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Chapter One

She scanned the file as she made her way through security and towards the elevator. She let out a whispered curse as she rifled through the papers and found no photograph. Kylie was going to get it when she got back to the office. This was the second time she’d gone out to meet a client and Kylie hadn’t included the picture. It probably wouldn’t be too hard to figure out who the guy was but this was unacceptable.

Coming to a stop in front of the elevator she ignored the silence that descended on the three men next to her. She was used to sudden silences and sideways glances darting in her direction. She even enjoyed them, in some ways.

She’d worn the Moncer suit Henry had bought her for Christmas after she’d landed this gig. It never failed to turn heads and had certainly helped soften more than a few difficult clients every time she’d worn it. The four inch stilettos helped.

The elevator dinged. She glanced at the men, each in a bespoke suit. The blonde one with the jutting jaw raised an eyebrow, flashed a smile and waved his hand toward the elevator.

She smiled back, and walked briskly into the elevator, knowing they were checking out her ass.

The men filed in and formed a line in front of her, still not speaking. The blonde guy turned around. “You new to the building?” he asked.

“Meeting a client, actually,” she replied.

He smiled again. He seemed to take her admission that she didn’t have an office in the building as permission to let his eyes wander down her frame. He smiled wider when their eyes met again. “Which floor?” he asked.

She flashed a smile again. “Forty please,” she said.

He raised an eyebrow as he pushed the button for the top floor. “Must be some client,” he said.

“It is,” she replied.

His smile wilted momentarily. Not the bimbo he’d been expecting. A moment later he mustered the courage to try again. “We’re with TX Trading,” he said, wagging a thumb between him and his buddies. His tone made it clear it was meant to impress.

She resisted the urge to say ‘how nice for you’ and smiled again instead.

“I’m probably taking lunch in an hour or so if that’s something you’d be interested in,” he said. “The name’s Andrew,” he said, extending a hand.

She took his hand and shook it. “Carmen. Married. It’s not.”

The other two started snickering and the elevator dinged.

Andrew shrugged his shoulders and followed his friends out through the doors. He turned as the elevator doors started closing. “Have a good day, Carmen Married,” he said, winking just before they shut.

Now alone she allowed herself a real smile. He wasn’t ugly. Hitting on her in an elevator, especially when she was being standoffish, took some balls. Calling her Carmen Married was kind of clever. In a sense she appreciated that he’d tried. She worked hard to keep herself looking good and it was nice to know it paid off.

She turned and looked at her reflection in the mirror. Her hair pulled back in a tight pony tail. The suit/skirt combo fit her perfectly, discreetly accentuating her breasts, showing off her legs but nothing tawdry. She leaned in to make sure her make up was alright.

Turning towards the door, she straightened just as the elevator slowed. The chime sounded and the doors slid open.

She walked out into the small foyer. Carpet and acoustic panelling on the walls made it soundless. There were two doors, one on the left and one on the right. She turned to the right, cleared her throat and knocked on the door with the number ‘one’ next to it.

It swung open a few moments later. Behind it stood a black man in a well-fitting grey suit over a white shirt and dark sunglasses. His head was shaved and he wore a tiny earpiece, the coiled wire disappearing behind his neck. “Can I help you?” he asked.

“Yes. My name is Carmen Sanders. I’m here to meet Mr. Mbu…Mr. Mbugua.” Heat rushed to her cheeks at having fumbled his name. She’d practised it countless times in front of the mirror. She sincerely hoped this was not the man, and if it wasn’t, the real Mr. Mbugua hadn’t overheard her gaffe.

The man stepped aside and waved his hand into the room.

Walking briskly, she made her way past him.

The room took up half of the floor. Windows on three sides provided a spectacular view of the city. A large wooden table stood in the centre and workstations lined the walls. There were four men in the room altogether. The man at the door, presumably security. Another man with an earpiece stood in the corner with his hands clasped in front of his lap.

At the head of the table sat a man in a black suit, reclining in a large leather office chair. Opposite him was a man in a suit wearing round glasses on the edge of his nose. He was perched on the edge of his seat and peering into an open laptop.

The man who’d let her in indicated the office chair at the head of the table.

She made her way across the room, very aware that all eyes were on her as she walked. “Mr. Mbugua,” she said, holding out a hand. “My name is Carmen Sanders. I’ll be your personal assistant for the duration of your visit.

Mr. Mbugua stood up slowly from his chair. He straightened his suit jacket and cleared his throat, smiled as he looked her in the eye, then took her hand and gave it two gentle shakes.

A strange warmth filled her at his touch. He was a large man, six feet and three or four inches tall. He didn’t tower over her five-eleven frame but he was imposing. He had broad shoulders and a firm grip but, as a first impression, seemed pleasant enough.

“I’m very pleased to meet you, Ms Sanders,” he said. He glanced down at her hand as he let it go. “Mrs. Sanders, that is. Am I correct?” he asked.

She smiled and felt the need to glance away. His gaze was rather penetrating. “You are. Just Carmen is fine, though,” she said. The presence of the other men, all who she could tell were watching her, was somewhat intimidating. But this was what she was paid so well for. Very few women were built for this. Meeting strange, foreign men in office towers and enduring intimidating stares. She’d made an art of it.

Her insides tensed at the way he stared at her. The silence in the room was deafening.

“Adamu,” he said, turning to the man staring at the laptop. “Would you give us a few moments? Get a coffee for yourself?”

Adamu closed his laptop, rolled his chair back and stood up.

Mr. Mbugua glanced at the two men from his security detail. The three of them made their way to the door and exited out into the foyer, closing the door behind them.

She felt a certain relief at being left alone with him, though some tension lingered. She flashed a nervous smile.

“You seem a little tense, Ms Sanders,” he said.

She smiled wider, hoping to disabuse him of the notion. “Not at all,” she said, shaking her head. “My agency gave me a brief about the reason for your trip,” she said, glancing at the file she was holding. “They didn’t mention much about my role, though. Is there something in particular you’d like me to start working on? Meetings that need arranging? Research to be done?” she asked. She blushed as he continued to stare deeply into her eyes.

Finally he turned and walked back to his chair. He tugged on his trousers as he sat down, then indicated the chair next to him. “Won’t you have a seat please?” he asked.

She set the file folder down on the table and sat down in the chair, crossing one leg over the other.

He leaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers, pressing them against his lips. “I’m not sure if there’s been a misunderstanding.”

“Oh?” she asked, frowning. “How so?”

“Adamu made the arrangements with your agency but either he misunderstood my request or misunderstood the nature of the services you provide.”

Her eyelids fluttered and the corners of her mouth turned up in an embarrassed smile. “I beg your pardon?” she asked. “I’m not sure I understand.” A raunchy thought shot through her mind, which she tried to dismiss. Was Mr. Mbugua looking for an escort?

“You see Adamu is my personal assistant. It’s why he’s here with me. What I was requesting…” He paused momentarily and eyed her, as if contemplating whether to disclose the next piece of information or not. “What I requested was a companion,” he said.

Her lips parted in shock before she could stop them. A companion? He really was looking for an escort. What shocked her more was the jolt of heat that sent shooting through her. She was a professional, a fixer. A woman who knew who was who in town and who got things done for foreign businessmen and dignitaries.

She should have been repulsed at having been mistaken for a call-girl. Instead she felt her core tighten and heat. A blush rose to her cheeks. She had to will herself not to fan her face.

Mr. Mbugua began chuckling. He leaned forward, resting his arms on the table. “Relax, Ms Sanders. Perhaps I misused that word. I meant nothing tawdry, I assure you. What I meant was that I’d like to take in some culture while I’m here. But I don’t enjoy doing that alone. I like to have someone to talk to over dinner.”

She blushed hotter at having misunderstood his intentions. She’d never been so flummoxed at a meet in her life and she’d been doing this for years now. “I…I’m sorry I was just…” she stammered, not sure of how to finish the sentence.

Mr. Mbugua shook his head and smiled. “No need to apologize for anything. I’m sorry that we’ve wasted your time. I’ll have Adamu make the necessary changes. Rest assured you and your company will be fully compensated.” He made to stand up.

She would spend many sleepless nights wondering why she did what she did next. The impulse came from deep inside her and felt irresistible and totally bizarre. She was a happily married woman who had , a moment ago, thought this man had mistaken her for a prostitute. It should have offended her but it hadn’t. “Just a moment,” she said, lifting a hand out of her lap.

Mr. Mbugua settled back into his seat and regarded her. His eyes fell to her left hand and the two bands on her ring finger before rising to meet hers again. He smiled. “Yes?” he asked.

She couldn’t think of a single good reason to tell him she wanted to take the job anyways. She wasn’t even sure herself why she did. Were there agencies that hired out ‘companions’ who weren’t sex workers? Where would Adamu even find someone like that? She’d never heard of it and she knew of every game in town.

The agency motto was Clients first. Mr Mbugua was a client. So what if he wanted her to have dinner and see a show instead of poring over spreadsheets? “I think it shouldn’t be a problem,” she said.

His brow arched slightly. He ran a finger over his chin as his eyes fell to her rings again. “If you’re sure?” he said. “I wouldn’t want you to do something you’re not comfortable with.”

Finally regaining her composure, she smiled. “Of course not. I appreciate that,” she replied. “I’d be very happy to help you out in whatever capacity I can. It’ll save Adamu trying to find someone else and I’ll still have done my job.”

He leaned back in his chair and smiled. “Well,” he said. “If that’s really how you feel then you can meet me at the Halton Heights hotel restaurant at six o’clock this evening for dinner. I have tickets to the ballet for eight.” He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a business card. “Here’s my personal number in case you change your mind.”

Chapter Two

It wasn’t a huge surprise to find Carmen’s car in the driveway when Henry got home from work. Her job often involved odd hours and she’d often be out the door well before he was in the morning or back late at night. He checked his watch and saw that it was five-thirty.

After parking the car he jogged up to the house, the keys jangling in his hand. Unlocking the door he stepped inside. He didn’t smell any food cooking, which was nice because he’d had a hankering for pizza all day. Maybe they could finally finish the first season of Lord of the Sea. “Carmen, hon? You here?” he called out.

He heard the water running in the bathroom upstairs. He pocketed his car keys, shrugged off his jacket and hung it up on the coat rack standing by the door. He thumbed through the pile of mail on the accent table under the mirror then made his way upstairs.

He walked towards the bathroom and loosened his tie. He was a little taken aback when he found her in front of the mirror applying lipstick wearing a sleeveless, knee-length black formal dress with a silver waistband.

She turned and smiled at him. She looked stunning. Her hair was down and wavy, the flat iron out on the vanity next to the little basket with hand towels. The dress hugged her figure and flared at the bottom. Her bare legs were shaved and glossy-looking.

“Hey there. Did I…miss a memo or something?” he asked.

She capped the lipstick, set it down on the vanity and turned to face him. “Hi. I don’t have much time.” She glanced at the delicate watch on her wrist. “There was a bit of a mix up with a client this morning. Turns out this is going to be more of an evening gig,” she explained.

“Evening gig?” he asked. That was a bit strange. Sure, sometimes she had to work a conference or a dinner but not looking like that.

She let out a soft sigh and glanced up at the ceiling. “I was under the impression that this client needed a PA for business hours.”

“Right,” he said.

“Turns out they were looking for…someone to attend functions with them after hours. Dinners and stuff like that.”

“Okay,” he said, still not really sure why she was dressed the way she was. He looked at her dress.

“He wanted company for cultural events. So I told him that wouldn’t be a problem. Clients first, right?”

“Uh, right. Yeah. Sure,” he said. His heart did a little flutter in his chest. Was Carmen going on a date with a client?

“Look I’ve really got to get going. I’m meeting him for dinner at six.” She squeezed past him, pecking him on the cheek.

A strange feeling soaked through him. He would have named it jealousy if it hadn’t settled somewhere just above his balls. He turned and watched her descend the stairs, his throat tightening. “So, you’re going on a date?” he said. His voice squawked a bit on the word date and he let out an awkward chuckle to try to cover it up.

She looked over her shoulder up the stairs and her brow furrowed. “What? No. What are you talking about?”

What am I talking about? he wondered. She went to functions in the evening all the time. She didn’t dress like she was going to the opera, though. And what was this about a miscommunication? He followed her down the stairs, careful not to let this new feeling get the better of him. “I just meant…you look spectacular, by the way.”

She flashed a tight smile. “Thanks,” she said, putting her feet into a pair of black, high-heeled shoes.

“You’re going to drive in those?” he asked.

“Huh? Oh. No, I’m taking a cab.”

A cab? Why? Did she plan on drinking?

It was so unlike him to feel anything close to jealousy he had a hard time getting a hold of himself. He wanted to ask her a million questions. Who was this guy? What was the misunderstanding? Why did she look like she was going to a coronation? “What time do you think you’ll be home?” he asked instead.

She glanced in the hallway mirror and pulled her lips into her mouth, then turned her head side to side. “Well, probably late. It’s the ballet so, you know. Starts at eight. Probably lasts a couple of hours? Sometime after that.”

Was she being deliberately cryptic or was that just his imagination? Normally she told him everything about work. Was this different?

“How do I look?” she asked, turning and smiling at him.

“Like I said, spectacular,” he replied.

“I’m sorry to spring this on you,” she said. She reached up and stroked his cheek with her thumb.

“No, no problem. I know what it’s like. So, like, probably ten-thirty? Eleven? Something like that?” he asked.

She laughed. “Why do you sound like my father all of a sudden?” she asked.

He put on his best stern expression. “It is a weeknight,” he scolded.

She laughed again, leaned in and kissed his cheek, then patted him on the arm.

A car horn honked twice outside.

“That’ll be me. Don’t wait up, okay?” She turned and walked towards the door.

He stared at her delicate neck and her bare shoulders, exposed by the dress. “Hey, so…what’s this guy’s name?” he asked.

She flashed another funny smile over her shoulder. “Mr. Mbugua. He’s Kenyan. He’s nice. Don’t worry,” she said, chuckling. “I’ll be fine.”

When the door clicked shut he reached out and leaned a hand against the wall. His head was spinning. The feeling that had settled above his balls started infecting his entire body. An uneasy, nervous vibration that made his nerve endings buzz. It filled his chest and he had to draw in a few deep breaths to calm himself.

Just Mr. Mbugua the nice Kenyan taking his wife out for dinner and a show.

Panic flashed through him, which he quickly quashed. It was uncanny. It was impossible that she knew. Had she been searching through his browsing history? Had she somehow found the private folder on his hard drive and unlocked it? Did she know?!?

He shook his head and talked himself down. It was just a coincidence. Mr Mbugua was just some Kenyan business man who wanted some company in the evenings.

Just thinking of the words company in the evening sent a thrill racing through him. The old, familiar demons were unlocked in his mind. His body started to actually buzz and he felt his state of mind shifting to that deeply personal place only he knew about.

He walked to the kitchen and poured out a glass of water and drank the whole thing in one go. The nervous energy, nervous, jealous energy he sometimes harnessed when he wanted to get off filled his entire being.

This was his dirty little secret. His personal weakness. A crazy, perverse desire he’d learned to live with and indulged sometimes. Now it was unfolding in real life and he felt totally out of control.

Walking to his home office in the basement he turned on the monitor and typed in his password. He navigated to the private folder and typed another password. A separate file manager sprang up on the screen. He clicked on the first file.

He shuddered when the image of a younger Carmen standing next to a very handsome, black basketball player sprang up. It was from her college days and he knew the story behind it. Nothing sordid. She’d taken it after one of the games she’d gone to. Didn’t know the guy at all.

But he’d made his own little story about it in his head. Young, curious Carmen taking a snapshot with a guy who maybe later invited her out for a drink. Who’d maybe walked her home from the bar. Who she’d maybe invited into her apartment.

Staring at the image he realized his cock was engorged. He’d awakened the beast and he knew there was only one way banish it from his mind. He ignored the pang of guilt that gripped him and unzipped his pants.

Locking the image viewer to the corner of his screen, he pulled up a private browser and typed in the name of his guilty pleasure. An image of a muscular black man towering over a young blonde woman popped up. His eyes moved from the picture of Carmen to the browser and back. His hand fell to his lap.

Chapter Three

The restaurant at Halton Heights was called Prima. It had a modern, minimalist aesthetic with a Japanese theme. Each table was surrounded by movable wood and paper walls.

She checked her coat at the entrance then walked up to the hostess podium. “I’m meeting Mr. Mbugua this evening,” she said.

The hostess gave her an icy smile.

Embarrassment swelled through her which she did her best to ignore. Did the woman think she was more than just a dinner companion? She dismissed the idea. Whatever the woman thought didn’t matter, and why would she care?

She followed the hostess through the maze of paper walls and was led to a table tucked into the corner. The woman slid a panel open and beckoned her inside.

Carmen ducked under the low entrance and stepped into the small space. She smiled as Mr. Mbugua stood up from the table to greet her. “Good evening,” she said.

“Good evening,” he replied, offering his hand.

She took it and shook it, then they both sat down, the hostess helping her with her chair. She put the small clutch she’d brought in her lap and laced her fingers together, the heels of her hands resting against the table.

“Can I offer you something to drink?” the hostess asked.

“What will you have?” Mr. Mbugua asked.

She hesitated for a moment. She’d been thinking about it all day. She sometimes had drinks with clients in the evening but this felt different. This was just him and her alone. If she had an alcoholic drink would that mean something? “I’ll have a glass of the house white, please,” she said.

