebastian, smiling to herself, all the way home. 
She shouldn't have done that.
But it was already done. 






  
  Chapter eight

"Hi." 
"Jesus!" 
Sabrina dropped her phone in her lap from surprise. Her heart had given her such a jump-start when she heard Alicia's voice that her fingers had actually let it fall from her grasp. She put both hands up to tuck her hair behind her ears and pull herself forward in her chair by her feet. She set her arms on the desk as the hair - inevitably - escaped the tuck and fell forward. 
She was aware that she fully deserved the look Alicia was giving her, which was was a mixture of disbelief and mild disdain. She was acting like a fucking idiot, and there was no reason for Alicia to not believe she had just caught Sabrina masturbating. A flush was all over her face. She was nervous, anxious, flustered. She couldn't bring any of it under control.
"I knocked," Alicia told her, pointedly. 
"I know," Sabrina said, rushed. She tried to tuck her hair again. "I know. I'm sorry... I'm just..."
"Is everything okay?" This sounded partly genuine, partly condescending. Well... she was right on both counts. This only annoyed Sabrina more. 
"It's... yes. Thank you, yes. I know. I'm distracted. I'm sorry. I just have... family issues. Taking up my... head space. All of it." Sabrina waved a hand chaotically in front of her face. Put her hands together and interlocked the fingers, stretching her arms out on the desk. "What is it?" 
The concern on Alicia's face was being overtaken, rapidly, by annoyance. "Uh, well, Sabrina," she said. "As I have been trying to tell you, Sebastian Grant is coming for -"
"Okay. Okay. Alicia, you know what? I know this is crazy, but I'm going to turn that whole thing over to you. Okay? Just, the whole thing."
Alicia turned, fully, to face the door, and closed it very slowly without turning around. She faced it after it clicked closed and then swung around to face Sabrina. "Are you going to tell me what's going on?" 
"Going on? Nothing - no..." Sabrina reeled. 
Fuck Alicia. She was her employee. Sabrina tossed her head to clear the offending and persistent lock of hair that was escaping her coif. "It's a family thing, Alicia. I don't want to explain myself. But it's... obviously distracting me. And you've always wanted a big event. So here's your chance. You'll do great."
"That's nice, and I assume you'll be talking to me about a promotion. There's just one problem," Alicia snarked, obviously somewhat pleased by this development. "He's here." She hooked a thumb behind her at the closed door. 
Cold fear and boiling arousal thumped simultaneously to life in her chest. The net effect felt like a heart attack for a few dangerous seconds. She felt sick. Her pussy throbbed. Whatever wild excitement her adrenal glands produced in high school in response to a crush on an older bad boy surged to life for the first time in thirty years. 
"You knew about this," Alicia said, her voice sing-songy with admonition. "I sent you two -"
Sabrina held up a hand. It was the kind of thing she did before letting loose on someone who had fucked up, and Alicia regarded it coolly, ready to fire back. Why wouldn't she? She was 100% in the right.
So Sabrina softened her tone. "Alicia. Please. You're 100% right. But I just... can't... concentrate right now. I need you to smooth things over and get this account on track. Please."
"He's pretty insistent."
"Just smooth it over," Sabrina said.
"And if he continues to insist? If he's going to pull the event? Because that's how -"
Rage surged inside her arteries. "No. No. No! I'm not having that. If he threatens to pull it over this, then so be it. I'm not having clients dictate every single decision. We go down that path and all we get are more bad gigs and more trouble."
Alicia looked as taken aback by Sabrina's sudden, semi-hysterical, angry tone as Sabrina was about it herself. Her eyes widened and she crossed her arms. "Seriously?" 
"I'm not doing it," Sabrina said, defiantly. "That's final."
"Uh, okay, but... this is a fifty-thousand -"
"Final. Smooth it over if you can. Alicia. You're good at that." 
Alicia left, shaking her head. "Right-o, captain."
"Close the door." 
After she left, Sabrina walked to the door to block out the view of the office entryway, and pulled the blinds to the left of the door closed before moving over to do the same to the next set of windows. 
Her phone had fallen to the floor when she got up. She picked it up and set it down on the desk, bringing up Sebastian's most recent messages to her. They had arrived last night and obsessed her since.
Sabrina you understand that's very disappointing


I'll expect you to make it up to me



Infuriating. 
Frightening - there was a hint of true malice in it. Maybe because he was older, maybe because she knew he had an incriminating photograph and video of her.
And also - and she couldn't deny this - it was erotic as all hell. 
Hence sending Alicia to face him, instead of doing it herself. 
She was getting in too deep for her own comfort, and the more time went by without her telling Graham, the worse it was. She was disoriented, though: what, exactly, was she too deep in? And why did she just keep wading into it? 
She set her phone down and tried, very hard, to get her mind on the mundane work tasks before her. She chose a particularly thorny repeat customer with an extensive list of complaints (all of which were nonsense) to call, to ensure her mind was fully absorbed in a task while she waited Alicia out. 
All the while, something terrifying and intoxicating thumped around in her chest: Sebastian was coming here, which meant he was going to being peeved that she had refused to meet with him.
Chat, chat, chat, her mind racing, no sound of fury coming from the other rooms. Maybe he wasn't there: maybe he'd left in a huff and this would, at last, be the end of all this madness. Relief and disappointment, a stern talk to herself about how it was for the best. A little voice in her head offering hope that maybe it wasn't the end of anything. 
She felt out of control. It felt like a recurring dream she had, where she was driving from the back seat of a car, hitting things, unable to see where she was going, not stopping to exchange insurance information, ultimately realizing she would probably be arrested... it felt so similar to that dream it made her sweat a little. 
"... what I can do for you, Anna, is see if another contractor is available, but with this size of catering staff you have to understand there's no guarantee..."

I want to see you now



She stared at the message, her phone on her desk face-up as she spoke to her customer through her earbuds. Her heart raced. Somehow she managed to keep saying something sensible into the phone. Her insides twisted. 
This was a game to him. 
Wasn't it supposed to be a game to her? Why was she losing her cool? Why was she even considering it? Why didn't she just send him a definitive "fuck off" or "I can't do this anymore" ? 
She stared at the drawn blinds, aware that she knew the answer and disliking herself for it.
She stood up, "mmhmm-ing" and agreeing blandly with her customer, walking the whole time like a zombie to the blinds. It was tempting to peek first, tempting to think of some excuse ahead of time for her strange behavior with the blinds for Alicia. 
But she did none of those things. I'll expect you to make it up to me, with all of its delicious implications - the money, the black men, the dominance, the watching, the humiliation, the risk, the attention, the psychological thrill - was the only phrase in the English language that her mind could retain. In her ear, nothing but gibberish. Between her legs, the smooth plump crests of her inner thighs glided through silky liquid. 
She raised the blinds. She did it robotically, smoothly, her face calm and her attention on the wood casing they retracted into. Calmly, she returned to her seat, and lifted her eyes to the center of the offices, through the reception area, to the glass windows of Alicia's office on the opposite side.
The calm, unsettling gaze of Sebastian Grant, seated at Alicia's side on her side of the desk, met her gaze. She flinched, but held it. She could feel heat gathering at her neck, chilled sexual reward chemicals running down her spine, the ache of her pussy intensifying. It was almost impossible to stare back at him, but she managed. The biochemical effect on her was dizzying.
She smiled and looked at her computer screen, as if absorbed in something. She put a hand on her mouse. In reality, there was only a screensaver on her screen, but she quickly unlocked it and began floating around, trying to make it seem like she was absorbed by something else entirely. 
She heard the vibration of her phone. Glanced in his direction. He was tucking it into his breast pocket and looking at the screen with Alicia, his face the picture of attentiveness. 
Nothing unusual about this, Sabrina warned herself. Clients often sat on that side of the desk, though she doubted it had been Alicia's suggestion. Alicia was a perfectionist and didn't like people looking at her desktop or anything she was doing unless she'd prepared it well ahead of time, and she hadn't. 
She ignored the phone, but it took extreme willpower. She knew Sebastian was watching her, she wanted to provoke him by ignoring him. She was slightly afraid of what he had written: had she appeased him? Had she not? Which one did she even want? 
She slowly moved her eyes to find him staring at her. She glanced at the phone. Then she tapped her ear as if to say: "I can't right now."
Sebastian pulled the phone from his pocket and leaned toward Alicia to say something. Alicia laughed, he started to type. Sabrina waited, breathlessly. 

I want to see your pussy. 



She certainly saw that. She picked up her phone, still listening to her customer, blathering away. Sabrina moved her lips but didn't speak, hopefully indicating to Sebastian that she was too busy for that. She typed:

too busy on phone



Sebastian received this with equanimity, and began typing away, his mouth moving and Alicia looking at him like what he was saying made sense. 
I'm going to watch Darius fuck you in the ass and use you like a cum dumpster


Now show me your pussy so I know you understand



Well. She became detached from her senses momentarily. Indignation swelled like a balloon somewhere in her organs, but it expanded and then popped. She was left with icy sweat crawling down the back of her neck, a flush she could practically see without a mirror, glowing off her own high cheekbones, and the least deniable symptom of her real feelings: hot, volcanic pussy juices seeping steadily from her pussy. So much that it was snaking down her taint, pooling near her asshole, probably soaking the lining of her skirt (she was glad to be wearing a thick worsted houndstooth skirt with a liner. She was so wet. 
An image of herself being fucked in the ass on all fours by Darius, his meaty hand wrapped up in her hair, Sebastian watching from an armchair, auto-generated in her mind's eye and made her pussy throb even more. Cum dumpster? Why did that make her hot instead of furious? 
He was staring at her, but doing it discretely, his attention going back to Alicia whenever she turned her head toward him. Alicia seemed to truly have no idea that any of this was going on. She wondered if Sebastian had an erection. His gaze kept returning to her face, wearing her down. 
"Anna? I'm so sorry, so sorry to interrupt - I have... a bit of an emergency here," she said. "Can I call you back in a few days? I'll take care of all the major points we discussed and get back to you."
"Well Sabrina, that's not -"
"Okay, great, Anna," she said, "I'll be in touch." She hung up the phone. She moved her lips a little and pretended she was still on it. 
She looked down at it and popped the camera open. 
Did she actually dare to do this?
Why was she doing this?
She looked up at Sebastian. He was still staring. She slid the phone toward herself. She gave it a coy smile. 
Looked up at Sebastian. Dropped her hands to her hips. He smiled his very subtle smile and stared at her. Alicia, being Alicia, was pointing at the screen and excitedly talking about his event, probably place settings (Alicia was passionate). 
Sabrina wriggled left and right, hiking her skirt up. The damp stain was against her ass. She could smell her tangy juices in the room. A hint of coffee in them, citrus from her morning grapefruit. But undeniably the smell of female arousal, nectary and sweet, was thick below those tones.  
She worked her fingers under the bunched-up skirt, met Sebastian's eyes, and began to wiggle out of her panties. She pushed them down, over her knees, then to where they dropped - sunk by the damp weight of her juices - to her ankles. Sebastian had to look at the screen then, because Alicia was getting very animated and demanding. 
The thumping heart rate and cold sweat of nearly getting caught engulfed Sabrina. She shifted her eyes to her computer screen and played around with the mouse. Her customer was calling her back: she ignored it. She pretended for several minutes, and then, without looking toward Alicia's office (so as not to raise Alicia's suspicions, something she was sure had already been aroused), she slid her phone across her desk toward the edge near her lap. 
She picked it up. 
She got the camera ready. 
She hesitated, realizing that what she was about to do was insane, and also something she wasn't very good at. She had never really tried to take a picture of her pussy under the table without it looking like that's what she was doing. 
Alicia was going to see this. Surely. 
Do it now



She blanched, followed by an extreme blush. Her hands seemed to move on their own, as robotically as when she'd opened the blinds, gotten on all fours, taken off her panties. In some sense, she didn't want to be able to control herself, or her body, so she relaxed into the back seat of her car dream, and let it unfold.
She spread her legs. She slipped the phone under the table. She put her left hand up to her jaw and turned slightly to look at her monitor as she took the photo - flash on, because it just had to be. A glance into Alicia's office found Sebastian's face emotionless, his eyes on her, but something about his expression let her know he'd seen the flash. 
She took a few more just for good measure: it wasn't as if she'd had a ton of experience with this activity. Every strobe-like glare from beneath the table made her pussy throb even more. It didn't matter what was going on in her thinking mind, her body was taking control of everything she did. Some other, primordial part of her brain. 
Only one of the photos was usable, but all of them made her heart race with danger, excitement, revulsion. She was of the age that "sexting" had never really been a thing for her; sending this kind of photo over the internet seemed outrageous. And yet she sent it. No comment. 
As soon as she did, she received a reward in the form of a dopamine rush. Then she felt immediately guilty for enjoying it so much. She had crossed another line. 
She immediately started rationalizing that to herself: a photo was far less reckless than fucking someone in front of Sebastian without telling her husband. Deep down inside, she knew this was a flimsy excuse. 
But it was done. 
She crossed her legs and focused on her computer, trying to get herself to work. Her phone, blank and dark, absorbed all of her attention, though. What was next? Why hadn't she thought ahead to that? What if Alicia saw that picture? 

your pussy is very wet 


I want you to make yourself come



She read the words and they rushed to her head. She saw herself very clearly in her mind's eye before she even did it: rotating her chair, facing Alicia's office, her fingers working their way to her clit and giving her the release she craved, sweat trickling down her back. 
She gave a shake of her head and clicked uselessly on her mouse. This was a bridge too far. She wouldn't be able to concentrate. She could feel Sebastian staring at her. A deep instinct seemed to be clawing its way from between her legs and through her chest, along her spine, trying to get into her mind: she wanted to do it.

