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Chapter One

Gina Carpasso looked gorgeous, in her sleek, body-fitting red dress – but there was nobody around to appreciate it.

She sat primly on the barstool at Schumacher’s Jazz Room and sipped her Cosmopolitan, angrily prodding at her phone with the thumb of her other hand.

TO: MARCUS

Is she home yet? Did she throw up?

Gina sipped her tart drink impatiently, until her phone buzzed in her hand and the screen lit up.

FROM: MARCUS

I’m just pouring her out of the Uber now. She’s a mess.

Yeah, Gina thought to herself, knocking back her drink. You and her both.

It was meant to be a nice night out – a double date for her, her husband, and a new pair of lovebirds she’d met through work - Brianna and Ted.

Only Ted hadn’t turned up, and Brianna had dealt with the rejection the only way a responsible 26-year-old girl would do.

She drowned it in cheap vodka.

And it’s remarkable how quickly a girl who hadn’t eaten all day could get messy on cheap vodka.

So, instead of enjoying a nice evening listening to a five-piece jazz ensemble, Gina’s husband had been ordered to get the slurring, stumbling Brianna back home, and Gina had remained at the bar to settle up.

She could have gone with them, she supposed. It wouldn’t have taken more than five minutes to get the check, leave a tip, and head upstairs to meet their Uber.

But the truth was, Gina didn’t want to end her evening listening to a drunk girl sob, and watch her husband embarrass himself trying to deal with her.

She was happy to be rid of them both, and have some time to herself.

The music started up again, and Gina finished her drink. She looked up at the bartender, in his smart little vest and bowtie, and signaled him for another round with a single nod of her head.

She’s ostensibly remained to get the check.

Instead, she’d ordered two more drinks and had no intention of stopping there.

Gina’s phone buzzed again, and she glanced down at it in irritation.

FROM: MARCUS

She threw up all over my new suit. FML.

That caused the corners of Gina’s lips to curl.

Serves him right. He was the one who’d been buying her all those cheap cocktails.

As the bartender slid another cocktail over, Gina tapped out a new message:

TO: MARCUS

I’m just settling up here. Be home soon.

The response came just moments later.

FROM: MARCUS

Don’t hurry back. You might as well enjoy yourself.

Gina rolled her eyes, and tapped on the screen again.

TO: MARCUS

Enjoy myself. Sure. I’m the sad single mom sitting at the bar, all by herself.

The phone buzzed.

FROM: MARCUS

Don’t be ridiculous. You look gorgeous. In that dress, I’m sure you won’t be sitting by yourself for very long.

Gina tapped her response:

TO: MARCUS

Oh, I’m sure you’d like that, wouldn’t you? Fancy city boys hitting on your wife?

She’d meant it to come across as sarcastic – she was bitter and angry about wasting the money on a babysitter and one of their rare evenings out…

…but apparently her husband didn’t catch that.

FROM: MARCUS

Knock yourself out. You know I’m not the jealous type.

Gina read the message, and suddenly felt a knot in her stomach.

What was he suggesting?

She and her husband, Marcus, had a pretty open-minded relationship. In fact, they’d had the odd dalliance outside of matrimony once or twice in the past few years.

But what did Marcus mean by ‘knock yourself out’?

The answer came pretty instantly.

FROM: MARCUS

I’m serious. Go have fun. Just be responsible.

The knot in Gina’s stomach was suddenly joined by swirling butterflies.

She found her thumb trembling as she typed:

TO: MARCUS

What are you suggesting, lol? That I pick somebody up?

Her mouth was dry as she awaited the response. She sipped her drink impatiently.

FROM: MARCUS

Sure, why not? Be a shame to waste that dress on an early night.

Gina suddenly found herself trembling.

What an idea.

It was madness, of course.

Beyond just the implications of it – who’d want to pick up a curvy older woman? Especially one sitting by herself, in a too-tight dress, like she was a throwaway character from a Charles Bukowski tragedy.

Then her phone buzzed angrily one more time.

FROM: MARCUS

I’m serious. Make me proud.

And then it fell silent.

Gina stared at the screen as it locked and went black.

She had butterflies churning in her stomach, and glancing down she saw that her nipples were like sharp bullets, poking at the front of her dress.

Pick somebody up.

What a thought!

But that’s all it was, right? A thought.

She wouldn’t really do it.

She and Marcus liked to tease each other a lot, and she knew her husband got a thrill out of other men admiring her. After all, what man wouldn’t want to know he was married to a desirable woman…

But to actually act on it?

Ridiculous.

Especially, Gina thought – trying desperately to claw herself back to reality – given the circumstances.

I mean, who even was she? Some just-turned-forty mom, poured into a too-tight dress, sitting alone at a bar. She was a tragic cliché. Surely nobody would want to hit on her.

But maybe it was the three Cosmopolitans swirling in her stomach, but when Gina looked up at her reflection in the mirror opposite, ‘tragedy’ wasn’t the first thing she saw.

Sure, she was forty – but Gina came from good, Italian-American stock and those genes age like fine Aglianico. She looked at her reflection in the mirror and maybe saw a little of what her husband was talking about when he kept trying to convince her she looked like Monica Bellucci.

She had high cheekbones, and huge brown eyes, and full lips painted in her signature lipstick – Chanel Rouge in ‘Pirate’ red.

You couldn’t see any grey in the tumbling black curls that fell around her shoulders, and her slender neck and deep cleavage revealed skin that was olive-brown, sleek and smooth.

The rest of her body she was a little self-conscious about – after all, you don’t pump out three bouncing babies and thrive on a diet of Chianti and eggplant parmigiana and expect to look like a bikini model.

Yet Marcus kept insisting she was sexier and more gorgeous than any girl on Instagram – and maybe it was the Grey Goose in her Cosmo talking, but on that particular evening Gina was inclined to possibly believe him.

After all, she had made an effort tonight – even if it was going to ultimately be wasted. Gina had poured herself into a thigh-length red bandage dress that accentuated her tiny waist, and the material hugged her generous backside like the hands of an overly-affectionate lover.

…not to mention, it made her boobs look amazing.

Gina had no false modesty when it came to her breasts. They were the size of overripe cantaloupes, bursting out of the low V of her dress, and with her smooth, tanned skin, there hadn’t been a man in town who hadn’t glanced over at them as Gina had tottered past on her four-inch Christian Siriano pumps.

Long story short – possibly too late for that – but even the normally self-conscious Gina had to admit that she looked good.

Not that it mattered.

Her phone buzzed again, and Gina shook herself out of her reverie and glanced down at it.

FROM: MARCUS

Just got home. I’m going to leave my suit in a garbage bag in the yard, take a shower, and go to bed.

She tapped out a response:

TO: MARCUS

I’ll be home soon.

His response came a little too quickly – like he’d been waiting to send it.

FROM: MARCUS

Don’t rush. Have fun. Let’s not let tonight be a complete waste.

Have fun, he says, Gina thought.

On her own, in a bar, listening to obscure jazz.

Sure.

Her phone buzzed again.

FROM: MARCUS

I’m serious. Stay out. I just paid the babysitter. Might as well enjoy the opportunity. It’s not like we have work tomorrow – I can look after the kids if you need to stay in bed all day.

Gina’s lips curled. Her husband was a big, dumb, lug – but sometimes, he actually made an effort.

Her smile turned into a mischievous smirk, and she responded:

TO: MARCUS

That’s if I even come home at all. ;-)

Once again, the response was a little too fast – and she had a sudden vision of her husband, stripped of his suit, sitting on the couch eagerly staring at his phone.

FROM: MARCUS

As long as you’re safe, I’d have no problem with that.

God, he was incorrigible.

Gina sipped her Cosmopolitan, rolled her eyes, and tapped her screen.

TO: MARCUS

Jeeze, it’s almost like you want me to.

Two seconds later:

FROM: MARCUS

Maybe it’s the cocktails talking, but I think it’s kind of hot.

She rolled her eyes again.

TO: MARCUS

You’re sick.

He didn’t respond.

Gina stared at her phone for a few moments, wondering if he’d been called upstairs by one of their stirring kids, or if he’d just fallen asleep on the couch in his underwear.

Part of her suspected the latter.

Either way, it was probably for the best. The only thing more tragic than being a newly-turned-forty single mom, sitting on her own at the bar, was to be constantly staring into her phone while doing so.

So, with a massive surge of self-control, Gina crammed her phone back into her clutch, grabbed her drink, and swiveled in her stool.

She looked out across the crowded bar and breathed in the scent of cocktails, cologne, and the strumming bass of the city’s hottest new jazz fusion ensemble.

It felt good – to be alone. To be disconnected. She took a deep breath – feeling her large breasts strain the material of her dress – and as she exhaled, felt like she was exhaling a decade’s worth of stress, strain and anxiety with it.

Gina laughed, and tried to ignore the glances people gave her – probably wondering what meds the strange lady giggling to herself was on.

She was laughing at her husband’s suggestion – in fact, his eagerness.

It was almost as if Marcus wanted her to pick somebody up.

Which was ridiculous, of course. Husbands shouldn’t want other men hitting on their wives. What loving spouse would be down for that?

But, then again, Marcus could be a pretty wild guy. She’d checked the browsing history on his computer.

Not that it mattered. Not that any of it mattered.

Gina drained her Cosmopolitan, and turned to nod at the bartender – wordlessly ordering another.

Nothing mattered, because nothing was going to happen.

Gina was going to have one last drink, call for an Uber, and go home.

Tomorrow she was going to wake up with a slight hangover, and go back to her heavy metal t-shirts, camouflage shorts, and the other items of clothing her husband affectionally called “lesbian chic.”

The gorgeous girl she’d looked at in the mirror? The one in the sleek, red dress and the perfect makeup? She’d go back into hibernation – maybe to emerge for anniversary dinner, or one of her work parties.

Tonight had been a bust, and the only thing impressive about it would be her bar tab, when she asked for it in a moment or two.

Gina laughed again, and shook her head.

Her husband – all excited about her picking somebody up.

As if that was going to happen.

In fact, all night long, nobody had even given her a second glance – except to briefly check out her boobs.

Gina sighed, accepted the new drink her bartender offered her, and opened her mouth to call for the check.

Only she never got the opportunity to.

Because before Gina could open her mouth, she heard a deep, growling voice purr in her ear:

“Hey. You ever watch that show How I Met Your Mother?”


Chapter Two

Gina blinked, her drink poised at her lips.

“Well, do you?” The voice repeated.

She turned, and found herself staring into two smoldering brown eyes, peering out of a lean and handsome brown face.

Very brown.

Gina leaned back, a little shocked, and drank in the whole picture.

Suddenly sitting beside her was a tall, athletic-looking African-American guy, in a neatly-tailored tweed vest and a crisp, white shirt, hanging open at the chest.

Gina nearly jumped back. He’d appeared out of nowhere.

“Well?” The stranger smiled, revealing a wide row of bright, white teeth.

“Y-yeah,” Gina stammered, before clearing her throat and nodding: “Yes, of course I do.”

Who the fuck was this guy?

As Gina sat perched on her barstool, she looked the new-arrival up and down appraisingly.

He was young – very young. The stranger was sipping a globe of what smelt like Courvoisier, but he’d probably only been allowed into bars for the last year or so. She wouldn’t have put his age at more than twenty-five.

Not that there was anything immature about him. In fact, if there were two words that sprang instantly to Gina’s mind when she looked at him, they’d be: “Fully grown.”

Really fully grown.

The stranger towered over her, even sitting at the bar stool. He must have been six and a half feet tall, and his shoulders and chest were twice as wide as she was. That shirt he wore, and that elegant waistcoat, were clearly tailored – nobody of his size bought clothes like that off the rack.

And he looked strong – with those huge shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, and his thighs practically bursting out of the tight pants he wore…

(…shit, Gina blushed. Did he catch me glancing down there?)