“I’ll have a sherry, please,” Mr. Mbugua said to the hostess.

“Certainly,” she replied. “Your waitress will be right with you.” She slid the paper panel shut.

Mr. Mbugua smiled at her. “I’m very happy that I didn’t get a phone call from you today,” he said.

She blushed and smiled and felt horrible for it. Had she made the wrong call? She still felt a little guilty for not telling Henry exactly what was going on. “Of course,” she said. “I’m happy to be here.” That seemed right. Polite but not…too polite. Or flirtatious.

“I’m happy you’re here,” he said. He leaned over the table. “Do you enjoy ballet, Ms Sanders?” he asked.

She smiled back at him. “I used to dance,” she replied.

He sat up straighter in his chair and his eyes widened. “Really?”

“Until I was fifteen. I almost went to the National Ballet Institute, actually,” she admitted.

“How fascinating. So you’ll know the Rite of Spring then?” he asked.

Her eyes widened. “Is that what’s on?” she asked.

“It is,” he said, nodding. “The last time I saw it I was in Paris.”

“I love Paris,” she said, fondly recalling strolling down the Seine with Henry on their honeymoon.

The thought of Henry brought the guilty feeling floating back into her insides. She found it peculiar that a well-travelled Kenyan businessman would spend his spare time attending ballet performances. “Mr. Mbugua, can I…”

“Please,” he said, raising a hand and interrupting her. “Call me Geteye. I think we can dispense with formality. Let’s call ourselves acquaintances, soon to be friends.”

She smiled at him again. “Carmen, then,” she said.

He nodded and smiled a little wider. “Carmen it is.”

***

Henry sat at his computer with his cock in his hand, a crumpled kleenex on the floor in front of him. He was still staring at the image of Carmen and the tall, black athlete, though he’d closed the porn website once it had served it’s purpose.

The strange thing was that his act of onanization hadn’t dispelled his demon this time. Carmen was still out at dinner with Mr. Mbugua and maybe that was why. Still wearing that gorgeous dress, showing off her pretty shoulders and neck. And his own mind was still racing with the dirtiest thoughts a man could have.

He felt horrible for it. In his mind it was just a fantasy but now that it was strangely playing out in real life it was actually making him feel bad. Because Carmen would never do any of the things his mind was making her do. Carmen was a wonderful and caring wife. Of course she wasn’t going to jump into bed with some black guy, a client of all people, just because…what would even be the reason for something like that? There would be no reason for her to do that.

And still he couldn’t stop making her do that in his dirty brain. Sitting there thinking and thinking, over and over about Carmen’s virtue faltering. Her accepting an invitation into Mr. Mbugua’s hotel room for a drink after the show. Her succumbing to Mbugua’s advances when the drink had loosened her inhibitions.

Each time he thought about it his cock throbbed in his hand. Soon he had a fresh erection and that picture of her was still up on the screen. This time he didn’t bother with the porn site.

***

Carmen allowed herself to be led down the steps of the Victory Theatre. Geteye had proved a charming dinner companion, regaling her with stories of his business but asking just as many questions about her own life. He was an attentive listener and excellent conversationalist with a wry sense of humour.

As they’d left the theatre he’d held out his arm for her, a gesture she found quaint and chivalrous. A gesture from a different time. Her stomach fluttered at the feeling of her hand wrapped around his muscled forearm. A pang of guilt followed as she reminded herself that she was married and that this was a strictly professional encounter.

She’d found herself increasingly drawn to him over the course of the evening. She’d found him handsome when they’d met that morning. But physical attraction had never been high on her list of priorities. She valued a keen intellect and the ability to hold a conversation far more. Geteye had both.

As they stepped off the stairs onto the street Geteye let go of her hand and turned to face her. He tilted his head to one side and gazed into her eyes. The stare was far longer and more intimate than felt appropriate but she didn’t look away. The fluttering returned, though this time lower.

What on earth am I thinking? she asked herself as she looked back at him, smiling.

He returned her smile. “Would you join me for a nightcap, Carmen?” he asked. “Or is it too late?” His politeness and consideration were completely in character and she found it very charming.

She glanced at her watch and was a little shocked. It was nearly eleven o’clock. She longed to spend some more time with him and not let the pleasant evening end, a feeling she remembered from her youth.

She chided herself. She had a husband waiting for her at home and here she was considering a final drink with this lovely stranger. She looked up at him and smiled a little wider. “I guess that depends on when you’ll need me tomorrow?” she said.

“In that case it’s settled. I was hoping you could join me for dinner again which leaves your day free. You can sleep as long as you like tomorrow morning.”

His answer warmed her insides even as another pang of guilt tightened them. Of course nothing was going to happen with Geteye. But the energy between them, the chemistry felt exciting and dangerous. Something she hadn’t experienced in a long time, either.

She thought of Henry and how much she loved him. She would never do anything to betray his trust. She trusted herself and she trusted Geteye not to do anything untoward. “I suppose, then, I can have one more drink,” she replied.

“Wonderful,” Geteye said, smiling widely at her. “Is there a place nearby that you know of? Or shall we go back to the hotel? I’d prefer somewhere that isn’t too loud.”

“There’s a place just around the corner, actually,” she said.

He offered his arm again and she wrapped her hand around it, smiling and staring at the ground. She felt giddy at this night of fine dining and high culture on the town with a handsome stranger. She wondered what Henry would say when she told him about it? He’d never been the jealous type and she could couch it for him, telling him everything had been strictly professional. At the same time a part of her pined to share her joyous, bouyant mood with her husband. She wondered if he’d gone to sleep? She hoped to find him still up.

She led Geteye around the corner and down a set of stairs into a small pub with wood panelling, a row of booths along the wall and a bar opposite them. They seated themselves in the first one available by the door and a moment later a waitress in black slacks and a white shirt showed up.

“What can I get you?” she asked.

Geteye looked up at her. “The lady will have…”

She opened her mouth to finish his sentence but Geteye held up his hand.

“A whisky on ice?” he asked.

She smiled. “A whisky on ice,” she echoed.

“I’ll have mine neat,” he said.

“Right away,” the waitress said, turning and heading to the end of the bar to put in their order.

Geteye turned to look at her. “What did you think of the perfromance?” he asked.

She smiled again. “It took me back,” she said. “When I was thirteen and thinking of ballet school my parents took me to see the Rite of Spring. The music and the coreography were so…jarring and violent. It really struck me. Until then I’d only known ballet as this elegant medium. The Rite was so violent and…sexualized. I loved seeing that juxtaposition of beauty and a raw, almost animalistic ritual dance.”

“So eloquently put,” Geteye said, gazing into her eyes again and smiling. “It’s why I try to see it whenever I can. I love the idea of this lofty art form telling a story about humanity’s baser instincts. Sex drives life, there’s no sense hiding from that. It’s quite an erotic piece, isn’t it?”

She blushed at the mention of sex even though she’d been the first to bring it up. She smiled and glanced to the side, clearing her throat to fill the awkward silence.

“I’m sorry I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable,” Geteye said.

She shook her head and smiled. “I’m not uncomfortable,” she replied.

He was about to speak when the waitress showed up with their drinks. She set them down on the table and, possibly sensing the tension between them, made a quick retreat. Geteye picked up his glass and raised it in the air.

She did the same and tapped it against his. They both took small sips and set their glasses down.

“You’ve told me so much about yourself, Carmen. But you haven’t mentioned your husband,” he said.

She smiled and looked down at her engagement ring and wedding band. “Henry. He’s a wonderful man.”

“Of course he is,” Geteye replied.

She looked up and into his eyes. “I love him very much.”

Geteye smiled and nodded. “He’s a very, very lucky man,” he said.

Chapter Four

Henry’s heart squeezed, then thudded when he heard the door click shut downstairs. He’d done his best to fall asleep but it had proved impossible. Each time he felt himself falling out of consciousness his mind would throw up yet another vision of Carmen in some compromised position. He’d awaken with a jolt and sit up in bed trying to catch his breath and calm his pulse.

He thought of pretending to be asleep when he heard her climbing the stairs. His curiosity at how her evening had gone was driving him crazy. After swinging his legs over the edge of the bed he sat up. He glanced over at the door just as Carmen peered in.

She looked surprised to find him up. “You’re awake,” she said, her smile brightening.

He stood up and walked across the carpet in his bare feet, wearing just a pair of boxers and a t-shirt. He put a hand on her arm and rubbed it. “I’m awake,” he said. He leaned in to kiss her. His nerves buzzed and his stomach tightened at the smell of whisky on her breath. His cock began to harden. He had a hundred questions he wanted to ask her but didn’t want to make a fool of himself.

Standing up straight he looked into her eyes. “How was your evening?” he asked.

A slight smile formed on her mouth. “Really, really great,” she whispered.

He stifled a groan. What part of it had been really great? Had the handsome Mr. Mbugua wooed her? Had he charmed her into having a drink after the ballet? Or had they skipped the ballet altogether?

He realized he was being preposterous. His crazy, kinky fantasy would not let up. His stomach knotted tighter. “That’s great,” he said.

She seemed to search his eyes with her stare.

He allowed himself to entertain the notion that perhaps she had more to share about her really, really great evening. That maybe Mr. Mbugua had not been quite as polite as she’d made him out to be? Maybe he’d gotten a little handsy after a drink or two? And maybe she hadn’t minded?

He shooed the thoughts away.

“How come you’re still up?” she asked.

He smiled and shrugged. “Just having a hard time getting to sleep, I guess,” he said.

She stared at him with half-closed, sultry eyes. “Anything I can do to help?” she whispered.

“I should probably go make a chamomile tea or something,” he muttered. He drew in a quick breath when he felt her soft hand against the hardening bulge between his legs. He looked up into her eyes and saw them filled with desire.

This was the last thing he’d expected. Carmen was never this direct about making love. She preferred what some might have called more traditional sexual roles. Where the man initiated. The woman perhaps showing a little reluctance before allowing herself to be wooed. He stared into her eyes, trying his best not attribute her sudden enthusiasm to anything dark or sinister.

She stroked her hand up his cock then slipped her fingers past the elastic of his boxers. Her palm was soft and warm and sent tingling up his spine as she wrapped it around his cock. She gazed into his eyes as she stroked him.

His eyes moved over her expression. There was something foreign in it, something unknown. When she pulled his underwear lower he looked down between their bodies. His stiff and upturned cock looked vulgar in her pretty hand.

She pressed her thumb against the underside of his cock head and rubbed.

He reached out a hand to steady himself on the door frame and closed his eyes. He let the thoughts flood in. Thoughts of Carmen out on the town with her new acquaintance. Being pulled into some back alley by the strange man. Unable to resist his advances, being pressed against the wall by his muscular body as his hands pawed at hers.

“Unzip me?” she whispered.

The request shook him from his fantasy. He opened his eyes, stepped closer and wrapped a hand around her body. Finding the zipper at the middle of her back he pulled it down.

She stroked his cock, tipped her head to one side and kissed him on the lips.

The taste of whisky and the lingering scent of her perfume invaded his senses. He pulled away from the kiss and gazed into her eyes again. The sparkled in the dim light. His cock throbbed and his balls began to ache for release.

She shrugged her shoulders and the dress slipped off of her body and pooled on the floor over her feet. Gripping his cock a little more firmly she stepped out of the fabric.

He looked down to see she still had her high heels on. His cock hardened in her hand as his eyes roamed up her body. She’d worn black lace underwear and a matching bra beneath the dress. Both got his imagination whirring. Had she worn them just because or just in case someone saw them? Had her new friend been lucky enough to catch a glimpse of them?

Still holding his member, she stepped around him and gently pulled him to turn towards the bed. She led him to the bed that way, looking up into his eyes, her soft hand moving up and down his hard flesh. She leaned over and kissed the side of his neck. “Lie down,” she whispered.

Her strange behaviour got his imagination racing. Carmen Sanders did not just come home in the middle of the night demanding sex. What could have prompted this?

Not taking his eyes off of her he sat down on the bed, shuffled backwards, then lay down on his back.

She stared at him as she unclasped her bra and let it fall to the floor. She wriggled her hips as she pulled her panties down her legs, giving him a little striptease show. When she crawled up onto the bed and over him she was still wearing those black high heels.

He stared wide-eyed at her as she crawled over top of him. In addition to preferring he initiate, she always said she liked it better when he was on top. Now she looked like a hungry animal as she threw a leg over his lap and let her sex sink towards his rigid prick.

He gasped when he felt the dampness of her neatly trimmed pubes and pussy folds.

She moved a hand between their bodies. Her fingers found the tip of his cock and she pressed the it until it slipped into the hot wetness of her core. Her lips parted and she drew in a breath. The blue moonlight reflected on her pale skin.

Supporting herself with her hands on his chest, she relaxed her thighs and slid down fully onto his cock and settled on his lap. Her eyes closed and she let out a soft sigh.

He reached out and put his hands on her waist. He stared at her face, his mind racing at what could be running through hers. Was she here with him? Or was she somewhere else? With someone else? What had inspired this sudden desire? And on a weeknight?

He let out a soft groan as she began swaying back and forth. Her pussy gripped him tightly, wet trickling out of it down his shaft and tickling his balls. He let his hands wander up to her breasts and caressed them.

Her back arched and her head fall back as she ground against him, rubbing his cock in the exact spot inside of herself that she liked to be touched.

He felt his balls tighten. Lust surged through him and his hips bucked as his body began to prepare for a release.

She opened her eyes and stared down at him in the dim light. She looked at him like she was seeing him for the first time. She rubbed her pussy harder against his prick. Leaning forward, she kissed him again. This time her tongue plunged into his mouth.

He moaned, the sound muffled in her mouth.

She pulled away and raised herself on her arms again. Grinding hard against his cock she found his nipples with her fingers and thumbs.

His hips bucked reflexively beneath her as she spun her thumbs around his nipples. His balls tightened, the tickle at the tip of his cock nearing a trigger point. The musky tang of her scent wafted up from between her legs. Wet sluiced out of her, soaking his cock.

His gaze was fixed on her eyes. The hunger in them so intense it felt like it might burn him up. His body bucked again and he groaned. “Fuck, Carmen. I’m so close.”

One corner of her mouth curled up. She gently pinched his nipples as she stared at him. “Come inside me,” she whispered. “Come.” Her fingers pinched harder, tripping his wire.

His body shook and strained as hot pulses of ejaculate shot through his shaft and into her.

She gasped and ground against him harder. As his cock shot his load into her pussy her body started trembling. She closed her eyes and threw her head back, a climax ripping through her and making her pussy milk his cock for seed.

Through the waves of pleasure crashing over him he stared at this strange creature mounted on top of him. Surely it had been more than just a few drinks that had done this to her? Had her evening out on the town with the strange Mr. Mbugua really transformed her this much?

The questions tormented him and sharpened his pleasure at once. His eyes raked down her beautiful body, her breasts shaking and gently slapping against one another.

As his orgasm ebbed his body relaxed.

She rode him for a few more moments before her shoulders slumped. Opening her eyes she let herself fall over top of him. Her lips parted and she kissed him on the mouth.

He wrapped his hands around her back and slowly rolled sideways until she was lying on her side next to him. He stared into her eyes. Her soft smile drove him wild.

“Did I make you sleepy?” she whispered.

He smiled back at her, stunned and wondrous at this strange woman in his bed. “It was a good night then, huh?” he ventured.

She smiled wider, rolled onto her other side, then curled up against his body. Her shoes thudded on the ground as she kicked them off. “It was a pretty good night,” she whispered.

Chapter Five

Carmen woke up at quarter to ten the next morning. Rolling out of bed she walked to the window and pulled one of the blackout curtains open. She looked out into the yard, blinking against the sunlight.

She traipsed across the room and out into the hall, then to the bathroom. She turned on the shower and eyed herself in the mirror as she waited for it to heat up.

Turning sideways she looked down at her ass. She smiled, proud of how it looked after all the working out she’d done. Her mind drifted back to the memory of the hot sex she’d had with Henry after getting home last night.

A slight guilt formed in her tummy. She’d meant to tell him about the evening. She didn’t like keeping secrets. She’d been so needy, so horny, by the time she’d arrived home that she’d just let her instincts take over.

She stepped into the shower and sighed at the pleasant felling of the water running down her back. She let her mind wander some more. Back to the pub, where she’d let Geteye talk her into two drinks and not just one.

She’d found herself mesmerized by his recounting of the very first performance of the Rite of Spring in Paris that had allegedly led to riots.  She stood under the water with her eyes closed, thinking about Geteye and the way he’d looked at her throughout the evening.

The warm reverie dissipated when she stepped out of the shower and caught her reflection in the mirror. “What the hell am I doing?” she whispered. Her pleasant mood faded as she pondered the path she was embarking on.

This was wrong. Wasn’t it? She was married. Why was she letting herself fall under the spell of Geteye’s charm? Regret gripped her at not having woken up with Henry and confessing what had happened. He was kind and caring and always patient with her, she was sure he wouldn’t have been upset.

Drying herself off she walked back to the bedroom and pulled on a fresh t-shirt and jeans, then went downstairs. She checked her phone and saw two messages waiting. Her heart skipped when she saw one was from Henry and the other from Geteye.

She opened Henry’s first.

Hey sleeping beauty. Hope you have a great day. Let me know what you’re up to when you get up? XOX

She smiled at the sweet message. Her stomach tightened as she scrolled to the message from Geteye.

