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Chapter One

She’d thought of canceling after Chuck had left. She didn’t usually do five appointments in one day and this was why. Her forearms were already a little sore. She was worried that another forty-five minute session would wear them out enough that she’d have to shuffle things around the next day. But after realizing her final appointment was a new client she decided to go ahead. She iced her arms for a bit and took a painkiller, then changed the sheets on the table and set out fresh towel.

She made sure the bathroom was clean before walking through the hallway and unlocking the front door. The light was already low and the sky looked ominous outside. The weather channel had a big storm in the forecast. Justine only hoped it would hold off until after her drive home.

She watched a black SUV pull into the driveway. The thick tires carved deep troughs into the snow already on the ground. The car looked like it had jut come off the production line and been freshly washed at that. The front windshield was dark enough she couldn’t see inside.

Normally when she saw someone pull up she’d go into the back room. Maybe fold some linens or throw more towels in the wash. She liked giving her clients room to come in on their own time. Especially if they were new. Some people got nervous about this sort of thing. Last thing they needed was an impatient massage therapist standing in the door and scowling at her watch. This time was different, though. This time she had the sense that she had to stay and watch.

That would have been silly to say out loud to anyone but it was the feeling she had.

She watched the driver’s side door swing open. A foot poked out the bottom. A rather large foot clad in a very expensive looking polished leather shoe. A moment later a man’s head emerged from behind the open door. He stepped out and off to the side and slammed the door shut.

Justine felt something flutter at the bottom of her belly as she watched the man shrug his suit jacket on over his shirt, then do up the top button. She nearly groaned when she got a good look at him. He was easily six foot four with the body of a linebacker. The suit must have been tailored because it did a fine job of showcasing a very powerful physique. Beneath it thick cords of tightly packed, densely woven musculature that looked like they would have benefited more from a steamroller than her dainty, nimble hands.

As the man started walking toward the small outbuilding where she practiced a fleeting tremor of fear passed through her. She nearly always had Gary come and keep her company with new clients. This might have been more paranoid than was warranted but she was a petite woman, alone in a house in the middle of nowhere. And these days you could never be too careful.

But watching the guy hop up the three steps reassured her. There was a spring in his step and he had kind eyes devoid of any ill intentions. Just a big dude in a fancy suit getting a rub down at the end of a long week.

She slipped into the chair behind her desk a moment before he opened the door and came in. Feigned finishing something up on the computer for a few moments before looking up at him and smiling. The thing in her belly fluttered again as she stood to greet the man.

There hadn’t been any formal instruction in school on how to deal with feelings of attraction to a client. One of her very helpful female instructors had taken a few of the girls aside one day and given a crash course on keeping it professional. Already married, she’d discounted ever needing the advice and not paid much attention.

She was regretting that now.

The guy was even more imposing up close. Imposing in that very primal way so few men were. He was large, yes. But he was also commanding. His posture and expression made it clear he wasn’t lacking in confidence. He was the kind of guy who looked like he knew what he was doing no matter what he was doing and his size enforced the notion that no one was going to get in his way about it. A tall, dark and, yes, handsome guy who looked like he always got what he wanted.

Then he smiled.

The flutter moved up to just beneath her rib cage. She thumbed the rings on her left hand as she often did when she got nervous. For some strange reason she thought of her and Gary’s wedding and how emotional she’d become saying her vows. What a strange time for that to pop into her mind? “Hi!” she said, putting on the cheeriest, most platonic tone she could muster. “I’m Justine,” she said, extending a hand to greet the man.

He reached out and wrapped his big, black hand around her palm and gave it three gentle pumps. “Marcellus,” he said in a deep, soothing bass.

She did all the wrong things next. Looked away from his penetrating gaze. Tucked a stray tress of hair behind her ear, then let her hand fall to her neck, which she grazed with the tip of her index finger. She realized she was sending signals as she was doing it but couldn’t do a thing about it. It was as if simply being in the presence of such a powerful masculinity forced her body to react, signaling availability even where there was none. She was married. She loved her husband. Wouldn’t even think of cheating on him. So why was she behaving like she might? Her head started to spin and she had to reach out and steady herself on the edge of the desk. “It’s nice to meet you, Marcellus,” she said, stiffening and resuming her most professional demeanor.

“A pleasure to meet you as well,” he said, giving a nod. “Would you prefer I take off my shoes?” he asked, eyeing the pristine floors.

“If it wouldn’t be too much trouble? I don’t insist but it does make it easier to keep the floors clean of snow and all that salt they put on the roads. I don’t have a cleaning service so it’s just me mopping at the end of the day and…”

Shut up Justine.

Marcellus was already kicking his shoes off, smiling at her as she babbled.

This, too, was a symptom of her nerves. Why was she nervous? This was a client at her practice and not a first date. Why would she even think of that? A first date? What was wrong with her? Gary was probably already at home, waiting for her by the fireplace with the TV on. Why would she be getting nervous and feeling all aflutter just because a large black man — who she happened to find somewhat attractive – had walked in? She linked her hands in front of her belly and grinned. “If you’ll follow me?” she said.

Marcellus nodded.

She did a quarter turn and started walking towards the back of the building. Past the small office she rented out to a counselor part-time and through the door to the intimate warmth of her studio. She ran a hand along the sheets stretched over the table, gave the towels a quick fluff, then turned to face Marcellus again. She drew in a quick breath when she saw him close the door and take off his jacket. Moved around him to get closer to the entrance, flashing a nervous smile. “I’ll just give you some time to get settled,” she said quietly.

Marcellus waved that big paw of his at her and started loosening his tie. “I’m all good if you are,” he said.

She wasn’t.

But for all the wrong reasons, or so it seemed. It was deeply unprofessional to be in the same room as a client undressing. Most people were way too uncomfortable to do that anyways. The few who weren’t were usually creeps who got off on that kind of thing. Marcellus was neither, apparently.

He gave off exactly zero creep vibes as he peeled his shirt off his very broad chest and threw it on the chair next to the wall. He also seemed as confident as he’d looked stepping out of his big, fancy car.

But what kept her in the room was not a lack of confidence. She could be very assertive when she needed to be and would normally have not had any problem telling someone she’d prefer to wait outside. What kept her in that room, whose walls seemed like they had started to close in on her, was curiosity.

This came as a great surprise to Justine. She was normally as clinical as one could be around other men. She thought of herself as pretty. She knew what most guys were like and so gave them no openings they could misconstrue as interest. She hadn’t had a feeling about a man since the day she’d stepped off the altar, wedding band encircling the ring finger of her left hand. She saved all of her romantic feelings for Gary and she’d not once wavered in that.

Except for now here she was having some very weird, very inappropriate thoughts and feelings about this large man named Marcellus who’d just marched into her practice and was presently removing his clothes in front of her. And she couldn’t hide from the fact that the reason she was just standing there was that, as common wisdom went, very large men often sported very large…ahem and she’d only been with two other guys before Gary, who’d been average. As Gary was. And so there it was staring her right in the face as Marcellus dropped his pants that she was immobilized with curiosity about the size of his package. A feeling so confounding and paralyzing that she had to tell herself to deal with it later because there was no space in her mind right now for anything but wondering how big Marcellus was.

She was not disappointed.

She even gasped.

As Marcellus pulled his tight black boxers down his heavy club of a nine inch cock swung out. Up into a lazy arc then back down to dangle between his legs as he stood up tall and put his hands on his hips wearing nothing but his socks. “Front or back?” he asked, seemingly devoid of shame.

It was then that she realized her lips were parted. Worse yet, her eyes were wide and locked onto the sight of his heavy phallus. She pried them away, eyelids fluttering as a blush rushed to her cheeks. “I…I beg your pardon?” she said, her voice cracking.

He tilted his head as if puzzled by the question. “You want me on my front or my back first?” he asked.

“Oh. Oh!” she said, letting out a nervous laugh. “Oh, right.”

Marcellus nodded but didn’t smile.

“Front first if that’s okay,” she said. She shuffled over to the small towel table and picked up a towel to lay over his lap. She was relieved to find him already face down on the table when she turned around. She put three fingers over her mouth when she saw him tuck his hand between his legs and arrange his massive organ between them.

The thoughts started whistling through her mind.

How does one have sex with a thing like that?

Could I take it?

Would it break me?

Would the whole thing fit inside?

Each one more salacious than the last. Coming from a place she hadn’t even known existed and making her body react in very inappropriate and very feminine ways. As Marcellus finished arranging himself and rested his arms above the headrest she couldn’t help but notice that her vagina was as well-oiled as it was after half an hour of foreplay with Gary. Her nipples were stiff and poking against the padding in her bra. And her whole body was hot. Everywhere.

She drew a breath, shook her head to try and clear it, then walked over to the massage table and laid the modesty towel over Marcellus’ rock hard glutes. “Would you like any oil or lotion today?” she asked quietly.

“Nah,” Marcellus said, voice muffled by the headrest. “Just lay those hands on me. Been a long week. Hit the gym a little too hard a few times.”

She said a quiet prayer of thanks to the universe. For some reason oil or lotion seemed like they’d only make things worse. She sighed then put her hands on Marcellus’ shoulders and started to rub.

“Oh yeeeeaaaaah,” he groaned, his booming voice filling the studio.

Even that infected her. His deep tone just another subtle signal operating on a near sub-conscious level. He was a large, strong man with a huge penis who drove a fancy car and had a voice that could fill a room no matter it’s size. He was probably wealthy. Maybe powerful. And if nature was to be her guide, undoubtedly carried a potent…

What is wrong with me?!?

The question served it’s purpose. It drew her out of her mind and back into the moment. She focused on her movements. On not using the already sore muscles in her forearms and on relying more on larger muscle groups to get deep into his tissue with her fingers.

“Wow you’re real good at this,” Marcellus said after a few minutes. “Been doing it long?” he asked.

She smiled, relieved that at least he was acting like a pro. “Just finishing my first year,” she said. She started working her way down his back.

“Unbelievable,” Marcellus replied. “Weird place for a massage parlor though. Out here in the middle of nowhere, no?”

“It’s my uncle’s old house. I got it when he died and my husband and a few of his buddies gutted it and redid the inside,” she explained. She felt a pang of guilt when she said husband and, more troubling, a certain regret. Which felt terrible. Why would she regret mentioning she had a husband? That didn’t make any sense.

“Well they did a real nice job. But you could use some help with advertising if you don’t mind me saying. You’re not on any of the maps online and I couldn’t find a website.”

She sighed, a little deflated by the criticism. “I’m not very good with all that internet stuff,” she admitted. “How’d you find out about me, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Buddy gave my your business card. Connor Thompson?”

She flipped through her mental rolodex until she recalled said Connor Thompson. Not her favorite client. Not by a long stretch. He was one of the creepers. One of the guys who wouldn’t have minded at all if she didn’t leave the room while he changed. He’d never done anything obscene or anything like that but she’d thought of ditching him a few times. Or at least having Gary come over to do some “maintenance” on the place while she was working on him. “Connor, yeah sure!” she said. “I’ll have to remember to thank him.” She moved lower working down to the small of his back, peeling the towel down just a bit.

“You get a lot of business out here?” Marcellus asked.

“Enough,” she said. “We’ve got the farm just down the road so that keeps me plenty busy. And Gary works full time, too. This is just for a little extra here and there. We’re trying for a baby and I don’t think I’ll have all that much time when that day comes so I’m trying to…oh gosh. I’m so sorry. I don’t usually overshare like this,” she said, blushing again for being so forthcoming.

Marcellus chuckled. “Hey I’m the one who asked. I don’t mind,” he said.

She studiously moved over the towel and started working the muscles on the side of his leg.

“Hey get those glutes if you don’t mind,” Marcellus said. Reaching back he pulled the towel off his ass and let it fall to the floor.

She drew in a quick breath at the sight of his gluteus muscles. Those same muscles that would be flexing and pumping hard if Marcellus were between a woman’s legs doing the deed.

What the fuck is wrong with me?!?

The image which came unbidden proved to be incredibly stubborn once inside her mind. It wedged itself in, an endless loop of Marcellus’ ass legs flexing and thrusting as he pumped. Laying hands on the glutes didn’t help. They were rock hard and only inspired a slew of other dirty thoughts that became overwhelming and nearly uncontrollable.

“Oh that’s good,” Marcellus groaned. “Too many squats,” he said, chuckling again.

As she kneaded his ass cheeks she felt a damp stain begin to form in her underwear. Her womanhood was no longer just well-oiled but drooling. The fabric between her legs was nearly soaked and she could just make out the first faint whiffs of the smell of her arousal. She blushed and hoped Marcellus wouldn’t notice. She did as thorough of a job as she could on his backside then worked her way down his legs. When she’d made it to his ankles she walked over to the towel table, picked up a fresh towel and held it over his lap. “Turn around please?” she asked.