He was clearly an athlete – from the huge biceps bulging out of his shirt, and the lean muscularity of his frame, Gina assumed a quarterback or wide receiver.

But what was he doing here? Talking to her?

“In How I Met Your Mother,” the stranger continued, oblivious to her inner monologue, “there’s this theory about ‘nothing good ever happens after 2am.’” He glanced down at his watch – a gleaming Breitling – and announced: “I’m intending to prove that wrong tonight.”

Gina glanced at the time on his watch. It was nearly midnight. She should probably be getting home.

“I don’t know about that,” she responded flatly, draining her cocktail, “but nothing good has happened to me before 2am this evening, so I’d be willing to take my chances.”

She placed her empty cocktail glass on the counter, and prepared to raise her hand to signal the bartender for the check – but, before she could, the stranger lifted his own bear-like hand and clicked his fingers.

“Another one for the lady, please.”

The bartender nodded, and reached for a martini glass.

“No, no,” Gina grabbed her clutch, and made to slid off her stool, “I’ve really got to get going.”

“Nonsense,” the stranger reached down and laid a hand on her thigh. “Just stay for one drink – you can’t leave it for me to drink.”

He winked at her.

“You know how much shit I’d get if some of my teammates caught me drinking a Cosmo?”

Gina was pinned to her stool by the stranger’s hand on her thigh.

It was there to prevent her getting up – but it wasn’t a threatening or demeaning gesture. In fact, as soon as Gina had even realized he was touching her, the stranger had moved his hand away.

Her thigh tingled – and she suddenly wished she’d noticed and appreciated the hot heat of his hand through the material of her dress while it had still been there.

With the stranger’s hand gone, Gina was free to get up and leave…

…but she looked at the stranger, and at the bartender carrying her new drink over, and a wild instinct inside of her growled: What the hell?

She slipped back onto the stool, and accepted the drink.

“Okay,” Gina nodded at the stranger. “Thank you – but just the one, okay? I’ve got to get back home to my husband and babies.”

Why had she just said that?

Of course, Gina knew exactly why she’d just said that. She wanted to establish right off the bat that she was married, she had kids, and just because this stranger had bought her a drink, it didn’t mean she was going to provide anything except conversation as a result of it.

“I’m Rudy, by the way,” the stranger extended his huge hand. Gina accepted it, and her eyes widened as she watched her slender, pale fingers disappear into his massive, brown paw. “Please to meet you.”

“L-likewise,” Gina watched him pump her hand up and down. His palms were calloused against hers, and his skin was scalding hot.

She shook her head, and looked up at the stranger again – although, now he’d introduced himself, Gina guessed he wasn’t a stranger any more.

“So, what are you doing, sitting at the bar all by yourself?”

Rudy’s huge, brown eyes smoldered as he waited for Gina’s answer.

“My husband had to take our friend home,” she replied. “I was just settling up, then I was going to leave myself.”

Once again, she was reiterating two important points – that she was married, and that she was leaving.

“Too bad,” Rudy shrugged those massive shoulders. “You’ll stay to finish your drink, right?”

Gina glanced down at the crisp, frosted cocktail in her hand.

“Well, it’d be a waste if I didn’t…”

“That’s the spirit,” and then Rudy stretched his glass over and clinked it with Gina’s.

The two of them sipped their drinks, and that moment of silence gave Gina the opportunity to study this random new arrival some more.

God, he was huge. He must be a football player, she assumed – he was too broad and muscular to be a basketball player, and too damned ripped and confident to be anything other than a professional athlete.

Those tailored clothes and Breitling watch, too – no normal 25-year-old would be sporting those.

So, what was he doing here? Talking with her?

Gina narrowed her eyes.

“So, stranger,” she murmured softly, “you asked me what I was doing sitting at the bar all by myself… Now I’m asking you the same question.” The corner of her lips curled. “Shouldn’t you be at a frat party with your friends, or something?”

Rudy laughed, and it was as warm and comforting as the sound of a log fire crackling.

“I graduated three years ago,” he told her, “and I was in town for a game. You don’t watch football? We won last night.”

Rudy raised his glass.

“That’s why I’m celebrating. Having myself a cheat-day before I get back to training.”

Gina smiled smugly. She’d been right – he was a football player.

“That still doesn’t explain what you’re doing here,” she purred in response, “alone. Shouldn’t you be with your buddies in a strip-club, or something.”

Rudy laughed, and raised his glass of brandy.

“Yeah, I wasn’t feeling that scene tonight.” He nodded towards the band. “Actually, I came here to hear these guys play. I’m into jazz in a big way, and I follow these guys in Instagram.”

That’s when he finally answered the question.

“I’m here alone,” Rudy explained, “because not-so-surprisingly, none of my teammates wanted to turn down the strip club and come listen to some ‘boring-ass, old-person music’ instead.”

Gina’s lips curled.

“Boring-ass, old-person music?” she sipped her drink. “That probably explains why I’m here.”

“Ha!” Rudy laughed. “You’re not an old person, and I’ve seen your ass in that dress. Last word I’d use to describe it is ‘boring.’”

Gina felt her cheeks burning. She sipped her drink self-consciously.

“I just came over because I didn’t want to be that sad dude sitting on my own. Figured I’d come over and strike up a conversation with the first person I spotted flying solo.” He sipped his drink and peered at Gina hungrily over the rim of his glass. “The fact that you’re the hottest-looking woman in this place is merely a coincidence.”

Gina was blushing for real now. She turned away, unable to keep staring into Rudy’s huge brown eyes.

She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, and saw how pink her cheeks were.

“Hottest woman in this place,” she repeated, sipping her drink. “As if.”

Rudy laughed, and Gina felt her cheeks burning hotly in response.

“I mean it,” he purred. “I spotted you the moment you walked into that place, in that red dress of yours.”

Gina turned to look at the handsome stranger, and found him deep in thought, pressing a finger against his thick lips.

“Moment I saw you,” he mused, “you minded me of that actress… What’s her name again?”

Gina paused for a moment, before suggesting: “Monica Bellucci?”

She cringed. That sounded so conceited – to compare herself to one of the most beautiful women on the planet.

But Rudy looked confused.

“No idea who she is,” he shrugged. “I was thinking Gianna Michaels.”

“Gianna who?”

“Gianna Michaels – the actress.” He grabbed his phone and tapped into Google. A moment later, he was extending his arm to her, showing her what images the search engine had come up with.

Gina’s eyes widened.

A lot of black cock in those photos. A lot of black cock and a full-figured woman a narrow waist, dark hair, and a classically Italian face.

“An adult actress,” Gina felt her pulse race, and she pushed the phone and it’s obscene photos away. Rudy laughed at her embarrassment, and thumbed through to a more headshot-style photo.

Now there wasn’t so much cock to distract her, Gina studied the picture.

“Yeah,” somewhat begrudgingly, she admitted: “I can see it.”

Truth be told, this ‘Gianna Michaels’ looked about ten years younger than Gina, and had a phenomenal body. The prim-and-proper side to Gina was offended by the comparison – but a more visceral part of her was wildly flattered.

“Yeah,” Rudy slipped his phone back into the pocket of his vest, “you’re the spitting image of her.” He drained his cognac. “She’s hot as hell, too.”

Again, Gina’s cheeks were burning.

She sat there on the barstool and felt butterflies churning in her stomach. Glancing over at Rudy – she was too self-conscious to look at him directly – she couldn’t get over how young, and masculine, and confident he looked.

And black. His skin was a deep, dark chocolate brown and his close-cropped hair was even blacker than hers.

She remembered the contrast of her tiny, pale hand in his huge, brown paw. God, the difference in their skin tones had been incredible – their interlocked hands making the perfect ying and yang.

Gina cleared her throat. She squeezed shut her eyes and took a deep breath, trying to clear her head…

…the deep breath sucked in a lungful of Rudy’s potent, masculine cologne.

It had the exact opposite of the desired effect.

Opening her eyes, Gina found herself staring at her reflection in the mirror opposite – and caught a glimpse of Rudy’s reflection, sitting beside her.

He was staring at her.

He didn’t know she knew he was staring at her, which was what made it all the more fascinating. Rudy’s smoldering brown eyes were drinking her in – especially the cavernous cleavage threatening to spill out of the front of her dress.

Suddenly, she felt a hot, heavy hand on the small of her back, and the heat of one of Rudy’s thighs pressed up against hers.

He was leaning over, whispering hotly into her ear.

Gina closed her eyes. Every hair on her body stood on end, as his hot breath washed over her neck.

“You want another drink?”

She sat there and shivered, breathing in Rudy’s potent cologne.

His hand was pressed lightly against the small of her back. She could feel the heat radiating from his thigh, pressed casually against hers.

Butterflies churned in Gina’s stomach.

She should leave. She should pay her tab and get out of there, right now. In twenty minutes, an Uber would drop her back at home, and she could wake Marcus up and lead his exhausted ass up to bed.

That would be the end of it. A pleasant conversation with a nice young man, before heading home at a reasonable hour.

But the butterflies were doing loop-the-loops in Gina’s stomach, and that just got worse when Rudy casually rubbed his hand up and down her back.

“Well?”

Gina turned to him – and found herself staring right into Rudy’s face – just two inches away from hers.

His breath was fresh, with just the hint of brandy scenting it.

His eyes were smoldering black coals.

His cologne was like a drug.

Gina gulped dryly, and felt her nipples harden into points.

“S-sure,” she croaked.


Chapter Three

The door of the bathroom stall slammed open, and Gina staggered inside.

She slumped against the partition wall and pulled her phone out of her handbag with trembling fingers.

She’d missed a text message, from nearly twenty minutes earlier.

Of course she had. That’s about when Rudy had first sat down.

FROM: MARCUS

You on your way home yet?

Gina gulped.

The butterflies were still churning in her stomach. She’d had to make an excuse to Rudy just so she could head to the bathroom to make sure she wasn’t going to throw up.

Not from the cocktails – from nerves.

She hadn’t felt like this in years.

Fingers shaking, Gina tapped a response on her phone:

TO: MARCUS

Actually, I might stay a little longer.

She hesitated before clicking ‘send’.

She watched the little animated envelope zoom off into the aether, and then slumped against the partition wall again.

God, what a hunk.

Rudy was like nobody she’d ever met before. He was so big, and confident, and sexy. She thought it sounded terrible to admit it – terrible, but not exactly unexpected for a suburban mom of three – but the fact that Rudy was African-American was also incredibly intoxicating. It made him seem so… masculine.

She shuddered deliciously, and then tried to get a hold of herself.

Closing her eyes, Gina took a ragged breath.

Get a hold of yourself, Gina, she insisted. He’s just a nice, young man and he’s just being nice to you.

God, the weight of his hand on her lower back. The heat of his thigh, pressed against hers as they sat together.

He’s just being polite, she told herself. He’s bored, and he’s flirting with the sad, old married woman just to entertain himself.

But did she really believe that?

Did it matter?

She was going to finish her drink and go home, right?

Right?

Suddenly, her phone buzzed.

Mouth dry, Gina glanced down at it.

FROM: MARCUS

Chatting to anybody interesting?

Those butterflies churned in her stomach again.

She tapped a quick response.

TO: MARCUS

Maaaaybe. You jealous?

The response came back fast. Too fast.

FROM: MARCUS

More excited. Is he handsome?

Oh, Goddamit, Marcus, Gina swore to herself. You’re not fucking helping.

She replied quickly:

TO: MARCUS

What makes you think it’s a ‘he’?

The response was even quicker.

FROM: MARCUS

Would you be texting me if it wasn’t?

She shook her head and laughed.

Her damned husband.

She responded:

TO: MARCUS

Don’t get excited. We’re just talking. I’ll be home soon.

The response:

FROM: MARCUS

Don’t rush. Have fun. Be safe.

Gina squeezed shut her eyes and shook her head.

Marcus wasn’t helping.