Good morning. I hope you slept well. I’ll send a car for you this evening. Send your address please.

Excitement trilled inside her even as her guilt deepened. She thought of her sweet Henry and how hard he’d been when she rode him after getting home last night. It felt wrong to be reading a message from Geteye about another date night right after reading the message from Henry.

Pocketing her phone to try and forget about the dilemma, she went downstairs to put on a pot of coffee.

***

The radio silence was driving him crazy. He hadn’t wanted to wake Carmen when he got up because she’d gotten home so late. He figured if she had to get up she would have set an alarm. He’d taken his time sending the message, too.

He’d been feeling incredibly needy after their intimacy but he didn’t really want to tell her that. He’d waited until he was at work to send the text.

Now it was almost eleven and not a word from Carmen. He sat at his desk staring at a spreadsheet and trying to keep his mind from veering towards darkness.

But darkness seemed always just a thought or two away. He’d so far resisted the urge to scour the internet for Mr. Mbugua, though that curiosity was driving him crazy. Each time he tried focusing on work he’d get a few minutes of something done then his mind would swerve towards Carmen.

What was she doing now? Why hadn’t she texted? Was she out with Mbugua again or was she home? When his phone finally buzzed, he jumped in his seat. He picked it up with sweaty hands and swiped it open to find a text message waiting.

Hey sweetie. I’m busy again this evening. You want to meet for lunch?

His throat tightened as his eyes scanned and re-scanned the words I’m busy again this evening. Busy with what? Another date? Again?!? Surely there was some sort of agency policy against this sort of fraternizing, clients first or not?

Then a warmth crept up his neck at the thought of spending another evening at home agonizing about what Carmen might be doing and jerking off. Laying awake long after she’d fallen asleep the night before, he’d come to the conclusion that he somehow had to share his dark secret with her. Now, in the light of day, he wasn’t so sure.

It was a creepy fascination, fantasizing about her getting with a black man. Would she think he was a pervert if he told her? A creep? She wasn’t some wild, kinky woman constantly demanding sexual innovation. She liked to colour inside the lines. How would she react to hearing that the thought of her with another man made him hard?

Those thoughts alternated with the memory of how incredibly horny she’d been the previous evening after getting home. His mind rode circles around that trying to explain it. Had a night out with a handsome black stranger done that? What other explanation was there?

After waiting five minutes he picked his phone back up and typed a reply.

Where do you want to meet?

He set the phone down and stared at it, waiting for the screen to light up with a response. It buzzed a minute later.

How about I grab power bowls and we eat at the park by Bay Bridge?

He grabbed his jacket off the back of his chair as he stood up and texted a response on the way to the elevator.

***

He found Carmen where he’d expected her. Sitting on the bench they’d chatted on during their first date. They often returned to this place when things were out of sorts between them. Back to the place where they’d first connected, to remind themselves of how good things had been and how good they could be. Her suggesting the spot had sent something of a signal. She needed to talk. And what she needed to say might not be easy to hear.

His heart squeezed when she turned towards the parking lot and smiled. She looked beautiful in the sunlight, her hair cascading down her shoulders. He broke into a jog to cover the last few steps between them, circled the bench and sat down next to her. He put a hand on her thigh, leaned sideways and kissed her cheek.

“Hey, I got poke bowls instead. I hope that’s okay,” she said, handing him one of the takeout containers on her lap.

He took it and set it next to him on the bench, then turned to her again. “You want to talk?” he asked.

She drew in a breath, held it for a moment, then sighed. She set her bowl down, too and leaned against the backrest. She folded her arms over her chest and stared out across the river.

His stomach started turning as he stared at her. It wasn’t like her to be at a loss for words. As the seconds ticked by he grew more anxious.

She turned to him and smiled, but there didn’t seem to be much joy in it. “I need to tell you something,” she said, quietly.

Tension twisted his stomach into knots. His breathing quickened. He wondered if this was going to be what he’d been dreaming of and dreading? A heartfelt confession of an infidelity she’d been powerless to stop? “Anything,” he replied.

“Last night, going out I mean, was…weird.”

He nodded and let a moment’s silence pass. “Weird like something happened that was weird? Did Mr. Mbugua do something, Carmen?” he asked. He could have kicked himself for immediately jumping to that. “I meant…how do you mean weird?” he said, turning towards her and rearranging his arm over the backrest.

She shook her head and scowled.. “Nothing like that. He was the perfect gentleman. It was a lovely evening. His name’s Geteye. He asked me to call him that.”

He nodded again but stayed quiet, allowing her to collect her thoughts.

She glanced sideways at him. “I felt something, Henry. It was…exciting. Kind of scary. Kind of…god, I don’t know how to say this,” she said, shaking her head.

His insides were twisting and turning. She’d felt something?!? Yeah. That sure was weird alright. He sat patiently, doing his best to keep still though he felt an enormous urge to scream at her to just say it!

She smiled at him again. “It was exciting being out with him. In a way I haven’t felt in a long time. Please don’t take that the wrong way,” she said, putting a hand on his arm.

“I won’t,” he reassured her. He forced a smile and hoped it didn’t look too fake.

“It felt…ugh, there’s no other way to put this. It felt romantic. Not like I wanted to be with him or anything. Not like I would ever do something like that to you. Just…I think that’s why I was so turned on when I got home.” She turned and looked him straight in the eye. “I was so happy you were awake,” she whispered.

An angsty pressure built within him at each of her words. It really was too uncanny to be true but here it was really happening in real life. The thing he’d kept in his dark corner was coming alive in front of his eyes and he could barely contain his excitement and the horrible, heavy dread that came with it.

“I felt like I needed to tell you but I didn’t want to ruin what happened between us last night. I’m sorry. If this hurts you, I’m sorry. I don’t want to hurt you. But I want to be honest about my feelings,” she explained.

He felt like his heart might burst with love for her. Sweet, loyal, loving Carmen confessing to something that hadn’t even happened, just a feeling. This was the kind of thing that made him certain he could trust her forever and with anything.

His tongue felt like it was swelling from wanting to make his own dark confession. If he could just find the courage to lay it bare in front of her. To show her his most vulnerable, tender place and the dark fantasies that lay there, he might finally have some relief from this thing he’d kept hidden.

He couldn’t bring himself to do it. Not in the park where they’d shared their first moments together. That would sully this place. On the other hand this was always where they came. To patch things up or to sort things out. Wouldn’t this be the perfect venue to reveal his secret?

“You’re not saying anything,” she said.

He shook his head and smiled, looking down at the ground. “I really, really appreciate you telling me, Carmen.” He glanced up at her and saw her staring at him.

“You’re okay? It’s okay what I just said?” she asked.

“Of course it is,” he said, squeezing her knee. “Nothing happened. You went out and had a nice time and came home and we shared an amazing moment.”

She shook her head. “It was amazing, baby. But…it wasn’t like nothing at all happened. I had feelings. I had feelings about him.”

His throat went tight and his stomach felt like the knot inside it might never come undone. His body heated as he stared into her eyes. “Feelings like…you wanted something to happen?” he asked.

She bit her lip and looked sideways at him. “I don’t know. Maybe. Oh god, I can’t believe I just said that. I love you, Henry. You mean everything to me. I don’t even know where this is coming from. Tell me it’s going to be okay?”

He squeezed her knee again. “Carmen, baby, of course everything is going to be okay. Nothing happened. You didn’t do anything. You don’t have to feel guilty. I’m here and I love you and that’s never going to change.”

She still looked worried, staring out over the water. “I have to go out with him again tonight, Henry,” she whispered.

His cock ballooned in his pants, hardening at the thought of his sweet Carmen succumbing to her feelings.  He wanted to know what Mbugua, Geteye looked like so badly. He wanted to see his beautiful woman smiling next to the man that made her swoon. “Everything’s going to be fine,” he said, rubbing her arm.

She glanced at him, worry still furrowing her brow. “You’re okay with me seeing him again?” she asked. “After what I just told you?”

He froze for a moment. It was the perfect opening. The perfect invitation to reveal his secret. He just couldn’t bring himself to say the words in the bright light of day. “I trust you, Carmen. I know you’d never do anything to hurt me. I know you love me.”

The worry faded from her eyes, replaced with something that looked more like curiosity. She looked down at the grass, then leaned sideways and put her head on his shoulder. “You’re so good to me,” she whispered.

His heart was pounding hard and his mind was racing. His cock throbbed with each beat of his racing heart as he contemplated what she might be thinking. Had he just given her tacit permission to explore her feelings? Was that how she’d taken it? “We’re good for each other, baby,” he said, kissing the top of her head.

“Thank-you for not being mad at me,” she said, sitting up straight. She picked up her bowl and peeled off the lid.

***

It was hard for Carmen to know what Henry was thinking. She hadn’t expected him to be so casual about what she’d told him. She hadn’t expected to see his eyes widen the way they had. With what seemed like…excitement? That was so silly. Why would he be excited about her confessing that she’d had some vague feeling about another man?

She’d expected something more solemn. Disappointment or worse. From the way he’d responded it was almost like he was giving her permission to indulge the way she felt. It would have been a step too far to ask him outright. What if she’d misread him?

But her body had started to hum with sexual energy. She could no longer deny that she was attracted to Geteye. She was. Everything about him called to her. His muscled physique. His intelligence. His sophistication.

A thought had been gestating in her mind since these feelings had first stirred inside her. She let it blossom and form fully. She wanted to give herself to Geteye. She wanted to feel his dark power dominating her body. She wanted to let herself fall fully under the spell of his hard, masculine presence.

She poked at the beautifully arranged food in the takeout bowl but couldn’t bring herself to eat. All she’d been able to think about all morning was seeing Geteye again. And now she’d confessed everything to Henry and he seemed almost pleased by what he’d heard.

She glanced at him out of her corner of her eye. He was still staring at her. His gaze was riveted to her expression in a way she hadn’t seen since they’d first fallen in love. He looked smitten. She pushed the strange thoughts aside. She was being crazy. She wasn’t about to act on it.

When he saw her looking at him he looked away, as if ashamed of the attention he was paying her. He picked up his bowl, pulled off the lid and poked at the food with the wooden fork inside.

“You know I love you,” she said.

He turned his head to look at her again. “I love you so much,” he whispered.

“And I wouldn’t ever do anything to hurt you.”

“Nothing you could do would make me stop loving you,” he said.

The energy grew inside her. A hot orb seated in her abdomen, glowing and growing until it filled her. She felt her pussy heat. Nothing she could do would ever stop him from loving her? Nothing at all?

He opened his mouth and looked like he wanted to say something. No words came out. A few moments later he glanced at his watch. “I should probably get back to the office,” he said.

She nodded. He still probably had a good half hour left on his lunch break but she wasn’t offended. Somehow she sensed that he needed time alone to process what had just passed between them. “He’s sending a car to pick me up. Sometime before six. Will you…”

“I’ll be home as soon as I can,” he blurted. His face heated to a deep shade of red. He covered his bowl and stood up. He leaned over her and kissed her on the lips. “I’ll be home as soon as I can.”

Chapter Six

Henry pulled into the driveway at five-seventeen. Killing the engine he scrambled out of the car and up the porch steps. He walked quickly into the house, tossing his keys in the tray and swinging the door shut.

He’d been a wreck all afternoon. Not a single cell of grey matter available for work, all his cognitive abilities focused on the dreadful, wonderful possibility that his dark secret might come true. “Carm? You home babe?” he called out.

A few moments later he heard footsteps upstairs. Carmen’s foot appeared at the top of the landing. Then her bare leg. Then the brilliant red of the dress she was wearing. Tight, ending in the middle of her thigh and hugging her belly. Her breasts pushed up and together by a bra, the V-cut of the neckline displaying her beautiful cleavage.

Her bright red lipstick matched the colour of her dress. She wore a slim gold chain around her neck. She’d curled her hair and tied it up in a pony tail almost at the top of her head. The tight curls bobbed playfully around her face as she descended the stairs. “Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” he replied, breathless. “You look amazing.” His cock hadn’t fully softened since his erection in the park at lunch. Now it throbbed and stretched in his pants, unfurling and hardening until it strained against his underwear.

She smiled and demurred. “Thanks. It’s not too much?” she asked.

Too much for what, he wondered? Too much for a night out on the town with a handsome stranger while her husband sat home? Maybe. Would it be too much for him? Time would tell. “It’s amazing. You look beautiful.”

She walked up to him, put her hands on the lapels of his jacket and gazed up into his eyes. “Are you sure you’re okay after what we talked about this afternoon?” she asked.

He swallowed back the knot that had formed in his throat and nodded. “It’s your job, right? You have to go.”

“You’re the most important thing to me,” she said, rubbing his chest.

“I love you, Carmen.” He whispered because he felt like she’d heard the wobble in his voice. His body was awash in heat and lust. He’d thought many times that he might be misreading her. That this whole thing might be in his imagination. That his pervert mind was conjuring up something that wasn’t real. But she’d said it herself. She’d had feelings for Geteye. She’d felt the need to confess. Something about it had to be real.

The doorbell rang and startled both of them. She glanced over his shoulder and looked at the door, a slight panic on her expression. “That’s probably the driver,” she said.

“I’ll get it,” he said, touching her elbow and turning to walk towards the door. He wrapped his trembling hand around the handle, twisted and pulled the door open.

A large black man in a beautifully tailored suit stood behind it. He wore dark sunglasses, which he removed as he smiled at Henry. He pocketed the glasses and held out a hand. “I am Geteye.” He glanced over Henry’s shoulder and grinned. “And there’s the lovely Carmen.” His eyes drifted down her body, lingering at the places most interesting for a man.

Henry stood frozen, staring at the very handsome Geteye sizing up his wife.

“Mind if I come in for a moment?” Geteye asked.

Henry stepped aside and glanced at Carmen. His heart skipped a beat at seeing her expression. Her mouth was open in a little round ‘o’ shape and her eyes were wide, darting between him and Geteye.

“Geteye,” she whispered. “I wasn’t expecting you. I thought…I thought you were sending a car?” she said.

“And I did. I just happened to send myself with it. I take it that this is your husband?” he asked, nodding at Henry.

The question shook her from her stupor. She gave a few quick nods. “Oh. I’m so sorry. Geteye this is Henry.”

Geteye turned his head and smiled at Henry. He looked him up and down and nodded a few times. “So you are the lucky bastard,” he said, chuckling. “Tell me, what’s your secret?” he asked.

Henry glanced at Carmen, then back at Geteye. “Uh, secret?” he asked.

“What do I have to do to find such a smart and beautiful bride for myself?” Geteye asked.

Henry found himself at a rare loss for words. He looked at Carmen again, his mouth moving as he tried to answer the question. The silence grew awkward.

“Can I get you a drink?” Henry finally asked.

“No, thank-you. My man is waiting in the car outside,” Geteye said. He chuckled again and walked towards Carmen, his hard-soled shoes clacking on the tile. He held out his arm.

Carmen looked at Henry.

She seemed to be asking permission to take Geteye’s arm with her expectant glance. He gave her a small nod. He saw the muscles in her neck tense as she swallowed. Arousal swelled through him as he watched her wrap her slender, bare arm around Geteye’s thick forearm. Her skin looked even more pale than usual against Geteye’s dark complexion.

Geteye walked to the door with Carmen on his arm.

“Just a second,” Henry said as Geteye pulled the door open. He tucked his hand into his pants pocket and pulled out his phone. “Could I take a picture? Just…a little memento for Carmen,” he explained.

A slow smile spread on Geteye’s lips. He pulled his sunglasses out of his pocket, flipped them open and rested them on the bridge of his nose. He unhooked his arm from Carmen’s and wrapped it around her, resting it on her shoulder.

A shudder passed through Henry as he framed the shot. Geteye’s hand was hanging loose, the fingers dangling just an inch or so above Carmen’s breast. He snapped the photo and forced a smile. “Okay. Got it,” he said.

“Good,” Geteye replied. He took his arm from Carmen’s shoulder and held his hand out towards the door. “Ladies first,” he said.

Carmen walked out of the door and paused on the porch. Geteye joined her and took her arm again. They walked down the stairs together and towards the Mercedes idling in the street. Carmen got in and Geteye went after her, blocking Henry’s view of her. As he closed the door, Geteye looked through the rear passenger window, grinned at Henry and gave a quick wave.

The car pulled away from the curb and disappeared down the street.

Henry stood in the hallway, the front door still open. His eyes fell to his cell phone and the picture of Carmen and Geteye. His cock was flexing endlessly in his pants. It was going to be another long evening. A part of him dreaded what the end of it would bring. A part of him couldn’t wait to find out.

***

Carmen sat primly in the back seat next to Geteye. She stiffened when he stretched his arm out behind her headrest and again let his hand dangle just above her breast. She glanced at the spot where the dark skin of the back of his hand turned to a lighter pink of his palm.

The exchange between Henry and Geteye had knocked her off balance. Henry had seemed so…what was the word? Submissive? She didn’t like thinking of him in that way. Accomodating was maybe a better way to describe it.

And Geteye had strutted into the house like he owned the place. Confident and cocky. Almost arrogant. But he’d still been kind, joking about Henry’s secret and finding a wife like her.

She hadn’t expected to see the two men interact. It did all sorts of funny things to her insides. Funny things she couldn’t describe. Arousal mixed with guilt and some excitement at how Henry had reacted to her confession. She couldn’t keep his words out of her mind: nothing you could do would make me stop loving you.