Chapter Two

Even though she was looking off to one side she saw it. As he rolled over she saw that great mast of a cock come swinging over his body. It’s size startled her all over again. More so now because, and possibly due in part to her rubbing, it had lengthened and swollen. It was thicker, harder and now it refused to settle between his legs but rather floated just above them. This allowed her a view of the very large and heavy testicles beneath it. Two plum-shaped balls tightly wrapped in a leathery black sack that spoke of promise.

Justine get a fucking grip!

She normally shunned profanity even in private. She found it crude and vulgar and considered no part of herself to be either of those two things. But in her mind the occasion seemed to warrant swearing. Because, shockingly, she found herself feeling very crude and very vulgar and not minding it at all.

“You okay?”

Her eyes darted to Marcellus’ gaze and she gasped. She realized she’d been standing there staring at his penis and the balls beneath it for…how long? She couldn’t even tell. “I’m so sorry,” she muttered, laying the towel on his lap. The outline of his penis formed along it and she saw the muscle twitch.

“’S’alright,” he said, flashing a funny smile.

“Okay if I work from the bottom up this time?” she asked.

“Whatever way you like,” he said.

She let out a sigh of relief when he closed his eyes. Maybe he hadn’t noticed? Maybe he hadn’t seen her staring at his penis. Maybe, like getting undressed with her right there, he didn’t care? Whatever it was she realized she’d just been let off easy and resolved to pull her poop together and not lose a brand new client over her tawdry behavior. She started working on the sides of his calves.

Unfortunately this created a far worse problem. As she worked her way up his legs she saw his manhood rise higher. For every inch she went up his thigh it hardened and rose, taking the towel off his lap and exposing his testicles again. By the time she was at his waist it was fully erect, standing proudly straight up from his lap, capped in the white towel, long enough that the base of his penis was exposed.

She took her hands off his body and took a step back, unable to tear her eyes away from the thick pillar. “Would you like a moment?” she asked.

Marcellus opened his eyes. He looked down at his erection, then back at her. For a moment he seemed to be sizing her up. “Would you?” he asked.

The question sent a shiver racing down her spine. The two words sounded innocent but in context they seemed potent, loaded with meaning. “I just mean…I want you to be comfortable,” she explained.

He eyed her again, and for longer this time. Glanced down at his erection then reached down there and pulled the towel off.

She gasped and covered her mouth with both hands, eyes widening in wonder at his seemingly impossible size. How did a man walk around with something like that sticking out of his body?

Marcellus grinned and chuckled. “Don’t worry,” he said. “It ain’t gonna’ bite.”

A fresh blush spread across her face. Hot and shameful causing her to look away and bite the inside of her cheek. “I’m really sorry,” she muttered. She thought of calling it all off. Telling him there’d be no charge but could he please just leave now? So why didn’t she? Why did she stand there stealing glances at that…that enormous thing he had.

He chuckled again. “Sorry? Girl you misunderstanding. It does that when it feels good. No need to be sorry about that.”

She flashed a nervous smile, not sure of what to make of the lewd joke.

“Hey Justine?” Marcellus said quietly.

“Yes?” she asked.

“You ever do a happy ending?”

Normally that would have been her last red line. A question like that would have gotten any man kicked out of her studio, the door locked behind him and Gary called to come and supervise her while she left. So why was this any different?

Why did she find herself unable to tear her eyes away from that impressive dark organ, as imposing as the rest of him? Why did she find herself thinking very naughty, very unacceptable thoughts about it? Why did it feel like her uterus was itchy? “I…I…I don’t do that sort of thing,” she whispered, but sounded more or less like it was just a formality. Something the association of registered massage therapists made her say, for legal reasons or something, before she could engage in any impropriety.

And Marcellus didn’t seem to buy it. His penis flexed and swayed back and forth over his lap. He smiled. “First time for everything,” he said. “How about double the rate?” he asked.

Her heart skipped a beat and the fluttering went higher in her torso. Higher and faster like a humming bird hovering at a feeder. Had he really just propositioned her? Had he really offered to pay her for a sex act? No one had ever come close to doing anything like it. She’d thought about it once or twice. How she’d react if someone did. Settled on calling the cops and locking herself in the next room until they came.

Except now she didn’t want to do either of those things. Now she was actually thinking of actually, maybe taking Marcellus up on it. Double her rate? Christmas bills were coming due soon and an extra hundred bucks wouldn’t be the worst thing. Which was crazy because was she actually considering doing something like this? Was she actually contemplating laying her hands on another man’s penis knowing that Gary was at home waiting for her? Why? Because it was huge? Because it was huge and black and because her whole body was buzzing now as she stared at it?

“You alright?” Marcellus asked.

She touched two fingers to her lips. “I…I…” She shook her head, unsure of what to say next. “I have a husband,” she finally sputtered.

Marcellus raised an eyebrow. “’S’alright. Not asking if you want to get married. Just if you want to make some extra cash.”

She looked at the penis. Another curiosity formed inside her mind. What would it be like to touch it? What would it be like to feel it’s hardness in her hands? To stroke it the way she stroked Gary’s sometimes to make him ejaculate?

It was all so dirty and thinking of Gary in the middle of it did another very funny thing inside her. Fluttering and buzzing and itching, almost like she wanted to know the answer to all those dirty questions. Almost like she wanted to be bad and do a bad-girl thing and make this large, black penis ejaculate in her massage studio. “I…I don’t…”

I don’t know, she meant to say. She was glad she’d stopped herself. Because I don’t know was not NO. I don’t know meant maybe. And maybe was oh so very dangerous. So why was she excited?

“Hey,” Marcellus said in a whisper.

Her eyes shot to his again.

“You ever touch a black dick?” he asked.

She gasped again. But her heart fluttered and her sex released more of the greasy lubricant now coating her panties and her nipples stiffened so much they started to hurt. She looked over into Marcellus’ eyes and a deep longing formed inside her. “I only ever been with two other guys besides my husband,” she whispered.

He gave a slow nod. His manner was calm, hands at his sides. He laid there looking as complacent as if he’d asked her to work a little more on his thighs. “You want to know what it feels like?” he asked.

Of course she knew the correct answer. The answer the association of registered massage therapists, and her husband would have approved of. She knew the proper thing to do. But her entire body, it felt like, was screaming at her to do the opposite. Why?!?

“Come on,” Marcellus said, still not moving save for his cock rising and falling in time with his breath. “You look like you want to find out. You want to find out? Put a hand on it. You don’t need to pull me off if you don’t like it. Hell I’ll pay you just so you can satisfy that curiosity,” he said, chuckling.

To her horror she, too, let out a quiet, nervous chuckle. Laughing with this large man lying naked on her table about putting her hands on his penis. On his dick, as he’d called it. She winced at how vulgar the word was.

“Give yourself a scare?” Marcellus asked, chuckling again.

She let out a nervous laugh and shook her head, trying to brush the question off. But her warm hands felt like they had magnets in them. Magnets aligned with that powerful, potent dick standing up in front of her. What would Gary do if he found out? Would it crush him? Would he hate her? Would he ask for a divorce?

It felt terrible just thinking about it. But she knew she couldn’t touch the penis and not tell Gary. She could never keep something like that from him. If she touched the penis she was moving into uncharted waters. She would have to tell Gary and endure whatever the consequences of that might be. Was it really worth it just to fulfill this seedy feeling she had inside her? This wierd itchy buzz that was making her whole body crave knowing what that dick felt like?

What the hell am I doing?!?

She shook her head and took another step back. “I don’t think this is a good idea,” she said quietly.

A faint smile formed on Marcellus’ lips. After a minute or so he swung his legs over the edge of the table and sat up. He stared at her for a few seconds before hoisting himself off the table and picking up his underwear. He put those on then his pants and shirt, did them all up before slipping his jacket over his shoulders. He pulled his wallet out and opened it. Flipped through a few bills before pulling out a hundred and fifty dollars and laying it down on the table. He looked at her and smiled. “You’re a great masseuse,” he said. “Very talented. I’ll be back if that’s alright?”

She looked at him and knew there was only one answer she could give. “That’s fine,” she said, nodding.

He gave a single nod before opening the door and walking down the hallway towards the exit.


Chapter Three

Her mind was a slurry of confused emotions as she drove home that evening. Underneath the resounding echo of that strange, naughty excitement was a nagging worry. She’d done the right thing. She hadn’t touched the penis. She’d politely declined and that had been the right thing to do.

But she’d still stared at that penis for a long time. And she’d entertained the thought of touching it. She had no idea where the urge had come from. She loved Gary! She loved their marriage. How could she have even considered wrecking it, violating those beautiful vows they’d shared by cheating on him with another man?

None of this had been resolved by the time she pulled into the driveway. The snow had started falling and the familiar warm, flickering glow of the TV and the fireplace made her feel better. After pulling the windshield wipers away from the window she jogged up to the front door and stuck her key in the lock. As she slipped into the house the smell of fresh Chinese food eased her tension even more.

Gary came strolling out of the living room wearing the ugly Christmas sweater she’d given him as a gift a few years back. He had a steaming mug of hot chocolate in one hand and was wearing a cheesy grin. “Happy Friday babe!” he said, raising the mug in the air. His good mood faded almost instantly, the smile along with it. “Hey is everything okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” he said.

She set her bag down on the floor and kicked her heavy boots off. Shrugged off her jacket, which Gary took and hung up on the coat hook on the wall.

He set his mug down on the side table under the mirror and put his hands on her arms. “Jus? You alright?” he asked again.

She chewed on her lip, unsure of what to say. Reassured herself she hadn’t actually done anything with Marcellus. All that happened was that she met a new client who…had no shame. About anything. There was no reason Gary should get mad.

“Honey you’re freaking me out over here,” Gary said.

She looked him in the eye and her heart went tight. He was so sweet and caring, already having stopped to get takeout and probably had a mug of cocoa ready to go for her, too. He was always so thoughtful. “Everything’s fine,” she reassured him, putting on a smile to let him know she meant it.

“Okay,” he said, sounding like he didn’t believe her for a second.

When she thought of Marcellus and his big penis a thrill raced through her. Now that she was back safe and sound at home, the danger passed, it was strangely exciting to be standing in front of Gary with this naughty little secret. “Can we go sit on the couch?” she asked.

“Sure! Of course. Come on let’s go,” he said, taking her by the hand and leading her into the living room.

She watched him as they walked together. It came with some guilt but she kind of loved how extra attentive he was being. Doting on her and ready to listen and try to solve her problem like he always did. Would he still be like this after she told him? Or would he freak out? Or would he get sullen like he sometimes, so very rarely but sometimes, did when he didn’t get what he wanted?

He sat down next to her and put a hand on her thigh. Rubbed it in a very platonic way and patiently waited for her to collect her thoughts and figure out where to start.

She looked at Gary and smiled again. “So this is kind of a strange thing that happened,” she began.

He nodded. Slow and encouraging, no pressure, which was just so Gary. Waited again until she was ready to go on.

She really did love the way he was staring at her. “So I had a new client today,” she said quietly.

“Okay,” he replied, nodding again. “Did…something bad happen?” he asked.

She scrunched her nose and forehead up. “Not exactly,” she said.

His gaze wandered along her expression as he tried to decode what she might be talking about.

“More weird than anything,” she said. “So you know how I usually have you come over if it’s someone new? Well I kind of forgot he was coming and I almost canceled because my arms were kind of sore already. But you know how it is right after Christmas with money and stuff. And I watched him get out of his car and he seemed totally fine and I didn’t want to lose a new client or anything like that. So I just went ahead and let him in.”

“Okay,” Gary said again.

She could tell he was getting a little impatient with how slowly the story was going. She kind of like that, too. Not that she was irritating him just that he was so…so very interested in what she had to say. It was…kind of a turn on. “So usually I, like, leave the room, right? At the beginning? When they’re getting changed and stuff?” She saw his eyelid twitch. Then she watched his pupils dilate and the pulse quicken in his carotid artery.

“Okay,” he repeated. But this time his voice was tighter. His lips were kind of pursed. He looked nervous.

She didn’t like that. She didn’t want her sweet Gary to have any bad feelings, ever. “I’m not sure how this happened but he…he just sort of closed the door and started getting undressed right in front of me.”

Gary’s eyes went wide.

Her eyes dropped to her lap as he pulled his hand away. She looked back up to see his expression had become very stern. Almost angry. “It’s nothing like that. If that’s what you’re thinking. It’s nothing…I didn’t do anything, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

His relief was visible. He sighed. The tension in his back eased. He blinked a few times. “Oh…no,” he said, shaking his head. “No I didn’t think…” He looked away, obviously a little ashamed that he’d suspected the worst.

A few moments of silence passed. “Anyways he just…took his clothes off right in front of me and got on the table.”

Gary furrowed his brow. “Well that’s a little weird. Did you tell him it was inappropriate? You’re not supposed to do that, right? He’s not supposed to do that. I didn’t mean you. Sorry,” he muttered.