Why couldn’t he be like normal husbands, and be jealous?

Why was he encouraging her to talk to other men? There was something wrong with that, wasn’t there?

There was, right?

Then Gina realized she’d been pretending to pee for a while now – and she reached for the cubicle door.

She didn’t want to keep Rudy waiting – although even as she thought that, she tried to analyze it. Why didn’t she want to keep this virtual stranger waiting?

So as not to be rude?

No, that wasn’t it.

Gina scurried out of the women’s room and crossed the crowded bar, back to her stool.

She was ashamed to admit it, but she didn’t want to keep Rudy waiting in case the unthinkable happened, and he started talking to somebody else.

And the moment Gina realized that, she also realized that she was in trouble.


Chapter Four

As Gina approached the bar, she saw Rudy smiling at her.

She felt her stomach flip, and was acutely aware of how clumsily she walked on her four-inch heels. She bet she wasn’t nearly as elegant as the Instagram models this hunky football player usually hung around with…

Right?

But Rudy didn’t seem to think so. He gestured to her stool, and as Gina awkwardly slid her curvy backside back onto her hard wood, Rudy warned her: “A couple of people tried to take your seat. I told ‘em to beat it.”

He nodded towards a couple of girls sipping cocktails in the corner. They were young, skinny college chicks – the sort of woman Gina would have assumed Rudy would have been after like a dog in heat…

…but apparently, he preferred a little meat, rather than chasing after bones.

“I got you another drink,” the handsome athlete handed it over. Gina accepted it nervously.

“You’re going to get me drunk.”

“Nah – I prefer my women with their wits together.”

“Well, I can’t promise that,” Gina sipped her drink. “I’ve got three kids, after all.”

“And a husband,” Rudy sipped his refilled cognac. “You told me that, like, three times when we first met.”

Gina’s cheeks burned.

“Well,” she gulped. “I just didn’t want you to get the wrong idea.”

“And what idea is that?” Rudy asked, the corner of his mouth curling upward.

Gina looked into his intoxicating brown eyes, and immediately regretted the decision. The butterflies were back churning in her stomach.

“I-I didn’t want you to waste your time flirting with me,” she admitted, nervously sipping her drink. “I didn’t want you to think I’d be going home with you.”

Rudy laughed that warm, rich laugh of his again.

He leaned in closer to Gina, and placed one hand on her knee.

Her bare knee.

She shuddered. His hand was deliciously hot against her bare skin.

Fuuuck. An electric pulse throbbed between her thighs. Gina squirmed uncomfortably on her bar stool.

Deliciously close, Rudy murmured into Gina’s ear:

“Don’t worry, I wasn’t going to take you home…”

“Oh,” Gina hated how disappointed she sounded by that.

“…I’m two-thousand miles away from my home.”

Rudy rubbed his hand up and down Gina’s leg – his fingertips sliding just beneath the hem of her dress.

Gina bit her lip. Her panties immediately flooded.

“…but my hotel,” Rudy purred, “is just around the corner.”

“Huungh.”

Gina’s cheeks burned red.

Had that sound just emerged from her mouth?

A needy little moan?

Jesus, what was wrong with her?

Rudy didn’t seem to mind, though. In fact, he was flashing all those perfect white teeth triumphantly.

“You want to settle up and go see it?” His hand slid up Gina’s thigh, two inches beneath the hem of her dress. His thumb teased Gina’s inner thigh.

She moaned, and bit her bottom lip.

“It’s two minutes away,” Rudy’s breath was hot against her ear. His cologne filled her nostrils like some kind of intoxicant. Gina closed her eyes, and realized she could feel her pulse between her legs – a dull strumming, like the bass of the jazz band they were still listening to.

“I… I can’t,” Gina forced herself to say. “I-I need to get home.” She gulped dryly. “T-to my husband. My kids.”

Rudy leaned in closer. Suddenly she felt his other hand on her – resting lightly on the curve of her waist.

He was leaning into her so close now that their lips were nearly touching.

“You sure, Momma?”

Gina’s nipples were painfully hard now. Beneath her thighs, her pussy was quivering like an electric current was running through it. Goosebumps covered her skin. Butterflies swirled in her stomach.

Was he really inviting her up to his hotel room?

God, just imagine it.

It would be so easy.

So easy to leave this bar, and follow this gorgeous athlete across the street, and then just surrender to the moment.

So easy.

But she wasn’t that kind of girl.

Right?

Gina forced open her eyes.

“I-I have to go.” She reached for her clutch, and her hand was trembling so much she dropped it…

…Rudy caught her back effortlessly, and held onto her hand as he passed it back.

He gazed onto her eyes.

Gina stared back.

Shit. There’d be a puddle on this bar stool once she got up.

“Okay, Momma,” the gorgeous black athlete purred. “I can respect that.” He turned to the bartender, and nodded – wordlessly requesting their checks. “How about I settle up, and we wait for the Uber together?”

Gina gulped.

That would be okay, right?

I mean, she shouldn’t wait for her Uber on her own… Should she?

It was just sensible to have a man protecting her.

A big, strong, sexy man.

“O-okay,” she nodded, squirming on her barstool. “I’d appreciate that.”

Rudy’s lips curled.

He reached for his American Express, and paid for both of their tabs with the kind of casual arrogance of a man who knows that nothing good comes for free; but he’s well-off enough that he doesn’t need to ask the price.

“Come on,” he took Gina’s slender hand in his, and helped her off the bar stool. “Let’s go upstairs.”


Chapter Five

Gina could barely make it up the stairs, but Rudy didn’t seem in the least bit hesitant to help her.

He wrapped one huge arm around her waist, and squeezed her hand with the other, and helped her totter up the steps into the warm, evening breeze as if she weighed less than a feather.

Which, even despite her curves, was probably true for a guy like Rudy.

They emerged onto the city streets, and the sound of hocking taxis and distant police sirens welcomed them.

It was balmy outside – the air still humid from thunderstorms earlier in the day, and the heat as oppressive as standing in front of an oven.

Gina staggered over to the wall of a nearby building and slumped against it. Rudy leaned casually in over her – one hand still resting casually on her waist.

Gina was embarrassed. She’d barely made it up the stairs, and she was worried Rudy would think she was drunk, or something.

In truth, her five cocktails hadn’t helped, but she was still pretty sober. You didn’t spend fifteen years married to a Brit without developing a tolerance for alcohol.

The real issue had been the fact that Gina had never been much of one for walking in heels – she was so short, she still felt like she was wearing her mother’s shoes when she tottered up and down the street in pumps.

But more than that, Gina had trouble walking because her knees were wobbly. Her stomach was swirling. She had to keep her thighs clenched together, because otherwise she could feel her pussy throb-throb-throb inexorably.

“Hey, Momma,” it was Rudy. He was towering over her, and he gently placed his thumb under Gina’s chin and lifted her face to look at him. “You were going to order an Uber, weren’t you?”

Gina stared upwards, into Rudy’s handsome face.

“Oh,” she nodded. “Yeah. Right.”

God, he was looming over her. Gina was barely five-feet tall, and Rudy must have been nearly two-feet taller. She felt so tiny and feminine compared to this huge, hulking man – which wasn’t a feeling a curvy mother-of-three got very often.

She reached for her phone, and swiped open the screen.

She had meant to right to the Uber app, and order herself a ride home.

Instead, her eyes fell upon another text message from Marcus – one dated almost an hour ago.

Had she really spent that long talking to Rudy? It seemed like minutes had passed.

The message read:

FROM: MARCUS

C’mon, you’re killing me here. Who are you talking to?

Gina hiccuped, and giggled.

“What’s so funny, Momma?”

“Nothing,” Gina lied. Then, suddenly, she had a wild, reckless impulse. “Hey, before I order the Uber – can I get a selfie?”

Rudy laughed.

“A selfie with the star quarterback? Of course.”

Gina straightened up, and switched on the camera of her phone. She switched it to ‘selfie’ mode, and aimed as Rudy bent down and wrapped a beefy arm around her shoulders.

They stared at their images in the camera, faces side-by-side, and Gina clicked the button.

She laughed silently to herself. Here was Rudy, thinking that she was taking a selfie with him because he was a famous athlete. In truth, she was sending a picture of the handsome man she’d been flirting with, just to excite her husband.

“Here, take another.” This time, Rudy turned his head and kissed Gina wetly on the cheek. She squealed and giggled, and snapped off a playful photo of being smooched by the big, handsome athlete.

She turned to admonish him playfully – but the moment her face turned towards his, Rudy did something totally unexpected.

His kissed her, right on the mouth.

Gina’s eyes widened – but she didn’t pull away.

She stood there, as this huge, hulking stranger pressed his lips against hers, and lightly teased her with his tongue.

Gina was still standing with her arm outstretched, the camera facing them.

Without even thinking about it, she blindly pressed the ‘record’ icon.

Rudy kissed her.

He kissed her deeply, and passionately. His hand tightened on her waist, and his weight pushed Gina back against the wall, and his lips writhed against hers as she squirmed helplessly beneath his weight.

God, he was a good kisser.

Those thick, African lips were the softest Gina had ever experienced. His kisses were gentle, but hungry. A low growl emerged from Rudy’s throat as he explored Gina’s mouth with his own.

Eventually, Rudy pulled his mouth away.

He stood looming over Gina, his face inches from hers, his lips glistening with her saliva.

His eyes were burning.

He grinned, and the sight of his bright, white teeth made Gina’s knees wobble.

“You sure you don’t want to come back to my hotel?”

Gina gulped dryly. She pressed the button to stop recording, and lowered her phone…

…clicking ‘send’ as she did so.

That video she’d just recorded – of her making out with this huge, handsome black athlete, winged its way across the Internet to her husband.


Chapter Six

Rudy didn’t wait for Gina to answer.

He leaned forward again, moving to kiss Gina once more. He paused for only a second – to make sure she wouldn’t say no – and then took her mouth opening wider as an invitation.

Their lips met.

Electricity surged between them.

Gina gasped into Rudy’s mouth, as he crushed her against the wall. He kissed her hungrily, devouring his lips with hers, the taste of him hot in her mouth.

At the same time, Rudy’s huge hands explored Gina’s body. The hand on her waist slid down the curve of Gina’s hip, to cup her full, round ass.

He squeezed, and Gina moaned into her mouth.

His other hand slid upwards, to press against the cheek of Gina’s face. It was an act of such tenderness that it made Gina’s knees wobble.

Eventually, their lips parted.

Gina was shivering. Her breath was ragged. Her nipples were poking like bullets against the front of her dress, and she was squirming against the wall as her pulse raced between her thighs.

Holy shit – this was madness.

Gina was a married, mother-of-three. And yet here she was, making out with this huge, sexy football player – right for everybody to see!

And people were seeing! Everybody who passed was throwing them a look. Some muttered: “Disgusting.” Others cried out “Get a room!” A few more cheered and hollered in drunken approval.

Gina knew how that felt. She was drunk, but not from liquor.

She leaned against the wall, her breasts rising and falling as she panted in need. Rudy was looming over her, his face inches from hers. He smiled, and it was such a sexy, predatory smile that Gina’s stomach did a flip.

“My hotel’s right there,” Rudy jerked his head to the right – towards the Marriott across the street. “I’ve got a bomb-ass suite. Huge bed.”

Gina gulped dryly.

Her mouth might have been dry – but that was the only part of her.

As she leaned breathlessly against the wall, Rudy pulled his palm from her cheek, and ran his fingertips down her neck, and over her collarbone…

Gina gasped.

…next they paused over her right breast, and he squeezed her full, ripe tit through the stretched material of her dress.

“Huuugh,” Gina had to clamp her thighs together.

Next he slid his hand down the curve of her waist, over her hips, and then to the hem of her dress.

Gina shuddered, as Rudy reached underneath.