It was horrible because her mind had immediately gone to the worst thing she could do to test that proclamation. And now here she was with Geteye’s hand dangling just above her chest and her doing nothing about it.

She turned her head to look at him and forced a smile.

He smiled back at her, his eyes obscured by the dark sunglasses.

“Would you mind taking those off?” she asked.

“Of course not,” he said, removing the glasses and tucking them into his inside breast pocket.

It brought her relief to see his eyes. The sunglasses were kind of intimidating. She looked away, feeling embarrassed about staring at him.

“Your Henry seems like a very nice man,” he said. “And he doesn’t seem to mind his wife going out for dinner with a strange foreigner, does he?”

“I told him about you,” she said. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end. Aside from the theatre, this was the closest she’d ever been to Geteye. His powerful body seemed even more intimidating now that his arm was wrapped around her. It brought a warm ache to her core, feeling his strength so close to her.

“Did you?” he asked. “What did you tell him?”

She batted her eyelashes and blushed at the unexpected question. “Just…that you were nice and that…we had a nice time together.”

Geteye nodded. “We certainly did, didn’t we?” His hand moved, the fingers grazing along her upper arm.

She blushed hotter at his touch and stared straight ahead. She was in unknown territory now. He’d been so polite and gentlemanly the previous evening. Now he seemed much more flirtatious.

“Does it bother you if I touch you like that?” he asked, his voice soft.

A man hadn’t whispered a question like that to her in years. Even Henry didn’t talk that way to her any more. The thrill of heading into the unknown twisted through the arousal building inside her. She shook her head, her throat too tight to speak.

He leaned closer to her and she could feel his gaze on her but couldn’t bring herself to look at him. Her heart was pounding hard inside her chest. “How lovely your dress is,” he said.

She could feel his breath on her neck.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. “So your husband likes pictures?”

She stiffened in the seat. If he hadn’t been so polite the night before she would have been totally creeped out. But she’d seen his good side and she knew every man had a bit of this in him. Most importantly she didn’t exactly hate what he was doing. She could tell he was coming onto her. And she didn’t want him to stop. “I guess,” she said, her voice sounding a little weak.

“Let’s send him another picture,” Geteye said. He held the phone up.

She gasped at seeing the two of them together in the back of the car on the screen. They were pressed together so closely. She looked so small compared to Geteye.

Geteye pressed the shutter button and the phone clicked. He laid it down in her lap. “Why don’t you send it to him?” he said.

She looked at the phone, then up at Geteye.

He was still smiling and it was a kind smile. Nothing about his demeanour seemed threatening. Still, she wanted to test him. To make sure he really was as nice as he’d been the night before. “What if I don’t want to?”

He shrugged, took his arm off of her shoulder and leaned away from her, putting his hands in his lap. “Then you don’t have to,” he said. “It was just a fun idea. No harm intended.”

She felt a wave of relief. It was reassuring to know she still had a choice and that Geteye didn’t seem like the kind of guy that would force her to do anything. The smile he was wearing seemed playful, almost mischievous. “Fine. Maybe I will,” she said, picking up his phone.

She felt him watching her as she tapped out Henry’s number in his messaging app and attached the picture. It’s me, hon. Carm. Geteye wanted me to send you this pic. Love you. She pressed the little paper airplane icon and the phone made a whooshing sound as the image was sent. She handed the phone back to Geteye, who pocketed it.

A moment later she felt her own phone buzz in the clutch on her lap. She snapped open the clasp and pulled it out. It was a message from Henry.

I love you too. So much. Looks like fun. Have a great night!

A tremor of excitement rippled through her. Not a hint of jealousy from Henry. He almost seemed happy to have seen the picture of Geteye looming over her, his arm around her shoulder like they were on a date or something.

Maybe that kind of behaviour was okay in Kenya? Maybe it was a cultural thing? Maybe he wasn’t trying to be flirtatious at all?

“Did he like it?” Geteye asked.

She smiled and turned the screen towards him, letting him read the message from Henry.

“Well, he certainly doesn’t seem upset, does he?” Geteye asked. His heavy hand fell to her bare knee and he squeezed it.

Her blush deepened again and the corners of her mouth turned up. “I don’t think he’s upset,” she whispered, shaking her head.

“And how are you feeling?” he asked, moving his hand from her knee to her thigh.

***

Henry groaned as his cock flexed in his hand and spilled another load of ejaculate into the small towel he’d brought in from the bathroom. He closed his eyes and let the visions come. Fresh memories of the large, handsome Geteye standing in his hallway with his arm around Carmen like he owned her. Like she was already his.

He’d had another moment of doubt after they’d left. Wondering if he was making the whole thing up in his mind. Geteye seemed like an upstanding guy. Was he trying to get with Carmen or was it all an illusion he’d cooked up for himself?

The picture they’d sent from the car, from Geteye’s phone, had allayed those doubts. Geteye crowding Carmen in the car, his arm over her shoulder, his hand dangling above her breast. He’d gazed at that picture and stroked himself, coming so quickly it surprised him, his cock losing none of it’s hardness even after he came.

A post-nut clarity washed over him. He looked down at his unzipped pants and his cock dangling out of them. Shouldn’t he be ashamed, he wondered? Would a normal man let a handsome black guy just strut into his house and steal his wife away for a date? Even if it was her job? Shouldn’t he have put up some resistance? Was Carmen really cool with him acting this way?

The questions took a darker turn. Had the confession in the park actually been a plea for help? Had she been asking to be saved from herself? Had she been asking for him to step up and step in between her and Geteye?

Had he let his selfish impulse blind him to that reality?

He jumped in his seat as the phone buzzed again, a new message appearing on the screen. Wiping his hand on the towel, he picked up the phone and tapped on the message. It was from Carmen again.

Geteye wants to know if you’re upset?

He furrowed his brow and shook his head. What was this game they were playing? Sending suggestive pictures then asking him if he was upset? Were they laughing at him? A fierce jealousy rushed through him at the thought. He clutched the edges of his desk and breathed deep, regaining control of himself. Don’t be ridiculous. Don’t jump to conclusions. Maybe this is all just in your head.

He tapped out a reply.

I’m not upset. Have a great time!

It took a strong act of will to hit send. It felt like only half of him meant it. The other half wanted Carmen back. Home and safe instead of out with Geteye. The phone buzzed in his hand. Another picture. His chest swelled.

It was the inside one of the rooms at Halton Hills. Luxurious, but minimalist, a large bed in the background, a table with two place settings in the fore.

We’re having dinner in his room, the caption read.

Chapter Seven

She stood just past the hallway, her small clutch clasped in her hands and at her waist. She looked around the elegant surroundings and the tickle that had started when Geteye had told her they were going to his room, grew inside her stomach.

Geteye plucked the champagne bottle from the ice bucket and poured the golden liquid into the two flutes standing on the table. He re-seated the bottle in the ice, picked up both glasses and walked over to where she was standing by the door. He offered her a glass, smiling. “Won’t you come inside?” he asked.

Warm arousal was coursing through her. Her sex was damp. Her heart was beating. Parts of her were going wild with excitement at this thrilling new development. This strange, handsome, obviously wealthy man charming her last night, now trying to seduce her. A faint pride swelled through her at being the object of his interest.

The other side of her brain was asking questions. Where would all this lead? Was she really going to cheat on Henry? Had he really meant everything he’d said, even after meeting Geteye? Or had she misread his naivete as tacit permission to do as she pleased?

The thing was Henry wasn’t naive. He was a mature adult. Surely he didn’t believe that there was nothing behind Geteye sending him pictures of almost groping her in the car? Of course he didn’t. Which meant that…Henry really didn’t mind that this was happening? She found it hard to wrap her mind around that.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Geteye raise an eyebrow and his glass at the same time. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, raising her glass to his and tapping it. She took a sip and watched him.

“Shall I call for the first course?” he asked. “Or have you changed your mind about this evening?”

She sighed. She didn’t want him to think she was flighty or flakey. And she was getting paid for this. And aside from the arm around the shoulder and the hand on her knee he hadn’t suggested anything inappropriate. Yet. Why was she disappointed by that?!? “The first course would be lovely.”

He smiled again. “Just one minute then. Take a seat, if you please,” he said, gesturing towards the table. He walked over to the phone next to the bed, picked it up and called the kitchen. He returned a few moments after placing the order.

She was standing by the table.

He pulled the chair out from underneath it and indicated she should sit. He tucked it under her as she bent her knees, then rounded the table and sat at the place setting across from hers. “You’re worried, aren’t you, Carmen?” he asked.

“Worried?” she asked, furrowing her brow. “About what?”

“You’re worried about your Henry. I can see it in your eyes. What a loving wife you must be,” he said, smiling at her again.

She sighed, a little disappointed in herself for being so transparent.

“But I have a secret for you, Carmen. There’s no need to worry about your husband. He doesn’t mind that you’re here. He doesn’t mind that you’re with me.”

She furrowed her brow, skeptical about how he could know something like that. Was he just coming on strong, now that he was sensing her faltering, having second thoughts?

A knock sounded at the door.

“Come!” he barked, without letting his eyes leave her.

The lock clicked and the door swung open. Two waiters dressed in white jackets and black trousers came in. One carrying a folding table, the other a covered silver tray. The table was unfolded next to theirs, the dome removed to reveal two small plates of salad. “Shrimp and avocado salad,” the waiter said, moving the plates from the tray to the table with gloved hands.

The tray was covered and lifted, the table folded and a moment later the men were gone.

“Pardon the interruption,” Geteye said. “Where were we? Ah, yes. I was about to tell you again what a beautiful woman you are.”

She looked up at him and this time held his gaze. She had a right to know his intentions and where this was going. “When we first met you told me you were looking for a companion. ‘Nothing tawdry,’ you said. Do you remember?” she asked.

“I remember very well,” he said, poking his fork through a piece of avocado and bringing it to his mouth.

“Then why are we here? Why are we having dinner in your hotel room and not a restaurant?” she asked.

“Because sometimes I enjoy dining in public and other times I prefer a more intimate setting. If it’s upsetting you you must know that you’re free to leave at any time. Just say the word and I’ll have the car brought around front and escort you downstairs myself,” he explained.

She let out an exasperated sigh. “I’m not upset,” she said.

“You seem upset,” he countered.

“I feel like you’re trying to seduce me,” she blurted.

He smiled and set his for down. “That’s because I am,” he replied.

The bluntness was shockingly disarming. She’d expected some coy response and not the brutal truth. “I’m married. You just met my husband,” she said, trying to compose herself.

He gave a small nod.

“You don’t think Henry would have something to say about this? You trying to seduce me?” she asked.

He nodded again. “I’m sure he would. It might not be what you think.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.

He set his fork down and held his hands apart. “I think that’s probably best left between you and Henry.”

She thought of Henry and all the things he’d said about this evening. The picture he’d taken and the picture she’d sent and how strange it had been that his reactions to both were so cheerful. Lust was still tugging at her. Lust and curiosity of what a different man would feel like. What sex in a hotel with a stranger, like a prostitute, would feel like?

“Have you lost your appetite, Ms Sanders?” Geteye asked.

The question set her straight. No matter what his future intentions she was still here to perform the job she’d agreed to do. For now she was his dinner companion and until something was seriously not to her liking she intended to follow through on her promise. “Not at all,” she said, setting her clutch down on the floor next to her chair and picking up her fork.

Geteye smiled. “Splendid,” he said. “Would you care for some music?”

“Only if it’s jazz,” she replied. “And only if it’s more than forty years old.”

His smile widened. “Your tastes continue to delight me,” he said, quietly.

***

Henry sat on the edge of the bed in the darkness. He’d masturbated himself into a zombie-like state using the two pictures he had of Carmen and Geteye as fuel for his depravity. He hadn’t heard from her in two hours now and he’d spent the time tormenting himself about what she might be up to.

He’d alternated between thrilling himself by staring at the picture she’d sent from the car and being horrified that she might be in some compromised position at this very moment.

The thrill came partly from letting himself believe she could be such a naughty, dirty woman. That inside herself she carried the capacity to cheat on her husband to fulfill her own desires, even if it hurt him. Even though she’d explicitly stated she would never do anything like that to him. He wanted it. He wanted to know that pain the way, he supposed, someone who wants to be spanked or whipped wants to know physical pain.

He wasn’t sure why. But the thought of her even touching Geteye, holding onto his arm, brought him an erection of exquisite hardness.

The phone buzzed in his hand and he jumped, startled by the unexpected motion. He looked down at the screen and opened up his message app. It was Carmen.

I’m on my way home. Geteye sent me in his car. If you’re still up don’t go to bed just yet please?

It was followed by a second message that made his heart feel like it was going to burst. A selfie of Carmen resting her head against Geteye’s pectoral muscles bulging through his shirt. She was wearing a slight smile and a sultry expression with heavy eyelids.

He tossed the phone onto the bed and scrambled to clean up the filthy mess he’d made. He tossed the spent hand towels into the hamper, changed his underwear and threw on a set of fresh sweat pants and a  t-shirt with a hoodie overtop.

He paced around the bedroom for five or ten minutes, he couldn’t be sure how long. He stopped and held his breath when he heard the downstairs door open and shut. He heard the sound of Carmen dropping her keys into the tray and setting down her purse. She must have pulled her heels off because her footsteps sounded muffled on the stairs. He froze when he saw her silhouette in the doorway.

“You’re up,” she whispered.

“I’m up,” he replied, barely able to get the words out his throat was so tight.

She flipped the light off in the hall then padded towards him across the carpet. She reached out and pulled one of the blackout curtains to the side, letting in the moonlight.

He gazed into her eyes, trying to decipher the look in them and bracing himself for the worst, or maybe best, possibility.

“Did you get my messages?” she asked.

He nodded.

She smiled. Raising her hand she played with the drawstring of his hoodie with her fingers. “Geteye asked me to dance after dinner,” she explained. “That’s why I had my head on his chest, I mean.”

He stifled a groan and nodded.

Her eyes were sparkling and there was mischief and mystery in her smile. He felt like he might burst into a million pieces from not knowing what had really happened.

But the news of Geteye’s further advances travelled straight to his crotch. His cock, sore from overuse already, began to rise. “Was it nice?” he asked.

She looked up at him and smiled wider. “It was,” she replied. She turned her head to one side and her smile faded. Her hand fell from the drawstring, down to his groin where she pressed it against his burgeoning erection. She looked up into his eyes again, her expression serious this time. She squeezed his cock gently then let her hand fall away. Her eyes fell to the carpet and she bit her lip. “You know Geteye had a lot to say about you?” she whispered.

His heart pumped harder. “He did?” he asked.

She nodded. “He thinks he knows you better than you know yourself. He thinks he knows you better than I do,” she said.

He shook his head. “What did he say?” he asked.

She drew in a deep breath. Her hands rose, fingertips tracing lines along the outside of his arms. Her eyes rose to his, searching for something in his gaze again.

“Did you masturbate while I was gone?” she asked.

His eyes popped open wider and he opened his mouth. He felt it twist into an awkward smile. “Uh…what? What do you mean?” he bluffed, chuckling.

Her stare was relentless. Boring into the deepest parts of him. It felt like she already had all the answers to the questions she was asking.

She loosened the drawstring of his sweatpants, then pulled the elastic down around his thighs. Her eyes fell to the lump in his underwear. She pulled those down, too.

He stared, stunned and fascinated as she wrapped her hand matter-of-factly around his cock and squeezed it, then looked up into his eyes again.

“Tell me the truth, Henry,” she whispered. She looked down at his hard prick in her hand and stroked it twice. “I want to know.”

Already he could feel his balls tightening between his legs. His heart was racing in panic. How did she know this? How did Geteye? Had asking to take the picture been too obvious a tell? A hot shame washed over him at the thought of Carmen and Geteye casually discussing his kinky secret over dinner “I…” he croaked.

She looked up at him again, her thumb running circle around his glans. “Geteye says you like thinking about me with him. He says you like it that I go out with him at night. Is that true?” she asked.

He swallowed and opened his mouth wider, drawing in deep breaths. The pleasure flooding through him was intense and amazing. Did he dare tell her the truth?

Her thumb kept up the gentle rubbing as her eyes wandered over his expression.

He looked up and stared into them. He felt like he was at a cliff’s edge and all he had to do was jump. But out in front of him was a great void. A great unknown. And it scared him. Even if it was Carmen nudging him towards it with her questions.

“Geteye wanted me to have sex with him this evening,” she whispered.

His cock pulsed in her hand. His eyes dropped and he saw the first trickle of clear, pre-ejaculation lubricant leaking from the tip.

Carmen looked down at it, too, still rubbing it gently but insistently with her thumb. “I want to know, Henry,” she said.

He felt his inner defences crumbling. All of the walls he’d carefully built up around his secret falling apart under Carmen’s sexual interrogation. It was terrifying, thinking of opening up to her fully and completely. And yet she was acting like she already knew the whole sordid story and didn’t mind one bit.

“I want to know,” she echoed, squeezing the shaft of his cock in her fist.

He was unable to stifle his groan this time. He felt his innermost self being disassembled by her insistent questions. All he wanted was to succumb to her demands. To prostrate himself before her and tell her she could have any part of him she wanted. “It turns me on,” he finally muttered.

The rubbing stopped.

He glanced up and into her eyes from under his brow. He had no idea how much time passed as they stared at each other. It felt like hours but it couldn’t have been more than a few minutes. She finally stirred, fresh energy flickering in her eyes.