I can't do that



she finally typed, in exasperation. She set the phone down resolutely. 
Sebastian sent her back the photo of her sucking Zader Godfrey's cock in the limo.
She went cold inside, everywhere but between her legs. Was it a threat? A subtle threat? Or -
Another photo. This one from the hotel, a still from the video she'd completely forgotten up until that moment. This had her bent over on the bed, and Darius's large, veined, dark shaft halfway into her pussy. Her eyes locked on the meaty dick and could not be torn away. In vain, she tried to keep her mind on the intellectual aspect of what was happening: was she being blackmailed? Or something else?
Was the "something else" what was happening to her now? She was holding the phone in her left hand, rotating toward the office, glancing up briefly to make sure Alicia wasn't staring at her. Her eyes returned to the cock, and a phantom sensation made her aching pussy even more sore. 
Her fingers went under the table, slipping over her smooth thigh. She dropped her crossed leg to the floor and parted them for her hand. 
Staring at Darius's cock. She even zoomed in. While she stroked herself, she imagined that same enormous dick filling her up. First she pictured it in her pussy, then salivated while she thought about it in her mouth. And then, she pictured and felt it in her ass. Every ridge, every rough vein, the way the heat of his cum would feel when he burst inside her - back there. 
Her mouth was hanging open, and a glob of spit fell the table. But she was so close when this happened that she barely regarded it. She was sweating everywhere. She knew that as soon as she came all of these erotic bubbles would pop, and she would feel deep shame: a woman in her office, jerking herself off to a picture of a black cock, in the middle of the day, on the orders of a man she hated. 
Her knee jerked up and hit the underside of the desk hard enough to smart, but the pain was obliterated by the wave of intense pleasure that was already cresting when she did that. She let out a yelp: it made Alicia look up. Sebastian was smiling - just barely, lips closed. 
Alicia looked horrified, was walking to the door of her office, Sebastian letting her go, amused, pulling his phone from his pocket. 
Oh God. She was still struggling to breathe. Humiliation began an attack, pouring over her shoulders and racing across her flushed face. She lifted her right hand slowly from beneath the table and waved with her left, toward Alicia, who had opened her office door. "Hit my knee!" she yelled. "That's all." 
Alicia backed into her office and closed the door again. Sabrina could almost hear her apologizing ("sorry about that"). Her phone vibrated. Sebastian began to tuck his phone into his breast pocket, at the same time giving Alicia a warm smile and focusing his attention on her.

I want your panties


That was the message he had typed. 
She would remember it later as though it were a dream. Segmented, scene by scattered, isolated scene:
Lifting the heel of her shoe with the panties dangling from it, a wet sound from between her legs as she crooked her knee to lean forward and reach for them. Heart pounding in her ears, her pulse and her treachery a steady, rapid thump. The eddies of ice-cold guilt and fear beneath her sternum, the scent of her pussy in the air. The panties - black lace, damp, hardening with her juices into wrinkled grooves, lying on her upturned palm in her lap. The surprising coolness of them before she bunched them into her fist. 
Opening the door, the panties in her right hand. Thumping so loud, it felt like a helicopter was in the room as Alicia and Sebastian both left their office. The look on Alicia's face. The strain of her own smile, the feel of her mouth moving and sounds leaving it, a pain in her chest, the sensation of free-fall in her blood. 
And then her hand, clasped against his, the sticky, sweet-scented fabric between their palms. Sebastian's left hand covering their handshake, a brief detour of her thoughts (Is this the real reason men shake hands like this?). 
The shake of Alicia's head. 
A plunge of cold fear right through the heart as she remembered Graham, her husband, and how all of this was happening without her having told him.
The panties gone, Alicia turning toward the reception desk to get a pen. 
Sebastian, smiling, letting the black panties unravel from his fingertips as he held them aloft next to his chest. A momentary total blackout. The panties tucked neatly, as you would a handkerchief, into the pocket of Sebastian's suit. 
Alicia turning, looking at a paper, talking, the lace peeking over the blue lip of the breast pocket, so obviously not a handkerchief, so clearly not a part of the suit.
Sebastian shaking hands again, Alicia departing in a hustle because her phone was ringing. 
Sebastian looking at her, his face impossible to read. 
"What are you doing?" A voice. As the elevator doors closed on Sebastian Grant. 
Her own mouth hanging open, all the blood frozen in her veins. Her heart, temporarily suspended from its constant beating, and an eerie silence that rushed through her body when it did. 
Alicia, arms folded, face annoyed. 
"Do you want me to handle that account, or not? Because I really don't get what's going on here."
Sabrina could still smell her pussy in the air. She wondered if Alicia could. 
"I'm sorry," she said, unsteadily. "Old habits die hard." 
"Okay," Alicia said sarcastically, and then she spun on her heel and walked back to her office. "Thank you Alicia, for saving that account," she sang to herself. "Oh, you're very welcome, boss." 
A vibration.

Good girl









  
  Chapter nine

I don't think I can do this anymore


Sabrina deleted the message for the fourth time. 
Two days had come and gone, and the entire 48 hours, she had been on the hook. On Sebastian Grant's insane hook. Staring at her phone. Swiping it up any time it so much as flickered with a notification. 
On the one hand, her customers and contacts were probably thrilled with this development: she answered everything immediately. Normally she scheduled times to address messages, unless they were absolute emergencies or from Alicia. If she didn't do that, in a business like hers, she'd never get anything done. Also, as Graham had told her and it  had turned out to be true: if you let people simmer with a problem for an hour, they'd usually solve it themselves. 
This man, who she truly didn't even like, was consuming her. Every moment she lived under his spell, she was living a lie to Graham. And yet she couldn't make herself tell him. She zig-zagged between thrill and terror, a hope that Sebastian would just disappear and never contact her again, and a hope that the next message would be from him. 
Justifications (I'm not fucking him, and I'm telling Graham about the guys I do fuck; Graham is the one not asking me about this stuff) wedged into excuses (he's sort of blackmailing me, he could ruin my reputation, I really have no choice), wedged into desires, wedged into humiliation - all of it, inexplicably, turning her on. 
Sexually, she wanted what Sebastian had promised her. 
Psychologically, she couldn't explain what she evidently wanted. Why she did what Sebastian Grant told her to. 
She couldn't even go to Krista for advice, because Krista didn't have the whole story. 
That's where she was: in so deep, in such a convoluted way, that she couldn't even tell the story to Krista. 
Alicia looked like she thought Sabrina was losing her mind. 
And maybe she was. 
After two days of waiting like a salivating dog for Sebastian to text her, cowering inside of herself from the possibility of the fallout that would come from getting caught by anyone she knew - Alicia, Krista even, and Graham especially – stunned by the unprofessionalism of it all, she lost patience with herself. 
Where was the in-control, mature sex bomb who did what she pleased? That was who she had always been, and she didn't know why or how Sebastian Grant had insinuated himself into her business, but it was her business. 
The first order of business was to take control back for herself. 
She discarded the entire text string with Sebastian - yet again, as if it wouldn't reappear ever again when she decided to start up with him. That felt good. 
She put her finger on Krista's name, and then abandoned it. 
She swiveled to her computer screen and set her browser to private. Just in case.
And then, she went down a rabbit-hole, on a quest for a young black man to hook up with for fun. 
A black man she chose, to fuck while her husband watched her, which is how this whole thing was supposed to work. 
She had some idea of how finding "bulls" for the hotwife lifestyle worked - back when they had been tenderly exploring this lifestyle, this had been a diverting hobby for her and Graham. She'd abandoned the internet methods without even actually trying them, because her own business had proven itself to be a reliable source of young men. The internet hookups had also been un-fun: too clear, too transactional, too lacking in the specific kind of danger that lies between meeting someone and fucking them.
But what she needed right now was a clear, cut-and-dry transaction. 
If she wanted to fuck black guys, and she wanted to do it while being watched, there was no reason she couldn't make that happen for herself.  


      ***I want to try something new


Pick your favorite


Graham stared blankly at the screen of his phone. Maybe because all the blood that should have been feeding his brain was being delivered further down, to a painful erection and the turgid flesh of his balls. 
A link sent by him from Sabrina had delivered him to this state. It contained a catalog of large black cocks held by large black hands, and the short, transactional messages beneath them: 26yo male 6'1" 275 good bull looking to play... ready to stretch your wife's pussy... clean test/raw ok
The words swam together. 
Not even a month ago, this would have been a no-brainer. Maybe it would have disturbed him momentarily, the way a held-out piece of food disturbs a dog, but that sensation would have evaporated. 
This was a gift horse, he reminded himself.
Don't look it in the mouth. 
But something about it, in spite of all of that, seemed off. 
Way off, the way Sabrina seemed off. 
His favorite fantasy to fall into, and one that the evidence all aligned with, was that Sabrina, after running from Zader Godfrey, had gotten a taste of black cock and gone back for more. 
She had, after all: she'd literally gone out and found a black guy to fuck and let him stretch her ass out with his fingers. 
But that hadn't been enough for her, evidently.
And so the adage would appear to be true: no more young white roadies with dusty beards, no more waiting for a black man to be working for a catering company for rich white people (they never did). Sabrina was ready to move on, and what she wanted to move on to was his own, dark, fantasy. 
If he ignored everything else that had happened - every suspicious failure to give him details, to explain how she had found her lovers, her strange heated, dripping pussy when she claimed not have hooked up with anyone at all - then this explanation made sense. 
And it was hot.
So what was his problem, his distrust? He had told her he wanted to see it next time and she was doing what he asked. 
He typed out a response, and stared at it. 

I will defer to your judgment on this one, my love



He deleted it, and stared at the empty space. 
What would he have said, if none of these others suspicious things had happened? He racked his brains, but the answer didn't come to him: the husband of no suspicions was a man of another era. Would he have asked her why the sudden change? Would he have been more excited?
It's so hot that you want to try this. I want you to pick.


He deleted those words after staring at them for a while. Sabrina wasn't "trying" anything. She'd already been to this restaurant, now it seemed to be one of her favorite. 
What did she mean by "something new," for that matter? New sexual positions? New men? A new way of meeting them? Why the sudden urge for "something new?"
He re-wrote his message, and though still feeling unsure of it, sent it.
It's so hot that you want to do this. It's been my fantasy. But I want you to pick.



He decided, moments after sending it, that the message lacked truth quality: he hadn't said what he would naturally have said. Wouldn't he have had some question for Sabrina about why the sudden change, the new method of seeking men? 

Did you use an app for this?



Whatever Sabrina thought of that, it took her a long time to formulate her response. He left his messenger app open and her "typing" status roll along, minute after minute, with pauses of inaction. 
It was a simple question, wasn't it?
A natural question.
Why was she having such a hard time answering it?
He was torn: an uneasiness came with Sabrina's rewrites and elongated pauses, with her new ideas, the background of her mysterious behavior. But she was making fantasies happen for him, and he was afraid to puncture the bubble with too many direct questions. Maybe he liked the unease: but even that made him uneasy.
It could all slip out of control so easily. He was fifty and he was following his dick around instead of using his head. Was he insane, letting out the leash on his wife this far? What if she really did go black and never go back? Would he be able to satisfy her? This was all fun and games because Sabrina always came back to him, always chose her husband over everything else laying at her feet. 
His phone, at long last, glowed with a new message from Sabrina:
I did. 


I'm going with number one if it doesn't make any difference to you.


It's not that it doesn't make any difference to me. I just think it should be your choice.


Are you going to meet him first? 


Of course. You can't tell that much from a dick pic.


By yourself?



No answer for a long time. He didn't really want Sabrina out meeting this guy by herself: it seemed dangerous, somehow over the line. Not just because he was black, but because he was from an app. It was different when she picked guys up from a public situation, guys she'd observed in their natural working environment. Those guys were not setting out to be predatory and fuck her; she wandered into their orbit. 
This was a different ball of wax.
The "typing" balls rolled along, and along, and along, and disappeared, and then returned, several times.
And then nothing.
And then, hours later:

I'm just meeting him for a drink to see how it goes. He's in the area. 


You're meeting him when?



More typing, more cessation of typing. More time, ticking away. 
This evening, too hard to work it around your schedule


It's just to meet him. 


I'll set something up for us if I like him


Maybe Friday? 


Tell me what days are good. 


I can book the Hilton


Hello?



There were long minutes between each of these texts. Hours passed.
When you suspected people were lying, in his business, you let them run the lie out. You waited silently on the other end of the phone, you stared at them across the table. 
If nothing, nothing at all was up, they answered the question and then waited for your next one. 
If they kept submitting answers, kept asking more questions, kept supplying details, it was a good bet that they were simmering on the other end of those questions. Wondering what part of what they were saying seemed unbelievable to you. Offering you more.  
Was that necessarily what Sabrina was doing? 
Not necessarily. 
Maybe she was just excited. 
Also, what did he suspect her of lying about? She was literally telling him what she was doing. It wasn't as if she was skulking around about it. So what was his problem?

Any day is fine, my love



He sent the message. 
He didn't know what he was expecting in response. 
All he got was... sudden radio silence. 
It was three pm.
Around five-thirty, as he brooded, Sabrina finally texted.

Didn't work out. I'll be 



He stared at it, willing the sentence to somehow finish itself.
But it didn't.