“He’s not supposed to do that, no,” she said. “But I probably could have done a better job of letting him know that.”

“What do you mean?” Gary asked.

“Well it just kind of caught me off guard and so I just stood there,” she admitted. She saw him sit up straighter again. Saw the light in his eyes change. Saw the wheels in his brain start turning.

“Well…did you see anything?” he asked after another silence.

She bit her lower lip and paused before nodding. “I saw his penis,” she said quietly.

Gary’s nostrils flared and his face made a very strange expression. Almost like he was about to groan or something. “Right, sure,” he said. “But you didn’t, like, do anything or anything like that. Right?”

She wasn’t sure why she shrugged. Nor could she be certain of why she waited just a little too long to answer. Watching the tension stretch through his body and on his face was kind of titillating. “I mean I gave him a massage,” she said.

“Right. Right,” Gary said, nodding as if to reassure himself that that was okay. “So you just wanted to tell me about it?” he asked, casting a nervous sideways glance at her.

“I guess I just wanted to tell you about it,” she replied.

Gary nodded and sank back into the couch.

“You’re not mad or anything are you?” she asked.

“Mad? What? No. Don’t be silly,” he said. He sat back up, pressed a hand against her cheek and caressed it with his thumb. “As long as you’re okay. As long as you feel okay about everything. I guess…sometimes these things are going to happen, right? Or did you want to, you know, did you want to do something about it? Did you want to call the police and file a report?”

“No,” she scoffed. “It was nothing like that. Nothing to call the cops about. Just…kind of awkward.”

He nodded. He pulled her in and hugged her, rubbing her back as he did. “Well you’re home now. You’re okay now, right?”

“I’m fine,” she said.

“Hey. How about some Chinese and hot chocolate, huh? You hungry? I got General Tao.” Without waiting for an answer he sprang up from the couch and dashed to the kitchen, like he was trying to run away from the thing she’d just told him about.

She curled up and put a blanket on her lap.

When Gary came back with two plates full of food he was back to smiling. He set them down on the coffee table then jogged back for their hot chocolate. Settled into the couch next to her and put the plate on his lap after handing her hers. He had The Leviathan, the latest show they’d been watching, all cued up on the TV. He clicked the remote and the picture sprang to life before she could say anything else about the matter.

She had a hard time focusing on the show. Her mind continually drifted back to the studio. Back to the warm room where she’d watched Marcellus take his clothes off and seen his big penis. Back to the moment where he’d peeled back the modesty towel to reveal his gargantuan erection. She started chuckling at the thought that that was the real Leviathan. Marcellus’ huge penis.

“What’s so funny?” Gary asked.

“Oh don’t worry. Just something Katie told me the other day,” she replied.

Gary left it alone but he didn’t seem convinced. They finished the show and he scooped up the dishes to stash them in the sink while she made her way back to the bedroom. She squeezed out strip of toothpaste onto her toothbrush and started brushing, staring at herself in the mirror. She turned to the side to check out her profile and smiled. She had a nice trim tummy which she was very proud of. Her breasts were smaller than she would have liked but they were a nice shape and Gary loved them, which was all that mattered. She got up on her tiptoes and checked out her ass, which was nice and round despite her petite frame. Squats really did the trick if you just did enough of them.

She spat out the toothpaste and rinsed her mouth out then turned the light off and walked into the bedroom.

Gary had changed into his pajamas and set his e-reader next to the bed. He smiled at her as he passed her on his way to the bathroom.

She changed out of her clothes and into her PJ’s, nice thick, warm flannel for the winter months. Slipped under the duvet and pulled it all the way up to her chin. She could hear Gary brushing his teeth and she closed her eyes and let her mind wander.

Back it went to the studio. To Marcellus and his big penis. Then to Gary and the way he’d looked when she told him about it. She was almost sad that that moment had passed. He’d been so attentive, so alert as she’d been relating the story. He always doted on her but he never looked at her like that. Not with that sort of intensity.

She realized she still had a card to play in this game. She hadn’t intended on telling him the whole story because what did it matter? But now she wanted to see that look in his eye again. That half-scared, half-excited energy of not knowing what was going to happen. Not knowing how the story was going to turn out. When Gary came out of the bathroom, smiling his usual smile, she felt a switch trip in her mind.

She curled up to him when he laid down on his back next to her. Rubbed his chest with her hand and kissed him on the cheek.

He turned his head and gave her a gentle peck on the lips.

“Hey Gary?” she whispered.

“What is it babe?” he asked, reaching over to pick up his reader.

“There was something else,” she said. “Something else that happened.” The buzzy tingling filled her body. A thrill at revealing the real naughty secret about what had happened. She felt his body tense under hers and that only got her motor running faster.

“Something else?” he asked quietly.

She gave a few slow nods.

“Do you want to tell me about it?”

She nodded again. “When I was massaging his legs he…he got an erection.” She heard Gary’s breathing pause for a few seconds. His penis twitched against her thigh which made her eyes open wide. “That happens sometimes. It’s nothing…like, sexual or anything,” she explained.

Gary didn’t say anything for a long time.

She didn’t dare look up into his eyes. The moment felt dangerous and confronting it head on even more so. She let more silence pass, not sure what to say but not sure how to smooth the situation over, either. But now his penis was ballooning, swelling against her leg fast. Something which normally took a lot more foreplay was happening…naturally.

“Is that all?” Gary finally asked.

She thought of revealing the rest but changed her mind. His penis was fully erect now and she found herself suddenly far more interested in that than in relating the rest of the story about Marcellus. “That’s all,” she whispered.

Gary sighed.

“Hey,” she said. “It’s…almost my time. Do you want to, you know…Do you want to make love?”

Gary’s hesitation was unusual. Normally he’d make some good natured quip and start romancing her. Maybe kiss the back of her neck and her arms. Run his hands along her body. Now he was just lying there. Stiff and quiet.

“You okay?” she asked.

“I’m fine,” he blurted. Tersely enough she knew he wasn’t exactly fine.

But the humming, buzzing feeling had her whole body itching with need. So instead she ran a hand down his stomach and tucked her fingers under the elastic of his pajamas's and underwear to find his very erect, very hard penis standing at attention. She wrapped her hand around it and looked up at him, smiling. “Oh,” she said quietly.

He smirked and rolled his eyes then closed them when she started rubbing him.

She watched his lips part and wondered what he could be thinking? It was hard to ignore the fact that his instant erection had happened just as she’d been revealing the rest of her story. Not that that made any sense at all. Why would he get turned on about another man showing her his penis?

At the same time she’d been turned on by it. She still remembered the greasy feeling in her vagina as she stood there staring at Marcellus’ fat tool. She realized she was just as wet now. Now kissing or licking from Gary. Just telling him about her naughty adventure and remembering Marcellus and his big member and she was already soaking wet.

It was usually Gary who got on top. After twenty minutes or so of foreplay he’d crawl between her legs and go inside her and they’d hold each other while they made love. But Justine felt desperate for it now in a way she couldn’t remember feeling ever before. Like she needed him inside herself and not just like she wanted it. Like she might just faint if she didn’t get it.

She let go of Gary’s dick, yanked his PJ’s and underwear down his thighs, then peeled her own off before swinging a leg over his lap and mounting him.

His eyes popped open wide in shock when she pulled her top off and rubbed her wet vagina against his flexing manhood.

She reached down between her legs and grabbed his dick and smeared the head against the cleave of her slit. Then, nearly shaking with anticipation, she pressed it against her hole and sank down onto it. Her hands shot out to his chest as he filled her. She groaned, a delicious heat flaring through her whole body. Her hips started bucking back and forth, grinding her clitoris against his firm erection. She closed her eyes and, to her surprise, thought about doing the same thing with Marcellus.

“Oh god,” Gary groaned.

Her eyes shot open and she stared at him.

He was staring between her legs, watching his hard dick moving in and out of her. Every so often his eyes would dart to her perky breasts.

She grabbed him by the wrist and brought his hand to her chest.

He gently squeezed her breast, obviously still a little shocked by her suddenly dominating behavior in bed.

She slapped a hand over his and squeezed, urging him to grab her harder. Hell, now she wanted way more than that. She wanted him to smack her on the bottom like they’d seen in that porno they’d watched together one time. She wanted him to feed her his fingers, pinch her nipple and do all sorts of dirty things to her. Treat her like a…like the bad girl she felt like she was turning into. Trouble was she couldn’t just come out and say that she wanted any of those things. It wouldn’t be the same. Those things just kind of had to happen to really be hot.

But she could feel him throbbing inside her now. He was hard as a rock and she knew by the expression he was making he was getting close. She just needed something to tip herself over the edge. Something dirty like thinking about Marcellus.

“Oh babe,” he moaned. “I’m getting so close.”

She looked down between her legs and watched him disappearing inside her. Turned her eyes back to his and almost growled. “Shoot it in me!” she hissed.

Gary gasped.

She’d never said anything like that to him before. Now that she had she started to wonder what they’d been missing all these years. Getting dirty was fun. “Spray it all inside me!” she ordered.

His body started convulsing. Triggered by her dirty commands he started twitching on the bed, his dick throbbing inside her as she felt his warm seed spray all along the walls of her vagina.

She doubled over, pressing her face into his shoulder. Her teeth clamped down on his flesh and she bit him hard, moaning as her climax took her and her dripping hole began to spasm.


Chapter Four

He didn’t want to talk about it the next day. She could tell when he got up out of bed early, even though it was Saturday. Sometimes he got like that if there was something he didn’t want to deal with. He’d just bottle it up until the problem went away or solved itself. She didn’t always like it but it was the only thing about him that bothered her and so she didn’t make a big stink about it.

That night, though, after a day of ice skating and hot coffees at the winter market, when they crawled back into bed again she got the feelings. Sure enough Gary was just as ready and eager as he had been the night before. They usually didn’t do it two nights in a row and now here was Gary with an erection again ready to give her what she needed.

This time she got up on all fours and asked him to get behind her. They didn’t usually do it doggy-ways because she liked the intimacy of being able to look into his eyes. She didn’t want intimacy, though. It was hard to admit, even to herself, but what she wanted was a hard, rough…fucking.

After they finished they laid next to each other on their backs, staring up at the ceiling and trying to catch their breath. When she turned and looked at Gary he turned his head and looked back at her. He even smiled, which was nice. Normally they’d turn the lights off right away. His smile faded after a moment and he rolled onto his side.

She pulled the covers up over her breasts, still playing the modest wife when they weren’t in the throes of passion.

“Can I ask you something?” Gary asked.

“Of course,” she said, rolling over to face him.

“When…when that thing happened…with that guy. How come you didn’t say anything to him?”

Her mind started racing immediately. She hadn’t expected this. When Gary hadn’t brought it up all day she figured she was out of the woods. Didn’t have to worry about it any more. It was locked in the past and Gary was feeling weird about it and he’d just leave it be. Now he was asking a very fair and very uncomfortable question and with each second that passed without her answering him she could see the wheels spinning in his mind, too.

“Justine,” he said quietly.

“Yes?” she asked, averting her eyes so she was looking down at the pillow.

“I feel like there’s more to this story than you’re telling me. I’m not saying your lying. But…I mean it’s just a pretty big coincidence isn’t it? That thing happening and then us having…wild sex right afterwards? Then again tonight?”

He had her cornered and he knew it. She could see it in his eyes. He had that I’m so sure I’m right look that often sent her into a rage because she hated when he was right and knew it. Funny thing was he didn’t seem upset. He didn’t seem worried or hurt. He just seemed certain. She arched her brow in the hopes that looking like she was going to cry might knock him for a loop.

“Would you like me to get you a tissue?” he asked, stone cold, eyes unwavering.

She sighed and shook her head. Glanced at him again to find his stare as unrelenting as it had been. A new thrill raced through her. About telling him the truth and the whole truth. Why would that be thrilling? Telling her husband another man had asked her to touch his penis.

“Take your time,” Gary said.

She knew there was no way out. He wasn’t going to give up now that he’d seen there was more beneath the surface. “Okay but don’t be mad,” she muttered.

“Why would I get mad?” he asked. His eyes felt like they were boring a hole into her skull.

“I don’t know. Guys get funny about this stuff,” she replied.

“What sort of stuff is there to get funny about, sweetie?”

She looked straight at him. “Okay. Fine. When I told you about his erection I…kind of left one part out.”

“Go on,” he said.

Her eyes darted side to side. She felt really cornered now. Now there was no way out. Now she’d have to tell Gary everything. Or he’d know she was lying. He’d just know. “When he got the erection it was…” Her eyes shot up to meet his. “It was just so big,” she whispered.

His eyes widened and he hoisted himself up onto one elbow. “What?” he whispered back.

“It was so big. It was so big it lifted the towel off his lap like he was wearing a little doily or something,” she said.

“What?!?” he whispered.