“Oh, God,” she squirmed. “R-Rudy, you can’t…”

But she didn’t move to pull his hand away – not even when his fingertips touched her dewy inner thigh, and traced a teasing path higher, and higher…

“Oh, fuck…”

Gina’s knees gave out. If she hadn’t been leaning against the wall, with Rudy holding her aloft with that hand on her ass, she’d have fallen to the sidewalk.

Rudy’s eyes flashed wickedly.

His fingers reached higher under Gina’s dress.

They met the gusset of her panties.

“Huuungh,” Gina’s teeth clamped onto her bottom lip. “Oh, God.”

Those probing fingertips pressed against Gina’s pussy, separated only by a thin slip of cotton. Cotton that was absolutely soaked through.

“Fuck, you’re soaking,” Rudy grinned, licking his thick lips. “Don’t pretend you’re not into this.”

It would have been useless to do so. Gina was practically a puddle at that point – quivering, and shuddering, and gasping for breath.

Rudy’s smile widened. With his fingertips, he began to rub Gina’s pussy through her panties.

“Oh, shit,” Gina had to grab Rudy’s impossibly muscular arms to prevent herself from collapsing. “Fuuuck!”

Rudy laughed – a low grumble deep in his throat. He kept rubbing, until Gina started panting, digging her nails into his dark skin.

“S-stop,” Gina begged with her voice – while ever other part of her body begged him to continue.

Rudy licked his lips. His fingertips left Gina’s pussy momentarily, and she mewled in disappointment – until she felt them hook into the waistband of her panties, and tug them roughly down.

“Oh, fuck,” Gina clung desperately to him, “Rudy! We’re in public!” But she lifted her butt from the wall behind her to help the towering black man pull her panties down her thighs, and then let them slither down around her ankles.

Gina groaned, as her black panties pooled around her ankles. Her cheeks burned shamefully, as she caught passers-by watching her with disgust and arousal.

Gulping dryly, Gina kicked her panties off her ankles, and she watched them fly across the sidewalk to land in a wet heap a few feet away.

The moment she did that, Rudy’s hand disappeared back under the hem of Gina’s dress. This time there was no teasing… No probing… He just pressed them eagerly against Gina’s quivering pussy.

“Oh, fuuuuuck,” her knees gave out again, and she had to hang off Rudy. “Oh, God, you’re killing me…”

But in the best way possible.

Right in public, as strangers walked past, Rudy rubbed Gina’s bare pussy with his huge fingers.

She was soaking wet, and the movement of Rudy’s fingertips around her clitoris was absolutely frictionless. Within seconds, she felt pressure building between her legs, and she cried out in desperation.

“Oh, God,” Gina begged. “Not here, Rudy… Not in public…”

But he didn’t stop.

“P-please…”

But he just kept rubbing, and teasing, and probing.

“Oh, God… Jesus, you’re going to make me…”

And then Rudy replaced his fingertips with the calloused pad of his huge thumb, and as he inexorably rubbed Gina’s clitoris with that, he pressed the tips of two of his thick fingers against the lips of Gina’s pussy.

She was so wet – so eager – that her pussy surrendered eagerly.

Clinging desperately to Rudy’s enormous arms, Gina felt herself stretched and filled by the athlete’s thick fingers.

“Oh, God,” her eyes rolled upwards. Saliva dribbled from the corner of her mouth. He was literally making her lose her mind. “Fuuuck!”

And then Rudy inside her, both fingers buried to the knuckles of his left hand. Gina dug her kneels into his muscular forearm and hung on for dear life as the immense black athlete fucked her with them – probing her g-spot with his fingertips, even as kept inexorably rubbing her clitoris with his thumb.

“Fuck,” Gina gasped. “Fuuuck!” She squeezed shut her eyes. “Oh, fuuuck!”

And then she climaxed explosively on Rudy’s thrusting fingers – gushing into his hand as she spasmed in ecstasy.

Rudy was relentless – fucking her with his fingers, and coaxing her remorselessly with his thumb, until Gina dug her nails painfully deep into his skin and returned to reality after her explosive orgasm.

“Oh, God, please,” she begged, hanging onto Rudy for dear life. “Please! No more, no more – you’ll kill me!”

Rudy laughed that deep, throaty chuckle of his, and gently pulled his fingers from deep inside her. They emerged with a wet-sounding pop, and when he pulled them from under the hem of Gina’s dress, they were glistening with her wetness.

Gina panted and gasped for breath, barely able to stand upright. She hung onto Rudy’s arm, shivering in the aftershocks of orgasm.

“Oh, God,” Gina shuddered. “I… I can’t believe you did that.” She looked around in humiliation, watching the shocked faces of passers by as they studied them.

Rudy laughed even harder. He lifted his fingers to his lips, and Gina watched with a low moan as he eagerly sucked her wetness from them.

“You taste so fucking good,” he told her.

Gina shivered.

A wicked smile crossed Rudy’s handsome face.

He jerked his head towards the hotel one more time.

“You sure you don’t want to come inside? Just for a moment?”

Gina wasn’t capable of coherent thought at that moment. She just stared at the hotel, swaying from side to side, feeling her pussy throb, and the cool air on her glistening thighs.

“I promise you,” Rudy leaned forward, his voice hot in Gina’s ear, “you can leave any time you want. You don’t need to do anything you don’t want. But I promise you, if you come upstairs with me, I’ll give you a night you’ll remember for the rest of your life.”

“Huuungh,” Gina bit her lip, clamping her thighs together.

Still shivering, she reached for her phone and swiped aside the lock screen.

A text message was waiting for her.

Several text messages.

A lot of them.

FROM: MARCUS

Holy fucking shit! Who is THAT?

FROM: MARCUS

Who is he? That video was so fucking hot?

FROM: MARCUS

What’s going on? ANSWER ME, LOL!

FROM: MARCUS

Babe, you’re killing me!

FROM: MARCUS

I can’t stop watching that video. You’re so fucking sexy.

Gina shivered deliciously.

She glanced up at Rudy.

“O-one second,” she held up her hand. “I… I just need to send something.”

Rudy smiled victoriously. Of course he did. At this point, he must have known the chances of Gina calling an Uber were infinitesimal.

She’d already told him she had a husband. He already knew she’d have to make her excuses. He stood there patiently, rubbing the front of his pants – which were bulging almost to bursting point.

Gina gulped dryly, and turned away – tapping the keyboard on her screen desperately.

TO: MARCUS

I’m going to be late home.

She waited impatiently for the response. Thank fuck, Marcus hadn’t fallen asleep.

FROM: MARCUS

Who the fuck is that? Where are you? What’s going on?

Gina bit her lip, and took a deep breath.

She tapped furiously.

TO: MARCUS

I met him at the bar. He invited me back to his hotel room.

There was a long pause before the next response came, and Gina trembled – worried that Marcus would suddenly change his mind, and jealously start ranting at her.

Instead, he did the opposite – and Gina wasn’t sure, but that almost hurt her worse.

FROM: MARCUS

Are you going to go?

Gina shivered. She replied:

TO: MARCUS

Do you want me to? I can come right home. I can leave right now.

No response. Gina waited for almost thirty seconds, and no reply came.

Eventually, panic gripped her. She typed frantically:

TO: MARCUS

You’re not mad, are you? You told me to do it! I can come right now. I’m leaving now. Please don’t be mad at me!

The response came pretty promptly after that.

FROM: MARCUS

If you can call hard as a fucking ROCK ‘mad’ then yes, I’m mad at you.

Gina breathed a sigh of relief – but she didn’t have time to respond. Another text message came through almost immediately.

FROM: MARCUS

Fuck, I’m so fucking turned on. You looked so fucking sexy making out with that guy.

Then another:

FROM: MARCUS

Please tell me you’re going to his hotel room. Fuuuck, I’m so turned on I think I’m going to die.

Gina’s heart skipped a beat.

This was wrong. Everything about this was wrong.

She’d just been fingered to a gushing orgasm right there in the street, by a man she’d met less than two hours earlier.

And instead of being jealous, or mad, or anything a reasonable husband would be…

…Marcus was encouraging her to do more.

Part of her hated him at that point. Part of her wished he was jealous. Isn’t that what husbands were supposed to be? If he’d angrily demanded she came home, she wouldn’t have to worry about what happened next.

Because Rudy had been very clear. She had a choice to go back to his hotel room.

And she desperately wanted to. She desperately wanted to feel his lips on hers again, and those big hands squeeze and explore her body.

But if Gina did that, it would be her choice.

She’d be choosing to go to the hotel room of a virtual stranger. To fool around with a man other than her husband. To be a slut.

At least if Marcus had begged her to come home, she’d be saved from making that choice.

It felt terrible to even think about, but if Rudy had coerced her up to his hotel room, instead of inviting her, she could have at least tried to convince herself that it wasn’t her fault. She might have reaped all the benefits of his soft lips and thick fingers, but he’d have forced her into it, right...?

But this way, she had to choose for herself.

And the sensible part of her cried ‘no.’ This was not what a respectable, church-going, PTO-attending, mother-of-three did.

But there was a hot throbbing between her legs, and a needy aching in her breasts, and swirling butterflies in her stomach that couldn’t be ignored, or denied.

Fuck you, Marcus, Gina thought. This is all your fault.

She gulped, and looked down at her phone screen again.

TO: MARCUS

I’m going to his hotel room. I’ll message you later.

And then she switched her phone to airplane mode, and shoved it deep into her bag, and decided that Marcus had accompanied her far enough on her adventure tonight.

A little more composed – even if her panties were long gone, her cheeks and chest were flushed from orgasm, and wetness was running down the inside of her thighs – Gina looked up at Rudy, and found the strength to croak:

“L-let’s go to your room.”

A wide smile stretched across Rudy’s face – wider than she’d seen at any point that evening. His teeth gleamed in the streetlights, and there was something wolfish about the look in his smoldering eyes.

Rudy looked hungry.

He looked dangerous.

He looked sexy as fuck.

He reached out one huge hand and Gina took it, and then she obediently followed him across the street, towards his towering hotel.


Chapter Seven

The night staff at the front desk barely even looked up as Rudy and Gina passed them. Gina was walking awkwardly, tottering on her heels, but for once it wasn’t because of her customary clumsiness in high shoes.

Her pussy was still throbbing, and she was a little bow-legged as Rudy led her to the elevator.

The door slid open, and they stepped inside. The moment the door clumped shut, Rudy threw Gina against the wall, and pressed his lips hotly against hers.

“Fuuuck, you’re sexy,” Rudy growled, as he crushed her lips beneath his.

He was like a man possessed – a beast. One of his huge hands grabbed Gina’s ass and squeezed it almost painfully hard. The other grabbed her breast through the thin material of Gina’s dress, and squeezed it.

Gina groaned at the aching pleasure, and then gasped as Rudy popped her whole tit out of her dress, and lowered his head suckle at her large, brown nipple.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Gina clawed at the bars lining the walls of the elevator. “Shit!” Her knees wobbled again.

With a wet smack, Rudy pulled his mouth from Gina’s breast. His lips were glistening, and Gina felt the chill of the air on her wet nipple.

“Fuck, you’ve got me so fucking hard.” He reached down and grabbed Gina’s wrist – yanking her hand over and slapping her palm down right on the front of his pants.

Gina’s eyes widened.

It felt like he had a fucking anaconda in there.

Rudy’s pants were so swollen, it was a miracle they weren’t ripping at the seams. A huge, hard, throbbing shaft of meat was crammed inside them, running down the inside of his thigh, stretching the material of his pants so tight that she could feel every vein through it.

She traced a path with her fingers, down and down, along every inch of his imprisoned shaft…

…and it just kept going!

Gina’s eyes widened even further. She glanced down, and saw that the huge shaft stretching the seams of Rudy’s pants reached almost to his knee.

“Holy shit!” Gina’s mouth hung open. “Is that all… Is that all… you?”

Rudy grinned wickedly.