“Did the pictures turn you on?” she whispered.

“Yes,” he confessed.

“Did thinking of me with Geteye turn you on?”

“Yes,” he repeated.

She squeezed his cock in her hand. Her other hand rose to his neck and she pulled him closer so their lips were almost touching. “You never told me,” she said, her voice barely above a breath.

“I didn’t want to scare you,” he said.

She pressed her lips against his and began massaging his cock again. He groaned into her mouth when her tongue moved into his. Her kiss was hungry and insistent, as if she wanted to devour him. She pulled away and looked into his eyes again.

He glanced down. His cock was leaking clear fluid. Expelling the lubricant meant to ease it’s entry into her channel. Instead it was running along his shaft and over her fingers, as impotent about serving it’s purpose as his semen would be when he finally came.

His cock twitched and his balls ached when she released her grip.

She slowly unzipped the side of her dress and pulled it over her head. She removed her bra and panties and stood naked in front of him.

His cock heaved and sagged as his eyes roamed the curves and soft bits of her body.

She stepped around him, graceful as a ballet dancer. Moving behind him, she wrapped her arms around his trunk and gripped his cock again. She walked them slowly to the bed and made him sit, then sat next to him, one leg tucked in, the other hanging off the edge of the bed. She hunched over his cock and cupped his balls with one hand, stroking it with the other.

His breathing was heavy and his head was spinning. They’d never done anything like this. Carmen had never acted this way in the bedroom. Quiet and mysterious like she was performing some ancient sexual ritual on him. He looked sideways at her and she raised her eyes from his penis to look at him.

“I wanted to have sex with him,” she whispered. Her eyes widened and fell back to his lap at the way his cock hardened in her hand from what she’d said. “You wouldn’t have been mad at me?” she asked.

He closed his eyes and shook his head. Now she knew. It was out and there was no more hiding anything. Henry Sanders enjoyed the thought of being made a cuckold.

“How many times did you jerk off about me, Henry?” she asked, tightening her grip and stroking him a little faster.

“Six,” he grunted.

Her eyes widened at his admission. They darted down to his cock, as if she didn’t believe she held his erection in her hand after so much self-pleasure and release. “You wanted it to happen,” she said.

He hunched his shoulders and his head sagged towards his chest. “I wanted it to happen,” he confirmed. He groaned at the tightness he felt in his balls and penis. Her hands felt like a magic spell on his sensitive organ. He gasped when she took them away. He opened his eyes and turned to look at her.

“I don’t want you to come yet,” she said. “I want to show you something.”

He nodded.

“Get down on your knees,” she ordered.

He nodded again and slid off the bed to kneel next to her, terror surging through his body as she spread her legs. Was this going to be what he thought it was? Was his glorious nightmare about to come true? Was he about to see Geteye’s seed dripping from the crevice of her pussy?

She untucked the one leg and set both feet on the floor. Putting a hand on his shoulder she pulled him towards her. “Come here. This is what I want you to see.”

He couldn’t imagine what Geteye had done to her to make her this way? Suddenly she was completely unashamed of exploring this dark sexual kink. Sitting naked on the bed in front of him, baring her pussy and not embarrassed at all by that. Geteye had done something. He’d awakened something inside her. Something dark and awesome and ravenous.

She put two fingers of each hand on each of her labia and pulled them apart with a sticky click. Wet frothed out of her pussy hole. The clear, sticky fluid leaked from her down into the crevice of her ass.

He looked up into her eyes and was mesmerized by the way she was staring at him. He sighed, partly in relief, partly in frustration when the sight he’d expected, Geteye’s semen, didn’t present itself.

“You did this,” she whispered. “You made me this wet. Geteye said neither of us would believe it but it’s true, Henry. It’s true. I’m so wet. I’ve never been this wet. I want you to know how wet I am.”

He nodded, his perverse desire molting into an obsession with his beautiful Carmen. This is just how he wanted her in the darkest parts of his mind. Strong and commanding. Issuing orders and demands. Telling him to feast on her dirty places. He crawled forward and opened his mouth.

His nostrils flared and eyes closed at the first waft of her normally delicate feminine scent. The smell was sharper now, more acrid. Awash in hormones her body didn’t normally produce to this degree. She was aroused like she’d never been. A bitch in heat. And all from his carnal wishes.

She placed a hand on the back of his head and guided his mouth towards her pussy. He gave it a long lick from the bottom to the top, lapping up her excess juices and swallowing them greedily.

His cock throbbed between his legs. It was so stiff that the tip touched his abdomen as he ate her. A shiver ran down his spine when he felt her fingers running through his hair. He felt as close to heaven as he could get.

Chapter Eight

Carmen propped her head up on her hand and watched him sleeping. What a night they’d had. What a life-altering night they’d shared. She wasn’t sure she liked the fact that Geteye had been right about every last little thing he’d said. How could he have possibly come to understand Henry so well after one extremely brief meeting?

What she did like, and what had awoken her so early, was that Henry really, really did seem to want her to have relations with Geteye. She’d held his cock in her hand and told him stories of what she might do. Of what might be done to her. Stories Geteye had told her to share with her husband.

Each time his cock lurched and leaked it had surprised her. Each revelation brought more hardness, more arousal from Henry. Until he’d groaned and begged her for release. How satisfying it had been breaking that tension. Jerking his cock and watching the pearly seed bubble and sputter from it. She’d felt a power over him that excited her so much.

She still felt it. Now it was calling to her, demanding to be fed. It was demanding she wake Henry and sexually manipulate him for her own pleasure.

Alongside of it she felt an immense sense of relief and freedom. Her feelings about Geteye had been growing the last few days. She’d been feeling increasingly trapped. She, too, wanted to know him in an intimate way. She’d been struggling with how to resolve that desire with the marriage vows she’d taken.

Now she could have her cake and eat it, too. Henry was going to give her this gift so that his own hunger could be sated. He was going to let her sleep with Geteye so he could indulge his own dirty craving.

She ran a finger down his spine and felt him stir.

He groaned and rolled from his side to his back, pressing the back of his hand against his forehead and yawning.

She felt the urge to do something dirty. The sky was bluish grey outside. Day was coming. She wanted to welcome this new day, this new chapter they were starting in their lives, with some lewd act. A sexual toast to new awakenings.

She crawled down underneath the sheets and down his legs. She crawled over one leg and nestled herself into his groin. He had the beginnings of a morning wood. His cock smelled of stale cum and her own juice. They’d fucked three times after he’d eaten her out.

She moved her mouth over his cock and slipped it in. Her sex immediately started to wet as she began sucking him. The way his body tensed around her and the way he groaned, delighted her to no end.

Three days ago she wouldn’t have been caught dead doing something like this. Sex was nice but it was meant for the evenings and done in darkened rooms, preferably after a drink or two to strip away some inhibitions.

Now she felt a sexual hunger she didn’t know how to quench. She’d come three times, once from his mouth and twice from thrusting and here she was, just a few hours later, needing more of it. She sucked hard on his cock until it was stiff as steel in her mouth.

Letting it pop out of her mouth, she army-crawled forward then got up on all fours and crawled forward to emerge out from under the sheet over top of him.

He was wide awake. His eyes were wide and wondrous, almost disbelieving, as he stared at her.

She moved her hips until she felt the hard, mushroom-shaped nub of his cock head against her folds. A smile sprouted on her lips. She reached between her legs and held his cock in place as she slid it into herself and sank down onto his lap. She leaned down onto her forearms and stared into his eyes. “Good morning,” she whispered.

“Good morning,” he said. “What time is it?”

She shrugged. “Does it matter?”

“I have to work.”

“You have me. Work can wait. I need you, Henry. I need your body. I need your cock,” she said.

His eyes widened and he swallowed, then nodded.

His reaction made her giggle. It surprised and thrilled her how much fun being this dirty could be.

She started moving her hips slowly up and down. Feeling the head of his up-curved cock rubbing against that perfect place inside her that gave her the good feelings. A frisson of excitement rippled through her at the thought that that evening she might feel another man touching that place.

Her hips immediately began to move faster. She felt her nipples stiffen. Pressing both hands against Henry’s chest, she rose up to sit on his lap and closed her eyes.

Her mind filled with the same dirty thoughts she’d had that first night after getting home from dinner and the ballet. She thought of what it would be like to see Geteye without his clothes on. What would it be like to touch his cock? Did he fit the stereotype of a black man having a large, black cock? Or would it be closer to Henry’s very serviceable, but average size?

Size had never been that important to her anyways. Sex had always been more about the connection, the intimacy with another person, than anything else.

Most importantly she wondered what it would feel like inside her? Was it thick? Would it stretch her? Or would her pussy feel the same way it did when she made love with Henry? She didn’t remember how it had felt with other lovers before they’d gotten married. She hadn’t cared much about any of that stuff back then.

It was only when she realized how much Henry enjoyed sex that she put more of an effort into enjoying it herself. It had paid off and they’d had a great sex life in these first few years of marriage.

The feeling inside her now was completely different. Sex wasn’t something to be enjoyed it was something she needed. Like water. Or air. How that had changed in the last three days she had no idea. She’d only had dinner with Geteye. She hadn’t lied to Henry. She’d resisted Geteye’s advances because she wanted to test his preposterous hypotheses first. Every last one had proven true.

Henry wanted this. He wanted her to sleep with Geteye. It turned him on. It turned her on. It made their sex explosive. Geteye had been right about everything.

Geteye. She rode her husband’s lap faster and harder. She worked hard with her thighs. She felt his cock inside her getting progressively harder. Every once in a while he’d paw at her breasts.

She let her hands float up beside her body, her arms feeling light as air. She moaned and heard the bed squeaking and bumping against the wall. The first rays of sunlight were pouring in through the open curtain. They were warm on her shoulder.

Geteye.

She moaned again at the thought of him. Her pussy squeezed. She gasped when Henry groaned beneath her. His body tensed and his cock went rock hard.

A wide smile stretched her lips as she felt the first warm blast of his cum inside her pussy. He was normally on top and feeling him come often made her get off. Even with him underneath it was still a nice feeling. Her pussy squeezed again. Her brain sparkled as the first gush of hot pleasure shot up from between her legs and seized it.

She moaned and her head rolled back. Her legs worked mercilessly, wringing every last drop of dirty pleasure from the orgasm as Henry’s body twitched and convulsed between her legs.

Chapter Nine

She stood at the elevator waiting. She thought she’d detected a judgmental glance from the hotel receptionist, who’d been on the previous evening, about seeing her again. It was most likely her imagination. Who had time to pay attention to anyone but themselves?

Her imagination was hard at work making her feel deeply embarrassed for the package of three condoms she carried in her purse, too. She’d been deeply embarrassed purchasing them at the pharmacy and equally embarrassed carrying them to the hotel.

Back when she and Henry still used condoms he’d always been the one to buy them. A woman buying condoms felt especially dirty to her. It was admitting to a stranger that she was thinking about sex. Craving sex like a greedy little slut.

She gasped, shocked by the vulgar thought.

The condoms were a symbol of her coming infidelity. A symbol of the change in her marriage to Henry. Her heart squeezed when she thought of him. He’d raced home after work but had had to stay late and they only had five minutes together before it was time for her to leave.

His cock had been standing up hard between his legs and he’d looked a little scared but reassured her that everything would be alright and just to enjoy herself and that he’d be waiting for her when she got home.

And if someone at some point in the past had told her she would have to do that to her husband some day she probably would have broken down in tears. Leaving him standing in the hallway while she left to go make love to another man would have been unthinkable.

Leaving him had seemed inevitable, though. Any other course of action seemed impossible. Geteye had awakened something inside both of them. And this was about the both of them, not just her. This was going to be their journey. Together. Her and Henry, hand in hand.

Except when she was lying in Geteye’s bed, welcoming him inside herself.

The thought caused her face to flush and another tremor worked it’s way down her back. The elevator door opened with an electronic ping and she stepped inside. As the door closed she stared at her reflection in the mirror.

She wore a trench coat over a more modest dress. Under that she’d put on sexy, lacy underwear she hadn’t worn in years. It had made her wet just putting it on. Thinking about the moment she revealed it to Geteye and what his reaction might be.

She turned to face the door, clutching her purse with both hands. Her grip was tight to keep them from trembling. Every so often that shake would spread to her body, causing her to shiver. The back of her neck was damp with sweat. Her panties were starting to soak. She felt a little panicked. It felt akin to a fight or flight response, though fuck or flight seemed more appropriate here.

The thought caused her to giggle. It relieved some of the tension that had gripped her since the moment she’d stepped into the hotel lobby.

As the doors slid open she stepped into the quiet hallway and walked the twenty feet to the door to Geteye’s room. She raised her hand and knocked three times.

It opened a moment later. Geteye was behind it wearing a shirt with the top button undone and the cuffs rolled up. A small gold chain hung from his neck. He smiled and stepped to the side, waving her in.

She returned the smile, though hers was forced and tight. It occurred to her that if she did go through with this, if she did have sexual relations with Geteye she would, well and truly, become a sex worker. A prostitute. She was getting paid to be here. Even though she was acting partly on the kink she and Henry had just discovered, she would still be paid. It made her feel even dirtier.

She walked to the center of the room and stopped. A mess of papers was strewn out on the desk, along with an open laptop.

Geteye walked to the desk, closed the laptop and arranged the papers into a neater pile, then turned to face her. “So I take it by your presence that I was correct about your husband?” he asked.

She was gripped by a momentary panic. What the fuck was she doing here? Was she really going to let this man have her? Was she really going to go home to Henry and tell him she’d had sex with another man? It seemed insane.

Her flight response really did kick in and she took two steps back towards the door.

Geteye’s smile softened. “You are nervous?” he asked.

She gave two quick nods.

“There is no reason to be nervous,” he said. “You are still free to go at any time. I will tell your agency that you completed your assignment,” he explained.

That brought some relief. She wasn’t worried Geteye would sabotage her position with the agency, though. She knew he was a gentleman. “I’m not sure I should be paid for this,” she said, letting out a nervous laugh.

He nodded, understanding in his eyes. “In that case we can say you are off the clock. We can call this a personal visit,” he suggested.

That eased her worry a little more but turned the heat down a bit. The money had somehow twisted through this kinky thing and made it hotter. “I mean I’m not sure I should be paid by the agency,” she said quietly.

A slow smile stretched across his lips. “How about you set your purse down and have a seat? We can see where it goes from there? You know me, Carmen. You know I won’t bite. I want only good things for you. Good things will come for you if you stay. Trust me,” he said.

She looked into his eyes and nodded. She had no reason not to trust him. He’d been very kind and very understanding through this whole situation. Yes, he’d put the moves on her. But every step of the way he’d been clear she could leave at any time. There was no pressure. She was here because she wanted to be. This was her decision. Hers and Henry’s.

She set her purse down on the chair next to the desk, walked over to the bed and sat down. She folded her hands in her lap as Geteye walked up, then sat down next to her. She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye and flashed another tight smile.

“I understand why you might be a little unsettled,” he said, quietly. He raised his hand and brushed the outside of her arm with the backs of his fingers. “This is not a small thing you are doing. Your husband must be quite a man, letting his wife go to a stranger’s bed. I’m impressed. I applaud his courage,” he said. “Would a drink make you feel more comfortable?” he asked.

She was tempted. She didn’t want the moment clouded by alcohol, though. Maybe if it happened again but not this time. She shook her head.

Geteye nodded. “Very well. Can I remind you of how beautiful I think you are?” he asked.

She smiled for real this time and looked away. He was laying on the charm a little thick and cheesy but she didn’t mind. She could sense his hunger. He wanted her body. It was nice to be reminded of what that felt like.

“Can I help you take your jacket off?” he asked.

“Of course,” she whispered. It felt comfortable giving him permission and she felt herself relax a little more. She undid the belt tied at her waist and pulled the jacket open.

He pulled it off her shoulders, stood up and walked over to the closet, where he hung it up. He walked back and reached out towards her.

She looked up, a tremor of excitement running through her. Putting her hands in his she let him pull her up off the bed.

He examined the dress, a tan colour that hugged her curves but didn’t show any bare skin except for her forearms.

He caressed her arms with the backs of his hands, sending another shiver racing through her. He looked up at her and smiled. “You know I fancied you the moment you stepped into the conference room,” he said.

She cocked her head to one side and furrowed her brow.

He chuckled. “Yes, I know. I know I said nothing tawdry. I assure you I didn’t have anything indecent in mind until after that first evening.” He stepped closer to her and brushed a finger along her cheek. “It’s not just your beauty I find attractive, Carmen. It’s your mind,” he said, gazing into her eyes.

Her core tightened, along with her stomach.

He seemed to sense her tension. “Too much talk?” he asked.

“Maybe,” she whispered, looking off to the side.

“My apologies,” he replied. He reached around behind her back and grasped the zipper of the dress and pulled it down.

Her nostrils flared at the scent of his cologne and the masculine musk it didn’t quite conceal.

“May I?” he asked.

She gave two more nods.

He pulled the dress forward off of her shoulders.

She shrugged, letting it fall down her arms.

He let go of it and it fell around her feet. Taking a step back, he surveyed her with a long glance. “Exquisite,” he said.

She laughed off the compliment, unused to being the object of such intense attention.

“There I go talking too much again,” he said, chuckling. He began slowly unbuttoning his shirt. When he reached the lowest button he pulled it out of his pants, then pulled it off his shoulders.