  
  Chapter ten

"You need a drink or something? You seem real uneasy." 
The man across the small table from Sabrina took a look around for maybe the fifth time. If anyone seemed uneasy, it was him, but she supposed that made sense. He was in his early twenties, surprisingly mature-seeming, and the blackest person around for miles. 
The financial district wasn't exactly teeming with young black men on a weekday evening. 
"I, uh... no," Sabrina said, hastily. "I'm sorry to be cagey, I've just never done this before."
He snapped to attention, started shaking his head. "Oh no. Look, I am sorry, lady," he paused to give her a salacious glance up and down, lingering on her tits, "you're hot as hell, so I'm really sorry, you know? But I don't do first-timers. Nuh-uh."
"No first... what? No, no, this isn't my first time -"
He waved a hand dismissively at her and shook his head, then started looking around for their waitress. "First black guy, whatever. Nuh-uh. That's how a young African-American gentleman like myself gets his nigga ass shot."
"No," Sabrina said, fervently. She reached for his hand. "It's not, uh... my first time for any of that, just like, meeting a guy - for this - online. Or like, like this. Any guy. I usually, um, just meet them in person." She straightened up as the man (Cam?) gave her another suspicious look up and down.  
"Uh-huh," he said doubtfully. 
"You're not my first black guy. You're - this definitely isn't the first time I've done this." 
He raised his eyebrows. Sabrina smiled. Her phone vibrated against her thigh - probably, at long last, Graham getting back to her. Sending a follow-up text to his last text, which she hadn't known how to interpret. 
She was overplaying things with Graham. Even while she'd typed out all of those messages, she'd tried to stop herself. Graham knew liars. It was literally his job to smoke them out. And there she was, acting just like he'd described liars acting to her: adding unsolicited details, being impatient for his response, giving him too many clues that she wanted him to believe her. The more she wrote, the more she felt compelled to try and fix it. 
The problem was: this was the truth. It was what she was doing. 
The lie was in the "why." 
"Man, look: I don't even know. You know? Where's your husband at? How come he ain't here?" The guy chuckled - good-naturedly. "Put yourself in my shoes, okay?"
"I promise you, this?" She pointed from herself to Cam to herself again. "He knows all about it." She pulled her phone out to pull up Graham's messages. "See? He..." Her voice trailed off when her heart stopped cold momentarily in her chest. 
A message from Sebastian. Not another message from Graham, who hadn't even written back. 
She was clumsy - almost shaking - as she fought the urge to read Sebastian's full message and instead pulled up her conversation with Graham. "See?" Her voice sounded shaky to her. Her hand was shaking a little, even. She put one hand to her wrist to steady it as she held the screen for Cam, the black man she'd randomly chosen from the set she'd sent to Graham. She'd been annoyed by his disinterested reply, almost angry. 
She knew she didn't have any right to have that reaction: how could Graham know she was doing this for him, doing it to free herself from the sexual... whatever it was... that she had going on with Sebastian? She was doing it to make things right. 
And Graham? "Whatever."
But that wasn't fair to him, and she knew it. So she just felt bad for feeling that way, adding to her woes and confusion. 
Cam scanned the messages and narrowed his eyes. "Okay, I guess," he said doubtfully. 
"I just... I wanted to meet you in person first. I can't... sometimes you just don't know, you know? Just form a picture."
She was looking at her screen, trying to subtly - quickly, and without feeling - read Sebastian's message. She was determined to see this - with Cam, whatever it was - through, and not respond to Sebastian, but -
But.
Room 2117 at the Brown



She tucked the phone away. 
Cam was looking at her skeptically. "Thought you said you never did this this way."
"Huh?" Sabrina said, genuinely befuddled. Her heart was racing out of control. "What?"
Darius is going to fuck your ass and use you as a cum dumpster.
An image of Darius's huge cock. An image of Cam's. A gush of liquid from her pussy. 
"You said you ain't done this like this, online," Cam said. 
Sabrina stared at him like a deer in the headlights. She couldn't remember a single thing she'd said to Cam. Her mind was racing, racing, dragging her body along behind it. 
"So how is it you said you don't know, sometimes, from a picture?" 
The waitress stopped at their table. She had her mouth open to ask something, but looked at the tension between them and decided to head off with a well-practiced turn. 
"Hey," Sabrina called. "I'll take a..." she faltered, over-thinking her drink order in jumbled mess of thoughts. She shook her head, distracted. "... rum and coke." she finished. It was the only drink she could even think of in this state. 
Cam sucked on his lower lip and shook his head. 
Her phone vibrated. 
"Listen," she said. "I have... it's complicated. I have -"
"Oh, I can see it's complicated," Cam said. "Due respect, maybe it's a little too complicated for me."
"I'm not setting you up for anything," she objected. 
"No?" 
Sabrina gave a shake of her head. She could see that this man was attracted to her, wanted to fuck her, liked the idea of her - cougar, white MILF.  All she had to do was put him at ease the tiniest bit...
... and then what? 
"Okay, look," she said, taking out her phone. The waitress dropped off her drink, Cam didn't order another one. She scanned her message inbox: nothing new. Sebastian's text was boring a hole in her head. She was on the back foot again, which was exactly what she'd been trying to un-do. 
She looked across the table at Cam. Leaned forward on her elbows. "Look, the truth is, I'm having an affair."
He waved his hand sideways on the edge of the table, like he was cutting her off. "No way, no how, ma'am. Thank you very much but -"
"Not with you. Not... look. It's another guy. Okay? And this, you and me, this is just... like, I need to do this. This is all above-board with my husband. I swear."
Cam laughed. "So I don't gotta worry about your husband, that it? Just this other guy you fucking?" He made a face of befuddled admiration. "That's some slutty-ass shit, lady."
"My name is Sarah."
"Sure it is. Look... uh... you are one fine-ass bitch, Sarah, and I seen some slutty shit. I'm here for the slutty shit." He paused to pull at his collar. "But this here is givin' me the sense I gotta get my black ass outta the middle of it." He looked down at her drink, pulled a twenty out of his pocket, and set it down as he slid off the chair. He shook his head as he threw on his coat and adjusted the collar - standing up. "You hot, baby. But you white people all crazy as fuck. I'm out."
And then, to Sabrina's shock, he left. 
She looked at Sebastian's message. Then back at Cam, strolling out the door. 
"Fuck," she whispered quietly to herself.

I can't make it tonight


She sent the message to Sebastian with new resolve, fished out another twenty to pay for the remainder of the drinks and leave a tip for the waitress, who she didn't want to see again. Her cheeks were burning with shame for so many reasons that she could actually feel the heat of her skin (at least, she thought she could) radiating on her eyeballs. 
She was crazy, and this was some crazy shit. Cam had become more attractive to her by saying so: she felt dressed-down by him. Rejected, also. And she deserved it, so it burned even more. She was ashamed of herself for leaving the door open with Sebastian, even if she was doing the sort-of right thing by not going. 
She should have cut him off at the knees, fully, completely. All it would take was a text and she just couldn't muster the strength to do it. 
She was also being a shit to her husband.
She was into something way, way too deep. 
And maybe the most shameful thing of all? She wanted to fuck a black guy. Now. She could almost feel it between her legs. She had half a mind to chase Cam down, half a mind to retract her excuse to Sebastian. Half a mind to go on the prowl for a black guy (but where would she even find one down here?). She was still thinking about the other profiles she hadn't responded to. Maybe she could get her shit together and try again.
She felt desperate, much drunker than she should be. She was careening from lie to lie and didn't even know what she wanted. How did she get back the control she used to have - over everything, but especially herself. 
"Okay," she said, stepping outside. "Okay." 
She was going to cut things off with Sebastian. Now. Cold turkey. Full, clear breakup. 
Then she was going to deal with Graham. She didn't know how, or what she would say... back to the original plan of waiting some time, and then telling him? What would she tell him about this "date?" 
Didn't work out. I'll be 


She started typing, and a message from Sebastian came onto the screen. 
Your schedule is clear. Find a way.


In a panic, she bumped the send button on her half-finished message to Graham. 
Fuck.
Do not disappoint me, Sabrina



She spun around on the sidewalk, feeling like the buildings were coming in at her, crumbling on top of her. In a panic, she started typing, her fingers missing the buttons. She was breathing rapidly, people were looking back at her as they passed her. 
I can't do this anymore


I need to go home.


?????


She looked up at the sky before she started typing.
 
It's over. I can't do this anymore. It isn't right...



It was fortunate, and unfortunate, she supposed, that Sebastian sent another text at that exact moment - alerting her to two things: one, that Graham had sent the string of question marks, and she had almost sent him the message about "it" being "over." This realization hit her first, almost knocking her unconscious with a rush of adrenaline that made her feel like puking and that made her shake. 
Sebastian's message was more to the point.
It was an image of her with Darius, his cock deep in her pussy. And in the mirror above the bed at the hotel where she'd let Darius fuck her while Sebastian watched, the image of Sebastian Grant, holding his phone for the photo. Or video. She didn't know for sure. 
She shook, then became as furious as she was scared. 

Are you blackmailing me?


She stood in the middle of the sidewalk, staring at her phone, panicking. 
"You okay?" a woman asked her, passing by.
Sabrina shook her head, swiping at a tear that had spilled from her left eye. She was clearly being blackmailed, she couldn't believe she had been foolish enough to ask. Sebastian's message was clear enough: as long as she didn't tell her husband what she was doing, he held power over her. 
She was furious. 
It would be a lie to say that there wasn't some part of her that was relieved. A part of her that could just sink into this control, and let things happen. A part of her that wanted an excuse for going to Sebastian, for letting Darius fuck her in the ass, for not telling Graham. 

Did you get my delivery?


Room 2117. 8pm.



What delivery? What fucking delivery? The photo?
And what the hell was she going to do about Graham? His question marks stared up at her, boring a hole through her chest. 
?

?

?

?

?

Each one a sharp arrow, disguised as a curl, perforating her heart and filling it with the poisoned drink of betrayal. 
She bit her cheek and typed, feeling terrible the whole time, promising herself she would come clean the minute she walked through the door. 

Sorry that wasn't for you.



She walked briskly back toward her building - nearly ten blocks away. It was almost six, Alicia would be out of the office and at an event. She had ten blocks to think of a plan, of the right thing to do. 
She already knew what that was, of course. 
The right thing. Go home to Graham. Tell him everything. 
Tell him the truth? 
She wasn't off to a very good start. 
She wished she could take back that last message to Graham. 
She wished she could take a lot of things back. 

      ***The delivery was lingerie. 
And a small butt plug, expensive-looking, encrusted with what she hoped were fake jewels at the end. She was sitting in her office, looking across the empty reception to Alicia's office, where Sebastian had sat watching her masturbate. 
It wasn't a good place to be in, right back at the scene of his power over her. It seemed to creep out and around her, like wild vines, strangling her brain, making her loins pulse. 
She looked back at her phone, and a plunge of disappointed fury went through her chest again. Graham, so casual about it all, so disinterested. Whatever day she wanted, whatever guy she wanted. It was all fine with him... and she had to do all the work of chasing them down, convincing them to fuck her. 
She was tired of it, she realized. 
She just wanted to get fucked. She wanted to be told what to do, what to wear, how to do it, and then get fucked. By a big, huge cock. By a black man. 
She didn't want to have to ask Graham to do all that for her: she just wanted him to do it. To have enough interest in it that he would take some of the initiative, do some of the work. Find her a man who would do dirty things to her and use her. 
It wasn't what she'd wanted before, and she knew that. Sebastian Grant had recognized what she wanted and sucked her into something she should never have gotten into. So it wasn't Graham's fault that he hadn't known she needed or wanted this. 
It wasn't his fault, and it wasn't something he could do. 
He just didn't have that kind of filthy, dominating streak inside of himself.
She didn't really want him to know that she had this need inside her. After years of playing a different role, of being in control and dominating men. Graham loved that, he told her so all the time.  
God. Why did she want it enough to do all of these dodgy things? She wanted to shake herself. 
She thought about calling Graham, all the way to her office. She just needed to open up to him, she'd decided. Tell him what she wanted, tell him about Sebastian, tell him... how Sebastian had unlocked that desire in her? 
No, he would be hurt. 
She knew he would. They were in such a good place, such a trusting place, and she'd fucked it up. And now she was fucking it up more, and she knew she should stop. 
Now that she was sitting in her office, looking at a butt plug, remembering - viscerally - what Sebastian had made her do, how hot it had been. She wanted so much to hate Sebastian and not want him, or his games, but deep down inside she just wanted to keep it going.
If Sebastian was blackmailing her with these pictures? 
It was kind of - and when she thought this, she felt shame pour over her - kind of an excuse. She had no choice. She had to obey him. 
She knew this wasn't true, and she brought herself back around to that deliberately. Sebastian hadn't said anything of the sort. And really, what was the blackmail but a way to make her do the right thing and tell Graham? She should be doing that anyway. 
Did you get it?



She tapped the phone with a fingernail and felt another wave of nausea. 
"Okay. Okay," she told herself. "You have to do the right thing."
I have to end this. I'm sorry. 


It's hot. 


But I have to come clean to Graham. 


I hope you can understand. 



The photo came first, but she had no time to look at it carefully. Just long enough to see the pictures and the window of her own office above her own head. 
She knew what it was when she answered the incoming call with silence, her heart thumping in her chest. 
"I think what you really want is a reason not to end things, Sabrina. Am I right?"
She couldn't talk.
"So let me give that to you."
"I... it doesn't matter," she told him, her voice trembling. " I have to do the right thing by Graham here."
There was a long pause. Sabrina thought that she detect hear tremors of laughter in the quiet exhale she heard through the phone.  
"Sabrina. I never intended to send that photo to your husband." 
Another twisted, cold slam to her chest. Chills racing over her skin, a plunge of guilt so sharp it almost made her exhale. But why did it also curl up in the lowest part of her abdomen, set her pussy to throbbing, draw her toward the danger. 
"What good would it do, Sabrina, to tell Graham now? You still have to come here, you still have to do what I tell you to. You still have to get what you know you want."
"You wouldn't," Sabrina whispered. 
"I wouldn't send it to Alicia? Let it slip to your clients? You aren't sure of that, though, are you?"
Silence.
She wasn't. She could tell by the way Sebastian said it that he probably wouldn't stoop so low, but he knew that Sabrina needed an excuse to break the rules. An excuse to want to be humiliated and controlled by him. 
She wanted to hate Sebastian for that, and she indulged herself in the feeling for a moment. 
"Tell your husband, or don't tell your husband. I expect you by 8pm."
And then he was gone. 
She knew who she should really hate: herself.
You should wear your gift. All of it. It will make things easier for you. 