“Am I your first black guy?” His voice was a throaty purr. He tightened his grip on Gina’s wrist, and pulled her hand upwards towards his zipper. “You know it’s not just a myth about how big some of us are.”

Gina’s eyes widened. She bit her bottom lip.

“Do you… Do you wanna see it?”

Rudy’s eyes burned with erotic intensity. He was guiding her fingers to his zipper.

“We’re in public,” Gina gasped.

“You didn’t seem to mind that when I made you squirt on the street corner,” Rudy growled. “Or had you forgotten you’d left your panties there.”

Gina blushed furiously.

“C’mon,” he pressed her hand against his zipper. “There’s nobody else in this elevator.” And the moment he said that, the lift shuddered to a halt, and the door slid open with a ding.

Still grabbing her wrist, Rudy pulled Gina out into the corridor beyond.

“W-where’s your room?” Gina asked breathlessly, looking down the gaping, deserted corridors that stretched in either direction.

“Not yet,” Rudy grinned. He pressed her palm against the front of his pants again. “C’mon. I’m so fucking hard, and these pants are so fucking tight, I can’t even walk like this.”

Gina looked back and forth down the long, deserted corridors again. They were empty and silent – which wasn’t surprising, since it was long past midnight.

Heart racing, butterflies churning in her stomach, Gina stepped forward and fiddled with Rudy’s belt.

The belt clattered as it opened. His button popped. The rasp of his zipper echoed down the corridor, as Gina wrenched open Rudy’s pants and then reached into the hot, musky material inside.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Rudy groaned, slumping against the wall as he felt Gina’s slender fingers curl around his shaft. He groaned in discomfort as she wrangled his cock out of his pants, and then groaned in relief when she finally managed to pull his thickening shaft from the confines of its cotton prison.

Gina’s eyes widened, as she released what looked like twelve inches of impossibly thick, meaty cock.

“Holy shit,” she gasped, watching Rudy’s immense shaft rear out of the front of his pants. “It’s fucking enormous!”

Rudy grinned proudly.

“What, this ‘lil thing?”

Gina wasn’t listening – she was staring at the enormous, chocolate tree-trunk in her hands. It was so thick she could barely stretch her fingers around it – but she tried; stroking up and down the shaft and eliciting groans from Rudy as she did so.

“You have no idea how painful it was, all constricted in there,” Rudy groaned. “Fuck, that feels sooo good.”

Gina glanced back and forth, down the corridors, confirming that they were deserted.

Then, biting her bottom lip, she kicked off her heels and sunk to her knees.

Rudy watched her lower herself to the scratchy carpet, a smile stretching across his face.

“I thought you were worried about being in public?”

“I am,” Gina nodded, on her knees and face-to-frenulum with this enormous black cock, “but I’ve got to taste this thing.”

Rudy laughed that deep, rich laugh of his.

“Down in the street you were begging me ‘no, no, no.’ Now you’re on your knees and your mouth is watering.”

“Shut up,” Gina punched him playfully in the thigh. Then she leaned forward, stretched her lips wide, and engulfed the head of Rudy’s enormous cock with her mouth.

“Oh, fuuuck,” the towering athlete slumped against the wall, his knees wobbling. The warm, wet, sucking sensation of Gina’s mouth was incredible.

He gazed down at the beautiful, curvy wife on her knees in front of him. She was stroking his huge shaft with both hands, her fingers looking tiny compared to his thick girth.

As she stroked, Gina suckled and slurped and slobbered on the head of his huge cock, stretching her lips to fit as much of it in her mouth as she could.

Saliva drooled down the length of his cock, and that just made the movements of Gina’s fingers slicker and smoother. Gloops of saliva dripped down her chin, onto Gina’s cleavage, splattering her right breast, which still hung nakedly from the front of her dress.

“Fuck, you look sexy,” Rudy groaned, watching her slurp and suck. “God, do you suck your husband’s dick like this?”

There was a wet smack as Gina pulled her mouth from Rudy’s cock – long strands of saliva stretching from her lips. She kept stroking his huge cock with one hand, and wiped the saliva from her chin with the back of the other.

“He wishes I sucked his cock like this,” Gina giggled, “but fuck – the moment I saw this, I just had to have it in my mouth.”

“I’m not complaining,” Rudy grinned. “Now get the fuck back to work, Momma.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Gina winked, and the moment she said that, Rudy’s cock swelled even wider.

Gina obediently returned to the task in hand – stretching her lips wide and swallowing as much of Rudy’s immense cock as she could.

It wasn’t a lot – but he was still impressed.

The wet sound of sucking and slurping echoed down the corridor. Saliva was glistening on Gina’s half-exposed breasts, and it was drooling in long strands from her eagerly sucking mouth.

Fuck, she looked sexy.

“You think your husband would like to see you like this?” Rudy laughed. “With a big, black dick in that pretty mouth of yours?”

There was another smack as Gina pulled her mouth away.

She knelt there, saliva drooling down her chin, a huge cock in her hands, and she thought about Marcus – sitting at home, probably hard as a rock, imagining the wicked things his wife was getting up to.

Rudy had no idea, of course. He probably thought she was doing this sneakily, behind her husband’s back.

She smiled mischievously.

“Here.” Reaching down into her clutch, Gina pulled out her phone. She passed it over, swiping for the camera app as she did so. “Why don’t you take some pictures for him?”

Rudy laughed wickedly.

“You’re fucking spectacular,” he grinned.

Gina’s eyes flashed, and she returned her attention to Rudy’s straining shaft.

A moment later, she was slurping and sucking on that enormous cock again – lips stretched almost painfully wide, and her fingers making a ‘schlick-schlick-schlick’ noise as she pistoned them up and down his saliva-slick shaft.

Rudy gazed down at her with a grin, and then snapped off a photo. Then another. He changed the angle, and the flash popped off again.

“You look so fucking sexy,” he grinned. “You’re a good little cocksucker, aren’t you, Momma?”

“Mmmpgh,” Gina mumbled, her mouth full of cock.

“Photos are good,” Rudy deftly swiped the screen, “but video is better.” When Gina glanced up, she saw the red light on the front of her phone. Rudy was videoing her sucking his cock.

She groaned, and released the fingers of one hand from his glistening black shaft. With her fingers dripping with saliva, Gina reached between her thighs, under the hem of her dress, and found the quivering lips of her bare pussy.

Her own saliva mixed with her gushing wetness, and her fingers slithered smoothly up and down, in and out, swirling around her clitoris.

“Mmmmph,” Gina groaned, as she sucked Rudy’s cock, and simultaneously rubbed her own throbbing clitoris. “Mmmpgh!”

She squeezed shut her eyes. Fuck, she was going to cum again.

“Look at you slobbering on that dick, Momma,” Rudy growled, as he recorded her with her phone. “You like the taste of big, black dick?”

Gina opened her eyes. She pulled her mouth from his shaft – long strands of saliva stretching from her lips as she did so.

“Y-yes, Daddy,” she groaned breathlessly, rubbing herself with one hand, and stroking his cock with the other. “It tastes so good.”

“Look at you, with one of your titties hanging out. You’re the baddest little slut I’ve ever seen.” He zoomed in closer to her face. “I never thought when I saw that sexy as of yours in the club that you’d be a freak like this.”

“Mmmm,” Gina squeezed shut her eyes. She was so turned on now she could barely form words. She decided her mouth had more useful purposes, and opened her lips to swallow the head of Rudy’s shaft again.

“That’s it, baby,” Rudy grinned. “If you think it feels good in your mouth, just wait until you feel it in your pussy.”

Gina gasped when she heard that. She had a mental image of this impossibly huge, thick cock stretching and filling her…

…she came on her fingers.

Rubbing herself furiously, Gina was wracked by ecstatic spasms, as she coaxed herself over the knife-edge of orgasm.

“Fuuuck,” Rudy recorded every moment of it. “Look at you.”

But suddenly, he wasn’t the only one looking at her.

Two doors down, there was a rattle, and a creak, and one of the hotel room doors swung open.

A sleepy man in a robe stepped out, and his eyes fell immediately on Rudy and Gina. They widened, at the guest took in the sight of the big, black athlete with his cock hanging out, and the slobbering, bare-breasted wife on her knees, eagerly sucking and slurping on it.

“Disgusting!” The man cried, although he made no move to look away. “I’ll call security on you two!” But even as he threatened them, one of his hands reached into his robe, and it was obvious he’d started to touch himself.

Rudy yanked Gina to her feet, his cock popping wetly from her mouth and splattering her with saliva.

“C’mon,” he laughed, dragging her towards the nearest door. He fumbled in the pocket of his hanging-off pants, his huge, glistening cock bobbing up and down at he did so. Finally, the door popped open, and he dragged Gina inside, kicking it shut behind them.

The affronted guest stood in the doorway, staring at the door where the two lovers had just disappeared.

He didn’t stop stroking himself.

“You coming to bed, dear?” A voice called from inside his hotel room.

“I-I’ll be there in a minute,” the guest groaned, rubbing himself even more furiously. “Disgusting,” he tutted, staring at the door. “I should call security.”

Then he spurted hotly in his hand, and reality seemed to be restored, and with a shameful look on his face, the guest ducked back into his hotel room, and let the door click shut behind him.


Chapter Eight

Gina and Rudy went stumbling into his hotel suite.

Rudy was laughing uproariously. Gina, on the other hand, didn’t seem to find it quite so funny.

“Oh, my God,” she was ashen-faced. “That was excruciating!” She looked up desperately at Rudy. “D-do you really think he’ll call security?”

Rudy laughed. He looked ridiculous, standing there with his cock rearing up out of his open pants – but he didn’t seem remotely concerned.

“He won’t do shit,” Rudy laughed. “Now get that sexy ass over here.”

Gina paused, so Rudy stepped forward, bundled her into his arms, and pulled her into him.

It was a literal bear-hug – the towering football player dwarfing the diminutive wife as he wrapped his arms around her.

Gina’s nerves were soon forgotten, as the handsome black athlete crushed Gina’s lips with his own, and his big hands explored her body. She squirmed as he grabbed her ass with both hands.

“Fuck, you’re sexy, Momma,” Rudy breathed hotly into her ear, kissing Gina’s throat. “I couldn’t wait to get you up here.”

Gina groaned, swooning in Rudy’s arms as he kissed her. As he held her aloft, her slender fingers reached down to find his cock again – and Rudy gasped softly as she began to stroke up and down his towering shaft.

“I wanna see you naked,” Rudy started pulling the hem of Gina’s dress higher and higher, until she felt the cool air conditioning on her bare cheeks. Then he reached down to grab one bun in each hand – digging his fingers in tightly.

“Fuuck,” Gina groaned, feeling her pussy gush.

“Get on the bed, Momma,” Rudy physically lifted Gina up, one hand on each cheek of her ass, and carried her to the enormous bed. He practically threw her onto the covers, and Gina giggled and squeaked as she bounced up and down on the mattress, a tangle of arms and legs and tits.

Rudy towered over her, swollen cock still standing erect, and peered at his handywork.

“Damn, girl,” he laughed. “You’re a mess.”

And she was. Gina’s dress was up around her waist, and her thighs and pussy were bare and on display. One of her big, round breasts was still hanging from the front of her dress, and it looked like the other one was ready to spill out at any moment. Glistening saliva covered her lips, chin and was splattering across her cleavage, while the heat and wetness of her pussy radiated from across the room.

She looked like a drunk, slutty, giggling mess – and Rudy had never seen anything sexier.

“C’mon,” he stepped up to the bed and reached for the bundled-up hem of Gina’s dress. “Let’s get this off of you.”

“No!” Gina laughed – but it was useless protesting. With one heave of those enormous biceps, Rudy yanked the dress down around Gina’s waist. With another yank it came off completely – and the towering athlete tossed it across the room.

Gina lay on the bed completely naked. She turned away from Rudy, covered her stomach with her hands.