Her eyes widened at seeing the dark slab of flesh that was his torso. His tailored suits did an excellent job of concealing a very impressive physique. She stared at the way the muscles in his back flexed and shifted as he walked and draped his shirt over the back of the desk chair.

She looked down at her own pale body, the white lace underwear and bra concealing her most intimate parts. The thought of Geteye’s dark skin pressed against her sent wetness trickling out of her, dampening her panties.

He walked back to where she was standing, put a finger under her chin and lifted her eyes to his. “May I kiss you?” he asked.

The question startled her. In all the time she’d spent imagining this moment she hadn’t once thought of kissing him. The question would have sounded strange if she didn’t know what a gentleman he was. “If you like,” she replied.

“I like,” he whispered. He smiled a wide smile, his thumb slipping down off her chin and down her neck. He let it fall further, to the sensitive spot between her breasts. Leaning in, he tilted his head and gently touched his lips to hers.

She opened her mouth and the skin on the back of her neck prickled. It was the first time she’d kissed anyone but Henry since they’d been married. It felt dirty but exciting. Her core squeezed again, more fluid leaking from it.

Geteye put an arm on the small of her back and pulled her closer. He eased his tongue into her mouth and pressed it against hers.

The kiss melted something inside her. Heat rushed through her body. She leaned her weight against him, taking his tongue deeper into her mouth and kissing him back.

The sounds of French kissing often bothered her. Lewd, wet smacks as lips and tongues connected. She didn’t mind them now. They still sounded dirty added heat to the moment.

Geteye pulled away from the kiss and stared into her eyes again. He unwrapped his hand from around her and pulled his belt open. Undoing his pants he let them fall to the floor, then stepped out of them.

Her eyes fell and widened at the thick outline of his cock in his underwear. It seemed the stereotype was true, at least for Geteye. He was easily twice as long as Henry and thicker. He wasn’t even fully hard yet. More heat rushed through her in anticipation of what that thing was going to feel like inside of her. Would it even fit?

Her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. She hadn’t done this with anyone but Henry in years. They had a few routines they changed up. But they were comfortable with each other and knew each other’s moves. She had no idea what Geteye liked or wanted and it intimidated her. She startled when he stepped forward.

He held up both hands. “Just relax, Carmen. I’ll take care of everything,” he whispered. He put his hands on her upper arms and gently pushed her backwards until she felt the mattress on her calves. He eased her down onto the bed.

She sat with her back stiff, her hands in her lap, not having the faintest idea of what to do or how to act. She could feel her face blushing hot. She watched his hands, nervous about where they were going to go next. Her eyes widened in surprise when he sank to his knees in front of her.

He picked her hands up in his and lifted them. He kissed the backs of them, then turned them over and kissed her palms.

For some reason she found his tender touch astonishing and seductive. He wasn’t just treating her like a prostitute. He was treating her like a lover and it was entirely unexpected. She shuddered when he parted her arms and leaned lower, kissing the inside of each of her thighs.

He looked up at her and smiled. “So sweet,” he said. “May I?” he asked, glancing at her panties.

His gentle manner was empowering. She hadn’t known what to expect but it wasn’t this. She hadn’t imagined soft touches and sweet whispers. It was disarming and arousing but made her feel like she had agency again. Leaning back on her elbows she opened her legs for him.

Geteye lowered his face between her thighs and laid three gentle kisses in a line along her seam. He pulled her panties to the side with a finger and gazed at the folds of her sex. Leaning in again, he pushed his tongue out and let it slowly glide along her soaked folds.

She drew in a deep breath and sighed, her head rolling back towards her shoulders. “Oh,” she whispered.

“You like it?” he asked.

“I like it very much,” she replied, her voice trembling. She shuddered when he pressed his mouth more firmly against her sex. She arched her back when he sucked her clit into his mouth, feeding him more of her pussy as a soft moan rolled out of her.

Her mind focused on the feeling in her sex as Geteye lapped at it. Heat and wetness and throbs of pleasure coursed from it with each swipe of his tongue against her clit. She felt her nipples harden against her bra. She tensed when she felt him press a finger against her entrance.

He suckled at her clit until she relaxed. Then he pushed the finger inside of her, curling it until it was touching up against her G-spot.

Her hips began to gyrate as he stroked her inside flesh and pulled her clit even deeper into his mouth. The two points of pleasure twisted together inside her and accelerated her arousal. It felt like the bed was tipping beneath her, her pussy pressing harder against his lips.

Her legs began to tremble and soon a burst of pleasure shot up from her core. She cried out. Her hand shot to the back of his head and she ground her pussy against his mouth in the most unseemly way as she came.

He didn’t flinch, licking and sucking on her until her body shook from overstimulation and she had to push her hand against his shoulder to make him relent.

He pulled his face out from between her legs and kissed a line down the inside of her thigh.

She collapsed onto her back on the bed, panting to catch her breath.

Geteye stood up and wiped his lips with the back of his finger. He tucked his hands into his underwear and bent forward to push them down his legs.

Her lips parted and her eyes widened as he stood up. His cock had become half-erect. It jutted out from his pelvis, the heavy head sagging towards the floor. He was hairless and behind the cock she saw his two fat testicles gently swinging side to side between his thighs.

He gripped his cock and stroked it a few times, staring at her.

Her body filled with embarrassment and discomfort again at not knowing what to do next. Did he want her to suck it? Did he want her to just lie there and wait for him? She hadn’t thought of this part, of how awkward sex with a stranger might be.

The thought of taking his cock inside her mouth thrilled her. She was too nervous and shy to make the move though. She felt paralyzed on the bed.

“What would you like to do next, sweet thing?” he asked.

The question gave her both courage and permission. She pushed herself up to sit straight on the edge of the bed, her eyes fixed on the ballooning cock. It was so big and black and brought a momentary but ravenous hunger tearing through her. She’d never felt that after looking at a cock. She looked up at him staring down at her. “I want to suck your cock,” she whispered.

Chapter Ten

Geteye stepped forward, holding his cock a few inches from her mouth. “Only if it’s what you really want, Carmen,” he said. “Your pleasure is my first priority tonight,” he said, caressing her cheek with his finger.

She looked back down at the cock. Giving head wasn’t on top of her list of favourite things to do. She did it for Henry because she loved him and knew he liked it occasionally. Seeing Geteye’s organ thickening brought an entirely new feeling inside her.

She wanted to know what it would feel like inside her mouth. She wanted to feel the flesh hardening against her tongue as she sucked him. She’d never felt the desire to give a blowjob the way she felt it now. “I want to,” she whispered. Glancing up at him, she opened her mouth and let her tongue fall out.

Geteye took another step forward. He gently laid the head of his cock against her tongue.

She shivered when she felt it’s heft. She moved her tongue side to side, licking the underside. It felt so dirty and so very, very wrong. But her eyes were fixated on the black shaft extending out past her nose. His blackness turned her on. She didn’t know why. Maybe because it was foreign? She’d never been with a black man. Never even fantasized about it. Now her pussy was soaking wetter from taking a black cock inside her mouth.

She reached up and wrapped her small hand around his girth. It looked so tiny against that mass of black flesh. She pulled him deeper.

Geteye let go of his cock and let his hands fall to his sides, gazing at her as she sucked him.

She closed her eyes and formed a vacuum seal with her lips, sucking the growing head and hardening it further. Her pussy throbbed as she felt the cock swelling in her mouth, stretching the sides of it. She was scared to look up at him. Scared of what she might see in his eyes if their gazes met.

She bobbed her head back and forth, her body a little stiff. As much as she craved it she still felt shy and embarrassed that she was doing this at all.

The cock got harder and thicker until she had to let her jaw go completely slack to accommodate it. Her heart fluttered when she felt two of his fingers underneath her chin.

Her eyes opened as he tipped her head back. They locked onto his dark pupils and excitement trembled through her.

She’d never done anything like this with Henry. They had a good sex life, warm and loving and kind, mutually respectful. They treated each other to visceral pleasure. He never, ever dominated her like this. Standing over her with his cock in her mouth, staring down at her.

An unexpected serenity fell over her as she stared at Geteye. She felt like, if given the choice, she could stay here forever in this room with him. In this room she was nothing but his pleasure toy. Her dreams and worries were far off in the distance. In this room she could focus on just one thing: giving pleasure.

He eased his cock out of her mouth.

She released her hand from around it and drew in a deep breath. A warm wet mess had formed on the mattress beneath her. She would have been embarrassed if she’d been with Henry. Now, with Geteye, it only turned her on all the more.

“Lie back, angel,” he said.

She smiled and sighed and shook her head. “You shouldn’t call me that,” she said. Putting her hands behind her she crawled backwards until she felt the pillows at her back. She realized she was still wearing her high heels and reached down to undo the straps and pull them off.

Geteye took her by the wrist. “Those stay on,” he said.

The kinky twist made her core squeeze again. He wanted them on to see her calves flexed and her toes pointed. He lusted to have her the way he wanted and it thrilled her. She let her legs fall open as he crawled onto the bed, looming over her.

He reached towards her and grabbed the sides of her panties, pulling the down her legs.

Hungry for it now, she unclasped her bra and bared her breasts for him.

He growled and smiled and crawled towards her.

Her nipples hardened even more at the sight of his broad shoulders moving into position over top of her. Unable to resist she reached up and caressed the hard muscles in his arms, then let her hands drift over his chest.

Her eyes fell down between their bodies and she gasped.

His cock, fully hard and curving slightly upwards now, bounced just above her soft folds like a springboard.

He leaned forward and kissed her. This time he plunged his tongue into her mouth roughly, as if he were claiming it as his own. He lowered part of his weight onto her and his hard shaft grazed against her wet petals.

She opened her eyes as he pulled away from the kiss. She looked down between them to see him positioning his cock with his hand. Aiming the tiny hole at the centre of the head at the wet mess between her legs.

He was staring at it too. He watched it as he drew the head along the line of her slit, collecting wet. It glistened with her juices. He glanced up at her. “You ready?” he whispered.

She gave a small nod. She realized this was going to be different from anything she’d ever felt as soon as he pressed the head of his cock against her sex. It was hard and hotter than Henry’s ever was. It throbbed against her entrance in time with his pulse. She put her hands on his abdomen.

He looked up at her, as sensitive as ever to her needs. “Everything alright?” he asked.

She bit her lip and nodded. “I want to see it, is all,” she whispered.

A slow smile spread across his lips. He pushed up off the bed and knelt on his haunches between her legs. He leaned forward and grabbed a pillow, pressing it behind her back so she was still reclined but had a better view of her lady parts. “Now we’re going to have some fun, huh?” he asked.

This time she allowed herself a giggle and nodded.

He bent his cock lower, the head pressing against her pussy again. As he shuffled forward the tension in her tissues gave way.

She gasped as the bulbous head slipped into her. She gazed at the shaft protruding out from between her legs, then glanced at Geteye.

He was wearing a small, pleased smile as he stared at his appendage disappearing inside her.

Her insides tensed and she wiggled her hips, eager to feel more of him.

He chuckled and pushed his hips forward, feeding more of his organ into her body.

She slapped her hands palms down on the mattress on either side of her. She’d never felt that kind of pressure. She was convinced she could feel ever curve, every wriggle of the veins on both sides of his cock. The contours of it were mapped onto her delicate interior tissue as he moved into her. As he passed the halfway point of his ten inches her hands shot out and pressed against his abdomen again.

He leaned forward and got down on one elbow. Caressing her cheek, he gave the other a gentle kiss. “What is it, Carmen?” he asked.

“I don’t…I’m not sure I can take any more,” she whispered.

He smiled widely. “Your world is never going to be the same,” he whispered back. He wrapped one muscled hand around the base of her neck and grabbed her ass with the other. “Breathe,” he said.

She let out a long, warbling moan, her body trembling as he moved the rest of the thickening mass into her. Her toes turned in and she threw her arms around his body, clawing at the skin on his back with her nails.

“Breathe,” he repeated.

She drew in three quick breaths like she was hyperventilating. It felt like her pussy was about to split. She kicked her heels against the back of his thighs until she felt his ball sack settle against her ass cheeks.

The feeling of the leathery skin swaying against her bottom made her sex clench. She was still alive. He hadn’t broken her. It took a few moments but she realized that he’d meant what he’d said. Her world was never going to be the same. Not ever again. “Oh. My. God,” she whispered.

She was buried under him now, though he was supporting most of his weight on his elbows on either side of her head. She found it oddly comforting, being trapped under such a large man. She ran her hands along the smooth black skin of his shoulders and marvelled at how much paler she looked next to him.

Out of nowhere the thought of Henry sitting at home, waiting for her, popped into her mind. She moaned just as Geteye drew his cock out of her and pushed it back in.

Chapter Eleven

Henry had tried to spend the evening meditating. He sat in the centre of the bedroom on a small, round mat. His legs were crossed and his hands rested on his knees. It had taken a titanic effort not to touch himself. The last thing Carmen had said before she walked out the door was ‘don’t do anything without me.’

He couldn’t be sure if that meant she didn’t want him masturbating. He’d abstained just in case. Arousal coursed through his body, punctuated by random pangs of jealousy that made his guts squeeze. Those pangs were the reason he was seated on the floor with his eyes closed. It took everything he had to move past those thoughts and continue focusing on the excitement of Carmen coming home to him.

When he heard the door open and shut he nearly sprang to his feet and darted downstairs. He took long, slow breaths to calm himself.

He heard her kick off her heels. Then he heard her soft footsteps on the carpeted stairs.

She stumbled into view, leaning against the door frame for support. She stood with her feet wide apart and one knee bent in. Her hair was tousled, messily framing her face. She stared at him, the only light coming from the downstairs hallway.

His body buzzed with excitement and anticipation at what she would do next. Uncrossing his legs, he stood up and slowly walked over to where she was standing.

Her lipstick had been rubbed away and her mascara was smeared along the corners of her eyes.

She looked up at him with a sultry stare.

“Did you do it?” he asked, his voice a whisper.

She bit her lip and gave two slow nods.

Alternating waves of hot and cold flooded through his body. Arousal, then jealousy, then hot arousal again. His already hard cock throbbed as he looked down her curvy body. A part of him had a hard time believing that she’d just had sex with another man.

She reached up and put an arm around his neck. Leaning towards him she kissed him on the mouth. The fruity odour of her shampoo was laced with a masculine musk.

He groaned when she pushed her tongue into his mouth in a hungry kiss. She rarely kissed him that way and sometimes even complained if he used too much tongue. Now he felt like she was trying to swallow him whole.

She pulled away and gazed into his eyes.

“You really did it?” he whispered.

She let her arm fall from his neck and put her hand in his. Stepping around him she pulled him towards the bed. She spun around and sank down onto the bed. Grabbing the hem of her dress she pulled it up, revealing her bare pussy.

His eyes widened when he saw it glistening in the dim light. He stared and stared until she reached out and tugged his hand, lowering him to his knees.

She put her hands on her thighs and caressed them. One hand dipped between her legs. She eased her middle and ring fingers into her swollen folds and pulled them out covered in semen.

His chest ballooned as he watched her raise the fingers to her mouth and lick them clean. It was the dirtiest sexual act he’d ever seen her perform. The few times she’d let him come in her mouth she’d always spit it out. Now he watched her swallow the stranger’s load she’d just pulled out of her pussy.

She lowered her feet to the floor and sat up in front of him. Creamy fluid trickled out of her pussy and onto the sheets. She reached down and took both of his hands in hers. “I need you, Henry,” she whispered. “I need you inside me.”

He stood up in front of her. He stared into her eyes as she pulled his pants and underwear off.

She smiled as she wrapped her hand around his cock and stroked it. She put her mouth on it and swiped her tongue a few times around the head.

Arousal crackled through him. Had she given her new lover a blowjob? Had she looked into her lover’s eyes the way she was staring into his now?

Pulling her mouth off of his cock, she pulled him by the hands and shuffled back on the bed.

He paused when his knees touched the mattress. “What happened?” he said, breathless.

She smiled again and put one hand on the back of his neck. “I’ll tell you all about it once you’re inside me,” she whispered.

He groaned. Pointing his cock at her defiled entrance he eased his hips forward, pressing it into her. He climbed up onto the bed, sliding the entire length of his cock into her. Her pussy felt different than normal. Like there was more space inside her. The feeling of gliding into her was still pleasurable but she was undeniably changed.

He lay down on top of her and closed his eyes, breathing deeply to try and stave off the orgasm looming over him. He needed to savour this moment as long as he could. He felt her hands on his back, rubbing up and down with loving caresses.

“I was so nervous,” she said, her warm breath tickling his cheek. “But Geteye was so gentle, Henry. He was such a considerate lover.”

His cock throbbed inside her and he groaned again. “How did you do it? Tell me what happened?” he begged.

She kissed him gently on the cheek. “He took my clothes off. He ate my pussy. He made me come with his mouth, Henry. Then he took his cock out,” she said, punctuating each sentence with a soft kiss on his cheek.

He groaned on top of her, his cock twitching against the hot interior of her pussy.

“Do you like hearing about it?” she asked.

“I love it,” he replied.

She slid her fingertips down both sides of his back, making him shiver.

“Then what happened?” he asked.

“Then he took his clothes off. He took his clothes off and I saw his…cock.” She paused a few moments, letting him form the image in his mind. “He has a huge cock, Henry. It was so big I couldn’t believe it. I just sat there staring at it and…” She trailed off and a few moments of silence passed.

“And what?” he begged.