Her heart started thumping. Gary seemed as confused and excited about it as she was. “His penis was like…this big,” she said, holding her hands almost a foot apart.

Gary stared at the space between them for a long while. Like he, too, was trying to conjure the vision of Marcellus’ big penis in his mind. “Are you serious?” he asked.

She nodded.

“And…you saw it?”

She bit her lip. “I saw the bottom of it. And his…testicles,” she admitted.

Gary closed his eyes and shook his head. “Can you do me a favor? Can you not call them penis and testicles?”

She furrowed her brow. “What? Why? That’s what they’re called.”

“It’s just…cock, Justine. Call it a cock. And balls. Cock and balls not penis and testicles.”

She scowled at him. What a funny thing to ask. Cock and balls. That sounded kind of silly but kind of dirty, too. Why did he want her to call it that? Would it turn him on? She wondered. “Okay. Cock and balls. I saw his big balls.”

He drew in a quick breath at the description. His pupils widened again. “So, like, then what happened?” he asked.

The way he asked the question made her realize the reason he wasn’t mad or hurt or worried by any of this. He wanted to hear more. Gary was getting aroused. “Well, so I saw his big balls,” she repeated, studying him very carefully for his reaction. “And then he noticed that I was staring at them,” she added quietly.

“He did?” Gary asked, breathless.

She nodded. “He did.”

“What did he do?”

Now she felt very naughty. Gary was hanging on her every word. She wondered if he was getting hard again? If his cock was getting hard from her telling her naughty story? Because she could see his pulse in his artery again and his cheeks were flushed. She didn’t have the courage to reach between the sheets and check, though. “He lifted the towel up off of his…cock. His big, fat cock. And he showed it to me.”

Gary’s jaw dropped. “He showed you his cock?” he gasped.

She nodded.

“While he had an erection?”

She nodded again.

“W-why?” he stammered.

She shrugged, wondering if she should tell him the rest. If that would get him even more worked up or if that detail was going to make him jealous and ruin this weird game they seemed to be playing. She leaned closer to him. “He asked if I wanted to touch it?”

Gary sat staring at her in stunned silence. “He asked if you wanted to touch it?” he repeated.

She nodded yet again.

“Did you?”

She scowled. “No! NO! I would never do that! I would never do anything like that to you. Jeez I can’t even believe you would think that!”

Her reply seemed to startle him. He slipped out of whatever mind space he’d been in and rubbed her arm. “No. Of course not,” he said, shaking his head. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I don’t know…just never mind,” he said. But his mind still seemed to be lingering on the last detail she’d divulged.

She realized she’d probably overreacted. Telling him had been kind of fun. She hadn’t meant to scold him so harshly. And now she kind of wanted to play the game some more. “I’m sorry,” she said, sounding as contrite as she could muster. “His cock was just so big and black and I’d never…”

Gary zeroed in on her eyes with his laser gaze again. “He was black?” he asked.

She nodded and realized that somehow this little tidbit was exciting to Gary, too. “I’m sorry. I’d never seen a black…cock before.”

His eyes were darting from one side to the other. It was obvious his mind was racing with all these thoughts. She would have given anything to know what he was thinking.

“Please don’t be mad at me,” she said. She left out the part about Marcellus offering to pay her extra for a happy ending. That felt like it might cross a line.

“No. Baby, no I’m not mad,” he reassured her. When he curled up closer to her she felt his cock press against her thigh.

It excited her. Telling stories about big black cocks while she was naked in bed with her husband. There was something so dirty and fun about it.

“How big did you say it was again?” he asked.

She stuck her hands out from under the duvet and held them apart. When the duvet slipped off her chest to reveal her right breast she didn’t pull it back up.

Sure enough Gary’s gaze drifted from her outstretched hands to her nipple.

“Gary?” she whispered.

“Huh?”

“Do you want…do you want to make love again?”

“Uh-huh.” He was already getting on top of her. Crawling between her legs and spreading her thighs and poking his cock up against her wet sex.

“My vagina’s so wet for you,” she whispered into his ear.

He paused, holding his cock at her entrance. “Babe?” he whispered.

“Yeah?”

“Can you…can you call it a pussy and not a vagina?”

“Oh. Yeah. Sure. Pussy. Yeah. My pussy’s so wet for you. Can you feel it?”

He groaned as he slid inside her.

“My pussy’s so wet for you,” she whispered again. She closed her eyes and smiled and bit her lip at the feeling of his cock flexing to rock-hardness inside her.

He cocked his hips and started thrusting, his head turned to one side so he wasn’t looking at her. Rough thrusting, too. Not the usual slow lovemaking they’d become accustomed to. It was like he needed to get off as much as she did.

She trailed her fingers down his back and delighted in the way it made him shiver. She reached down and grabbed his ass, pulling him deeper into herself and letting her mind wander back to Marcellus again. She imagined what it would have been like touching that thick cock. Rubbing and jerking the head until all that sticky, oily cum spilled out all over her hand.

Gary was giving it to her really hard now. The bed was rocking, headboard banging against the wall as he…fucked her. That’s what it was. Gary was fucking her. Not making love. Not having sex. He was fucking her. Head still turned to one side, lost in his thoughts. Thoughts she would have done anything to uncover.

She moaned and dug her nails into the flesh of his ass. Kicked at the backs of his thighs with her heels like she was spurring on a horse to ride faster. She winced and wiggled her hips. This was what she’d wanted but it didn’t feel quite right. Like suddenly there wasn’t enough of Gary in her. She could feel his cock flexing but she wished she didn’t have to work so hard at getting him to rub the right places inside her pussy.

She opened her eyes and stared at Gary.

His were still closed, his mind in some far off, dreamy fantasy.

A wicked impulse lit up inside her. She craned her neck and pressed her lips against his ear. “I wish I would have touched it,” she whispered.

Gary barked and his body slammed against her. His cock drove deep and started pulsing, spilling and splashing the load from his balls all inside her pussy.

That tripped her wire, too. Her toes curled and she howled as her pussy clamped on his member like a mouth suckling at a teat. She shuddered through her orgasm, face pressed against the side of Gary’s neck.


Chapter Five

Justine hummed as she folded a load of towels on top of the washing machine. She turned to peer out the window next to the front door of her studio. Her heart sank a little and she checked her watch. Marcellus was ten minutes late. She couldn’t help but wonder if he’d changed his mind?

She’d woken up that morning all nervous and tingly. All week Gary had seemed like he was on pins and needles around her. They’d had sex every single night and sometimes twice! And even though he’d only asked about Marcellus a few more times she knew that was the reason he’d been so horny.

As he was leaving for work that morning she’d brought him his coffee in a travel mug and, with her most innocent expression, told him that she was seeing Marcellus today. And was that okay? He’d gone pale as a ghost and a bead of sweat had broken out over his top lip. He’d told her it was fine, though. That he trusted her and knew she wouldn’t do anything he didn’t want.

Which made her smile because she had a pretty big hunch that what he wanted wasn’t what was appropriate. She’d even noticed that he had a slight erection as he’d walked out the door. But now Marcellus wasn’t there and there was no message on her phone that he was canceling and…

The door swung open, startling her. She jumped and spun, then covered her mouth with her hand and giggled as she saw Marcellus stroll into the hallway. “Oh gosh! You scared me!” she said.

Marcellus swung the door shut. He walked right up to her with a confident strut and smiled.

“I wasn’t sure if you were coming,” Justine said, her eyes falling away from his disarming gaze.

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world. I been thinking about you and those hands all week,” he said.

Her heart fluttered and her face warmed with a blush at the compliment. It would have been a very inappropriate thing to hear if Marcellus weren’t so big and black and handsome. Probably if it were any other guy she would have told him to get out and never come back. Marcellus was different, though.

“I brought you something,” Marcellus said.

She looked up at him, eyes wide with wonder. “You did?” she asked.

“Sure did,” Marcellus said. He reached into his pocket and drew out a little black box.

Her eyes went wider still. It looked like jewelry. “What’s this?” she asked, feeling a little weird about getting an expensive gift from a man she’d only met once before.

“Open it up and find out,” Marcellus said.

A little reluctant, she took the box from his nonetheless. Popped it open and gasped. It was the finest little silver bracelet she’d ever laid eyes on. “It’s a bracelet,” she whispered. She looked up at Marcellus, who was grinning, and shook her head. “I don’t know if I should accept this,” she said.

“Unh-uh,” Marcellus said. “It’s a anklet. Goes ‘round one of those pretty little ankles of yours.”

She blushed again. Now he wasn’t even trying to pretend he wasn’t flirting. Giving her an expensive gift and telling her how to wear it. That seemed even more wrong than asking her to touch his penis…cock. It brought that humming, buzzing feeling back into her belly and the way he was looking at her? Sheesh. That sort of attention was really nice from a guy.

“You can decide it you want to wear it later. Right now I’m sore from working out too hard this week. Gonna’ need that rub down.” Without waiting for her to answer he turned and walked into her studio.

Closing the little black box she stuffed it in her pocket and followed him in. This time she stayed by the door, leaving it open. She watched him pull his jacket off. He was wearing a vest underneath and he took that off, too. The freshly pressed white shirt was off next along with his tie. He tossed everything onto the chair, then turned and started undoing his belt. He reached up to his face and scratched his cheek. “You want to leave the room while I get changed?” he asked.

That startled her. She blushed even hotter. “Oh. Gosh. If you’d like me to then of course. Sure. I just thought that…”

Marcellus started chuckling. He strolled over to the door and stopped right in front of her. “I’m just messing with you,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

She let out and embarrassed laugh, covering her mouth with her hand. “Oh. Okay. Sorry,” she muttered.

“Why you sorry? I told you I was thinking about you all week. You and your magic hands. You think about me?”

A burst of adrenaline shot through her. She stared at his chest not saying anything.

“Yeah you did,” Marcellus finally said. He pulled his pants off then bent at the waist and peeled off his socks. “You think about that big black dick?”

Her face started burning with embarrassment. She should have been mortified by the question. Instead her heart was pattering and her pussy was drooling in her underwear. She hadn’t expected Marcellus to be so forward. She’d prepared a few witty replies for some light flirting but she hadn’t expected him to waltz in, strip and ask her if she’d been thinking about his dick all week.

“Yeah you did. I can see it in your eyes. Hey.” He put a finger under her chin and lifted her eyes to his. “No lyin’ to me. You hear?” He looked very serious. “Only truth between you and me.”

She was mesmerized by his stern gaze and enraptured by the dominant way he’d spoken to her. She gave a few slow nods.

“That’s better. Now let me hear you say it.”

“S—say it?” she muttered.

“I want to hear you tell me you been thinking about this big black dick.”

Her lips parted and her mouth dried out. This was way over any line she’d imagined. She thought she’d give Marcellus a massage and then maybe catch another glimpse of his big black cock and balls. In no way had she imagined he’d be this…assertive. Worst part was she felt like she couldn’t resist. Something about his look, his stature, made her feel like putty in his dark hands. Even worse than that? She really, really liked that feeling. She looked him straight in the eyes. “I’ve been thinking about your…your big, black dick all week,” she whispered.

A slow smile stretched across his lips. “Yeah you did,” he said, nodding. He paused and eyed her for a few moments. “You tell your husband?”

The question jangled her nerves. Why was he asking about Gary? That was kind of weird and she wasn’t sure how to feel about it. She’d spent the week neatly arranging those two ideas, Marcellus and Gary, in separate parts of her mind. Only bringing them together when it suited her. Now Marcellus was smashing them together and it made her feel a little out of control.

“Hey? What’d I say to you? Only truth, Justine. No lies,” Marcellus said.

“Why would you want to know if I told my husband?” she asked. It wasn’t technically a lie.

Marcellus furrowed his brow. “You want me to take my present back and walk out of here? Hmm? That what you want?” He sounded like he really meant it.

That question knocked her right off balance. Somewhere in the back of her mind she knew the answer should probably be ‘yes.’ That would be the safe thing. That would probably be best for her and Gary. But the thought was clouded by a heavy, euphoric fog of arousal that was nudging her in the exact opposite direction. “No,” she answered quietly.

“Then answer the question,” Marcellus said.

She looked up into his dark eyes. “Yes. I told him.” She sighed in relief when Marcellus smiled again. She decided she liked him better cheerful.

“Yeah you did,” he said softly. “Got your phone?”

“What? Um, yeah. Why?” she asked.

“Get it out,” he said, reaching into his underwear.

Puzzled, she reached around to the back pocket of her jeans and pulled out her phone. Her eyes dropped to Marcellus’ crotch just in time to see his heavy cock swing out, the bulbous head sagging towards the floor. “Oh my gosh!” she gasped. She could not tear her eyes away from the thick thing.

“Hold your arm out. Like this.” Marcellus held his arm out, bent at the elbow and making a fist.

She did the same. Balling her hand into a fist she pointed it at his abdomen.

Marcellus held his hand out. “That’s good. Now gimme’ your phone.”