      ***"I'm sorry. I'm sorry, I just... things are... complicated. I'm, um... I've decided to go through with it. With this guy. Tonight."
Sabrina sounded very strange. So strange that Graham almost felt like asking her if she had a gun to her head. 
"Um... okay. That's... a surprise." Graham looked at the clock. "Did you book a hotel, or what's happening? I can be down there in like -"
"Graham," her voice sounded distant, quiet, terrible. It was also heavy: something very heavy lay behind the way she said his name. His pulse raced and a spasm of nausea made bile rise to his throat. Heartburn ensued. Or maybe it was his heart, skipping beat, thudding to a stop and then bursting alive with a terrible clunk. A thin veil of red tinged the periphery of his vision. He was also, immediately, almost dangerously, erect. 
There was a long pause, and Graham sensed that on either end of the line, they both knew they were waiting for a confession. If there had been any doubt in his mind that Sabrina's off behavior, her text messages and her secretive ways, were the result of some lie she was telling him in one way or another, they were now gone. 
"I have to... I want to do this, um... by myself."
Another silence. 
"Sabrina, are you okay?" 
She sniffled a little. 
He sat down. He felt faint. Slow down, he warned himself, as his thoughts ran away like a freight train. She's on the phone with you, so she still cares. She seems to be telling the truth now. Calm down. 
She sighed on the other end of the line. Heavily. "Ugh..." her voice sounded tinny. 
"Sabrina, you don't sound right."
She laughed. Almost hysterically. Then she inhaled again. "It's not... that."
"That?" What was "that?"
"Baby, please tell me. Tell me what's going on."
More silence. 
"I can't." She sniffed again. "Oh God, I'm so sorry, I just can't... bring myself to tell you."
"Tell me what, Sabrina?"
"Uhhhhhh," she muttered. "It's just... I want to do this, I want to do this but I don't... I don't know, I don't want, I don't want you to be there. I don't want you to see... I don't want you to see what kind of, I don't know... person I am. With this guy."
Graham was gobsmacked. His cock was so hard now that he felt like it would tear down the middle or explode, leaving him bleeding out on the edge of he couch. "What does that mean?" 
No answer. Just a heavy breath, like Sabrina was trying to summon the strength to say something, and then gave up. 
His mind forwarded all kinds of questions to his mouth, where they crashed into each other in a spectacular pile-up. Was it because she he'd had black cock and it was all true? Did she perform some kind of utterly taboo act on this guy, something so grotesque that she didn't think he could handle it? Could she even do something like that? What would it be? Was she falling in love with black cock? Had she been lying about all of this and this wasn't a new man? 
"What kind of person are you, Sabrina?" he asked. It hit none of the questions he actually wanted to ask, and it came out sounding mean. It wasn't what he meant to say at all. He had said it out of fear, a knee-jerk reaction, it had come from his limbic system. Why now? Why when everything had been going so well? 
He simply couldn't understand it. 
"Did you fall in love with somebody else?" he demanded, because his thoughts had just carried him along from there. His mood was darkening, he was feeling bitter toward Sabrina, and he didn't even know what was going on. He regretted saying that the moment it came out of his mouth. 
"God! No!" Sabrina's reaction was immediate. Reassuring in its forcefulness.
But then she got going, and she sounded unreasonably angry. "In love with somebody? Jesus. What kind of person do you think I am?! I just got carried away with this guy and -"
"Tonight? Tonight you got carried away by something with a guy you just met? So carried away, but you have time to call me about it? To tell me you don't want me there?" 
He sounded angry. He realized that he was. He hadn't meant for that to come across to Sabrina, he had a feeling he was taking the wrong a approach. If he had to be honest with himself, he had let Sabrina's obvious white lies pile up, with no check on them, because he had liked the feeling. He had liked the same jealous rage that was burning inside him now.
Maybe there was even a part of him that still liked it. 
"Oh, okay. So now you want to be there," Sabrina said. Her voice was wooden and dull. "Because he's black? Because I don't want you there? Why now?"
She was defensive. Angry as well. 
Well, fuck that. What was that even supposed to mean?   
"It sounds like you're trying to turn the tables on me, Sabrina."
"It sounds like you're trying to change the rules on me. How many times have you just stayed home, told me don't worry about it, tell me everything when you get home? You can't even be bothered to drive downtown and watch your own fantasy."
"I don't -"
"And now that's not okay, now you're accusing me of falling in love with some guy? Because I want to fuck him by myself? Like I almost always end up doing anyway? Because he's black?! Is that it? This was your fucking fantasy to begin with!" 
"Sabrina," he said. He desperately wanted this conversation back on track, and if marriage had taught him anything at all, it was that once a woman got past a certain tipping point - which Sabrina seemed to be approaching rapidly - it was a whole different ball of wax than an angry man. All kinds of things would start coming out of her mouth, most of which would have little to do with the topic at hand.
She gave him a chance to speak, but not very much time. 
"Well. Anyway. I'm not coming home. I don't have a hotel. I'll call you tomorrow I guess."
"Sabrina -"
"Bye."






  
  Chapter eleven

She barely remembered getting there. 
Her conversation with Graham had put her into a blinding rage, and she fed it back to herself to blot out the unmissable parts of her own guilty behavior. Did it really infuriate her that Graham had asked her if she'd fallen in love with some guy? What kind of person did he take her for? 
At the same time, she had done her fair share of lying by omission. 
Rather than make her feel guilty enough to call and apologize to him, though, she decided to justify things to herself. She was tired of Graham not participating in this as much as he used to. Of him assuming she'd always be ready to have sex the way he wanted her to, and be satisfied, and tell him everything, and not get attached to anyone, and never change her mind about what she wanted. He'd gotten complacent, too used to her doing what he wanted her to and taking it for granted. 
It had all been his fucking idea to begin with, she practically spat inside her own head, as she jabbed her mascara stick furiously into the tube to get as much black, lash-lengthening mascara on her eyelashes as possible.
In the beginning, this had been hard for her. She hadn't understood it, she hadn't really wanted to do it. But she had gone through with it, for him. 
And it was true, she learned to love it. She felt empowered, she enjoyed being in that position. She loved young guys' hard cocks. She'd loved the power she held over Graham again: he watched her every move, he focused on her, their sex life had blossomed after feeling like a dead plant left out all winter. 
And at first, he'd had an appreciation for that. But hadn't that slowly drained off? Hadn't it turned, like everything else, into something they both took for granted? He'd always said it was all about her, and he'd been the one to suggest black guys to begin with. 
If he was so fucking worried that she'd fallen in love, or that she would - which pissed her off, really. What kind of person did he think she was? So flighty, so cock-obsessed, that she would fall in love with some guy she just met? - why had he let her roam free, why had he not participated more? Why had he left her feeling like she had to do something more and more extreme every time so that she would have a good story to tell?
Why couldn't he understand that maybe her tastes had changed? That's all she'd wanted to tell him when she called: that she had to do something, to be somebody, that she didn't think he'd like. That she wanted to do it herself. If it was all about her, like he always claimed, then why this reaction?
She stared at her eyes in the mirror. She had drawn around them with a great deal of sultry kohl, and they simmered. She couldn't look at herself for long. 
Because beneath all that fury - and some of it was righteous, she knew - there was also guilt. The anger was just something she was layering over it, the fight with Graham just something she'd almost provoked, and she was going about all of this the wrong way. And she knew it. 
It was a gray area, though: after all, she'd told him what she was doing, and he had plenty of chances to tell her to stop, and he hadn't. 
She glanced at her phone. There was no call, no message: that was effectively permission. 
If he tells me, outright, not to go, she told herself, then I won't. 
She left the office with resolve, excuses layered over her bleeding heart, and a strange sexual detachment that she had never felt before. She took a cab and thought of nothing at all as she watched the buildings slide past her vision through the window. In her purse, her phone was turned off. 
She was wearing Sebastian Grant's lingerie purchase. 
But not his butt plug. 
Her voice was level, her gaze steady, her hands surgically steady when she approached reception. 
"Sebastian Grant left a key for me. I'm Sabrina Cole."     