“As soon as I saw it I wanted to suck it so badly,” she said.

He shuddered, his cock flexing inside her again. “Are you serious?” he whispered.

“Cross my heart,” she said. “I’ve never felt that before. I’ve never felt like I wanted to suck a cock that much. It was so weird. You know how I am. I just wanted it in my mouth. I wanted to feel the shape of it, how it tasted.”

“Did you suck it?” he asked. He felt her nod, her cheek rubbing against his.

“I sucked it. I sucked him until he was hard. And then he put it inside me.”

“Oh, god!” he groaned, his hips twitching, rubbing his cock in and out of her.

“I didn’t think I could take the whole thing,” she went on. “And he told me to breathe. And then he put the whole thing inside of me and I felt so full. And then he made love to me. He made my pussy so sore, baby. I’m so sore right now.”

“Oh! Carmen!” he moaned. The electric tingling started at the base of his penis and spread out towards the tip. He felt the muscles in his pelvis contract as his orgasm neared.

“Do it, baby. Come inside of me. I want to feel all of your come in my pussy,” she whispered.

He gasped as the first hot wad of ejaculate shot through his shaft and exploded inside Carmen. His body twitched on top of her, his cock flexing in fitful spasms as he released the rest of his load into her.

She kept her arms wrapped around him and her legs locked behind his. Cradling him inside the comfort of her hot pussy as fireworks went off in his brain from the climax.

He moaned as his mind filled with images of her in this same state, but a large, black body over top of her instead of his. It drove the most intense orgasm he’d ever experienced. As the pleasure subsided his mind turned to jelly. He stayed inside her until he was able to form a thought again.

Rising up onto hands and knees, he pulled his cock out of her and flopped onto his side next to her on the bed. His eyes trailed down her body and fresh arousal coursed through him. Her legs were still spread and he could see his load leaking out of her pussy. He looked up to find her staring at him.

She rolled over onto her side and put a hand on his cheek.

He smirked, feeling suddenly embarrassed about being so turned on by her having sex with another man. “So, I guess I’m a total weirdo, huh?” he said.

She smiled at him. “What does that make me?” she asked. “You okay?”

He nodded.

She searched his eyes with hers, like she wasn’t sure he meant it.

“I’m okay. It’s the weirdest feeling but I am,” he reassured her.

She gave a small nod. “Geteye wants to see me again tomorrow.”

His stomach tightened and he felt the blood start rushing into his cock again. “He wants to…he wants…” he stammered, unable to finish the sentence.

She touched his cheek with her hand again, like she was trying to soothe his nerves. “He wants me again, Henry.”

He closed his eyes and let out a sigh. “Do you want it?” he asked.

“I do. If you’ll let me,” she whispered.

If he’d let her? His cock was already engorging, his body heating again at the thought of letting her go out and have sex with Geteye. “God, Carmen, you’re killing me here,” he said, forcing out a laugh.

She rolled onto her stomach, leaned in and kissed him on the lips. She slid down the bed, pushing on his hips until he was on his back.

His eyes widened. Was she still horny? Even after all of that? He propped himself up on his elbows and watched her crawl between his legs.

She wrapped her hand around his cock and started stroking. “I have something for you. It’s from Geteye,” she said.

“What?” he said, his voice cracking.

“He said to tell you this was your thank-you from him. For letting him have me.” She leaned her head in under his cock and licked slowly across both of his balls.

His body shook and his eyes popped open wide. Seeing her licking his balls was almost as raunchy as seeing her scooping cum out of her pussy and eating it.

She slurped one of his balls into her mouth and rolled it around on her tongue.

He groaned and his cock hardened in her hand as she continued stroking him, faster now.

She let one testicle fall out of her mouth and sucked the other one in. Her velvety, wet tongue felt incredible on the sensitive skin of his sack.

His arms gave out and he fell onto his back, groaning in pleasure as she tilted her head and fit both of his balls into her mouth.

Chapter Twelve

Carmen felt much more composed and confident the following evening as she stood in front of Geteye’s door. The initial taboo had been broken and the sky hadn’t fallen. Henry was still turned on by the thought of her visiting Geteye again. It only made her more aroused.

Letting Henry into her pussy after Geteye had fucked it had felt incredible. She’d been so stretched out by Geteye’s fat cock she could barely feel Henry sliding into her. It was the dirtiness of it that had really turned her on, though. Sleeping with a strange man then coming home so she could share her used pussy with her husband. Even just thinking about it made her wet.

She raised a hand and rapped her knuckles against the hotel room door three times.

It opened a few moments later. Geteye stood inside wearing a long, black bathrobe and, seemingly, nothing else.

The sight of him caused her body to heat. Unlike the previous evening, she felt no unease, no nervousness at what she was about to do. She walked into the hotel room with a confident strut and turned around to face him as he closed the door.

He smiled and chuckled. “Well, well,” he said, walking over to where she was standing. “It feels like I’m meeting a different woman this evening than I saw last night.” His eyes roamed down her body.

She opened the trench coat she was wearing and held it out for him.

He took it and hung it up on the coat rack on the wall, then returned to stand in front of her. “I take it your husband enjoyed his surprise?” he asked.

She smiled with one corner of her mouth. “How did you know?” she asked.

“How did I know what? That a man would enjoy having his balls sucked?” he asked, chuckling.

“How did you know he was like this? How did you know he would like this?”

Geteye rubbed his chin with a finger and thumb. “Your husband seems like an intelligent man,” he said.

She nodded.

“Intelligent men enjoy novelty,” he said. “Press a simple man between your breasts and he’ll be happy for as long as he’s there. Give a smart man a challenge and he’ll be yours until it’s overcome.”

She frowned. “What’s the challenge here?” she asked, puzzled by his cryptic response.

He stepped closer and ran a finger along her cheek. “The challenge, my dear, is living with himself while you’re off gallivanting with another man.”

She wasn’t so sure that Geteye knew what he was talking about when it came to Henry. For the moment it didn’t matter. “He asked me to make a request,” she said.

“Oh?” Geteye said, raising an eye.

“He wants to see it. He wants to see us together,” she explained.

Geteye started chuckling. He parted the robe and pulled it off his shoulders, tossing it onto the chair by the desk. “Of course he does,” he said.

“Will you let him?” she pressed, her eyes wandering down to his boxer briefs, admiring the thick line of his cock.

“How could I say no after what he’s given me?” Geteye said. “But we’ll have to find some other venue. I don’t mind mixing business with pleasure when it’s just the two of us. I don’t want any eyebrows being raised when the two of you show up here.”

“We could do it at our place,” she suggested.

He shook his head. “Too personal. Too intimate,” he said. “That’s your home, Carmen. Keep it sacred. It’s for you and Henry.”

“Then where?” she asked.

He chuckled again. “You’re commitment to your husband’s cause is admirable. Very sweet. You must love him very much.”

“Of course I do,” she said.

“Why don’t we enjoy the moment for the time being? I’ll make arrangements for our little get together first thing tomorrow. What do you say?” he asked, turning her around to face the wall. He pulled the zipper of her dress down.

She closed her eyes and sighed as his hands caressed her back. She felt him slip his fingers under the shoulders of her dress before he pulled it apart and let it fall down her body. She looked down at the matching purple bra and panties she’d bought earlier that day. Her chest swelled with a small burst of pride at how sexy she looked in them.

Geteye leaned over her, ran his hands along her shoulders, then kissed her gently on the neck. “You know what your husband would really like?” he asked.

“What?” she whispered. Talking about Henry during foreplay moistened her entrance.

“He’d like it if his wife was a bit more of a slut,” he said, licking and kissing the back of her neck.

She stiffened at the crass expression. “Henry’s not like that,” she said.

Geteye started chuckling behind her. He put his hands on her hips and turned her to face him. “My dear,” he said, gazing into her eyes. “We’re all like that. Some of us just hide it better than others.” He bent and pulled his underwear down his legs.

His cock flopped out and to the side. A fat hose that dangled between his legs, ready to be hardened by her mouth and hands.

She sucked her bottom lip into her mouth and ran her tongue across it. She glanced up at him. Was he right? Did Henry have an inner pervert she didn’t know about? Sending her off to sleep with another man was kind of kinky. Would he really like it if she were sluttier?

“Get your phone for me, Carmen,” Geteye said.

“What? Why?” she asked.

“So I can show you how right I am about your Henry,” he explained.

She walked over to where her trench coat was hanging on the wall and pulled out her phone. Walking back to where Geteye was standing, she handed it to him.

“Good,” he said. “Now have a seat on the bed.”

She scowled. “What are you going to do?” she asked.

“Take some pictures,” he replied. “He likes pictures.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want…those kinds of pictures of me floating around.”

“They won’t be floating around anywhere. You’ll send them to Henry then you can delete them from your phone and that will be the end of it. I assure you you’ll make his evening that much more special if you do this for him.”

The thought of sending Henry a lewd photo of herself in a hotel room was arousing, even if it worried her. What if the pictures did somehow end up on the internet? But it was her phone Geteye was using. He was right. She could always just delete them. She walked over to the bed, turned and sat down on the edge of the mattress.

Geteye raised the phone and the shutter noise clicked as he took the picture. “Good,” he said. “Now how about a slightly different pose. Something a little more sexy?” he asked.

She flashed an awkward smile. “You’re going to have to tell me what to do,” she said, giggling. “I’m not a very good model.”

He chuckled as he walked towards her. “Your innocence is so charming, Carmen,” he said. “Open your eyes a little wider. Good. Now push your lips out a little more. Like you’re about to kiss someone. Good. Now lean back on your arms and spread your legs apart a little bit.”

She felt arousal heating up her insides as she struck the pose he’d instructed. She’d never, ever done anything like that for Henry. Would he even like it? Or would he be repulsed. She stole a glance at Geteye’s cock as he snapped another picture.

He stepped forward and handed her the phone. “Send those two for now. We can take more if he likes them.”

She scowled, still uncertain of whether this was a good idea. She reasoned that the worst that could happen was that Henry would tell her to stop. Or that he wanted her to come home. That he was done playing this game. That made her a little sad. She’d been looking forward to her meeting with Geteye all day. But if Henry said game over she would listen. “I still don’t know if…”

“Trust me, Carmen. I have just as much to lose as you do if I’m wrong, don’t you think?” he asked, motioning towards her body.

She had to admit to herself that he had a point. She popped the pictures into a text message and sent it off to Henry, then tossed the phone onto the bed.

Geteye stepped towards her. He grabbed his cock with one hand, pulling her up by the wrist to sit with the other. He moved his cock in front of her face, an inch or so from her lips.

She looked at the dark muscle and the bulging veins crawling along either side of it. It was nasty in a way and yet she found herself hungry for it again. Did she really have an inner slut she didn’t know about?

“Did you miss it?” Geteye asked, smiling at her.

She felt her pussy clench. It was a gross question and no one had ever spoken to her like that. She glanced up at him. He was certainly not being quite the sweet and charming man he’d been the last few days. She couldn’t ignore the truth, though. “Yes,” she whispered.

“It missed you,” he said.

She winced as he pressed the head against her lips. This still felt kind of wrong but she had butterflies in her stomach and her pussy was weeping. She flicked out her tongue as he dragged the head of his cock side to side along her lips.

She glanced up to see him staring at her with that obsessive gaze men get when they’re about to have sex with a woman. It inflamed her own arousal. She let her mouth fall open and pushed her tongue out all the way.

Geteye tapped the head of his cock against her tongue, then laid it down and pushed the head into her mouth.

Her cheeks seemed to hollow on instinct, her body reacting to the oral intrusion with a suckling response like it was the most natural thing in the world. It shocked her but her pussy tightened and she felt the need in her insides.

Geteye brushed her cheek with his finger.

She glanced up to see him smiling.

“You are a natural at this, Carmen,” he said.

She blushed. Being called a ‘natural’ slut hadn’t exactly been on her bucket list. Still, it was kind of fun being this dirty, even if it was just half-pretend. She blinked a few times as she stared at him.

The phone buzzed on the mattress next to her.

She looked sideways, then back up at Geteye.

“Pick it up,” he said.

She moved her head back but he raised a hand and rested it gently on the back of her neck. “Keep it in your mouth for me,” he said.

A shiver raced through her at how dirty she was being. She wasn’t quite sure why it was so much fun with Geteye. She couldn’t imagine doing something like this with Henry. Maybe because Geteye was practically a stranger? Maybe because she didn’t have any sort of deep or meaningful relationship with him? This was just a game they were playing. A dirty game she could stop at any time. The game was fun.

She stretched out a hand and patted it against the mattress until she felt her phone beneath her fingers. Scooping it up she raised it, offering it to Geteye.

“You do it for me. Check what Henry thinks about all of this and let me know,” he said. “Keep me in your mouth.”

She unlocked the phone and tapped the message. Her eyes widened at the sight of the two pictures. One of her primly sitting on the bed, the other of her in that slutty pose with her legs spread open.

You are my goddess.

Henry’s reply made her eyes widen even more. He actually…liked this? Geteye had been right? It was hard to believe. Did her husband really want her to be acting like this? That felt dirtier than anything Geteye had done to her yet.

Her eyes fluttered up to Geteye and he smiled. “Well?” he asked. He took a step back and pulled his cock out of her mouth with a wet pop.

She drew in a breath and wiped her messy lips with a finger. “He…I think he likes it,” she said.

Geteye smiled wider. “Of course he does.” He stepped forward and pushed his cock back into her mouth. Taking the phone from her hand, he raised it up above her head and pointed the camera lens at her face. The shutter sound snapped as he took another picture. “Look up for me, darling,” he said.

She looked up with wide eyes and he took another picture.

“Go on. Send it off. Let your man have some fun, too,” Geteye said. He kept his cock firmly inside her mouth.

She had to hold the phone above the black shaft protruding from her face to be able to see what she was doing. She swiped the photo into the messaging app and pressed send. Curious to see what Henry’s response was, she kept the phone in front of her eyes.

His message popped up a few seconds later.

My balls are going to burst if you keep sending these.

The words were followed by a wide-eye emoji.

Her eyes widened in disbelief at his reply. He really liked this?!? Why did that only make it hotter, knowing he was probably sitting at home jerking off to the pictures she was sending?

Geteye pulled his cock out of her mouth again and took the phone from her hand. “One more before we enjoy the rest of our evening together in peace,” he said. “Stand up. That’s good. Take your underwear off. Very nice. You’ll shave that pussy for me for the next time we see each other, won’t you?” he asked.

She nodded.

“Lie down on your back in the bed. Legs in the air. Yes. Just like that.”

Tension filled her body as Geteye grabbed her ankles and spread her legs apart. Kneeling against the bed, he placed his hard cock on her stomach. It reached up well past her belly button.

“Grab your legs and hold them in the air, please?” Geteye asked.

She wrapped her arms around her legs and held them up.

He snapped the final picture and handed her the phone. Stepping back, he stroked his cock as she sent it off to Henry with trembling hands. He smiled when she tossed the phone aside. “Now. Let’s have our own fun,” he said.

Chapter Thirteen

Henry’s guts twisted as he pulled the car into the parking lot of the old A-One Motel off of highway nine. Carmen’s text had come at four-thirty instructing him to meet her and Geteye there. They’d had the wildest sex the night before after she’d come back from the hotel. Now he couldn’t wait to see her do all the dirty things he’d seen in the pictures, in real life.

He parked in a visitor spot next to the building and got out of the car. The only other vehicles were a black Mercedes and a twenty year old Corolla, parked at separate ends of the building. He walked over to the Mercedes and saw that it was parked in front of room 106.

Pulling his phone out of his pocket he double checked to make sure that was the right room number. After confirming that it was, he walked up to the door and gave a quiet knock. He was startled when Carmen opened the door in just her underwear.

She was wearing a purple bra and panties that he’d never seen her in before. Had she bought new lingerie for Geteye? The thought twisted his guts. “Carmen,” he whispered.

She flashed a faint smile. “Hi,” she whispered. “Come in.” She pulled the door open, hiding behind it so no one saw her. She swung it shut as soon as he stepped inside.

The room was old, the decor outdated, vinyl everywhere. But it seemed clean and well kept. There was a double bed with a headboard up against one wall. A small desk with a mirror attached stood next to it. There was an armchair, a table and a twelve inch monitor attached to the wall opposite the bed.

He turned to Carmen and felt the urge to wrap his arms around her, but resisted. He could hear water running in the bathroom.

“Geteye’s just in the shower,” she whispered.

He smiled at her and she returned it with a warmer one of her own. She stepped closer to him. “I can’t believe we’re doing this,” she said.

“I can’t believe it either,” he replied, shaking his head at her.

She took another step towards him, leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “I love you, Henry. I don’t…I know the pictures and my stories really turned you on. I don’t want anything getting weird between us.”

He shook his head. “Nothing’s going to get weird, baby,” he said, leaning in and kissing her cheek. “I promise.”

She nodded. “I just think it might be different for you, seeing it in real life.”

“It’s going to be fine. Everything’s going to be fine,” he said, rubbing her arm. He turned as he heard the bathroom door swing open. Tension gripped him when he saw Geteye step out, a white towel wrapped around his body. He looked even more imposing with his clothes off, strangely enough.

“Henry,” Geteye said, stepping towards them and holding out a hand.

Henry blushed as he shook hands with Geteye. Geteye seemed to have no shame at being naked. Henry watched him stroll around the room, pick up a glass of water and take a sip.