“What? Why?” she asked, a little worried what he was going to do with it.

“Gimme’ your phone I said.”

She handed him the phone. She watched as he scrolled to the camera app with his thumb. The screen filled with the image of her arm held out. When he hoisted his cock up next to it, her jaw dropped. The thing was almost as long as her forearm. The head nearly as thick as her fist. She gasped and startled when the flash went off and the shutter sounded.

Marcellus handed her back the phone and stripped out of his underwear. He turned and walked towards the massage table. “Send that dick-pic to your husband,” he said. He sat down on the edge of the bed, swung his legs up onto it and laid down on his back. His cock rolled off his lap to hang over his thigh.

“What?!?” she squeaked. “Why?”

“You’ll see why. Now do what I say.”

Her mind was racing almost as fast as her heart. Was she really going to do this? Send Gary a picture of Marcellus’ big fat cock? Just because he told her to? That was crazy! Something about it felt crazy exciting too. How naughty and dirty would it be to send Gary a picture of her arm next to that big black dick?

She had to wonder what he was doing at work right now. Was he in a meeting? Would he freak out? Would he freak out around all the other people in his meeting? Something about the thought of him freaking out was sexy, too. Chewing on her lip she pressed on the image with her thumb and held it until her messaging app popped up on the screen. She dropped the picture onto Gary’s avatar. Her thumb hovered over the little paper airplane for a moment.

“Send it,” Marcellus ordered, staring up at the ceiling.

His deep voice sent a thrill rushing through her. She mashed the screen with her thumb and the picture whooshed into the ether towards Gary. Her pussy started tingling.

“Good,” Marcellus said. “Now get over here and give me that rub.”


Chapter Six

She got a little nervous when she saw Gary’s car already parked in the driveway as she pulled up to the house. She sat in hers for a while, hands on the steering wheel, wondering what was going to happen when she walked in?

Had he freaked out? He was certainly home from work early. Glancing at her watch she saw it wasn’t even five yet. Was he mad at her? Was he in there stewing? Waiting for her to come home so he could chew her out about what a slut she was? A tremor raced down her spine when she thought of that. Gary calling her a slut then storming out never to return. The first part sounded kind of fun. The second part sounded dreadful.

After a few minutes she realized there was no sense in delaying the inevitable. She’d made her bed and now she had to lie in it. Gary was either going to be pissed as hell or…something else. Either way she’d have to deal with it. She grabbed her purse and backpack from the passenger seat and got out. Walked up to the door with her shoulders hunched, feeling a little shameful. She pressed her key into the deadbolt only to find it already open. Which was strange. Gary was pretty uptight about home security. She pulled her keys out, twisted the door handle and slipped into the house.

She stopped, held her breath and listened. She was about to call out Gary’s name when she heard a funny sound coming from the bathroom. Grunting? Grunting and rubbing it sounded like. Slipping off her shoes she set her bags down quietly and shuffled across the floor as quietly as she could. She stopped a few feet short of the bathroom and leaned forward.

The door was ever so slightly ajar.

She drew in a quick breath when she laid eyes on Gary standing at the sink. She could just make out his reflection in the mirror. His face was red as a tomato. Down lower she could see he had his penis, er…cock, out. Though compared to Marcellus’ thing it really was more of a penis. He had his hand around it, choking down on the head and rubbing furiously.

Her eyes went wide. Her gaze fell lower still and she gasped at what was lying on the sink. Gary had his phone out. The screen was on and on it was the picture she’d sent him. Her arm next to Marcellus’ big cock.

Gary was masturbating to the picture. Gary was masturbating to the picture? Gary was masturbating to the picture. He was staring at it so intently it looked like he might burn a hole through the screen. Staring and jerking. Masturbating to the picture.

Suddenly Gary let out a gurgling, chortling grunt. His body seized and he pointed the head of his penis down at the phone screen. A thick squirt of semen shot from the head of his cock and splattered across the image of Marcellus’ big cock and her tiny arm. Gary’s shoulders sagged and he leaned both hands against the sink. Still staring at the now soiled screen, his penis dangled limp and spent between his legs. “Oh god,” he groaned.

Suddenly she remembered he didn’t know she was there. Realized he’d probably be humiliated if he knew she’d found him doing that. She shuffled back to the door and slipped her shoes back on. Picked up her stuff and was about to walk back out to the car and pretend she’d just arrived.

“Jus?”

She stopped dead in her tracks. Very slowly, she turned to face Gary. He looked…normal? Maybe a little sad or something. She wasn’t sure what to do or say. She chewed on her lip a while, avoiding his eyes, standing there with all her stuff on. After a while the silence became unbearable. “Are you…is everything okay?” she asked, sounding sheepish.

Gary lowered his eyes and trudged over to where she was standing. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes before releasing it in a sigh. “Did…did something happen?” he asked. He didn’t seem mad. Certainly didn’t seem like he was going to storm out and never come back. That was a relief.

“Nothing happened,” she said.

He looked up with hopeful eyes.

“I promise,” she reassured him.

He sighed again. “I believe you,” he said. “What the hell was that picture about?” Now he sounded a little mad.

“Marcellus made me do it,” she confessed.

“He made you do it? How did he make you do it, Justine?” Gary said, sounding more annoyed with each word.

She scowled. She didn’t want to be mean or anything but she wasn’t about to take a scolding after she’d found him jerking off his penis to the picture. She decided to keep that in her back pocket for the time being. “I don’t know. He asked me all these questions.”

“What kinds of questions?” Gary asked.

“Like…I don’t know. If I thought about his cock this week.”

Gary’s eyes bugged at her. He didn’t look mad anymore, though. More like excited.

“And if I told you about it and stuff.”

“He asked if you told me about his penis?”

“His cock. Yeah. If I told you about his cock.” She shifted her weight from one foot to the other.

“And you said?”

She hesitated, not wanting to lie to her husband, either. But not exactly wanting to tell him the cold, hard truth. “I told him yeah.”

Gary’s jaw fell a little lower. “You thought about his cock this week?” he asked.

She wasn’t sure if they were playing their game right now or not. Still felt kind of fun. She looked off to the side, hoping she looked a little bashful. “Yeah,” she said, giving a few quick nods and batting her eyelashes.

Gary shook his head. “What’s going on here Justine?” he asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t know.” She watched him out of the corner of her eye. She wasn’t sure what to make of his expression. She reassured herself that he hadn’t stormed out. And she’d caught him masturbating to the photo. That gave her a bit of courage. “He just came in and started saying all these nice things to me.”

Gary raised an eyebrow. “He did? What kinds of things?” he asked quietly.

She got a little bolder, turning to look him in the eye. He definitely seemed more interested in what had happened than he seemed annoyed. “Just telling me I looked pretty and stuff. And that he thought about me and my magic hands,” she replied.

Gary drew in a breath and his stomach seemed to tense up. He was staring down at the floor like he didn’t know what to do with himself.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“I think so. You didn’t do anything with him?” he asked, glancing up at her.

“I didn’t. I swear.” Now she saw his pants tenting in the crotch. He was getting another hard on even though he’d just masturbated. How crazy was that? She took a step towards him. She got to thinking about Marcellus and how he’d told her not to mind the towel this time. She’d given him his massage while he was naked on her table, watching his big cock flex and twitch as she moved her hands over his body. She hated to admit it, even to herself, but it had been so hot.

“You gave him a massage though, right?” Gary asked.

Feeling even more courageous, she stepped up even closer so her face was just a few inches from his. “Did you like the picture?” she whispered.

Gary glanced up at her looking a little bit like a cornered animal. He needed something. She could sense it. But what?

“I love you, you know? I’d never do anything to hurt you. I’ll only ever do what you want me to,” she said, rubbing his arm.

He turned his eyes back down at the floor. It looked like he was thinking about something very hard. Maybe he needed a nudge? Then he shrank back from her. Like a turtle retreating into it’s shell. “You want to get Chinese and watch TV?” he asked.

She knew she should probably let him out of the conversation. He seemed a little bothered about it like he was confused or something. Except thinking about Marcellus back at the studio and now being with Gary here at home had her pussy all squishy and hot. “I want to know what you thought of the picture,” she whispered.

He turned his head to one side and pondered the question.

She waited a good long while but Gary didn’t say anything. “It’s okay if you didn’t like it. You can tell me.”

He turned, his eyes slowly moving to meet hers.

The way he was looking at her, his rapt attention, sent an electric thrill crackling through her. She wished he’d look at her like that all the time. Follow her around staring at her like he wanted to bore a hole through her with his gaze. Like there was nothing else in the world but her.

“I had to leave a meeting because of that picture,” he said softly.

Her eyes went wide at his admission and more excitement shot through her. This was all so weird but now she was feeling hot and horny. “You did?” she asked.

“I told them I was feeling sick,” he said.

She nodded.

“But it was because I had to come home and jerk off.”

Warmth and love surged through her at his admission. She suddenly felt closer to him than she ever had. She leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips. “I love that you told me that,” she whispered.

He shook his head. “Jus what’s happening?”

Letting her bags fall off her shoulder she sank to her knees in front of him.

He blinked three times. “What are you doing?” he asked.

Without answering she tugged open his belt and tugged his zipper down. His pants fell to the floor around his ankles. She looked up into his eyes as she hooked her fingers in the elastic of his white briefs and tugged them down. His penis sprang out in front of her face.

She stared at it, studying it. It was so much different than Marcellus’. Probably half as long and two thirds as thick with more of an upward arc. Circumcised so she could see the head, it’s color an angry red just like his face.

He stood there staring at her as she gripped it at the root and laid a gentle kiss on the head. He groaned when she flicked her tongue out and licked it.

“Did you think about Marcellus’ cock this week?” she asked quietly.

He groaned again and covered his eyes with a hand. “I don’t think we should be doing this,” he said, shaking his head.

She wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. The heat was pleasant on her tongue. She liked the way his body stiffened as she started working him back and forth inside her mouth. When he groaned again she looked up. Pulled her mouth off of him and started rubbing the head of his penis with her hand. A slow and rhythmic but jerky stroke she’d found he liked over the years. “Take it out,” she said.

“What?”

“Take the picture out.”

For a moment he looked deeply troubled. She could tell he was uncomfortable. This was way beyond any of their shared sexual experiences. That’s what made it a little scary and a lot exciting.

“Come on. Take it out. For me?” she asked.

He furrowed his brow. But a moment later his hand moved to his shirt pocket and he pulled his phone out of it. “I don’t know,” he said. “This feels wrong.”

“It’s just a little fun. We’re married remember? Who cares what we do as long as we love each other,” she said.

That seemed to tilt him away from his reluctance. He tapped the screen and swiped the photo open. His eyes went wide when he saw it and his jaw dropped.

Her pussy tingled with excitement.

“It’s so big,” he said.

She clamped down on her lower lip and nodded, flashing a mischievous smile up at him. His penis was hot and throbbing and she could tell he was close. She was ravenous to have him inside her but pretty certain he’d be able to get hard again in no time. “I wonder what it would be like if I touched it?” she asked.

His body went rigid. He grunted.

She let out a startled gasp as his penis flexed in her hand. Then she turned her cheek and looked up at him with one eye. “Come on my face,” she whispered.

Another grunt. His penis went rock hard.

She flinched as a shot of creamy fluid squirted out and splattered against her cheek.

His eyes shot to her face, then to the phone. To the face, to the phone. He groaned, spraying her with more seed as his knees started to buckle.

She let out a soft sigh. It wasn’t an orgasm but making him shoot on her face was all kinds of hot. And from his reaction to her question it seemed that maybe the possibility of touching Marcellus’ cock wouldn’t just stay a fantasy. Maybe, if she worked it right, she’d get to know what rubbing that huge cock felt like.

Gary covered his eyes and groaned. His cheeks were flaming red now with a post-orgasmic embarrassment.

She stood up and pulled his hand off his eyes and looked straight into them. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” she said, turning her head so he could see the cum dripping down her cheek towards her chin.


Chapter Seven

The following Friday morning she was waiting for him by the door with his coffee in her bathrobe and slippers. She smiled when he came down the steps in his sharp suit, carrying his briefcase.

They’d had an incredible week. Her pussy was still sore and Gary’s cock was all chafed up from how much sex they’d had. She’d spent the week whispering the dirtiest things to him as he fucked her. Working him up towards this moment. The night before he’d finally agreed that if Marcellus came into the studio brandishing his cock again she could touch it if she wanted. She’d ridden him to one of the most intense orgasms of her life afterwards. Now she had one last request to make.

“Thanks for the coffee,” he said.

She smiled wider as she handed it to him. “You still okay with this?” she asked.

He bit his lip, then nodded. “I think so,” he said quietly. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” she whispered back. “So much. I have one more thing to ask you though.”

“Yeah? What is it?”

“It’s something Marcellus asked me to do.”

He frowned. “Really? You didn’t tell me sooner?”