      ***Sabrina was standing at the foot of the bed when a sound woke him up. Maybe the thud of his own heart, kick-starting him alive after a deep-dive into a quarter bottle of vodka and a similar amount of whiskey and Southern Comfort, crusty with sugar at the lip of the bottle, that he'd found in the liquor cabinet after rifling through it. 
She was wearing a long black coat, trench-like in its design, unfamiliar. She seemed made-up like she was on her way out the door to work: hair in perfectly coiffed waves, lips glistening with evenly-applied gloss, eyes smuttily darkened but not smeared. 
It was dark in the room, dark outside. The hall light silhouetted her, made her lips shine. Graham's head was pounding. What time was it? 
He sat up. Sabrina, hands in the pockets of her strange coat, remained motionless. It was hard to tell what expression she wore on her face in the dim light. 
The whole evening came back to him a rush: the bad conversation, his anger, the ransacking of the liquor cabinet, his many drinks, the text messages... the silence from his wife. The several calls that she didn't answer, more drinks, stumbling into bed face-first.
They stared at each other for a few moments. He struggled to think of something to say as his eyes picked apart her appearance. He tried to make sense of her posture, her clothing, her hair, the story up until then: none of clicked together, none of it made any sense. He rubbed his left eye, opened his mouth, and failed to say anything at all. 
"I have something to tell you," Sabrina said. Her hands slipped from the pockets and went to the belt of the coat. Her tone was impossible to read. Graham still had no idea what time it was, and his brain refused to abandon its quest for that piece of information. He was like a car accident victim in shock, focused on this one detail, as if it made any difference at all. He looked around desperately for a time-telling device, even though he could see that Sabrina was getting unnerved. 
"Graham," she said. 
He snapped his head back at her. "What time is it?" 
The hands at the belt of her coat stopped moving: until then, she had been gently, glacially pulling at the belt. The knot was loosening, and with it the lapels of the coat shifting and opening.
"That's what you want to know?" she demanded. 
That tone was not impossible to decipher. She was pissed.
Graham gathered his wits and scooted, using his heels to get traction and drag his ass toward the foot of the bed. "God, no, Sabrina... no, no, no, it's just... I had a lot to drink, I crashed out, I don't know what time it is." He slipped a foot to the floor, then the other, straddling her figure. He inhaled deeply, hoping to catch the scent of something that would give him a clue: he inhaled the chemical scent of new clothing, a whiff of Sabrina's skin, nothing enlightening.
"I want to know what you have to tell me," he said, looking up at her, his hands moving toward her body. He abandoned that plan and placed his hands on his knees, changed his eyes to imploring. Had she not gotten his text messages? Or had she, and the thing she needed to tell him was that she was leaving him?
He didn't know. He was at her mercy. 
His eyes remained on her, his attention on the fingers that were paused on the knot of the belt. They didn't move again. 
"I have to tell you about something I've done," she said quietly. 
His eyes moved to her fingers, because he could no longer bear the look of her face, tilted down at him, the unreadable expression of her face a threatening taunt. 
Cautiously, he moved his hands toward her body. To the coat, where he felt the solid muscle of her thighs beneath his hands. He moved them up, along the shape of her body, to her hips. Moved his head forward to bury it just below the shelf of her breasts. "Tell me, Sabrina," he breathed. 
Her fingers, now just below his sternum, began to move, pulling at the knot. He felt the clothing loosening as she spoke, his head pressed to her soft underbelly, the coat between his lips and her skin, even as it peeled open and the belt fell away, untied. 
"I've been lying to you about something."
He closed his eyes and inhaled her scent deeply. Her hands went to his head and fingers raked into his hair, pulling him close to her first, then gently pulling him away to tilt his head back and make him lean away from her body. 
He met her eyes. They hovered, feverish and tinted with pain, above her sultry lips. "Oh, God, Sabrina," he murmured. It was hot. He was also begging for her not to have something awful to say. Anything but that she was leaving him, leaving him for a better man, for her black lover, for whatever reason she had. 
She pushed him forcefully, sending the message that he was to stay put, before taking her hands to the coat and peeling it away from her shoulders. Black, expensive, unfamiliar lingerie framed her skin. Her breasts were cups of cream against the delicate lace, her flat abdomen with its tiny, rounded swoop in her lower belly, more lace in complicated twists around her thighs and her waist. 
The coat fell away to the floor after she shrugged it off her shoulders. 
"Sabrina," he murmured, leaning his head forward to kiss her navel. Her hands went back to his head. "Please, don't, I meant what I said -"
"I lied to you about two times I had sex," she said. Her voice was quiet, fragile, vulnerable. It was so obviously true that it crushed his heart immediately, and his eyes closed, tears threatening to spill from the corners. He steeled himself and willed them to dry: whatever she told him, he was going to be a man about it. 
It had all gone wrong, and he had only himself to blame for it: he'd gambled, and that had been thrilling, but the words of his buddy came back to him as though on a loudspeaker:
'Course, every gambler thinks he's gonna win.
Her hands were still there. She didn't push him away to look at her. This made him feel worse: it was so bad, whatever it was, she couldn't look him in the eye. 
"Everything I told you was true," she said, and he stopped breathing because that made no sense. The contradiction in her words slammed through him, stopped his heart cold in his chest. When it kicked back to life, he felt a painful throb in his cock. He was hard, he could feel the precum oozing from his dick. God. He really was a cuck, a real true one, and he had lost it all, and here he was with an erection about it. 
His fingers had wandered to her panties, at the hip. He hadn't been cognizant of the shift until he felt his right hand bunch them into a fist as he inhaled sharply to keep his misery from turning into a n unmanly sight, or uncontrolled rage. At last, he smelled his wife's pussy, and his thoughts wandered to picking apart the scents. He was seeking the confirmation of the acerbic hint of male cum. He would find it -
"I gave Zader Godfrey a blow job and then I ran away. And I had sex with a black guy in a hotel. That was all true. And it was hot, both times. And I wanted to keep doing it - I want to keep doing it. I can't stop thinking about it, I can't -" she inhaled with a little sound that came across as tiny sob. "I can't explain why. I don't know why, I don't know why I didn't want to tell you this, but..."
He looked up at her in confusion. He could feel that his mouth was twisted in a half-snarl, an expression of impatience and disbelief tinged with something else. "What did you lie about, Sabrina?'
What was left to lie about? She had reckless, unprotected sex with these men: what else could be there but feelings? 
She bit into her lower lip. He could feel her pulse on her femoral artery, where his thumbs had folded into the crease of her hip. His fingers tightened possessively, and angrily, around her slender upper thigh. An instinct to hate-fuck her was rising up inside of him, and he hated it, but it had him by the base of his brain and was threatening to override his common sense. 
"What I didn't tell you is that..." She stopped herself, shook her head. "I don't know why, I just..."
"Did you? Fall in love with this guy? These guys? What?"
He felt her head shake. A warm drop of water hit the side of his face. "No. No, nothing like... it's worse."
Worse? 
"Tell me now, Sabrina."  
She winced as he squeezed her thigh and he relented, but it was boiling in his head and his groin, and his patience was running thin. He wondered if Sabrina knew how shockingly close together violence and sex were in any man, let alone in a moment like this. He was even shocked by the proximity, by the way his brain was flipping, second by second, from ideas of choking her to ideas of making love to her and begging her forgiveness.
"There was another man there," Sabrina said. "I didn't -"
He pulled away, stunned into a cold freeze the temperature of deep space. Everything in his brain came to a sudden stop and his vision even glitched, going black, returning as dizzying stars of rage. 
He didn't know how long he sat like that.
Then he started to boil.
"Another man?" He looked up at her. "What do you mean, another man? What does that - ? What do you fucking mean, Sabrina?"
She shook her head. She was crying now, but for the first time in his entire life with her, it did not have the effect of dulling his fury or softening his heart. 
His eyes snapped to the lingerie. "Did he give you this? This man?"
A nod. A tear. 
Graham ripped the panties as he tore them off. "Oh yeah? He did?" 
"Graham, please, please. Let me explain -"
"Take it off. Take off the bra."
She reached behind herself to unhook it, let it slip from her shoulders, covered her breasts with her arms. The panties were hanging between her legs, caught on a knee. He swiped at them and ripped them completely, then pulled her hands down and away from her breasts. 
Searching, he found no swollen nipple, just the quivering erectness of her left nipple coming to life. 
"Now tell me." He leaned back, unzipping his fly, shifting to get his cock out, before he leaned on his hands. "Tell me what you did."
Her hands wandered back up to her breasts. 
"Drop your hands."
She obeyed. 
"Who was this man?"
"Uhhhhh," she sniffled. 
"Sabrina."
"It was... the man, the man I told you about, the... Sebastian Grant."
He stared at her. His erect cock throbbed. "The old guy?" 
She fucking fucked this old fucking bastard?
"I didn't fuck him," Sabrina said quickly. She shook her head. Looked at the floor. Her shoulders were heavy. "He just... watched. He... I don't know, Graham, I don't know what he did, what... how he made me do it, why I did it, why I lied about it, I just don't know!"
He was at a loss for words. Or thoughts. 
Sabrina was hunching over, staring at the floor. A fat tear dropped to the carpet, so loud he heard it. 
"What did he do? What did you do with him?"
She shook her head and her shoulders. "That's just it, that's..." she tipped her head to look up at the ceiling, spreading her hands away from her body. "He just wanted to watch. He just... watched."
Head back to level, eyes on the wall above Graham's head. A vacancy in her eyes. 
"He watched," Graham repeated.
Teeth on her lower lip. A grimace. Eyes closed. A tear shed. Nodding, her waves bouncing almost to her shoulders. 
"Did he tell you what to do?"
"Yes."
"And then what? Did he jerk off on your face? What?" 
"No! No, God, nothing like... this is why, this is why I didn't tell you, Graham. He never did those things, he never... he just watched, he just told me what to do, he... I don't know. I don't know why I did it, what he, what his power was over me -"
"Is over you," Graham spat. "That's it, right, what you're telling me? That this old fucking rich guy has power over you, and you don't have any idea what it is? Is it money, Sabrina?" Rage spiked through him and traveled through every muscle until his body was rigid, and the energy hit a dead end and throbbed painfully in his cock. 
Sabrina wiped her face and looked panicked. Then she fell down to her knees - not sexily, but more like her knees gave out. "It's not that. It's not - and I didn't do it, I didn't go through with it tonight, I just... I got in too deep and now he's... he has all these photos, he sent them to me, I don't know how to get out..."
Silence. Graham pushed himself up and looked at Sabrina. He had only heard half of what she said. "Why did you do it, Sabrina?"
She shrugged. Shook her head. "I wish I could tell you." She looked away, running her finger under her nose. She shifted to her hip and leaned on a hand. She was naked on the floor, weak and vulnerable, and the fury drained slowly out of Graham. 
"I don't know why I did it the first time," she said quietly. "It just happened. It was... I met him one night at the bar at the Hilton, he knew what I was doing, I - you didn't come downtown that night, I went upstairs with that guy, that... Hayden, the roadie -"
"He watched you with him?!"
"Let me finish, please. I saw him the next morning, he... God, I don't know. He called about business, he called about an event - his PA called, or he told me to call her, I barely..." She looked down at her thighs. "It wasn't about business, I knew that. I played along... I don't..." Her voice collapsed into a hushed sob. "I don't know why."
"You don't know why," Graham repeated. Livid.
Sabrina shook her head. "I do... I don't... I don't know. It's complicated."
"So he called you about business and then what?"
"I tried to blow him off. He went to the, a, um, gallery event, the gallery event with Zader Godfrey. And then it just... snowballed." She looked up at him. "Everything I told you is true: everything that I did. I just didn't tell you about him."
She looked down at her thighs again. 
"There's only one more thing," she whispered quietly.






  
  Chapter twelve

Graham rolled through the texts, and the pictures, on Sabrina's phone. 
She was covered in one of her robes, but half-heartedly: the white silk was slung over one shoulder haphazardly, and it was open. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, one leg folded up to her other thigh and one hanging off the edge of the bed. Her face was downcast, her cheeks bright red. 
"So what is it you think he's doing? Blackmailing you?"
"I don't know."
Graham closed her messenger app and set her phone down. There were messages from Sebastian Grant that sent shooting pain through his temples: messages from that night, demanding that Sabrina show up and do his bidding. More, asking her where she was, threatening - subtly - to unveil her bad behavior. 
"I got your message just before I went there... right before I went in. I had the key and everything." Sabrina was playing with the belt of her silk robe. She looked stunning, very suddenly, to Graham. His cock had inflated and deflated so many times it felt sore, and now he was growing with a different kind of lust. 
Not the hate-fucking lust he'd felt on and off through the whole terrible conversation. Not the heated, dirty lust he'd felt when she told him the story of her masturbating - shamelessly, whoreish, dangerously, inexplicably - in her own fucking office with Alicia right there. Not the animal lust he'd felt when she'd confessed her obsession with the black men, their cocks, the way she wanted to to be fucked and not be in control, that she wanted it in the ass now. 
No, a different kind of lust. Because, in the end, his wife had come back to him, in spite of all that. 
But he wasn't sure what to say. 
How do you make a move on a woman who has just confessed all these things to you? That she was humiliated and debased, and liked it, and even lied to you about it? A woman who'd had a change of needs and desires, turned 180 degrees because of some other man, had all of these feelings mixed up in her head and her body, had screwed up and now felt so badly about it? 
He didn't have the words. He felt like the first time he'd ventured to touch her, to expose his desire to her: did she want him the same way he wanted her? Or would she reject him?
"I realized," Sabrina said, turning to him suddenly, lifting her hanging foot from the floor to bring it onto the bed in yogic pose that made him feel a stretch in his own thighs. "I needed to tell you everything. So I left, and I came here, and now..." She looked at him hopefully. "I hope you can forgive me." 
He reached out to the robe and slid it from her shoulder, watching it fall away like a curtain, exposing her beautifully-shaped breast. Tugged the belt as he retracted the hand, stared as her other shoulder rotated and let the rest of the robe fall away. Next he saw her tooth on her lip, a tear blinked from her eye that fell, whole and large, onto her cheek. 
And then they made love: tenderly, without any scenes from other people or or other diversions in their heads. Not in his - this much he knew for sure - and not in hers, he felt certain, because her dark blue eyes stared into his from inside the smeared remains of her dark eyeliner. They were absorbent, seemed to suck his soul right into her, like his seed, which he thrust deep into her pussy as she tightened her muscular thighs fiercely around his hips and dug her heels into his lower back until it hurt. 
"I love you."


      ***"Do you really think he'll make good on his threat? And tell Alicia?"
"Maybe. Or worse." 
Sabrina was facing him across the pillow, gazing at him in a way that she hadn't for such a long time. She shrugged, looked down. "It doesn't matter. I mean... it will, especially if... oh, it'll probably ruin my business, but..."
"What does he have on you? Photos..." Graham was thinking. He rose up and slid her phone out from under the pillows. It had been tossed there and forgotten about until then. He scanned her messages - Sebastian Grant was no crazy jilted lover having a textual panic attack, that was for sure. No new messages, just the same one he had seen before: I'm disappointed in you, Sabrina. 
"What do you think he'll do next?"
Sabrina had her arms curled up to her chest. "I don't know. I don't have any idea. He's not controlling in a scary way. He's just... I'm embarrassed to say this: he's just... hypnotic. Maybe he won't do anything at all." She looked at him. "He doesn't even try to have sex with me."
Graham set the phone down. "Sabrina, he's obsessed."
She said nothing to this.
Women. 
One thing Graham had never understood is how so few of them really, really understood men's obsession with sex. Whatever kind of sex it was, whatever kink. For Sabrina, it was all fun and games, something she liked and maybe even loved, but she wasn't obsessed. 
Not like a man. 
"Why do you think he does it?" Sabrina asked, quietly, pulling him out of his vexing reverie. 
She was suddenly animated, and pushed herself up on one arm to face Graham. "He never once tried to touch me. So why?"
Graham laughed in spite of himself. "It's what he's obsessed with, Sabrina." 
She pouted. 
He grinned and touched her chin. "Men have obsessions."
"Why me, though?" 
"Sabrina." Graham was sometimes annoyed by Sabrina's faux modesty.
"No, seriously, baby. Why me? He had all these hot blond girls at a table with him the first night I met him. Any one of them would have done what he asked... he's not in it for the MILF thing, for the older bossy woman thing... why me?" 
She did have a point. Graham was idly curious himself: he also loved watching Sabrina have sex with other men, but he wanted (very much) to also have sex with her. 
But it didn't matter.    
"What are we going to do about it, Sabrina, is what we should be thinking about."
Sabrina shrugged, pouted a little, looked downtrodden, and then looked at him again. Her smile was small, fleeting and shape-shifting, but he saw it. "I guess it'll be what it's going to be," she said. "But I don't care, because... we're okay." Her eyes searched his hopefully and she put a hand to his chest. Her lips did their thing, her eyes grew wet. "Right?"
He put his hand over hers. Silently, he thanked the universe he'd gotten drunk but not too drunk an decided to send that text earlier in the evening.
Whatever is happening, Sabrina, whatever you're doing and whatever you're mad about, I want you to remember that no matter what, I love you. 



They might not be here, now, had he not done that.
He lifted her hand to his lips. Kissed her fingers. "Right."
But that was hardly going to be "it" for him. 
His wife had gotten in too deep, and she was being preyed on by another man. 
She needed him. 
And that was more erotic than anything she'd done - and she'd done a lot - in their whole relationship. 
"I'm going to fix this," he told her.
She laughed and fell back on the pillow. "How?" She let her hand fall to his leg. "It doesn't matter. I'm just glad... you forgave me." She sighed and closed her eyes. "I'm sorry I ever got myself into this mess."
He kissed her forehead and was tempted to have sex again, but swung his legs out of bed instead. If he had to be perfectly honest with Sabrina, this "mess" was renewing his energy: it gave him something to do, a problem to solve, a sense of purpose. He hadn't really realized it as those things had slipped quietly away and out of his life, but he missed being needed for something.  
"I'm going to think of something," he said, standing up. 
He looked back at her and she looked at him quizzically. "You're not going to do anything illegal, are you?" 
"No. I'm going to take a shower. I do all my best thinking there."
And he did, until she let herself in there five minutes later, stared at him with her eyes filled with adoration, and then fell to her knees to give him a blowjob.