“I’m afraid I don’t have any refreshments to offer you,” Geteye said, setting the glass down. And I apologize for the sub-standard accommodations. I had to find somewhere well off the beaten path to meet you. Even my assistant doesn’t know where I am this evening,” he explained.

Henry nodded. “Thank-you for doing this,” he said.

Geteye chuckled. “It’s my thank-you to you. Your wife, as you well know, is a delight to spend time with. She has some very naughty things she wants to show this evening, don’t you darling?”

Hearing Geteye call Carmen ‘darling’ sent potent shiver running down Henry’s back. He watched as Geteye stroked her arm with the backs of his fingers.

Carmen, suddenly shy, turned her eyes towards the ground.

“No, no,” Geteye chided. “We’ve gone to all this trouble for your husband. I won’t have you being embarrassed. Come. Look at your man. Look at the way he’s looking at you. Can you see how much he craves seeing you debauched?”

Carmen raised her eyes and met Henry’s gaze.

Henry swallowed the saliva that had pooled in his mouth and stared wide-eyed at her.

“Let’s start our little show,” Geteye said. He hooked his fingers under the towel and let it fall to the floor.

Henry’s eyes widened at the sight of Geteye’s massive organ. No wonder Carmen had been so stretched out after her visits to see Geteye. The picture she’d sent him of Geteye’s cock lying on her stomach hadn’t done it justice.

He had a hard time understanding how her body could fit a cock that massive.

Geteye put a hand on her back and stroked it. “Why don’t you take off your underwear, sweet thing?” he whispered. He glanced at Henry. “Have a seat, if you please,” he said, nodding towards the armchair.

Henry shuffled sideways and lowered himself into the chair, sitting on the very edge to get the best view of whatever it was Geteye was about to make Carmen do. He watched her undo her bra and shrug it off. She wiggled her ass as she pulled her underwear down her legs and off her feet.

Her body looked so soft and pale next to Geteye. Without her heels on she stood only as high as his pectoral muscle. Seeing him looming over her was deeply thrilling.

“Why don’t you tell Henry what you’re going to do for him this evening?” Geteye asked.

Carmen glanced at Geteye’s cock, then looked at Henry. “I’m gonna’ be a little slut,” she whispered.

Henry gasped. He’d never heard her talk like that.

Geteye smiled. “Go over there and tell him. Show him how excited you are,” he said. As Carmen took a step towards Henry, Geteye lifted his hand behind her and gave her ass a swat. The sound bounced around the bare room.

Her face reddened from the impact. She walked over to the armchair and leaned over it, her breasts hanging in front of Henry’s face. “I’m gonna’ be a good little slut for you, baby,” she whispered.

He drew in a lungful of air and held it, his cock engorging between his legs.

She picked up his hand by the wrist, moved her feet apart and pressed his fingers to her pussy.

Only then did he realize she had shaved the patch of hair above it. Her pussy lips were bare and soaked with the juices running from inside her. He wondered if she and Geteye had already had some foreplay before he arrived? It usually took him eating her out to get her that wet.

She pulled his hand from between her legs, then raised his fingers to her mouth. She wrapped her lips around them slowly, then swiped her tongue, sucking off her own juices the same way she’d sucked Geteye’s semen from them two nights earlier.

Letting go of his hand she turned and walked back towards Geteye.

“She’s excited, isn’t she?” Geteye growled. He leaned over her, wrapping one arm around her back, his other hand moving between her legs. He pressed his lips against hers and kissed her as he rubbed his fingers back and forth along her slit.

The sight of Carmen almost disappearing in Geteye’s embrace took Henry’s breath away. She looked so tiny and vulnerable in the black man’s arms. His body jolted when he heard her moan, the sound lost in Geteye’s mouth as he continued to kiss her.

Geteye’s dark hand swept up from her groin to cup her breast. He kneaded the soft flesh, then gently pinched her nipple as he pulled away from the kiss.

Carmen gasped, gazing into his eyes.

Geteye smiled at her. Lowering his hand, he grabbed his cock and rubbed it against her thigh.

Carmen’s eyes fell to his cock. She bit the corner of her lower lip and glanced at Henry. With her hands pressed against Geteye’s dark body, she lowered herself to her knees. She reached up and wrapped her hand around his cock, glancing at Henry out of the corner of her eye.

Henry’s body hummed with excitement. He had a perfect view of her profile as she raised the engorging head of Geteye’s cock to her lips.

Geteye swept a hand over the side of her face, pulling her hair back just as she slipped the head of his cock into her mouth. He stared down into her eyes as she began to suck him.

None of the pictures she’d sent or the stories she’d told him could have prepared Henry for the incredible intensity of seeing her take Geteye’s cock into her mouth in real life. The innocent expression she wore as she filled her mouth with more and more of his hardening meat made Henry’s whole body throb with lust.

She let her other hand fall between her legs and began pleasuring herself, running her fingers in circles over her wet clitoris. The slick sounds of her pussy squishing mingled with the occasional suction of her mouth on Geteye’s erection.

A few minutes later and Geteye was fully hard. His erection protruding out from his body and curving slightly upward so that Carmen had to keep her back straight to keep her mouth on his cock. She swayed back and forth, rubbing the base of his cock with her hand.

The motion looked so natural and unpractised. Carmen seemed devoid of her usual inhibitions or shyness. As if sucking another man’s cock in front of her husband was an everyday occurrence.

Geteye put two fingers on her chin and eased her off of his member.

She swallowed and took a deep breath, staring up at him and awaiting his next command.

Geteye took his cock in hand and rubbed the head slowly side to side along her lips.

She opened her mouth and let her tongue fall out, giving Geteye more of her soft flesh to pleasure himself with.

Henry’s jaw dropped as he watched Geteye smear Carmen’s face with his cock.

Carmen crawled in between his legs and licked his balls, then slurped one into her mouth and started sucking as Geteye stroked his cock above her face.

Geteye looked up at Henry, smiling. “Your wife can be delightfully dirty,” he said. Bending over her he put a hand under her arm and helped her stand. He put two fingers between her legs, swiped them along the line of her sex and brought them to her mouth.

Carmen glanced at Henry out of the corner of her eye as she wrapped her lips around them and sucked her own juices off.

Geteye put his hands on her shoulders and walked her over towards the wall. He slid his hands down her arms, grabbed her wrists and pressed her hands against the wall above her head. He pulled the small chair next to her then lifted her leg and let her foot settle on it.

With her feet a few feet away from the wall she was forced to arch her back, her ass rising into the air.

Henry could see both her tiny ass hole and the beautiful glistening flesh of her entrance.

Geteye licked his fingers and rubbed them over the head of his cock. Stepping up behind her he aimed it at her wet hole.

Seeing the first moment Geteye’s hard, dark flesh touched Carmen’s pink lips sent euphoria surging through Henry. He felt weightless and disconnected from his physical being, his attention solely focused on watching the dark phallus intrude into his wife’s beautiful body.

Carmen gasped and shuddered as the head slipped into her sheath. She mewled and pushed herself backwards as the thickening shaft stretched her pussy lips wider and wider.

Geteye put two hands on her hips and held her firmly in place. He pressed two inches of his cock in and held it there, watching her reaction as she looked over her shoulder trying to get a glimpse of his penetration.

When he pulled his cock partway out it was coated in juices that had clotted into a clumpy, milky white lubricant. He leaned forward, driving his cock back into her and making her moan.

Keeping one hand on her waist he reached around her body and fondled her breasts with the other.

Henry dug his nails into the chair as he watched Carmen’s body accept the full column of Geteye’s hard cock. From the picture she’d sent he knew it was touching spots inside of her he could never hope to reach.

She was making sounds he’d never heard, either. Quiet sobs and moans that sounded like she’d lost all control of her voice, her body simply reacting to the feeling of Geteye sawing his cock in and out of her.

Geteye kept most of his cock inside of her as he fucked her. He wore a stoic expression as his hips swayed back and forth, his cock rubbing against her sensitive insides. When she whimpered and her body began to shake, he pressed his cock fully into her, pressing her face against the wall.

Henry gaped at her pussy squeezing around the dark root as she came. Her breasts and thighs trembled in uncontrollable tremors as Geteye’s thick tool sent waves of pleasure crashing through her.

Her body went limp, hands sliding down the wall to her sides.

Geteye pumped a few shallow thrusts into her then pulled his cock out. He put a hand on her shoulder and kept one on her waist, directing her towards the bed.

Her eyes were half-closed, her lips parted. She looked exhausted already.

He let her fall forward onto the bed then walked around and picked up two pillows. Returning to the foot of the bed, he pulled her up by her waist and stuffed the two pillows under her belly.

This raised her ass up in the air and kept her face down against the mattress. He climbed up onto his knees on the bed and bent down over her, pressing his cock between her legs again.

She moaned and spread her legs wider apart for him.

He thrust his hips forward, plunging his cock back inside her. He put a hand on the back of her neck and another on the small of her back and started fucking.

The cheap motel bed began to squeak and groan under the weight of his thrusts.

Every few strokes elicited a raunchy moan from Carmen as he pummelled her pussy with his cock. As she approached her orgasms her ass would rise, causing Geteye to plunge even deeper inside her. Her body would shake, then she’d collapse back down onto the pillows, her arms out at her sides.

After three of these Geteye took his hand off of her neck and wrapped it once around her hair. He pulled her head back so she was staring at the headboard.

Henry, desperate to look into her eyes, stood up from the chair and slipped along the wall until he could see her face.

Her eyes darted sideways and met his gaze. Her cheeks were streaked with mascara and her features were twisted in a look of intense pleasure.

“Tell your husband what it is you want, sweet thing,” Geteye ordered.

Carmen balled her hands into fists and beat them against the mattress. “I want…I want…” she panted.

“You can do it,” Geteye urged her.

“I want a pussy full of black seed!” she moaned.

Henry gasped at hearing her say it.

Geteye growled above her. Burying his cock balls deep inside her, the muscles in his back and jaw tensed as his cock delivered the hot payload of semen from deep within his balls. He slammed into her, pressing her flat against the bed. Then his body burst into a vigorous fucking, his cock stuffing his genetic material as close to her reproductive source as it could get.

He groaned and shuddered, then pulled his cock out of her pussy and dismounted the bed. He stood at the foot, stroking out the last of his pleasure and watching his seed oozing out of Carmen’s pussy. Without a word he turned and walked into the bathroom, closing the door behind him.

Chapter Fourteen

Henry was still standing and staring at Carmen’s leaking pussy when Geteye re-emerged from the bathroom showered and dressed in a sharply tailored suit.

Geteye said nothing as he donned his shoes. When he reached the door he turned and glanced at Carmen. “I’ll be in touch,” he said. He turned to Henry. “A pleasure to see you again,” he said. He opened the door just enough to slip out into the night, leaving Carmen and Henry alone in the room.

Carmen lazily rolled onto her side, then her back. She stared at Henry, the beginnings of a smile flickering at the corners of her mouth. “Are you just going to stand there?” she finally asked, giggling.

The question jolted Henry to act. He fumbled with belts and buttons, pulling off clothes and tossing them onto the floor until he was naked. He was still having trouble believing what he’d just witnessed. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her pussy, Geteye’s essence still leaking out of it.

He got onto his hands and knees on the bed and crawled towards her. His cock throbbed between his legs as he stared at her gaping pussy and the ejaculate running from it.

She lifted her knees and spread her legs wider. Sliding her fingers between her legs she pulled the folds of her pussy apart. A large clump of semen bubbled out of her soft hole.

He felt his face redden with excitement. He raked his eyes up her body as his cock reached her soiled nest. He grabbed her breast and squeezed it then thumbed the nipple.

“Did you like it, baby?” she whispered. She reached out and caressed his arm as he lay down on top of her.

He stared into her eyes.

“Are you okay?” she asked. “You seem…distant.”

“I’m right here,” he whispered back, leaning in and kissing her. He could still smell Geteye’s masculine, musky scent clinging to her skin. “I think I’m just…kind of in shock from what I just watched,” he said, brushing the back of his hand against her cheek.

“Did you like it?” she asked again, a note of urgency in her tone.

“I…I loved it. I can’t believe I’m saying that, either. But I did. You looked so hot taking him. It looked like it felt amazing,” he said.

She smiled and nodded. “It did.”

The admission crushed his insides like a vice. He had no idea why he would be so thrilled that he’d just watched his wife have sex with another man. He knew he’d do it again in a heartbeat, though. He groaned as she wrapped her hand around his cock and guided him into herself.

There was still plenty of Geteye’s ejaculate inside her and it squished and oozed out around his cock. The thought that her pussy was filled with another man’s seed made his body buck, sending his cock deep into her.

“Oh!” she gasped.

He groaned again. “God, I’m sorry, I can’t help it.” The feeling of her pussy draining set his hips twitching, his cock rubbing in and out of her. He felt a possessiveness of her that he’d never experienced. Was that part of this attraction, he wondered? Was the feeling of claiming her, protecting her womb from a stranger’s seed by filling it with his own, the reason for how turned on he was.

“Henry your cock is so hard. I’ve never felt it like this,” she marvelled, staring down between them. She wrapped her legs around his and her arms around his back, her breasts heaving and smacking together as he drove into her over and over.

He buried his face in her neck, his body heating as it approached release. She felt so soft and wonderful beneath him. It felt like it was their first time all over again. His hips stroked back and forth faster.

“Oh, Henry!” she whispered, wrapping her arms around him tighter.

His balls felt full and heavy as they smacked against her firm ass. He got up on his hands and knees, gazing into her eyes as he thrust in and out of her.

Her chest and cheeks and neck were pink with arousal. Her pussy squeezed him and he grunted, getting dangerously close to his orgasm.

“I want you to come,” he whispered. He wasn’t even sure if that would be possible, or comfortable, given that she’d just had five orgasms in a row. He wanted desperately to do this for her.

She gave a cute little nod and let a hand fall between them. She pressed two fingers against her clit, closed her eyes and started rubbing.

Seeing her close her eyes made his cock throb again and he had to slow his thrusts. Was she back with Geteye in her mind? Was she reliving getting prone boned and creaming all over his black prick?

One corner of her lip curled up. She drew in a shallow breath. Her pussy gripped him. A shiver worked through her and he felt her pussy giving gentle squeezes, contracting around his cock as she came.

When she opened her eyes and smiled at him it opened his floodgates. He groaned as a deluge of ejaculate flooded through his shaft and erupted inside of her. His body twitched and pleasure filled him as he remembered the way Geteye’s dark cock had looked inside the space his own now occupied.

She feathered her fingers along his back, sending shivers racing through him as his orgasm subsided.

He lingered inside her, his cock twitching until he lost his erection. He rose up onto his hands and knees and they both started chuckling as he rolled over onto his side. “Oh god. I’m so sleepy,” he muttered.

She turned to face him.

He was surprised to find her looking re-invigorated. Her eyes were wide and bright and her smile was sunny. “I’m hungry,” she whispered.

He laughed again. “Wow. I could have sworn you’d be passed out by now,” he said. “You looked exhausted when Geteye left.”

She shrugged. “Well, you put some spunk back in me.”

He couldn’t resist the opening. “I certainly did.”

She groaned and gave his arm a playful smack. “I’m going to take a shower then lets blow this popsicle stand? This place is kind of a dump,” she said. She rolled over to her other side and swung her legs over the edge of the bed.

He propped himself up on his elbows and watched the way her butt swayed as she made her way to the bathroom.  Lying back down he put a hand on his forehead and let his mind wander back over the last week and their sexual adventures.

He’d had his secret fantasy exposed, then fulfilled and he’d never felt happier. He smiled at the sound of Carmen humming in the shower. He looked around the bare room. Carmen was right, it really was a dump. It was certainly quite the venue to have witnessed her first time with another man.

The words ‘first time’ nudged a question into his mind. Was this only a beginning? He had no idea how much longer Geteye was going to be in town. The thought of Carmen meeting him again caused his flaccid penis to twitch between his legs.

He thought back to how she’d told him she was going to be his good little slut. His cock hardened. He felt fresh arousal soak through him as his mind replayed her getting fucked up against the wall. He stood up and walked to the bathroom door, opened it and stepped inside.

As usual the shower was raging hot and the small room was filled with billowing steam. He walked over to the tub, pulled the shower curtain open and peered inside.

Carmen was standing with her back to the shower head, water cascading down her beautiful body. She smiled when she saw him. Her eyes fell to his crotch and she snickered.

“What?” he said, smiling back at her.

“What?” she echoed, shrugging.

He pulled the curtain open wider and stepped into the tub with her.

“I thought we were going to get out of here?” she said, grinning.

“We will. I promise. I’ll take you for pizza if you want,” he said, stepping towards her.

“Really?” she asked, her eyes opening wider.

“Why not? It’s Friday. We can do whatever we want.”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “Is that what we’re doing now? Whatever we want?” she teased.

He put her hands on her arms and rubbed them. “I can’t stop thinking about it, baby,” he whispered.

She reached down and wrapped her warm, wet hands around his cock. “Are you ever going to be able to stop thinking about it?” she whispered back.

He chuckled. “Honestly? I don’t know,” he said, shaking his head. He let out a pleasured groan as she stroked his cock.

“Well, maybe that’s for the best,” she said.

“Really?” he asked.

She smiled. “‘Cause I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to stop thinking about big black cock either.” She leaned in and kissed his cheek as her hand slid up and down his cock.

TO BE CONTINUED…
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