She shrugged. “I wanted to make sure you were…er, we were into this first.” A jolt of nerves gripped her at the slip-up. Of course it was both of them that were into it. She just might have been ready a little sooner than Gary had been. She pulled the little black box with the anklet out of her pocket.

“What’s that?” Gary asked.

She flipped the top open to reveal the delicate silver chain.

Gary looked up at her. “He gave you jewelery?” he asked, sounding a little taken aback.

“He said it was for both of us. He wanted you to put it on me. Didn’t want it to seem like, you know, he was putting the moves on me or anything.”

Gary furrowed his brow. “He’s showing you his cock. How’s that not putting the moves on you?” he asked with a nervous smirk.

“That’s a little different than putting jewelry on me don’t you think?” she replied with a giggle.

Gary shrugged. “Yeah. I guess,” he muttered.

“If you don’t want to you don’t have to,” she said quietly.

Gary had a long think before finally checking his watch. “I don’t know what to think about this,” he said. “I have to get to work. I need some time, I think. To think this through.”

Her heart sank a little but she didn’t want to press him further. This was about both of them, after all. She didn’t want Gary to do something he didn’t feel comfortable about doing. She put on another cheery smile and nodded. “Okay. That’s fine. I love you.”

“I love you too,” he replied. After a peck on the cheek he walked past her and out the door to the car.

She let out a heavy sigh as soon as he was gone. She thought of putting the anklet on herself for a brief moment. Somehow that felt like it would be crossing a line, though. Especially after Gary had explicitly told her he needed time to think about it. So she tucked it back into the pocket of her robe and went about her morning.

She got dressed in a pair of freshly washed jeans and big wool sweater. Both of which were quite baggy and modest. It helped to be as un-feminine as possible when she was working with male clients. Then she stuffed a pair of tight yoga pants in her backpack along with a green turtleneck that Gary loved seeing her in. It hugged all her curves and even made her breasts look a little bigger than they were.

She had three clients that day before Marcellus. The whole time she was working on them her mind was tethered to Marcellus’ appointment at four o’clock. When her final client left at three-thirty she locked the front door and changed out of her frumpy jeans and into the yoga pants and turtleneck she’d packed. She went to the bathroom and applied some lipstick and mascara, then checked out her outfit in the mirror. She didn’t like over-inflating her own ego. But a thrill raced through her at how good she looked. How hot she was and how Marcellus would probably think so, too. She heard a knock at the door.

She glanced at her phone. It was only quarter to four. She warily stepped out into the hall and peered around the corner. There was the odd occasion where someone would pull up to the house and, probably thinking it was abandoned, try to get inside. She heaved a sigh of relief when she saw Marcellus standing on the steps outside looking very sharp in another three-piece suit. Pocketing her phone she ran down the hall.

“You hiding from me?” Marcellus asked with a grin as she swung the door open and stepped aside to let him in.

A whiff of his cologne wafted through the door along with the cold winter air. That, along with watching his hulking frame lumber through the door, got her all buzzy and tingly in all her favorite places. “You’re early is all,” she said. “I keep it locked in case someone drives by and gets any ideas,” she said, looking up into his eyes.

Those same eyes raked down her frame, pausing at her breasts and then her thighs.

To her surprise he put a hand on her shoulder and made her turn on the spot. She blushed when she realized it was to check out her ass.

“That’s real fine,” he rumbled.

Her face heated even more at that. This sort of behavior was not just frowned upon but outright prohibited by the association. And here she was encouraging it by dressing in a highly suggestive outfit. For some reason she just couldn’t seem to help herself when it came to Marcellus. The thought occurred to her that this might be the day. The first day since marrying Gary that she would touch another man’s cock. The fact that it was Marcellus’ long, heavy cock had her pussy all wet and squishy again.

Marcellus turned her back around to face him. His eyes fell to her breasts and he smiled. “Today the day I get my happy ending?” he asked.

Her blush deepened. She looked away, unable to hold his stern gaze. She giggled to try and relieve some of her own discomfort at the question. Out of the corner of her eye she saw his eyes fall to her feet.

“No anklet?” he asked, one eyebrow raised.

She bent her head a little lower. She had no idea why she felt the need to be so submissive with this man. Yes, he was huge and commanding and had a big cock she wanted to touch. Standing in the hallway and answering his probing, intimate questions had her feeling like a little girl again. Somehow that made her feel oddly safe. “I don’t think he was ready,” she said, sounding apologetic.

Marcellus looked up and regarded her for a while. “That mean no happy ending then?” he asked.

She shrank even more, casting a nervous glance up at Marcellus. “He said I could touch it,” she whispered.

Marcellus’ eyes seemed to light up at her answer. “Man sounds like he knows his boundaries. I like it,” he said, his lips cracking into another smile.

She had no idea what to say about this. Wasn’t even sure what boundaries Marcellus was talking about? She was happy he wasn’t upset with her though. She’d been a little worried about the anklet thing and now it seemed like it was resolved for the time being. “Should we head to the studio?” she asked.

“After you,” Marcellus replied, extending a hand in that direction.

She turned and started walking. Knowing full well his eyes were on her ass the whole time. That was fun and thrilling. She felt like she was dating again. And that opened up all sorts of possibilities she’d abandoned a long time ago. Romance, seduction, a hint of danger from not knowing where this would all end up. Life with Gary was amazing. Sex with Gary was amazing. But it was, well, married life and married sex. There wasn’t much will-they-or-won’t-they to it anymore. She walked through the door and waited for Marcellus to follow.

He did and immediately started removing his clothes. He hung his jacket over the back of a chair then turned to face her as he unbuttoned his shirt. He was wearing what looked to be a very expensive watch this time. Gold and encrusted with tiny diamonds that caught the light of the setting sun through the window every once in a while and reflected it in glimmering, dancing patterns on the walls. “How come you say studio? Massage studio? It’s a massage parlor, ain’t it?” Marcellus asked.

She furrowed her brow and thought about that for a moment. “I don’t know,” she muttered. “Parlor sounds…sleazy or something.”

He smirked as he dropped his pants and stepped out of them.

She immediately realized how silly she’d sounded, given what she was about to do, and blushed even hotter for it. Out of the corner of her eye she watched Marcellus remove his black boxers. Her eyes widened and her pulse crept up at the sight of his dark cock swinging between his legs as he shifted his weight from one foot to the other.

Marcellus walked to the table with his confident strut. Hoisted himself onto it and lay down on his back. “Don’t mind the towel,” he said. He closed his eyes and sighed as she walked up to the side of the table.

She stood there staring at his fifth appendage. That absolute club of a penis with it’s bulbous head wrapped in leathery foreskin. Her hands already felt drawn to it. Drawn to it’s mass by the gravity it’s presence exerted on them.

“I’ll take the rubdown first though,” Marcellus said, opening one eye to look at her.

“Of course,” she muttered, realizing she’d been staring at it for far too long. Throughout the massage her eyes kept being pulled to his organ. Each twitch, each swelling causing her pussy to grease wetter. By the time she’d worked her way down to his calves she could smell the scent of her own readiness billowing up from between her legs. That was deeply embarrassing because she was sure Marcellus could smell it in the small room, too.

His cock was half-hard when she finished. Lazily swaying from side to side. The all but hidden eyelet at the center of the head ominously gazing at her from time to time before it swung the other way again. “Hey. Gimme’ your phone,” Marcellus said.

She pulled her phone from her back pocket. Her hands were sweaty and trembling a little. She turned the screen on and handed it to him.

He swiped and held it up, resting his hands on his chiseled abs. “Go on. Get your hands on it,” he said, nodding at his cock.

She wiped her hands off on her tights before extending them out over his lap. She let them hover above his cock for a moment, somehow feeling that this was a moment worth noting. Worth remembering. Of course not as huge as when she’d graduated or gotten married. But something about getting ready to wrap her petite hands around this black monster had an energy coursing through her that was similar to what she’d felt during those other milestones. She heard the camera shutter snap. “What are you doing?” she asked, looking over at Marcellus.

“Don’t you want to document this for your husband. What’s his name again?”

“Gary,” she said quietly.

“Gary. That’s right. Don’t you think Gary will enjoy the photographic evidence of his wife giving her first black cock a rub’n tug?”

Rub’n tug. That description wormed into her and made her squirm. Not just because it was seedy, like massage parlor instead of studio. But that was part of it. Seedy in a way that kind of turned her on. Made her think of a neon sign with the words Relaxing Massage flickering and buzzing in the window. She drew in a breath to steel herself then laid hands on Marcellus’ thick penis.

The shutter snapped again.

Her jaw dropped. The erectile flesh she couldn’t even wrap her hands fully around felt entirely different than any she’d ever touched. Not yet fully hard there was nonetheless a firmness to it she hadn’t expected. The feeling of it as she squeezed it, coaxing it to life, made her mind immediately dart to wondering what a thing like that would feel like inside her? And once that thought had latched onto her brain it wouldn’t let go.

Marcellus eyed her with a slight smile.

A part of her hoped he’d give her another order. Some direction about what to do now that she had him in her hands. When none came she was left standing there feeling even more embarrassed. Truth was, after all these years with Gary, she’d forgotten how a novel sexual interaction was supposed to go. Especially when the man wasn’t taking charge, kissing her and romancing her and instead lying on her massage table waiting to get serviced. “What should I do?” she finally asked, her voice almost a squeak.

Marcellus smirked. “Just do what you do with your husband when he needs to get off and you don’t want him rubbing in and out of your pussy,” he said.

That made her blush with even more embarrassment. Gary had never and would never ask her to do such a thing. He always kept a respectful distance and his hands off when it was that time of the month. He’d never just lie on the bed and demand to be serviced like this.

She didn’t want to admit that, though. She had the vague sense that it might sound un-masculine to a guy like Marcellus who seemed like he took his women when and how he pleased them. And Gary wasn’t un-masculine he was just masculine in a different way. So, tightening her grip on the thick skin on his shaft, she pulled it lower and watched as his foreskin unfurled and stretched, the head of his cock emerging from it like a giant mushroom out of the ground.

She gazed at the head especially the ridge of it. That part was even thicker than the shaft and, if she were honest, she couldn’t ever imagine fitting something like that into her tiny hole.

The shutter on her phone clicked.

The cock was almost fully engorged now. Standing tall and proud with it’s heavy balls sagging beneath it. Now that it had swollen there was a full inch and a half, maybe two, of space between the tip of her pinky and her thumb. She gave it a slow stroke up then down again.

Marcellus emitted a guttural growl that rumbled up through the floor, up her legs and seemed to linger between them. He was just so big and kind of brutish in a way.

There was definitely something animal to the way that made her feel. Like his size was short-circuiting the part of her mind tasked with making good decisions and causing her body to react on a sub-conscious level to his sexual potential. She gave a few more rubs up and down, choking the head when she reached it because she’d learned Gary liked it when she did that.

Marcellus growled again and set her phone down. “That’s real good,” he said.

Reassured, she continued rubbing. Performing the same up and down motion and squeezing a little harder when she reached the tip. Soon the cock was hard as steel in her hands. She had to wonder if that sort of hardness would hurt to have inside her? Her pussy started leaking into her underwear at the thought.

“Hey magic-hands,” Marcellus said.

She turned to look at him, pausing her rub’n tug.

“Get some spit on it. Lube it up,” Marcellus ordered.

She gasped. She’d never had a man talk to her that way. Lube it up? With spit? How disgusting! But the dirty feeling it gave her only made her pussy start aching. Now she was a little scared. Scared at how badly she wanted to feel this monster inside herself. To find out what it could do to her. To find out if she’d break in two from riding it? That gave her the courage to lean over it and let a trickle of saliva run out of her mouth and over the head, then onto her hands.

Marcellus started chuckling.

Unwittingly, she shot him a glare. She’d never been totally comfortable with how she was supposed to act during sex. She’d always let the men she’d been with take the lead. Marcellus laughing at her about what she was doing to him didn’t do much for her confidence.

Seeing her reaction, he hoisted himself up onto his elbows. “You serious? You mad at me for chuckling? Are you being for real now? You really this innocent?”

She took her hands off his cock and folded her arms across her chest, feeling way more vulnerable than she’d intended.

“Hey, hey,” Marcellus said, shaking his head. “Don’t be like that. It’s cute is all. Girl like you’s a unicorn with all them internets out there. Chicks all tatted up and pierced and shit. Finding a girl who spits on a dick like that’s some needle in a haystack shit,” he said, smiling.

That made her feel a little better in some weird way. It was a compliment of sorts. She let her hands fall to her sides.

“Come on,” Marcellus said. “Get your hands back on there.” He jerked his head towards his cock. “Get ‘em back on that prick.”

The word startled her and made her wince. Prick. That was even nastier than cock. Were all guys this disgusting? Was Gary this disgusting and she just didn’t know? Which made her gasp. Was that why he was letting her do this? Was Gary dirty like all the other guys on the internet? She very slowly wrapped her hands back around Marcellus’ stiff pipe and squeezed.