  
  Chapter thirteen

Sabrina stared at the object in her open palm. 
"Are you serious?" she stammered, lifting it a little. Then she squinted at it skeptically. "I don't believe it."
Graham shrugged. He plucked the object from her hand and attached it to her favorite black purse, just where a heavy decorative button was pressed into the straps. "Just put it right here," Graham told her. "And then make sure you have yourself in the shot. The audio will come from your phone."
Sabrina shook her head and looked worried. She was leaning on one elbow on the bed now, her feet on the floor. "I don't know, baby," she said, after a few moments. She pushed herself to a seated position. "Is this even legal?"
Graham smiled at her patiently. "Sabrina. Are you serious?"
"What?" she asked rhetorically. "I mean... I don't want to -"
"This man," Graham began, getting suddenly very impatient. "This man took photos of you without your permission, Sabrina. And then basically tried to blackmail you with them. And what he's doing is illegal."
"Is it?" Sabrina asked, looking uncertain. 
"Prostitution? Blackmail with revenge... I don't know, revenge porn?" Graham asked. 
Sabrina grimaced. "The thing is, I mean... I did take the money, and I... aren't we kind of doing the same thing?"
"Sabrina," Graham said sternly. "Do not tell me you're going soft on this guy now." He arranged the purse in a way that he thought would likely capture the bed scene. In truth, everything they were doing was, effectively, illegal - from him "borrowing" the camera from some unclaimed, limbo-bound equipment used by their contracted investigators at work, to Sabrina basically prostituting herself, to the blackmail he intended to use.
But he was certain that if they could just get it all on tape - or give the illusion that they had - Sebastian Grant would be between a rock and a hard place with his own games. 
At any rate, they were only trying to get Sabrina out of her predicament - not extort money or make Sebastian Grant do anything. 
He went over to her, kneeling on the floor. "All you have to do," he told her quietly, "is make sure that you get this in the right position. And then enjoy yourself with this Darius guy. I will do everything else." He looked at her. "Are you still okay with actually doing it?"
Sabrina blushed and buried her eyes in her own lap, fingers clasped together. She nodded. Then she looked up at the purse again. 
Her mysterious quivering smile flitted around, and then she shifted her eyes to Graham. "How do I know how to put it in the right spot?" she asked him. "I don't have any idea with that." 
"Well," Graham said, rising to his feet while pushing her backward and onto the bed. "There really isn't any way to be sure... except to practice a few times." 
"I'm serious, honey, I..." Sabrina laughed as she fell backward, but she started swatting at him. "Graham, this is serious -"
"Yes," he said, unzipping his pants. "That's why we have to practice."
"I don't think I can do this," Sabrina said quietly. "I don't think I can... lie... this well...."
He spun her onto her stomach in a sudden pique. She was surprised by that, but let him roll her and yank off her panties, straddling her with his legs spread apart over her body. He kneaded her ass and pushed on her back when she struggled - weakly - to try and get up. 
"You've been... slightly stretching the truth to me, all along, Sabrina," he growled, gripping her luscious buttock in one hand. "So you had better figure out how to do it for someone else."
"That was... different..."
"Yeah? How?" 
She looked back at him, over her shoulder, concern forming in her features. But also playfulness, and mischief. "I didn't actually tell you a lie," she began. "I -"
"Then don't tell him a lie," he said, his fingers creeping down to the center of her legs. "Just lie to him using your pussy. Feed his obsession." Graham lifted her by the hips and arranged her, and she gave him a stunned smile over her shoulder. 
"That's the way," Graham told her, sliding his cock through the slippery juices of her cunt, just before shoving himself inside. Sabrina gasped. "Give him a real show, Sabrina. And then he won't even be in his right mind, let alone able to figure this out." 
His cock enclosed in her very wet, hot pussy, he left his instructions at that - he was sure they would have to practice a few more times. He started to fuck her, and Sabrina played along after a bit. She really threw herself into the acting after he told her to pretend Sebastian was right there, telling her what to do. 
She put her hand to her ass and slipped her fingers inside. He convulsed with a near-orgasm. Hanging over her, holding her hips, he groaned. "Sabrina, sweetie," he panted, staring at her fingers fucking her own ass. His cock convulsed. "You have to... I'm going to come. What are you...?"
She whipped her head around and smiled at him. "I want you to do it to me first," she told him. "I don't want to worry about it the whole time." 
When he stared at her, open-mouthed, she bumped her ass against his pelvis. 
"Sabrina..." he began. 
She edged her hips away from him, stretching out in a contorted yoga position to pull her sheathe of flesh off his cock. Her head was turned back at him, her lips smiling and open. He glanced down to see the great miracle of his cock distended and hard, pointing directly in front of him. Her hand was still resting on her right buttock, fingers pointed toward her ass. She moved her pointer and middle fingers slowly, massaging her own interior.
"I want you to do it," she purred. "Break me in."
He shuddered, wondering if Sabrina knew how those words felt like a fist had punched into his lower abdomen and squeezed so hard that he felt like he would come if he so much as touched his cock. He panted, gathering his resolve, carving out a space in his head to try and prevent the tidal wave of orgasmic release building up inside him.   
He was trembling, and he felt a grimace on his face as he reached out and took the wrist of her right hand in his fingers. She pumped her ass with them as he pulled gently on her wrist to extract her fingers. Her hole was stretched into a small and trembling gape, closing with each movement of her body as she writhed in front of him.
"Darius spit in my ass," she whispered, when he hesitated. He was trying to quash the surge of near-orgasmic lust this was giving him, and his cock bobbed with a violent spasm. Precum was beading up at the tip of his dick, more like a slow trickle than anything, and he used his left hand to smear it around. 
"Did you like that?" he said, his voice jittery with effort. His eyes were fixed on her small ring, glistening and stretched - but hardly enough to accommodate a cock, even an average one like his own.
He drew some of Sabrina's flowing pussy juices up to her anus, dipped his finger in to push it inside. The inside of her ass was hotter than her pussy, tighter and surprisingly silken. She mewled but pushed back toward him and opened her mouth in appealing expression of sexual shock. 
The image of a black man looking down at this sight before spitting into his wife's back hole tried, again and again, to rise up into his vision. He suppressed it with difficulty, and at last shifted his eyes to Sabrina to do one final check.
"You're sure?" he asked her. 
Sabrina bumped against him, her hips moving back and forth in micro movements, drawing him to her ass again. "I want you to break me in," she repeated. 
Her mouth was visible in the upper edges of his vision when he pressed the tip of his cock to her hole. Her mouth fell open in stages that mirrored the way her anus resisted, and then stretched, and then resisted again before falling open and letting him slide in smoothly. 
The tight ring of her hole rolled down his cock, followed by the heated expanse of super-smooth flesh deep inside her. Sabrina's mouth was open and her gaze had turned inward. She seemed shocked as she lifted her glassy eyes to his. His balls made contact with her juicy pussy when he was fully encased. Sabrina squirmed, and he nearly came from that motion alone. 
"I want you to come," he told her, shaking with the effort of controlling himself. 
Sabrina took a moment to respond to this. And then she dropped from her arms to her chest. The shift in her weight made Graham's eyes roll back in his head. He felt her fingers brushing his balls as she slid them into her pussy. Juices clicked and spurted, and rolled down to coat his balls, as she played with herself.
Within seconds - and Graham was grateful for this - she was panting, moving her fingers quickly, and her body was squeezing him in all different directions. 
"Fuck me," she panted. "Fuck me full...oh, I'm about to come..."
He started to saw into her ass just as her orgasm seized her. She squealed and turned her face to the pillows, and her ass squeezed hard around him. He watched his shaft sliding in and out of her, and then threw his head back as he came. Violently, no sound escaping his chest, a vague sensation of his heart exploding as his cum turned her hot ass into a boiling cauldron of cum.
"Oh.." Sabrina finally said, as he panted, looking down, still on his knees, his cock still inside her. "…my ...God." She made no move to get away from him. Her interior spasmed and shook with aftershocks, making Graham shudder a few times. 
She was the one who pushed up, forcing him back, making him rest on his calves in a dangerous position that threatened to tip them both off the bed. He put a foot down so that he didn't have to make her stop what she was doing: she leaned against his chest and lifted her arms and beneath them at the elbows to reach for and cradle his shoulders and head toward her. He moved his hands up to fondle her breasts. Heads twisted, they kissed.
"Do you like that?" he whispered. 
Sabrina's flirting smile. Her hips shimmied against his pelvis, moving his cock, making him feel, miraculously, like he could come back to life again. She nodded.
"Really?" 
"Mmm," she purred. 
It was definitely not acting.






  
  Chapter fourteen

"I'm ready," Sabrina repeated, smiling. She squirmed on the passenger seat to stimulate herself a little. After deliberation - and some practice - she had decided that she wanted to wear the butt plug Sebastian had sent her. She was more than ready: she was already so hot that her pussy was dripping into her panties. 
She leaned over to kiss Graham, who was staring at her with such carnal lust that she wasn't certain if she'd make it out the door of the car without him trying again. It was the sexiest Graham had ever been, and she still couldn't understand the forces at work with that. She wanted to get fucked by Darius. The same craving that had led her to do it in the first place was there - but now it was amplified by Graham's interest in it.
She had loved the anal sex. She didn't know why: who could ever say why they liked things? She had to take her orgasm into her own hands with it, and it made her sore and it even hurt quite a bit at the very beginning - but she loved having her ass full, she loved the feel of cum filling it up. She loved the butt plug inside her now, pushing against her sore, tender insides. 
Her pussy was sore, her ass was sore, and now she was going to get fucked again. Probably humiliated, definitely bossed around. Her entire body tingled with the anticipation of it - but also the newfound closeness she and Graham had. She realized during their marathon romps that the thing she really craved was Graham's attention, Graham's obsession: everything else was secondary. 
Somehow, by stepping out of bounds, she had redrawn them and mended their fraying relationship. Now she could have her cake and eat it, too.
If she was honest, she no longer gave a shit about Sebastian Grant. She still wanted Darius's black cock, but that wasn't an obsession: any black guy would do. Still, she had to go through with it, just to secure her liberty from Sebastian's "threats." It gave her a perverse pleasure to play the game in her mind of being "forced" to do something, when in reality she was already free of Sebastian Grant. Because she was closer to Graham. 
She stepped out of the car and adjusted her skirt. Graham was watching her. Inside her ass, the butt plug pressed against her delicate flesh and made her mewl quietly. She took a few steps, circling back to the car. Graham was smiling: he knew what she was going to say before she said it. "I can hardly walk," she whispered. 
Implication: after this, I may not actually be able to. 
She could see Graham's cock burgeoning to life. She lifted her purse out and double checked everything. "Okay," she said, feeling the nervous excitement of cloak-and-dagger in her chest for maybe the first time in her life. Maybe some of the things she'd done - fucking that guy in the stairwell came to mind - had been dangerous enough to thrill her like this.
But this was wild, and it hadn't even begun in earnest.
She walked around the car and leaned in to give Graham a kiss. 
"Remember," he said. "Lemony squeezy."
This was their safe word, she was to use it if things got too out of control. She laughed and kissed him. "I won't need it," she said. 
She was confident that she wouldn't. It was a strange brew of a situation, and she could hardly believe how it had all come together. Over long talks with Graham she'd confessed her own desires that she didn't know the exact contours of: to be fucked, to be manhandled, to be used. To get fucked by a black cock. To not be the one in control.
And Graham had told her his: to see her in control, to hear her stories rather than be there because he liked how men were with her when he wasn't there. Also to see her fucked by a huge black cock. 
And now, they were about to get the best of all these worlds. Everyone would be a winner - even, in some weird way, Sebastian Grant. Although he would probably need to find a new partner after all of this. 
She walked down the ramp from the parking garage and out to the street. The butt plug reminded her with each step of the wild pleasure she'd had, and was about to have. It was hard to concentrate on walking, every step making her wetter. 
She turned the corner and went three-quarters of the way around the block to enter in the front door of the hotel where Sebastian had asked her to come. Ready to play. Ready to obey. 
Ready to take it in the ass from Darius.