“No,” she was blushing furiously. “Don’t look at me. I’ve had three kids – I’m not exactly bikini-model material any more.”

“Bullshit,” Rudy growled, crawling onto the bed. He clambered on top of Gina, pinning her down beneath him. A moment later, he was pressing his lips against hers, kissing her passionately as he crushed her beneath him.

“Oh, God,” the moment their lips parted, Gina’s head flopped back. She gazed dreamily at the ceiling as Rudy kissed her neck, and squeezed her breasts in his huge hands. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“Why not?” Rudy asked. He bent his head and sucked one of Gina’s big, brown nipples into his mouth. She shuddered, arching her back at the intense sensation. When he broke the suction with a wet smack, Gina groaned in disappointment.

“You’re fucking beautiful, Momma,” Rudy pressed his lips against hers. “I like your body. Every stretchmark. Every dimple. It’s a woman’s body.”  His hand traced a path over Gina’s soft belly, and then explored lower. “You look like fucking perfection to me.”

His fingers found Gina’s quivering pussy, and she gasped as he slithered his fingertips between her dewy lips, and started to rub her clitoris.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Gina groaned.

“I wanna taste you,” Rudy growled into Gina’s ear. Then he started kissing a path down her throat, over her breasts, and across the tummy she was so self-conscious about.

“No, no,” Gina protested – but they were empty protests. She was a ‘nice’ girl. She shouldn’t want men kissing her down there…

…but she did.

In fact, the moment she’d kissed Rudy’s soft, thick lips, and felt his wide, probing tongue, it was exactly what she wanted him to do.

Rudy crawled down Gina’s body, and parted her thighs with his huge hands. She didn’t resist – she just closed her eyes in dreamy pleasure, and shuddered as she felt those soft lips plant kisses higher and higher up her inner thighs.

Then Rudy’s hot breath was on her bare pussy – scalding hot, and deliciously intense.

“Huuungh,” Gina arched her back. She clawed at the bedsheets…

…and then cried out, as she felt Rudy’s mouth stretch open wide, and descend across her pussy like a warm, wet, sweetly sucking vacuum.

Rudy’s tongue parted the lips of her pussy – slurping from bottom to top with deliciously warm, wide, wet strokes. Her pussy blossomed, gushing with arousal, and that wetness turned into a flood as Rudy’s tongue found and teased the hard, overstimulated nub of her clitoris.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Gina squeezed shut her eyes. “Oh, my God.” Rudy was gently sucking at her clitoris, and swirling his tongue around it, and driving her absolutely crazy with the intensity of it.

The pressure was already building between Gina’s thighs, and that was before she felt him shift his weight and slide one arm between her thighs. The wide tips of two fingers pressed against the entrance to her pussy, and by this time she was so wet she could probably have eagerly accepted twice that number.

Her pussy opened. Rudy’s fingers slid inside her. She felt deliciously stretched, as he sunk those two fingers inside her inch after inexorable inch, until the knuckles of his left hand were pressed tightly against the entrance to her pussy…

…and then he began to fuck her with them.

“Oh, fuuuck!” Gina tossed her head from side to side, as Rudy sucked and teased her clitoris and slid those two fingers back and forth inside of her. “You’re driving me crazy!”

And he was. Each inward stroke pressed against her g-spot, and that was almost too intense – especially when paired with the swirling, sucking, slurping synchronization of Rudy’s talented tongue.

Gina clawed at the sheets with her hands, and then lifted them to cup her breasts, squeezing the ripe flesh beneath her fingers, and then pinching and stretching her nipples. A moment later she raised one hand to her mouth and squeezed it into a fist – sinking her teeth into her own flesh to stop from screaming.

Her hips bucked. She reached down with her other hand to grab a fistful of Rudy’s hair, and pull his head deeper between her thighs.

Fuck! Fuck, she was so close!

And then, like a tidal wave, an orgasm came crashing down across her body – sending her spasming across the bed, flailing her arms, screaming into the fist lodged in her mouth.

Gina’s pussy gushed. She ground her hips against Rudy’s slurping, licking, sucking mouth and impaled herself deeper on his thrusting fingers. Ecstasy shuddered across her in electric ripples, and just as she thought she was reaching the trailing end of it, Rudy would keep licking, and keep probing, and the pressure building between her thighs would rise again…

“Oh, God! You can’t be serious!”

But Rudy was, and even as Gina drifted back to reality from that first orgasm, he relentlessly coaxed her to another…

“Fuuuuck!”

…and then a third.

“Mercy!”

Gina knew she’d die if Rudy forced a fourth orgasm from her. As she lay shuddering and shivering, she had no doubt that her brains would puddle from her ears, and her body would melt into the bedsheets, and she’d die from ecstasy.

“P-please,” her voice was a wail. “N-no more! Stop!”

For moment, Gina was terrified Rudy wouldn’t listen…

…but then he raised his mouth from between her legs, and pulled his dripping fingers from her clenching pussy, and laughed triumphantly.

Gina flopped back onto the bed – a panting, gasping, limp puddle of desire. She felt like a ragdoll. Rudy could do anything her at that moment, and she’d just lie there and accept it…

Which was convenient, apparently, because that seemed to be exactly what Rudy intended to do.

He clambered up from between Gina’s legs, and reared up onto his knees.

His lips and tongue were glistening with her wetness. There was a burning look of desire in his eyes. From between his legs, where the front of his pants hung open like a gaping maw, his magnificent cock reached up like a gnarled tree branch.

“Your pussy tastes so fucking good,” Rudy growled, unbuttoning his shirt and peeling the white cotton from his skin. “I bet it’s going to feel even better.”


Chapter Nine

Gina lay limply on the bed, one of her ripe breasts in each of her hands, and gazed up dreamily at Rudy.

He’d peeled his shirt off and tossed it across the room, revealing his magnificently muscled chest, covered in tattoos.

He clambered off the bed to pull down his pants – kicking them aside and revealing those toned legs and that tight, pert ass…

…and finally freeing, after all that time, his beautiful brown cock.

He stood there, looming over her, and stroked his straining shaft.

“Fuck, you look beautiful,” Rudy groaned, drinking in her nakedness like a man who’d spent weeks in the desert.

Gina’s cheeks burned self-consciously, but she could see he was being genuine. Her ripe curves and her seasoned imperfections were all delicious to him. She’d never felt more beautiful – or more desired.

Rudy clambered onto the bed, and crawled on top of her – pinning Gina down to the bed and kissing her passionately.

His soft lips and thick tongue tasted of her own pussy, and Gina didn’t care. She curled her arms around Rudy’s massive shoulders and clung to him desperately, as her lips writhed against his and her tongue teased his.

As they kissed, Rudy kicked Gina’s already splayed thighs aside with his knees. He positioned himself between them – the hardness of his smooth cock teasing her inner thighs.

For a moment Gina was lost in the moment. She just kissed, and clung, and felt her whole body pulse with desire…

…then she felt it. Rudy snaking one huge arm between their bodies, to grab the root of his straining cock. He positioned the swollen head at the entrance to her pussy, and nuzzled it between the quivering lips of her eager cunt.

“Huuungh,” Gina arched her back. She wanted it so badly…

…but then reality came crashing down on her.

“R-Rudy,” Gina murmured, as he pressed his cock against her eager pussy, “a-are you wearing a condom?”

“What?” Rudy raised himself up on his elbows. He looked deep into Gina’s huge eyes. “Nah. I don’t have any.” He shrugged his massive shoulders. “Momma, this is the last thing I expected to be doing tonight.”

As he said that, he nudged his hips forward just a little – pressing his cock more firmly against her pussy, threatening to spread her open and slide inside.

Gina moaned, and felt her pussy gush.

She tried desperately to be sensible.

“I-I can’t,” she moaned. “N-not without a condom.”

“I’m clean, Momma,” Rudy promised. “I literally got tested a week ago – everybody on the team did.” He looked at her quizzically, as if expecting her to demand he break out the paperwork right then and there.

In truth, Gina could barely form coherent thoughts, she was so fucking turned on right then.

“I-It’s not that,” she moaned, squirming her hips against that big, hard cock. “I-I’m not on the pill.” She gulped dryly. “M-my husband had a vasectomy.”

“Ooooh,” Rudy nodded in understanding. “Well, we don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.” He ground his hips against hers, nudging the head of his cock a little deeper between the lips of Gina’s pussy. “We can do other stuff, if you’d prefer.”

Gina squeezed shut her eyes.

The fucking sadist.

We don’t have to do this, he was telling her – while at the same time nudging the head of his cock against her pussy, teasing her excruciatingly.

She knew she should say no. She knew she should push his big, beautiful bulk off from on top of him, and finish him with her mouth. She’d like that, she thought. She got excited about the thought of his big cock spurting in her mouth, and her eagerly gulping down Rudy’s cum…

…but God, that cock felt so good pressed against her pussy.  

Gina opened her eyes.

She found herself gazing straight into Rudy’s face – into his smoldering eyes.

She bit her bottom lip.

“J-just for a moment,” Gina murmured, feeling like the biggest whore in the world when she said it. “J-just slide it in for a moment. Just so I can feel it.”

“You sure, Momma?” Rudy was wearing a shit-eating grin. He knew he had her right where he wanted her. “We don’t have to do this.”

“Huuungh,” Gina groaned. “Fuuuck!” She ground her hips against his, nuzzling against the tip of that straining cock. “Y-you’re going to make me do it, aren’t you?”

“Do what, Momma?” Rudy’s voice had the perfect pretense of innocence.

Gina narrowed her eyes. She spread her legs wider, and then lifted them to hook her ankles around his calves – trapping Rudy between her legs.

“Y-you’re going to make me ask for it, aren’t you?”

“Ask for what?” He was fucking smiling, the bastard.

Gina tightened her legs around his, pulling him into her.

“Just fuck me, Rudy. Just slide that big, beautiful black dick inside me.”

“Whatever you say, Momma,” Rudy laughed, and then he pressed his hips forward, inexorably slowly.

Gina groaned, digging her nails into his muscular shoulders.

Rudy’s swollen cock nuzzled deeper, pressing against her pussy. Her eager cunt blossomed open, eagerly accepting the invader.

With a slutty moan, Gina’s head flopped back as she felt the head of his cock pop inside her, and then sink inch-after-inch into her greedy pussy.

“Fuuuuck!” She’d never felt so stretched or filled. She’d never had anything as big as that inside her. Gina was so wet and so turned on that her pussy eagerly swallowed every inch of Rudy’s glorious cock, until his hips pressed against hers, and she found herself absolutely skewered on that throbbing, straining shaft.

“O-Oh, God,” Gina shuddered, opening her eyes and staring into Rudy’s handsome face. “T-that feels fucking incredible.”

“Y-you should try it from my end,” Rudy groaned, as he gently began to thrust. “You have the sweetest, tightest little pussy I’ve ever been inside.”

“Huuungh,” Gina lifted her head and sunk her teeth into the salty flesh of Rudy’s shoulder. She clung to him as he fucked her, thrusting slowly at first, and then deeper and faster as her pussy opened to accept him.

Soon the bed was creaking, as Rudy thrust into Gina with deep, smooth strokes that made every inch of her body shiver with pleasure.

His cock was perfect. On every inwards stroke, it would slide to the hilt inside her, nudging her g-spot and stretching her deliciously. Then Rudy will pull out almost to the tip, leaving her feeling empty and hollow…

…until he thrust inside her again.

Gina had never been fucked like this before. She didn’t even know it was possible. She’d never felt more like a woman than right at that moment.

“Oh, fuuuck,” she groaned, clutching Rudy’s shoulders. “You’re going to make me cum…” And then he did. Rudy continued thrusting, driving that delicious friction inside of her, nudging all the right places, until the pressure built to explosion point between Gina’s thighs, and suddenly a climax detonated like a nuclear explosion going off.

How many orgasms had Gina had that evening? She couldn’t even remember any more. Fuck, she couldn’t even think any more.