Marcellus emitted a pleased-sounding purr. “Atta’ girl. Now get your head over it again. That’s it. Now spit on it. Like you’d spit in someone’s face.”

Her jaw dropped. “I would never…”

“Yeah, yeah!” Marcellus interrupted. “I know. Let’s play pretend. Spit on it like you angry at it.”

She eyed him sideways, excitement bubbling in her belly at his suggestion. She really would never, ever stoop so low as to spit in anyone’s face. But this was a cock and not a person. And she was doing it to be dirty. Because that’s what Marcellus wanted. She pulled the foreskin down, puckered her lips and spat.

Marcellus grinned. “That’s it,” he said. “Do it again.”

She spat again, not even thinking what she was doing she was suddenly so aroused by it.

“Good. Now rub. Rub that thing with those pretty little hands.”

She started rubbing. Pumping up and down that dark column with her pretty little hands. Her pussy was soaked and she just knew there was a dark, wet stain pooling and spreading in her yoga pants. She wished she’d chosen black not gray but there was nothing to be done about it now. She kept pumping, her gaze locked on the head as it started to throb from the attention she was paying it.

A few times she felt Marcellus staring at her. She ignored him but loved the attention almost as much as she loved the attention Gary paid her when they talked about their dirty little secret. When she whispered sweet, dirty nothings into his ear when they made love.

“Now spit on them balls,” Marcellus ordered.

Even more gross. But now she was into it. This was a dirty game just like the one she and Gary played. Except this one was dirtier and getting her far more excited. She leaned over the wrinkled skin of his scrotum and spat again.

“Hell yeah. Get a hand on those. Play around with ‘em,” Marcellus said.

Excitement fluttered through her when her one hand sank down to his heavy testicles. She could feel they were ripe and swollen like summer peaches ready to burst with juice at the faintest touch. Except instead of juice it was seed.

That thought gave her a very startling sensation. The ache in her pussy intensified. It was almost like her pussy was squeezing at just the very thought of it. All the pent up, most likely very potent seed, that would come spilling out of Marcellus. She hadn’t been on birth control in a few months. They’d had no luck with Gary yet. Her mind veered towards the thought of Marcellus stabbing that big, black prick into her and filling her with all his black seed.

Marcellus groaned.

She felt his balls rise up in her one hand. His cock stiffened in the other.

“Don’t stop now,” Marcellus groaned. He grabbed the hand on his testicles by the wrist and slapped it over her other on his prick. “Rub, rub, rub,” he ordered. “I got a present for ya’.” His body twitched on the table.

The feeling of having this hulking male specimen under her control was intoxicating. He was staring at her with a ferocious intensity. His cock was twitching and his testicles were heaving up and down. She grinned when his leg started to shake.

“Ungh,” he grunted.

She gasped as a dollop of sticky-hot cream oozed out the head of his cock and down over her hands. She drew in another breath when, on the next contraction, a blast of it shot up high in the air before landing with a splatter on his belly. She glanced at him and his grunts and intense stare got her jerking faster, her small hands squeezing his cock like she was trying to wring the seed out of it.

She turned and watched another three blasts shoot halfway to the ceiling, her arousal feeling like it was going to make her faint. She heard the camera shutter snap. Turned to see Marcellus holding it up over his belly as he took a picture of her milking his cock with her hands.

He set it down and laid his head back on the headrest as she worked the last of his semen out of his penis.

Her sexual excitement blocked every feeling but arousal from her brain. She felt no shame or embarrassment, which was something she’d worried about throughout the day. Really it was all she could do to keep from stripping her tights, climbing up onto the table and mounting Marcellus. Trying to smash him into her tight pussy just to see if she could manage it.

As his cock began to soften and sag she pulled her hands away. She lifted them up in front of her face, staring at the sperm already drying and caking. This was so nasty. It looked nasty. It smelled nasty, too. That sharply bitter smell she normally couldn’t stand was now somehow slightly appealing. She stepped back as Marcellus swung his legs over the edge of the bed.

He walked over to the chair and started dressing. “You know you could get quite the side hustle going if word got out you did that,” he said as he buttoned his shirt.

Suddenly the color left her cheeks and she felt mortified by the suggestion. “Oh my god I would never…”

Marcellus turned around and smiled at her. “You tell me what your man thinks before I book for next week. No hard feelings if he can’t hack it. But now I got a taste of happy ending I figure I can’t go back to straight massage.”

“Really?” she asked, furrowing her brow. “Why?”

Marcellus shrugged as he draped his jacket over his shoulders. He flashed a quick smile. “That’s just how life is.”


Chapter Eight

She was definitely far more nervous as she pulled up to the house that night. More nervous than the first time she’d seen Marcellus. More nervous than the time Marcellus had sent a picture of her hand and his penis to Gary.

Again, strangely, Gary’s car was already in the drive. Strange because it was just half past five and he normally had a lot to do on Friday’s.

She hadn’t sent him the pics Marcellus had snapped. That felt way too risky. A hand and a penis were one thing. Pictures of all that milky semen spilling out onto the backs of her hands? Might have given Gary a heart attack seeing that.

She got out of the car and walked to the door.

The door swung open just as she was about to stick her key in the lock. “Oh!” she said at the sight of Gary just inside.

His eyes were riveted to her from the moment they first met. He didn’t take them off her when she stepped through the door. Or when she set her bags down. It was that same stare she’d learned to love so much. Rapt attention of the kind she’d always wanted daddy to pay her as a little girl. Not that she had daddy issues or that Gary was some kind of substitute. Nothing weird like that. But it was all sort of tangled together in there, in her mind, somehow. She smiled and leaned in to peck him on the cheek. “How was your day?” she asked.

“Did you do it?” Gary blurted.

She stared at him for a long time, basking in his attention. Then she bit down on her lip, flashed a playful smile and gave three slight nods.

His eyes widened and he drew in a slow breath. “W—what happened?” he stammered.

She shrugged. It was fun having him dangling on her every word and look like this. It was fun playing innocent, too. Maybe that would be their next game? She could be innocent with Gary and then dirty with Marcellus. She surprised herself thinking about Marcellus in that way. Like he was already a lover or something. Which he wasn’t. He was just a client who’d wanted a little extra. “I have pictures if you want to see them,” she said quietly.

His eyes opened wider still and dropped to her hips, knowing her phone was in her back pocket. When she didn’t make a move for it, he looked up at her again.

“Well? Do you?” she asked. The tiniest pang of guilt flashed through her. Was she stringing him along? Was that was she was doing? Because that was rude and kind of mean. And she wasn’t that kind of woman or wife. It was just more of their game, she decided. It was just so fun watching him get this…out of control? No. Not really. More like he was beholden to her. She’d never felt this kind of control before. He adored her, sure. But now it sort of felt like she could make him do whatever she wanted if she pressed hard enough. “Do you?” she asked again, prodding him for a reply. A glance at his groin confirmed that his pants were already being stretched by his engorging cock.

He lowered his eyes to the ground and sighed. His cheeks were red. He looked embarrassed. Maybe even ashamed. “Yes,” he muttered.

She frowned. He sounded pained. She didn’t like that. This was supposed to be fun. “Hey,” she said, stepping closer to him and lacing her fingers through his. “Look at me.”

He looked up at her from under his brow. He was scowling and it was hard to make out what he was thinking.

“Do you want me to tell you about it first?” she asked, hoping that might soften the blow. “Is everything okay? You look upset.”

“I’m fine,” he said quietly.

“You don’t seem fine. You seem upset.”

He turned his head and looked off into the living room. Opened his mouth to speak but nothing came out.

She waited for him, somehow sensing he needed to collect his thoughts.

“I guess…I guess I’m just still confused about why this…why this turns me on.”

A warmth filled her. It was hot hearing him admit it. “Turned on by me touching another man’s…cock?” she whispered. She saw his cock flex out of the corner of her eye. She let go of his hand and gently cupped the curve of it. She squeezed it hard enough to push some of the air out of his lungs. “It’s so hot that you’re so into this,” she said.

His eyes darted to hers. “Really?”

“Really,” she said, nodding.

“You don’t think…it doesn’t make you think…less of me or something?”

She stifled a giggle because she knew hearing her laugh would crush him right then. His ego wasn’t easy to bruise. But guys could be delicate about stuff like this. She’d learned that over the years. Instead of saying anything she picked up his hand again, pressed it against her belly and slid his fingers down into her tights. Across her mound and down in between her legs.

His eyes lit up and his jaw dropped as she dragged his middle finger through her slick and silky folds. A stream of lubricant trickled out of her as she dipped it into her hole. “Oh my god,” he said quietly. “You’re so wet.”

She bit her lip again and nodded. “Does that make you feel better?” she asked.

When he looked into her eyes it seemed some of his confidence had returned. She liked that. She wanted him happy not full of angst. She leaned closer and pressed her cheek against his. “He still wanted his massage,” she whispered.

A small breath escaped him.

“So I gave him his rub down. And the whole time I was touching him his peni…his cock just kept growing and swelling and hardening.”

Gary groaned and closed his eyes.

“Then, when I was finished, he told me to put my hands on it.”

“He did?” Gary asked, a tremble in his voice.

“He did,” she replied, nodding. “So I did. I wrapped my hands around his cock and kind of…started masturbating him.” As she said it she reached into her back pocket and pulled her phone out. Thumbed the screen on and flipped to the photo app and to the first picture. She pulled away from Gary, turned the phone towards him and revealed the first picture.

“Holy shit,” he said. He was breathing hard now. His pupils were dilated and she could see his pulse in the vein in his neck.

Her pussy flooded with wet. He was staring at the phone the same way he’d stared at her all week and it was intoxicating. A dirty impulse gripped her. “He made me spit on it,” she said.

His eyes darted to hers. “He did what?”

She nodded. “Made me spit on it. He laughed at me the first time I did it because it was too…girly or something. Made me spit on it like I was spitting on someone’s face.”

“And you did it?”

She put on her most innocent expression for him, bit her lip and nodded again. “I was a dirty girl today, Gary,” she admitted. She saw his erection throbbing and another idea sprang to mind. She leveled her gaze at him. “Take your cock out,” she ordered.

“Wait, what? Here?” he said.

“I said take your cock out,” she repeated.

He looked a little cagey for a moment, eyes moving side to side like he wasn’t sure he was into this.

She reached out and ran a finger up the line of his penis. “Pretty please?”

He let out a begrudging grunt but his hands came up and undid his zipper. Reaching into his underwear he pulled his hard cock out and held it in his hand. His cheeks turned a deeper shade of red.

She pulled his hand away from his prick and wrapped hers around it. Her eyes bugged. It was so hot and so hard she could hardly believe it. It felt like he was going to explode at any moment. She swiped her thumb around the tip of his cock and swiped to the next picture on her phone. Glanced at it and swiped past it, to the grand finale, her hands and Marcellus’ big, dark phallus covered in semen. She turned the phone towards Gary and rubbed his cock up and down. “That’s what it looked like when he finished,” she said.

Gary’s eyes popped wide open. His jaw fell and he stared at the picture with a feverish intensity. His cock flexed in her hand.

She started stroking him fast and rough. Suddenly she wanted desperately to make him come. Right there in the front hall in front of the door. She didn’t know why but she needed it. She needed to make him do her bidding, to watch him lose control as he stared at the evidence of what a bad girl she’d been.

She saw his leg twitch. He gripped her wrist and tried to move her hand away from his cock but she didn’t let him. Surprised by her own strength she kept jerking rough, a woman on a mission.

“Babe I’m gonna…”

“Do it,” she said, her eyes wandering over his desperate expression.

“Ungh,” he groaned.

“Do it!” she hissed.

His cock lurched in her hand. The tiny opening at the head squeezed shut then opened, spitting a pearly stream of his essence onto her forearm. She jerked him harder. His knees buckled. His cock flexed and shot more seed. This time off to one side. It fell to the floor and splattered in a nasty line at her feet. She tightened her grip and kept jerking.

Gary groaned and the last of his ejaculate bubbled out of his prick. It coated her hand in much the same way Marcellus’ had except there wasn’t nearly as much of it.

As she felt him soften she slowed her strokes. Squeezed him a few times, then pulled on him slowly coaxing the last of his emission from him. She watched it ooze out and trickle onto her wrist. Looked up at Gary to find him looking very dazed and a little confused. A pang of regret gripped her. She really, really needed something inside her right now and she’d just spent the only cock within reach being a greedy little slut. She pocketed her phone and sank to her knees, hoping for a miracle.

A slow smile stretched across her lips when she took him into her mouth and felt him start to harden again.


Chapter Nine

The following Friday afternoon she found herself flitting around the kitchen. Cleaning and re-cleaning surfaces. Dirtying a plate with some toast just so she could wash it. The whole time she felt like she might just jump out of her own skin.