      ***"Where's Darius?" she asked, disappointed that her hands were shaking as she walked, awkwardly, toward the small table where she intended to set the purse. 
In her mind, setting all of this up had been as easy as practicing it: in a series of fluid movements she would call her husband and drop it into the bag, position the bag in a place where the camera would get the bed. A microphone/earbud connected to her phone would need to be extracted from her lingerie at the right moment, and planted somewhere where it would pick up the audio. 
When she practiced with Graham, all went smoothly. In the presence of Sebastian Grant, though, she got the jitters. 
But she supposed that if Sebastian was still under the impression that she was here slightly under duress, that would look natural. Lying in bed on their stomachs, she and Graham had texted him together, crafting a fun, sexy story just before fucking again. Leading Sebastian on, telling him she really wanted to get out of this relationship, she would do what he wanted one last time and then that had to be it. 
Graham had assured her that a man like Sebastian would never keep the promise he had made - to let her stop. And so he had been the one typing, making her plead with Sebastian before finally relenting to his admittedly very sexy promises. 
And now she was here.
Sebastian watched her as she arranged her bag and then turned to him, truthfully nervous and distracted. She fingered the deep, plunging collar of her blouse, shifted her hips and felt her thighs glide against each other in her juices. Sebastian was rising from his chair, staring at her with his demonical obsession, a drink in his hand. 
He sipped it. "He'll be here shortly," he told her smoothly, turning toward the expansive bar in the room. It was a suite on the same floor in the same hotel she'd met him in first, with the tall windows and expansive ceiling, the loft-like feel to it. One thing was for certain: Sebastian Grant's money was very real. 
He poured her a drink - making a martini, dirty like she liked it, as if he's been studying Jimmy the Cajun bartender extensively. It went into a glass with no stem, with several olives, and he brought it to her without saying anything. His eyes went up and down her body lasciviously as he put the drink in her hand. "I'm very pleased with you, Sabrina, for coming here." 
She sipped the drink. Her cheeks were flaring up, but she wasn't certain what emotion had set fire to them.
"Are you nervous?"
"A little bit."
He moved toward the small table and set his drink down, and as he did, she had a flight of panic that he would set it in the way of the purse. He didn't, but he took her drink next and set it dangerously close to the purse. She didn't know what she'd do if he blocked the view: she'd have to get creative. It was too much to think about. Her heart was racing: it was insanely dangerous, and fun. 
"Did you wear my gifts?"
She was intimidated by Sebastian Grant, she realized. Easily cowed by his dominant personality: but there was an attraction in that. It was sinking its hooks into her now, making her turn to liquid inside her skin. A flush burned across her neck. She reached to touch the dampness as she tried to smile. "One of them," she said. 
His facial features were unmoved, but something glinted in his eye and his head tilted the merest degree. "Which one?" 
She inhaled and opened her mouth, but he stepped toward her and pressed a finger to her lips. "Show me."
For a moment she must have looked forlorn, because he took her elbow and spun her toward the table where the drinks and her purse were located. He pushed her toward it with the message clear: she was to bend over. She did, a pleasing humiliation washing over her. Sebastian reached for his drink and his hand disappeared behind her. She heard him sip. "Show me."
She looked back at him, and got only his obsessive stare, so she used a hand to lift one side of her skirt, and then the other, up to her hips. Beneath the skirt her ass was framed by the lacy thong of a new pair of underwear Graham had bought her - not Sebastian's, because those had been ripped. Matching thigh-highs with the same black lace covered her legs to mid-thigh, and the thong was nestled between her butt cheeks. They were very clearly not the underwear Sebastian had left for her.
He made no note of this. 
"Pull them down. Down to your thighs." As she complied, he made a grunt of approval. "Stop there," he said. 
She looked over her shoulder to see him sipping his drink, staring at her ass and the butt plug embedded in it. 
His other hand hung limply at his side and it took her by surprise when he lifted it and touched the jeweled center of the plug. She was too shocked to react so she looked forward and out the windows as he pushed very gently on it in all directions, tipping the plug up and down, side-to-side. Each movement pressed into her tender and sore flesh, and she mewled. 
She felt him tugging gently at it. She whipped her head, alarmed, and he pushed it back in. He fucked her - barely - a few times. A sticky wet sound came from between her legs. 
"You're so wet," he said. His eyes snapped up to hers and he dropped his hand. "I told you I wouldn't fuck you, Sabrina."
She had no idea what to say to that for a moment - after all, hadn't he just done that? In a way?
She started to turn around but he gave her a sharp look. Sipped his drink. "Stay like that."
She did, and a long silence ensued, with Sebastian staring at her bent-over, plugged ass, her panties halfway down her thighs, and only the sound of his ice clinking. 
"Have you ever been fucked in the ass? Tell me the truth."
Sabrina shook her head. "No," she said quietly. 
"Is that why you're nervous?"
She nodded. 
Another long pause, then Sebastian extended his hand and placed it on her bottom. He began to massage her ass cheek, and she wondered what to do - was this within the rules? She had been so certain that Sebastian wouldn't touch her, but that seemed insane now. 
"I was very disappointed in you the other day, Sabrina."
He was sweeping her buttocks now with his very smooth hand. A gentle caress, an energy beneath his soft skin that was making the plug in her ass radiate a kind of humiliating, sexy ache that was different than all of the many, different desires she'd felt in her adventures with Sebastian Grant. 
She heard the slap before she felt it. Then she heard her own yelp, and was surprised that she didn't respond, at all, with any movement or protestation. He was spanking her: the sting of it was white-hot and made her eyes water, and the yelp that left her mouth was real. She couldn't have stopped it. 
One more, another jump. Sebastian then placed his palm over the burning marks where he had spanked her and worked the burn deep into her tissues. Her mouth hung open in shock. 
Her pussy, already sore and swollen, seemed to double in its arousal: she felt liquid streaming down her thighs, and a strange convulsion in her ass made her shiver.
She thought next of Graham: what would he think of that? He could hear things but not see them yet: the camera was not relaying the images to him like her phone. She tipped her head toward her bosom, where the microphone was embedded in her bra. "Mmm," she breathed theatrically.
Sebastian was making her skin itch painfully by working the sting of his spanking into it.
She didn't have any idea what would happen next, but the sound of a knock - rhythmic, nothing that Graham would ever do - made Sebastian murmur: "There he is now. Stay like that."
When she heard that Sebastian was closer to the door than to her, she let her chin fall toward her bra and whispered: "It's fine. I love you." Then she looked behind her, verified that Sebastian was opening the door, and slipped the bud out and set it near her purse.
How would she describe to Graham what it felt like to look over her shoulder and see Darius coming in the door? With her ass bared and stained red by a spanking? These were all things that Graham couldn't, or wouldn't, do for her. Things so opposite to what had always turned her on before. 
"Sabrina has been a little bit naughty," Sebastian said, picking up his own glass while sliding his hand on Sabrina's rear. He walked back toward the seat he had been in originally, to take up his position. Sabrina lifted her eyes to look at Darius. 
His eyes were on her ass, and the humiliation of what he must be seeing washed freshly over Sabrina. A liquid, sexual heat traveled through every part of her body and between her legs, even more tangy-scented juices began to flow. 
"So what you want, baby?" Darius said, approaching closer. 
Sabrina's mind - and eyes - went instinctively to the bulge in his pants. His reaction was immediate: a self-satisfied chuckle, a step closer. "She wants some big, black, cock," Darius said, unbuttoning his dress shirt with a grin. He shrugged it away and tossed it to the side. Sabrina's eyes briefly ran over his carved pectorals: she hadn't gotten much of a look at him in their previous interaction. 
But her eyes - like her thoughts - didn't linger long on any of Darius's commendably handsome features. They were dragged back to what was evident beneath his pants, and his fingers unthreading a belt from the loops on his dressy suit pants. 
He grinned when he saw where she was looking. Then he touched the jeweled tip of the butt plug, making Sabrina shiver. Darius watched her reaction, his grin remaining but transforming: he was no longer merely amused. His eyes were growing hungrier. He brushed over her ass as he pulled his hand away to free himself from the remainder of his clothing. 
Sabrina started to turn toward him, but he reached out for her cheek and pushed her face back to facing forward - gently, grinning. "Don't worry, baby. We gonna take a lot of time, you're gonna get what you want. just bend over for now and let me play with that pussy and ass."
Sabrina obeyed, and Darius rubbed his hands over ass the same way Sebastian had, growling softly. "What'd you get a spanking for, baby? Hmm?" But he didn't care about the answer. His hands went over her ass, igniting the burn of the spanking, and then straight between her legs. She felt his cock brush over the rounded apex of her bent-over ass as he leaned in closer. One hand traced her spine, while the other slipped indelicately into the folds of her pussy. "You're so wet, you little slut. That the black cock making you drip like that?" 
It was so many things, but Sabrina was content to let him believe it was his cock only. A lot of it was. She couldn't see it, but she pictured it. Her mouth was watering for it, the back of her throat ready to feel it. Thinking about getting on her knees to suck it made her pussy clench and nibble at the tips of Darius's exploring fingers. When she heard a murmur of pleasure from him, it only made her pussy wetter. 
"You want some cock in that pussy, baby? Hmm? I bet if I fuck that little pussy you gonna come in a few seconds." 
"Make her come. And then make her suck your cock." 
Sabrina wanted that, very much, and her pussy told Darius everything he needed to know. But she wanted to get herself somewhere that Graham could see for himself what had happened. She looked over her shoulder again and tried to push herself up at the same time. 
Darius gently blocked her from rising up. "Nah, baby, I'm going to fuck that pussy right here, just like this, with these panties like they are. I like that. And you gonna take it and come all over my cock, just like Mr. Grant told you to. Aren't you?" 
He was nudging her legs open, pushing on the small of her back, so she relented, letting him manipulate her into position. 
He was tall, so he had to crouch slightly to line his cock up with her pussy. He moved the crown in her slippery folds a few times, making her mewl. And then he shoved himself in, gliding through her swollen, dripping flesh with ease. 
But with the butt plug in her ass, she felt filled up completely. His dick and the object in her ass ground the membrane between them and made her gasp. She felt his balls swing into her mound as the stretching subsided. A full soreness enveloped her pussy and ass, and she spread her fingers wide with her mouth open, somewhat in shock from the intensity of the lust that overcame her. 
"Oh my.." she intoned, but she couldn't even believe she was the one speaking.
But then, Darius straightened his legs. Her hips shifted with him, and the pressure of his cock cut upwards towards the butt plug in her ass. squeezing against it. The force pulled her whole body up, and she had to balance on the tips of her heeled shoes. The impaling force in her cunt was lifting her up. A foot lost traction and slipped, making her slide forward. Darius grasped her by both hips and righted her, without bending his knees again. 
Sabrina let out a howl and her chest collapsed on the table. 
"That's it baby, you just take it," Darius chuckled. 
And then, using her hips as handlebars, he started to push and pull her like a fuck toy.
It didn't take long for her to come: his cock, tilted upward as it was, as huge as it was, pressed hard on the root of her clit and her g-spot. The sounds of his thrusts crinkled with a sloppy stickiness and she tipped her head forward when she came to squeal into the surface of the table. 
Darius put a hand to her neck and held her there while slipping a hand to the butt plug's jeweled end and rolling the implement around inside of her. Her mouth fell open and her legs began to shake uncontrollably as the plug probed her interior, squeezing against his cock, back against her tailbone, igniting shudders of overstimulation that made her gasp. Saliva had pooled under her lips by the time he began to slowly fuck her at the same time, and she sank her cheek into it as she collapsed fully on the table. 
She mewled and whimpered, absorbing the painful pleasure. 
"Now suck his cock, Sabrina. Clean it up, swallow his load. Be a good girl."
Darius's cock slithered out of her and a wet spurt came from her pussy. She was still shaking as she pushed herself up to standing, unable to make her mouth form any particular expression. 
"Take off that shirt, girl," Darius told her, running his hands up to her blouse and pushing the material out of her hiked-up skirt. She shimmied to make her panties fall to the floor, and the plug in her ass treated her to another round of tenderness. Darius lifted the blouse up and she cooperated, lifting her arms. His huge hands went to her breasts and his lips to her neck, just beneath her right ear. 
"That's it, you a fine bitch, Sabrina. You gonna do a good job sucking my cock? Hmm?"
She nodded, breathlessly, and mewled when he twisted her right nipple. 
But she wanted to control the scene now, to make sure Graham got the view he deserved. She wriggled from his grasp, twisted away seductively, and climbed onto the bed. Sebastian looked as if he might protest, but Sabrina got on all fours and stretched out coquettishly before looking back at him. His view was of her ass, her stockings, and her feet still twisting in her high heels. 
He met her eyes, and she smiled for him. 
He wasn't going to object to that view, and Darius looked amused. "Baby I like it when you get on your knees and look up at me," he said. 
Sabrina stretched and displayed herself a little more. Her goal - to draw Darius closer toward the bed and into the view of the camera, was working. She played silly and slutty, waggling her ass and giggling, until he was closer to where she wanted him. His huge cock, stiff in front of him, throbbed with a hunger that eroded his wary amusement at her antics. At first he laughed cautiously, said, "come on now," and then went silent.
She crawled toward him, spun her legs around to touch the floor, and reached for his cock. Until her fingers closed around his veined, rock-hard member, she had been planning to coyly pull him toward her and then get to her knees. But once she felt the throb of his blood and the thickness of his shaft, her attention went to his cock. 
She slithered down to the floor, staring at it in a kind of trance. Her mouth watered, she got up on her knees. The camera was temporarily forgotten.
Darius peeled her fingers from his dick and tossed her hand away with a dismissive flick. "Just your mouth, girl," he told her. "Look up here."
He guided his cock from then on. Sabrina's hands floated uselessly to her side and she looked up at him: his dark eyes, slightly snarled smile, and unremarkable face beamed down a dominant energy that hypnotized her. Her ass squeezed on the plug, her pussy welled up with fresh juices. She opened her mouth.
The crown of his cock was a bulbous, gnarly head, and a bubble of cream obscured the eye. She could smell the scent of her pussy, still wetly clinging to the shaft, as he traced the crown over her lips. She flicked her tongue at the bead of precum and flicked it back into her mouth: the extreme bitterness pleased her. She had acquired a taste for it, though she liked it best at the back of her throat. She opened wide, expecting him to allow her to take him all in as she moved her mouth forward to do just that.
"Nah, lick it all over first," he said. 
She smiled and tilted her head, keeping eye contact as she ran her tongue along the shaft. She was rewarded with a pulse in his cock, a jump that made it brush against her lips and nose. 
"Get them balls, too, lick all that pussy off of them."
She started to comply, twisting her head and nibbling up the taut ball sacs to pull them into her mouth. Darius tapped her on the forehead. "Look up here, baby, while you do that."
She strained to comply, and had to fall to the ground between her legs to really look up at him. The position, along with the glare of his hungry eyes, ground her into a role of submission she hadn't been in for a long time. She mewled. Darius lifted his cock and let it fall with a wet slap to her forehead. 
She blinked, reflexively. "Get those balls in your mouth, honey," Darius said, lifting his cock again. He watched as it slapped on her forehead. Her nostrils flared as she sucked as much of his balls as she could into her mouth. 
Her hand went up instinctively - she hadn't even noticed it, herself - and Darius swatted it away. "Grab your heels, you need something to hold onto. I just want your mouth going to work on it baby. That's it, get it all cleaned up." 
Sabrina had forgotten all about Sebastian, and all about her husband, but as she obeyed Darius she recalled that she was being watched from both sides of this submissive blowjob.
"That's good, that's good, lick it to the tip, now... that's it, now you gotta open that mouth and take it all the way. You think you can do that for me, baby? Hmm? Hold them heels, tilt your head, I'm gonna put my hand back here and just fuck this load right into your throat. Can you do that, you little slut?"
He was already stepping toward her, over her, planting a foot on either side of her body and sort of squeezing her legs together with his feet to push up to a different position. His hand went to the back of her head and he steered his cock to her mouth.
He pulled gently on the back of her head to tip her head up, and then cradled her skull in his hand as he fed his cock into her open mouth.
Sabrina felt his dick pass over the gag reflex at the back of her mouth and she made a sound. He slowed and retreated, only slightly, his eyes burning into hers. "You gotta take it, baby. Open up." 
The second time, her throat closed around his dick and her stomach lurched a little, but soon he was filling her throat and closing off the air to her lungs, and deeper in her throat than anyone had ever been before. Her eyes watered, causing him to grin a little. His hand pushed her head the last inches to press his pelvis against her chin and face. Very wiry pubic hairs grazed her nostrils, and she gagged again. This time her throat closed around his cock and he sucked air in through his teeth. 
"That's all right, baby, you wanna gag, gag all you want. That feels good. Yeah, massage that. I'm gonna start fuckin' you now. You just gonna look up here and take it, whatever I give to you."
He started slow, and moved his hips to face-fuck her. Sabrina's eyes watered up and tears spilled out of the corners, tracking kohl down her cheeks to her ears. Her haw ached and her throat welled up with saliva that made a cacking sound as he started to withdraw further and push deeper, punching at the back of her throat. 
And then he just held her head and started fucking her, hard. It was no longer possible to keep her eyes open, only to close them and keep her mouth open as his cock sawed in and out of her throat. 
When he came, he pressed her so firmly to his pelvis she couldn't breathe or see. She felt the hot gush of cum deep in the back of her throat, running immediately to her esophagus, the saltiness rising at the back of her throat. 
He slid out as the final spurts were still gushing, and they filled her mouth, then splayed over her lips and her chin as he withdrew. With two fingers he moved his cock - still hard - so that the cum dribbled and splattered all over the lower half of her face. 
His hand was still in her hair. He was looking down at her now with the narrowed eyes and grimace of a man who had not quite had his fill but was fascinated with what he'd done. "You a mess now, baby. Just sit there like that... let me look at that."
He was lazily stroking his dick, staring at her face. He moved a piece of hair clinging to the cum on her cheek and played with the saliva and cum on her lips. She sucked on his thumb when he stroked her lower lip and distorted it. 
"This your first time taking it in the ass?" he asked her, almost tenderly. 
Sabrina nodded, wide-eyed. Her gaze fell to his cock, and she was freshly intimidated by its size. 
"Get up on that bed, baby, you turned on from sucking that dick?"
Sabrina nodded, shaking as she pushed herself up and sat on the edge of the bed. She looked to Sebastian, who was staring at her, drawing a finger under his lower lip. He gave no indication of where on the bed she was to go. 
"Lay down there, spread those legs open, honey. Nah, nah, on your back. Yeah."
Sabrina obeyed, confused, and he climbed on after her and positioned himself between her spread legs. Then he reached for some pillows - there was an abundance on the bed - and stuffed them behind her head, one by one, until her head and upper torso were tilted sharply to look down at her body. 
Darius then seized her ankles, one by one, admiring her heels before pushing her legs up and open, then down, so she was to bend her knees. A bit like the happy baby yoga pose.
He guided her hands to the underside of each thigh. "Hold them open like that."
Another pillow went under her tailbone, tilting her ass up, and then Darius started to fuck her with the butt plug while using his thumb to finger her clit. Her juices poured down to the plug and coated it, lubricating it. Sabrina watched, because she knew that he had piled the pillows this way for that reason. 
"That's it. Yeah, we gonna do this like this... mmm, you gettin' close, huh?" Darius slowed his rhythmic massage of her clit just as her orgasm started to peak. "Nah, you gonna come with my cock in your ass." 
He stopped playing with her clit and she howled. He tugged on the butt plug and started to slide it from inside her. She mewled when it left her, wriggling with her hands on her thighs, kicking her heels out in protest. 
"Don't worry, you gonna have a big cock in there soon..." Darius told her, his fingers plunging into her pussy unexpectedly. He curled them upward toward her clit and her left leg jerked as she gasped. He grinned and removed his hand, drawing his fingers against the root of her clit as he did and making her toss her head in agonized pleasure. 
Then he started finger fucking her, stuffing the dripping pussy juices into her anus with his fingers - first one, then two, and after some resistance, a third. 
"Mmm, that ass is hot, baby. Feels real good. You gonna be just fine. That's how you do it, yeah, just like that... I'm gonna fuck you full of cum, but first you gonna come for me. You ready?"
She mewled and nodded, twisting her hips. 
"Yeah?" He slid his fingers from her ass and reached for her jaw with the soaked, pussy-scented mess on them. Taking her chin and lower lip with his middle finger and thumb, while inserting the pointer into her mouth, he turned her head toward Sebastian. 
"He gonna watch your face, baby, while I break you in. You got that?" 
Sabrina made a noise and nodded weakly.
"Close your mouth on that finger baby, taste your ass, show me you understand what you gonna do."
She closed her lips on Darius's finger, the metallic tang of her pussy and ass filling her nostrils. Darius let her suck on him a while, while she looked at Sebastian. "Now open up honey... yeah..." Darius fucked her mouth with his fingers, urging her to keep her mouth hanging open. Saliva pooled at the left corner and she let it drip, letting Darius use her like a fuck toy. 
"Keep looking over here, Sabrina," Sebastian said, shifting position in the chair. His eyes were keenly, hawkishly fixated on hers. 
When Darius abandoned her mouth, she brought her own fingers to her lips and sucked on them, smiling impishly at Sebastian. She kept her legs in position and felt Darius guiding his fat prick to her hole. There was a filthy spurt before it was plugged by the tip of his cock, and her anus - stretched by his fingers - sucked at the hard flesh. Her pussy juices were running down to her ass, trickling to her crack. 
When Darius pushed into her ass, her eyes went wide as the shocking size of his dick registered. A sound that almost sounded like the breaking of a rind alarmed her, and for a moment there was a stretching, searing pain. Her mouth fell open and she rolled her head to look down at the beast entering her ass, needing to see it to believe it was real. 
But her body accommodated him quickly - she had already learned, from her experience with her husband, and she pushed out to loosen her grip on the cock sliding inside her. Inch by inch it disappeared, and she rolled her head over to look at Sebastian when Darius's balls oozed into her ass crack and his cock was fully inside her. 
"Mmm," Darius remarked. "She takin' it real good."
He leaned into her body and started fucking her. Her hand slipped from its grip on her right thigh and her legs began to bounce loosely with Darius thrusts. He shimmied an arm between their bodies and his fingers greedily grabbed at the swollen parts of her pussy, finding her clit to stroke it as he sawed at ass.
She was unaware of her own voice until it was strident: she was whinnying like a horse as she approached her climax. Darius grinned and drove himself deep inside her when she came, and her ass clenched around him, squeezing his cock. Her pussy exploded with juices, and she lifted her head to look down between their bodies. She watched as he continued hammering at her for a long time, making her pussy and ass sore with too much stimulation. Her legs shook and she squirmed, moaning. 
Darius seized her hair and tipped her head back, pushing pillows aside. "Open your mouth," he grunted, still fucking her. She did, wide, and expected it when he gathered a large glob of spit and let it fall into her waiting throat. 
She grinned up at him, and was pleased that this seemed to send him over the edge. He slammed three times against her ass so hard that it sounded like the crack of a whip, and then drove in deep as the hot liquid of his second load of cum seeped deep into her body.
She rolled her head to look over at her purse - the portal to her husband's gaze - as Darius thrust his final spurts inside her. 
Then lazily back to look at Sebastian: not because he was a man whose gaze she thirsted for, but because she had freed herself from that desire.