She just clung to Rudy as his big, beautiful cock drove her past the point of climax and beyond. She literally passed out for a moment from the intensity of it, and when Gina returned to reality she found herself lying limply on the bedsheets, with Rudy containing to fuck her and his immense cock forcing another build up of pleasure between her legs.

Gina had a moment’s respite when Rudy reared up, and pulled himself from inside her. She raised her head weakly, and saw her wetness literally dripping off that impossibly huge cock – which was even bigger and harder than it had been earlier.

Rudy said nothing. He just grabbed Gina’s hips and rolled her over – hefting her to her knees, so her big, round ass was in the air and her face was buried in the bedsheets.

Then Rudy’s big, hot hands spread the cheeks of her ass, and his straining cock pressed against her pussy from behind.

“Oh, fuuuck!” Gina stretched her arms around like a yawning kitten, and clawed at the bedsheets. Rudy was sliding effortlessly inside her, inch after inch, and this was a whole new way to discover parts of her pussy she didn’t know a cock could reach.

Sinking his fingers into her fleshy hips, Rudy fucked her – deep, and fast, and rhythmically. The bed creaked. The sound of his muscular hips slapping against her bare ass reverberated around the room. That big, black cock slid deep inside Gina from a whole new angle, and her g-spot was nudged from a bold, new direction.

The pressure built up even more relentlessly now. Gina’s eyes rolled upwards. Her mouth hung open. Saliva drooled down from the corner of her mouth.

More and more the pressure built – a little bit more with each thrust of that huge cock. With each slap of Rudy’s hips against her ass.

“Oh, God…” Gina’s nails sunk into the bedsheets, tearing them. “Oh, fuuuck!”

And then she came again. Another orgasm rumbled like an earthquake from between her thighs, rippling across her whole body and leaving her limp and barely conscious.

Not that it mattered. Rudy didn’t need her to be conscious to keep on fucking her.

For a moment Gina wavered in and out of reality, barely aware of being thrust back and forth on the bed, and her pussy gushing down her thighs as she was fucked relentlessly.

Then, finally, Rudy pulled out of her again.

Gina mewled in relief, as he roughly manhandled her onto her back. Once again Gina found herself staring at the ceiling, as Rudy clambered between her thighs.

This time, though, he hooked his powerful legs under the crook of Gina’s knees – lifting and spreading her legs and folding her practically in half.

Gina groaned, looking up at Rudy’s beautifully handsome face. She saw her own ankles dangling a few inches above that.

Rudy positioned himself at the entrance to Gina’s pussy. She was gushing mess at this moment, and he sunk inside her as easily as melted butter. Gina groaned as she felt it – stretched and filled anew, from this position even more deeper than before.

“Fuck, you’re so gorgeous,” Rudy groaned, as he started to fuck her. “You drive me fucking crazy, you know.”

“I-I think you already drove me crazy,” Gina groaned, stretching her arms up to wrap them around Rudy’s beefy neck. “This is madness, you know.”

And it was. She was being fucked by a big, black stranger she’d met just hours earlier – without a condom, and with no birth control.

Be safe, her husband had texted her. Be responsible.

She was being neither of those things.

And, right now, she didn’t fucking care. She just wanted this. She just wanted to feel this big, beautiful man thrust himself inside of her, rutting like a stallion.

Gina gazed up into Rudy’s smoldering eyes. He looked down at her, and then bent to kiss her. They made out, their lips writhing together, even as he buried himself inside of her.

God, it felt incredible.

Gina squeezed shut her eyes as she kissed him, feeling the impossible pressure building between her legs another time.

Was this even possible? How many times had she cum already? She’d lost count.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Rudy pulled his mouth away. He gazed into Gina’s eyes. “I-I’m gonna cum soon, Momma.”

Gina groaned, and her pussy gushed at the thought.

“I-I’ll pull out,” he promised, as he fucked her faster, and harder. “I-I’ll spray it all over your tits, or something.”

“N-no you fucking won’t,” Gina snarled. She flailed her legs, kicking them out from Rudy’s iron grip. Now they were free, she wrapped them around his waist, urging him deeper inside of her. “I want it.”

Rudy didn’t stop fucking her – but his eyes widened.

“I-I’m really close,” he warned.

“I want it,” Gina stared hotly into his eyes. She knew this was madness – this was the most fucking irresponsible thing she’d ever done, but she snarled hotly into Rudy’s ear: “I want you to cum in me.”

Rudy groaned. She felt his cock stiffen inside of her.

“Y-you’re fucking insane,” he warned – but he didn’t stop thrusting.

“Give it to me,” Gina growled. “I want it.” And then she reached up, and purred in his ear: “You ever have a woman beg for your cum before?”

Rudy groaned, and shuddered, and then with his next thrust, he lodged himself as deeply inside Gina as he could – so deep that she felt like she was being split in two…

…and then his cock throbbed, and swelled, and for a moment it felt like it doubled in size – before Rudy groaned, and she felt him spurt hotly inside of her.

It was like somebody aimed a scalding fire hose at Gina’s g-spot, because the moment those hot spurts of cum hit it, she came harder than she had at any point that night.

Gina cried out, and clawed at Rudy’s back, and her whole body convulsed as he emptied his balls deep inside her fertile pussy.

Spurt after spurt – hot, scalding, lava, flooding her.

And then eventually, after the last thrust, Rudy collapsed across Gina, panting and gasping for breath.

Gina flopped onto the bedsheets beneath him, shuddering in the aftershocks of orgasm.

They were still joined at the hip – his softening cock still buried inside of her. It was like a cork, keeping his cum deep inside of her.

For a moment Gina just lay back, arms around Rudy’s sweaty shoulders, and luxuriated in the sensation of another man cumming deep inside of her.

She felt like a woman.

Maybe a slutty, irresponsible, whoreish woman…

…but more like a woman then she’d felt for years.


Chapter Ten

“I’ll call you a car service,” Rudy insisted, as they lay together in bed a few moments later. “I’ll escort you home.

“No, no,” Gina insisted, splayed out on the bed with her legs spread wide. “You have no idea what the neighbors would say.”

“Screw your neighbors – what about your husband?”

Gina laughed. Rudy had no idea.

She was still naked, and shuddering from her countless orgasms. Rudy had clambered up from the bed and gone for a glass of water, but Gina was still struggling to find the energy to move.

Also, she was delighting in the sensations.

She’d been freshly-fucked. She’d had more orgasms that evening than in the past year. She could feel Rudy’s hot cum running down the crack of her ass, pooling onto the bedsheets beneath her. He’d cum like a geyser inside of her – and as wicked as that sounded, it was also fucking sexy.

Finally finding the strength to sit up, Gina woozily reached across the bed for her handbag. She pulled out her phone, and saw the screen filled with a deluge of text messages.

FROM: MARCUS

What’s doing on? Are you okay?

FROM: MARCUS

Anything to report?

FROM: MARCUS

Honey? What’s the update? You’re killing me here, lol!

They went on and on like that – she read through four of them before just hitting ‘delete’ on ten or eleven others.

“You ordering an Uber?” Rudy asked, as he sipped a glass of water from the kitchenette.

“Yeah,” Gina lied, swiping through to her gallery.

She found the video Rudy had recorded – of her on her knees in the hotel corridor, sucking and slurping on his huge, black dick.

With a wicked smirk, she pressed the button and sent it off to her husband – watching the animated envelope whisk the explicit video off across the Internet.

Then she opened the Uber app, and selected a ride home.

As the animated car came on screen, Gina felt the bed rock. Rudy was clambering onto the bed and crawling over to her, with a huge glass of water. Gina gratefully accepted it, gulping down the cold refreshment and feeling her parched body tingle in gratitude.

The empty glass slid onto the bedside table. Gina slid into the nook of Rudy’s massive arm, and laid her head down on his chest.

They lay like that in silence for a few minutes, Rudy stroking Gina’s hair, and Gina casually twirling some of his chest hairs with her fingertips. She gazed down the taut valley of his abdomen, and smiled as she saw his anaconda-like cock lying limply against his thigh. It was still thick and enormous, even flaccid, but she felt a large amount of pride at satisfying the enormous beast.

“So,” Rudy eventually said, and he sounded nervous, “were you serious?”

Gina lifted her head.

“Serious about what?”

“About not being on the pill,” Rudy replied, gazing into her huge brown eyes. “I’m… Shit, I don’t think I’m ready to be a daddy.”

Gina giggled, and ran her fingers over his huge, muscular chest.

“Oh, you’re Daddy, alright,” she giggled, “but don’t worry – you won’t be a daddy. I’ll get the Plan B pill or something.”

Rudy’s face softened in relief.

“One of the first thing Coach warns you when you start playing at the professional level is ‘never nut in a bitch. They just want a paternity suite.’” He blinked. “Not… Not that I’m calling you a bitch, though.”

Gina laughed. “I get it.”

She glanced at her phone.

Firstly, her Uber was only a few minutes away. Secondly, there were two unread messages from Marcus.

“I’d better get dressed,” she told Rudy.

On wobbly legs, Gina clambered out of bed. As soon as she did, a hot gush of cum ran down her thighs. She clamped her hand between her legs and snatched a fistful of tissues from the box by the bed.

Damn. I should have known I’d regret losing my panties.

She found her crumpled dress on the floor and wriggled into it. Her pumps were in the corridor by the door. In a few minutes, she’d reassembled herself into something resembling decency, and a glance at her phone confirmed that her Uber was about to pull to a halt outside.

Rudy was suddenly looming over her, a smile on his handsome face.

He was still naked – his body a rippled, muscular canvas of tattoos.

Gina felt another throb between her legs. Maybe she should have stayed for Round Two.

Then again, a glance at her phone confirmed that it was nearly three in the morning.

Rudy spotted it too.

“Funny,” he told her. “When I first met you, I told you about that quote – that ‘nothing good happens after 2am.’” He bent his head and kissed Gina hotly on the lips. As their mouths parted, he grinned: “I’m pretty sure we proved that wrong tonight.”

Gina felt a tingle of excitement at the thought of her adventure.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “I think we did.”

They kissed again, and then Rudy pressed something into her hand. It was a neatly embossed business card.

“I’m going back home tomorrow,” he told her, “but if you’re ever in the neighborhood…”

“…I’ll look you up,” Gina promised. Then she gave him one last kiss, and pulled open the door the hotel room.

She darted out into the long corridor, tottering towards the elevator in her heels.

Rudy watched her go, and then softly let the door shut click shut behind her.


Chapter Eleven

FROM: MARCUS

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

FROM: MARCUS

God, I’m SO fucking turned on.

FROM: MARCUS

What’s happening? Where are you?

Gina laughed, as she rode home in the back of her Uber. The messages from Marcus kept coming in, and eventually she had to respond just to stop her phone from going off.

TO: MARCUS

Chill. I’ll be home soon.

And she was.

Twenty minutes later, the Uber pulled to a halt outside her townhouse, and Gina clambered stiffly out of the back of it.

She’d kicked off her pumps and walked barefoot across the lawn, opening the front door and staggering inside with a sigh of relief.

Marcus was standing at the bottom of the stairs in his robe. His eyes were wide. He was shivering.

“Oh, my God, honey,” he just stood there – and Gina noticed the front of his robe was sticking out. He was clearly hard as a rock. “W-what happened? You have to tell me everything.”

“I will, I will,” Gina nodded. “Just let me get a glass of water.”

“I’ll get you one,” Marcus promised. “Just get upstairs to bed.”

Gina gratefully nodded, and clambered the creaking stairs to their bedroom.

Moments later, Marcus was climbing onto the bed next to her, handing her a glass of water. Gina drained it in seconds.

“Holy shit,” her husband was looking her up and down. “Look at you!”

Gina turned and looked at her reflection in the mirror.

Fuck, she thought to herself. What must that Uber driver have thought when he saw me like this?