  
  Chapter fifteen
Epilogue


In the end, there was no storybook finale to Sabrina's adventures with Sebastian Grant. 
Sebastian and Darius left in much the way they had left the first time. Sabrina pondered the money left on the nightstand, but in the end concluded that she had earned it, and kept it. 
She would not, after all, take any more real business from him. Not the she expected him to come knocking.
She feigned sleep like their first adventure, and then promptly sat up to say "Lemony squeezy" loudly in the empty suite once she was sure they had left her behind. She got up and retrieved her phone from her purse to clarify to Graham that he should come to room 2119, because Sebastian and Darius were gone. 
Then she wrapped herself in a sheet and waited, opening the door for her husband. He was there in ten minutes, breathless, worried, looking harried. He said something about parking. She tousled his hair and grinned at him. She lured him in by turning, letting the sheet fall away from her body, and laying out beautifully for him on the bed. 
Sabrina knew that surely the huge windows of the building were coated with reflective glass, but she enjoyed imagining that someone out there in the financial district, staying late, had seen the whole affair unfold. That there was someone watching, mystified, who had seen her perform like a whore for a black man while being watched by an old white guy. 
And then stretch out on the bed naked with another, clothed, white guy and a computer, eyes glued to the screen for a full hour. The second white guy slowly shedding his clothes, turning toward her. Rolling her onto her back and moving down the length of her body until he spread her legs apart and buried his face between them. And then fucking her, missionary style, after making her come with his tongue lapping at the greasy, sodden mess of her engorged pussy. She screamed so loudly when he fucked her afterward - slowly and until she came again, that the front desk called to relay a complaint and to check on her well-being. 
They napped, they daringly ordered room service and charged it to the room, they made love again, and then they left in the blue hours of the early morning like two teenagers dine-and-dashing. Sabrina was so sore, she even had to walk gingerly, and Graham helped her get into the car. She had to call in sick to work - to Alicia, who was unamused. 
Sebastian contacted her with a simple text nearly a week later.

I want to see you again



As they had agreed, she turned the communications over to Graham, who sent a simple message from his own phone:

It's over. My wife recorded your last interaction. This is her husband. Do not contact her again.  



He attached a short clip of the video. Nothing more. 
"Now what?" Sabrina had asked Graham, staring at the sent message. Sebastian, naturally, delivered no read receipts. 
He never responded. 
But she hadn't really been asking about Sebastian Grant, whom she would not see again privately. (She would see him again in a few months, once, across the room in a corner with his animal gaze, but he wouldn't acknowledge her, and nothing ever came of it. She came to feel sorry for him, but it only took remembering that he was willing to blackmail her into a true infidelity with her husband, to make her pity evaporate). 
What she had meant by that question was: now what, for us?
They were sitting on the edge of the bed when she said it. Sabrina was almost violently aroused by what Graham had just done: the perfect, erotic contours of a dark and twisted rescue of a damsel in distress. Her heart beat wildly in her heart, and her lips made their flirty, half shapes of mystery as she looked into the eyes of the man she really loved. 
She was ecstatic when he seized the back of her head and kissed her. It was a kiss of lust, sure, and between her legs her pussy responded with its own desires. 
But it was also a kiss of romantic love, of passion and completeness.
Marriage, she decided, was a complicated story, one that never ceased changing. Any one person is just a collections of stories: the ones they tell themselves, the ones they tell other people, the ones they want to be true, and those that other people tell because they want them to be true about the other person. 
Every interaction with someone else is a story of its own kind, a collaboration, even if it's wordless. 
Sexual desire, the story most closely guarded and fabricated, protected and exposed in any human heart, had always seemed to Sabrina like some kind of bedrock.
But this experience had taught her that even bedrock rests on tectonic plates.
Sabrina had wanted new things in her sexual adventures. Graham had wanted new things as well. Like all desires, these things weren't obvious to either of them at first. 
Like whatever it was that drove Sebastian Grant to want what he wanted from Sabrina, maybe it was impossible to lay it all out, line by line, as a clear set of rules or a coherent narrative. So much of sex is built on the shadowy, feral parts of our minds and hearts, it's a story within a story, and maybe no one could ever really understand it for sure.
The only thing that mattered was whether or not your partner could find a way to ride the shifts of desire with you. If they were tethered to you by the most evasive, invisible, unprovable bond of all: love.
What now?
"We're off to new adventures," Graham had breathed, pushing her back onto the bed after kissing her passionately. 
His lips were close to her open mouth, and he was smiling. 
And his cock was rock-hard.
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Jeff and Tasha are a mature, happily married couple on vacation in Ibiza. 
Ibiza is definitely more of a wild party scene than they are used to or desire, but they're in a more peaceable corner of the island, and they've managed to work around the ever-rotating carousel of neighbors. 
But when a group of young bucks takes up residence next door, Jeff  discovers that his forty-something wife has an allure for the younger men from the moment they see her. 
They're not shy about flirting with their "sexy neighbor Natasha"... and Tasha isn't shy about her newfound power over younger men. 
This is a fun, sun-drenched novel with no dark shadows about a mature woman taking the bulls by the horns, while her husband watches. 
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Justine's work has always opened the door to the occasional fantasy: thoughts about what if? with her male clients. 
After all, they're there. 
Alone. 
Together. 
With the urban legend of the "happy ending" always in the air...
But Justine is a happily married woman. 
She would never.  
Unless the right kind of man came along… 
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Alistair isn't thrilled when Sheila invites a young man to live with them to help him out. But it's the sort of thing that Sheila does. And they do have all this extra space.

Booker turns out to be a charming, polite, and handsome young man. Sheila's become a little more youthful and extroverted, too.

In fact, Alistair feels something in his veins that he hasn't felt for a long time… but Booker is decades younger, and a former student of Sheila's, and it would all be so very, very wrong…
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Who says skiing isn't the sexiest sport? Angela tumbles into the arms of a tall, dark stranger – the kind you don't really expect to see on the slopes. Poor Rick is laid up in bed with a bad back, so Angela runs to the arms of her rescuer.

A cheerful interracial hotwife romp that's low on angst and high on heat, in spite of the snow.
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