Her hair was a tousled mess. Her lipstick was either missing, or smeared. Her lips were swollen from endless kisses and long minutes of sucking Rudy’s cock, and hickeys adorned her throat and chest.

Marcus sat next to her, staring at her like she was a ghost, or something.

He breathed in deeply.

“Holy shit,” he gasped again. “I can smell him.”

Gina breathed in, and she detected it too. It was a weird cocktail of Rudy’s potent cologne, and the hot sweat of his body…

…and cum. She could definitely detect the bleach-like scent of cum.

“W-what happened?” Marcus demanded. He reached over and laid a hand on her bare arm – almost as if he was afraid to touch her.

Gina shuddered, remembering the craziness of that evening.

She almost didn’t want to tell her husband. She almost wanted to keep it to herself – her own little private adventure. Somehow the thought of Marcus salivating at her encounter cheapened it a little.

But she owed her husband this much, at least, so she turned to him, and her eyes flashed.

“Well,” Gina explained, “I was sitting at the bar, just about to leave, when this big, black guy sits down next to me…”

For the next few minutes, Gina recounted every step of her adventure that evening. She told Marcus how turned on she’d been – how Rudy had made her tremble with excitement. When she got to the bit about Rudy making her cum in the street – with passersby watching in shock – her husband’s eyes widened like saucers.

“H-holy shit,” he told her. “That’s so fucking hot.”

She told him about Rudy urging her up to the hotel room. She explained about getting caught giving him a blowjob in the corridor…

“I nearly came in my pants when I saw that video,” Marcus shivered.

…and then she reached over and placed a hand on her husband’s thigh.

God, he was trembling. He was so fucking excited!

“M-Marcus,” Gina bit her bottom lip. “There’s something I need to tell you.”

“I-I’m listening.”

“What happened next… W-we had sex…”

“I was kind of expecting that,” he gulped dryly. “Praying for that.”

“Y-yeah,” Gina felt the butterflies in her stomach again. “B-but…” She was terrified at what Marcus’ reaction would be. “B-but we didn’t use a condom.”

Marcus moaned.

His mouth dropped open.

“W-we didn’t have any,” Gina stammered, “a-and in the heat of the moment…”

Her husband just sat there.

Then he glanced down – at Gina’s lap.

Gina knew exactly what he was looking at.

The butterflies still churning in her stomach, Gina reached down and took hold of the hem of her dress. Painstakingly slowly, she pulled the mirror higher and higher, revealing inch after inch of her thighs…

…and then her bare pussy.

She adjusted herself on the bed, spreading her legs – presenting herself to her husband.

Marcus shivered, as he looked down between Gina’s thighs.

Her wide thighs had red handprints and hickeys on them – but that wasn’t what Marcus was staring at.

He was looking at the glistening trail of cum running down her inner thighs – leading up to her drooling pussy.

Gina’s pussy was plump, and pink, and swollen – like it had been stung by a bee. Her lips were distended from hours of fucking and countless orgasms. Her clitoris was a sturdy, red nub, nestled between her folds.

Like a pearlescent river, cum dribbled out of her. Even Gina was astonished at how much of it. Rudy must have filled her like a firehose.

“Fuuuck,” Marcus’ voice was almost reverential. He looked up at his wife, and croaked: “B-but… But you’re not on the pill.”

Gina bit her bottom lip.

“I-I know,” she confessed breathlessly.

Marcus gulped. Then he looked down at her pussy again.

“Y-you’re not mad, are you?” Gina murmured. “I-it just kind of happened…”

But Marcus didn’t respond. He didn’t answer her with words.

Instead, he reached over, and placed his hands on Gina’s thighs.

“W-what are you doing?”

Again, Marcus didn’t respond. He just pushed her back on the bed, until Gina flopped onto the pillows and found herself staring at the ceiling fan.

“No, wait!” She protested – but Marcus wasn’t taking ‘no’ for an answer.

Her husband flipped the hem of her dress up over Gina’s waist, and spread her legs wide.

“Oh, God,” she shuddered, “you can’t be serious…”

But he was.

Spreading Gina’s legs wide, Marcus lowered his head between her thighs, and his open mouth eagerly closed down across Gina’s freshly-fucked pussy.

“Oh, fuuuuck!”

Gina arched her back as she felt her husband’s warm, wet tongue slither inside of her, running from top to bottom of her cum-filled pussy, eagerly scooping up the sperm drooling from inside her.

She heard Marcus gulped it down, and then his tongue slithered inside her again.

“Oh, Jesus,” Gina rocked her head from side to side. “Oh, my God, that’s so wrong.”

But she didn’t pull away. She lay back, and clutched at the sheets, and let her husband eagerly feast on her cum-filled pussy – probing, and licking, and sucking and slurping, and devouring another man’s cum from her like an eager little piglet snuffling at a trough.

Soon Marcus was sucking her engorged clitoris into his mouth, and swirling his tongue around it, and Gina realized the absurd…

…she was going to cum again.

How many orgasms would this make tonight? She couldn’t even think to calculate. She just lay there, and closed her fists around the bedsheets, and lifted her hips so that Marcus could feast on her more deeply…

…and then she came.

Crying out, Gina arched her back, thrust her hips into Marcus’ sucking, slurping mouth, and felt a rumble of pleasure shudder over her like a tidal wave.

Finally, she flopped back onto the bed, quivering and shuddering, delirious with pleasure.

Marcus’ head reared from between Gina’s thighs. His lips and tongue were dripping with a combination of his own saliva, her dripping wetness, and Rudy’s glistening cum.

He clambered up on top of her like a man possessed, tearing off his robe. Gina gasped as Marcus pinned her to the bed, and pressed his lips against hers. She tasted herself on his mouth – and not just that. She also tasted the musky scent of Rudy, and the salty flavor of his cum.

She shivered in another mini orgasm.

Marcus reached down between them, and positioned his cock at the entrance to Gina’s quivering, glistening pussy.

He was inside her with one thrust.

Or, at least, she assumed he was.

Because she’d just spent the last few hours being fucked senseless by Rudy’s huge, black cock – and as adequately-endowed as her husband was, his thrusts were like trying to plug a sinkhole with a bathplug.

Not that it mattered, anyway. As Gina looked into her husband’s eyes, she saw him stiffen, and groan, and then she felt his hips press hard against hers – presumably burying himself as deeply inside her as he could.

She did feel the gush of hot cum flooding her – and marveled at the quantity of it. Marcus was filling her with a load even more impressive than Rudy’s.

“I-I’m sorry,” Marcus groaned, as he emptied his balls into his wife. “I-I’ve been hard all night. I knew I wouldn’t last more than a few thrusts before cumming.”

Gina shivered deliciously. She didn’t cum again, but the awestruck tone in her husband’s eager voice was like an emotional orgasm all in itself.

As Marcus flopped down across her, gasping and panting, Gina lovingly stroked his sweaty hair.

“There, there, baby,” she murmured. “It doesn’t matter.” She yawned hugely. “I-I don’t think I could have been awake for much longer anyway…”

And then she promised herself she’d only close her eyes for a second – just to rest them momentarily – before getting out of her dress and having a shower.

But Gina never got that far.

Her eyes fell shut, and sleep enveloped her like a blanket.


Chapter Eleven

Gina didn’t know how long she slept for, but when the sunlight streaming through the curtains finally roused her, she saw that the sun was high in the sky above them.

She rolled over in the bed. She was alone, and she could hear the sound of the kids playing downstairs, and her husband wearily trying to wrangle them into behaving.

The corner of her lips curled. The deal had been that he’d look after them – but she felt more than a little sympathy for him. Poor Marcus had been up all night too – sitting at home, with a painful hard-on, waiting desperately for her to return.

Gina rolled over, and realized that she was naked. Marcus must have peeled her dress off after she’d fallen asleep.

She was still filthy, though – and between her legs she felt the sticky wetness dribbling out of her.

Filled twice last night, by two different men.

Did that make her a slut?

Rolling onto her back, Gina stared up at the hypnotic rotation of the ceiling fan.

Maybe it did.

But Marcus apparently didn’t care.

In fact, she’d never seen him as excited as the night before.

Just as she was considering that, the door of the bedroom creaked open and Marcus came in, bearing a tray laden with goodies.

A plate of bacon and eggs, two slices of buttered toast, a steaming latte from the press downstairs, and a generous Bloody Mary adorned with celery and an olive on a cocktail stick.

“Hair of the dog,” Marcus explained, as she stared at the potent cocktail. “I figured you might appreciate it.”

Gina nodded, taking the strong drink. Between her legs might be wetter than the rainforest, but her mouth and throat was more like the Sahara.

“I-I need a shower,” Gina croaked, as she sat herself up and allowed Marcus to set the tray up across her legs. “I’m filthy.”

“I know you are,” he leaned in and kissed her. “I love you that way.”

Gina giggled, and winked at him as he pulled his lips away.

It was funny. The look in Marcus’ eye – well, she hadn’t seen that since they’d first started dating. It was excitement. It was lust. It was love.

It was like his passion for her was reinvigorated.

Maybe it was. Maybe this is what they should have done years ago, before the monotony of suburban parenting had dulled their sheen.

Gina’s lips curled. Her husband was positively radiating happiness. Ironic that the only sacrifice she’d had to make was a night of countless orgasms with a gorgeous black stud.

It was a sacrifice she was more than willing to make.

“Here,” Marcus reached behind him and passed her a box. It was the Plan B pill. “I ran out to the pharmacy this morning, while the kids were playing next door.”

Gina felt an elicit thrill run through her. She’d forgotten about that.

She’d eagerly begged a virtual stranger to spurt his seed deep inside her, knowing she could get pregnant from it…

…maybe wanting to get pregnant from it.

“I’ll take it in a moment,” Gina placed the box on the bed beside her. “Let me get some food in me first. I don’t want to throw it up.”

Marcus laughed. “No, that you don’t.” He snorted. “It’d be pretty funny, trying to explain a brand-new baby to the neighbors, since they know I’ve had a vasectomy.”

Gina had another wicked thought – that the new baby would take the least explanation. The fact that it would be a little brown baby would need a little more!

A cry from downstairs alerted them to the fact that one of their kids had hit the other with a wiffle ball bat.

“Don’t worry,” Marcus got up from the bed. “I’ll deal with that. You’re on vacation today – you don’t need to do anything.”

He pointed at the box with the Plan B pill in.

“Well, except take that.”

Gina nodded gratefully.

“Thanks, baby.”

She watched her husband leave and click the bedroom door shut behind him. Then she gulped down another inch of Bloody Mary, and crunched off a corner of the toast.

She was already plotting out her actions. First a shower. Then maybe another nap.

But first, the Plan B Pill.

She turned and tore open the box, peeling back the plastic and popping the small pill out of its container.

She stared at in her palm for a moment, and then rested the palm of her other hand on the soft flesh of her belly.

She bit the bottom corner of her lip.

Then, staring across the room, she tossed the pill towards the garbage can. It made a little clatter as it landed deftly inside.

The Plan B Pill wasn’t foolproof, she knew. Marcus knew that, too.

…and he was just as responsible for this as she was, by encouraging her.

Gina’s lips curled.

If it turned out that the previous night had left them with more than just exciting memories, Marcus would have to take as much responsibility as she would; and she had enough confidence in her husband to know that he would.

Which left just one more source of excitement in her life…

…wondering if her period, which was due in two weeks or so, would be arriving with its usual clockwork punctuality.

Gina’s palm was warm against her belly, as she considered the wickedness of her actions. She kept it there as she slipped her other hand beneath the comforter, and snaked it between her legs, and let her fingertips explore the folds of her cum-filled, aching pussy.

Within seconds, she was strumming her clitoris. A moment later, with thoughts of the potential consequences of her unprotected one-night stand, Gina coaxed herself to a shuddering, squirming climax.

It would be the first of many over the next few days – and just a taste of things to come.

THE END
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