Two days before Gary had finally caved to her gentle insinuations that he might let her go further with Marcellus. He’d insisted, though, that if anything else were to happen he would have to be there. A happy ending in her massage studio he could handle, he’d admitted. Anything more was too much to even contemplate.

When she’d texted Marcellus about this she’d been pleasantly surprised to find he had no problem with that.

So now she was pacing around the house. Walking to the window every few minutes and peering out even though it was only three in the afternoon and both Marcellus and Gary would be at least another two hours. Then, as she was contemplating cleaning the oven for something to do, an idea popped into her head. She skipped upstairs and threw open the large closet in the bedroom.

She stood at the left edge and walked her fingers along the row of dresses hung neatly on clothes hangers. Dresses and skirts and blouses she hadn’t worn in years. She still fit into all of them but that were all a little too…skimpy for a married woman to be prancing around in. Right before she reached the “good wife” section her hand paused over a cute little outfit she’d worn on one of her first dates with Gary. She pulled the hanger off the rack and drew in a quick breath. The two-piece outfit was even racier than she remembered it.

Throwing it on the bed she stripped naked and walked over to the dresser. On the way she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and turned to check out her rear. She pressed her fingers under her ass cheeks and gave them a few bounces, delighting in how firm and round they still were. A thrill rushed through her.

It was so exciting thinking that soon, if all went well, she might be revealing parts of her body to the formidable Marcellus that only a few men had ever seen. Exciting, too, to think of how he might look at her in the too-short skirt and the low cut V-neck top. She rifled through a dresser drawer. Her hands crawled to the very back. To where she kept the naughty underwear she never wore anymore. She pulled out a g-string, held it up in front of her face, and giggled. “Oh my god Gary’s gonna’ lose it if he sees me in this,” she whispered to herself.

Walking back over to the mirror she poked her legs through the holes and pulled the underwear up to cover her privates. The string felt foreign and kind of funny between her bottom cheeks. It also felt a lot dirtier than she remembered. She decided that was probably because she was putting it on for another man and not her husband.

She skipped over to the bed and pulled the skirt off the hangar. Back at the mirror, she took her time putting it on. She stared at her reflection as she slipped it up her slender legs. The fabric felt silky and fun against her skin. She was just about to go and pick out a bra when she got a better idea. She grabbed the top instead and threw it on over her head.

She gasped and bit her lip when she saw her own reflection again. The neckline of the blouse was wide enough and plunged low enough that she could just make out the inner mounds of her petite breasts. She scrunched her nose and pressed her breasts together, wondering if a bra wouldn’t showcase them better. But there was something sultry, something far more seductive about the nude unsupported flesh. She turned to look at her profile and was once again very pleased with what she saw.

A sound downstairs caught her attention. She held her breath. The front door silently opening and closing. She heard the distinct click of the deadbolt. Her heart skipped a beat. Was that Gary? Had he come home early again? Or what if Marcellus had taken it upon himself to arrive early? She couldn’t remember if she’d locked the door or not. What if Marcellus had showed up and tried it? Finding it open let himself in? What if Marcellus was standing downstairs in the hall ready to take her? That got her a little scared.

Tiptoeing to the bedroom door she peeked around the frame and peered down the stairs. She was kind of relieved to see Gary standing at the bottom of them. A part of her was just the teeniest bit disappointed that it wasn’t Marcellus and all the danger and excitement he would have brought with him. She stepped out onto the landing, crossed her legs and pointed the toes of her right foot towards Gary.

He gasped when he saw her. His reaction thrilled her and made her giggle. Putting a hand on the railing she descended as slowly and seductively as she could, staring into Gary’s eyes the whole time. “You’re home early again,” she said, smiling at him.

He shook his head. “Holy shit,” he said quietly.

As her feet settled on the first step she put her hands around his neck and laced her fingers together. Delighted when his eyes wandered down to her breasts. They paused there for a few moments then fell lower. To the skirt she was wearing. Then to her toned legs. Then finally to her pretty feet. She’d given her nails a fresh coat of red paint earlier that day. Gary didn’t seem to be able to take his eyes off of them.

Finally he looked up at her again. “Are you really going to wear that?” he asked.

She grinned. “Only if you let me,” she said.

He took in another long look of her whole body before meeting her eyes again. “You look…spectacular.” He pulled his wrist out of his sleeve and glanced at his watch. “It’s only four o’clock. We still have an hour. Do you think…do you think we could…” He trailed off, somehow unable to finish the request.

She knew what he meant. Flashing a shy smile she shook her head. “I spent too long in the shower. I’m not sure what’s going to happen but I want to be clean. You know…in case?” She arched her brow at him.

His eyelids fell and his nostrils flared. He drew in a deep breath. The front of his pants were stretched out again.

She knew she had to do something to distract him. She was feeling frisky herself and without something for the two of them to do she worried they’d end up in bed together. “Gary? Make me a drink?”

“Now?” he said, sounding quite shocked.

“It’s kind of a special occasion?” she suggested.

Gary thought on that for a moment. He loosened his tie, shrugged off his jacket and handed it to her. “Hang that up upstairs for me?” he said.

“Sure thing sweet cheeks,” she said.

Gary flashed a funny smile.

She couldn’t blame him. She was usually upbeat but rarely this playful. A pleasant tension crackled between them. She spun around and started walking up the stairs, putting an extra spring in her step so that Gary might catch a glimpse of what she was wearing underneath the skirt. At the second floor landing she turned to smile at him.

He’d rolled up the sleeves of his white dress shirt. She liked the sight of his soft, dark arm hair poking out of the fancy shirt. The watch on his wrist made him look handsome and respectable. She stole into the bedroom, giggling at how girlish and sexy she felt.

Back downstairs she found Gary at the kitchen counter. In front of him stood a glass filled with ice and three bottles. Gin, sweet vermouth and Campari. Next to those was an orange, a twist of skin peeled off of it.

She clasped her hands together in front of her chest and grinned. “Negroni’s?” she asked. “You really know how to woo a girl.”

He poured out the drink and garnished it, then turned towards her and slid it across the counter. “Negroni. Singular. I don’t think I can handle booze and…whatever it is we’re doing here at the same time. Too much excitement for one evening.” He opened the drawer next to him, reached in and pulled out a straw before popping it into her drink. “Cheers,” he said.

She picked up the drink and took a sip, flashing Gary a coy smile as she did.

He folded his arms over his chest. “So, uh, what is it exactly we’re doing here?” he asked.

She shrugged and set down the drink. The alcohol warmed her throat going down. Her stomach fluttered at what the question really meant. How far was he going to let her take this? “I think that should probably be up to you,” she replied quietly.

He gave an approving nod at her answer. Then he stared directly into her eyes. “Are you going to let him fuck you?” he said, his eyes steely and his voice stern and even.

The direct question startled her. Gary had never, not once, talked to her like that and hearing it filled her with a thrilling excitement. Her eyes darted side to side and she licked her lips but her mind was blank. What did a girl say when her husband asked her a question like that? The answer presented itself almost immediately. She reached up and pulled on his tie, drawing him closer. “I think the question is are you going to let him fuck me?” she said.

Gary’s chest swelled and his eyes opened wider as he drew in a breath.

The doorbell rang.


Chapter Ten

She spun and looked down the hallway at the door. The sound of the bell was still ringing in her ears as her heart sped up. This was it. This was the moment. Marcellus was here and everything that lay beyond this moment was a mystery.

“I’ll get it,” Gary said.

This surprised her. She stood frozen in place as she watched him walk down the hall and towards the front door. He looked so…confident. Powerful, even. Like he’d made his peace with this. Like he’d put whatever demons had been haunting him, away, and was now as ready as she was to dive into this shared adventure together. It filled her with love for him. She watched him open the door.

Marcellus removed his sunglasses as the door swung open. The two men stood there eyeing each other. Gary was no slouch but he was easily six inches shorter than Marcellus. This meant that he had to look up into Marcellus’ eyes. But he didn’t budge an inch. He stood his ground staring at her client.

After a few moments, Marcellus grinned. “You must be Gary,” he said.

“You must be Marcellus,” Gary replied.

Marcellus started to chuckle. He held out a hand.

Gary took it and gave it a few strong pumps. “Please. Come in,” he said.

Justine saw stars for a moment and her knees went weak. Watching her husband inviting in the strange man she’d met just a few weeks back. The man whose penis she’d touched. The man she’d masturbated and made orgasm all over her hand. The sight of them shaking hands, then Gary inviting him into the house was incredibly erotic.

Suddenly she realized she’d forgotten a piece of her outfit she’d meant to put on. Regaining her senses, she darted to the back stairs and jogged down to the basement. To the closet at the back where she got down on her knees and started rummaging through shoe boxes. Three boxes in she found what she’d been looking for. Slipping her feet into the set of red heels she fastened the straps around her ankles before stuffing the box back into the closet. She took a few unsteady steps towards the stairs before finding her footing. She walked up, practicing looking as graceful and elegant and innocent as she could. The heels clacked on the kitchen floor.

Gary and Marcellus were still in the front hall when she turned the corner to walk towards them. Both men looked up at her.

Marcellus started chuckling.

She scowled. “What?” she asked, slightly annoyed by his laughter.

Marcellus ignored the question and turned back to Gary. “You got a good little wifey there,” he said.

Gary nodded.

“You want to see her with a big, black dick?”

Gary’s eyes drifted to the floor. He didn’t say anything for a while. The silence started to get awkward. Finally, he nodded.

Justine’s body swelled with lust and love for Gary. She was excited at the prospect of being with Marcellus in that way. Knowing Gary would be there watching doubled the thrill.

Marcellus nodded back at him. “Having a little trouble with that?” he asked.

Gary nodded again.

“Don’t worry about it,” Marcellus said.

Gary glanced up at him.

“You like what you like. Ain’t nobody have to know about it. Just you, me and Justine.”

Gary glanced at her, sighed and nodded again. He seemed relieved by what Marcellus had said.

She marveled at how good Marcellus was with people. He had such an easy-going manner he’d even managed to put Gary at ease about seeing his wife with another man.

Marcellus turned his head and looked at her again. “Get on over here,” he said.

She felt a little unstable in the high-heeled shoes. She teetered over to where the men were standing and stood next to Gary. The way Marcellus eyed her body made her insides heat.

Marcellus shrugged off the trench coat he was wearing. He handed it to Gary. “Hang that up for me?” he asked.

Gary nodded and walked to the closet. He pulled out a hanger and draped the trench coat over it.

Marcellus lumbered into the living room. He walked over to the curtains and drew them over the window. Then he took his jacket off and started undoing the buttons of his shirt. When the shirt was open, revealing his muscled chest, he undid his cuff-links and pocketed them. He pulled the shirt off and folded it over the back of the chair he’d hung his jacket on. He took his pants off and was putting those over the chair when Gary walked in.

Gary gasped and his eyes widened at the sight of Marcellus standing in the living room in just his socks and boxers.

Marcellus walked over to the couch and sank down onto it with a heavy sigh. “I guess I don’t get my rub down this week?” he asked, chuckling.

Justine’s eyes darted from Gary to Marcellus and back again. She was a little worried that Gary might change his mind and decide he wasn’t really into this after all. Maybe a little rub down would help him relax? Help get him in the mood? “I’ve got another table in the basement,” she offered.

Marcellus arched his brow. “Oh yeah?” he said, then turned to Gary. “What do you think dude? You mind if I get a little massage first?”

Justine saw the bulge in Gary’s pants twitch. “I’ll just go get it,” she said before Gary had a chance to respond. She trotted to the door to the basement then wobbled her way down the stairs in her high heels. Grabbing the foldable table she made her way back upstairs and into the living room.

Gary was sitting on the love seat by the window. He had his hands on his lap and was staring straight ahead, avoiding looking at Marcellus. His eyes darted to Justine as she began unfolding the table.

Her heart was beating harder and her throat was tight. Gary looked like he might snap at any moment. And while she didn’t want him to do anything he didn’t want to, she’d worked herself up so hot at the thought of taking it a step further with Marcellus. Locking the table legs into place, she patted the top and forced a smile. “All ready!”

Marcellus rose up off the couch and lumbered over to the table. “You sure that thing gonna’ hold?” he asked.

“It’s rated for three hundred and fifty pounds,” she replied, her eyes wandering over the bulging muscles in his arms and chest.

Marcellus bent down and pulled his underwear down his legs.

She glanced sideways at Gary and hope welled in her chest. His eyes had widened and he was staring at the very same thing tugging at her own attention. Marcellus groin. She turned the other way and her eyes also widened as she took in the view of Marcellus fat cock. The portable bed groaned as he sat down on it. It creaked when he hoisted his legs up and laid down on his back. His thick cock flopped sideways then settled between his legs.

Marcellus let out a heavy sigh and smiled. “That’s nice. I been waiting for this all week,” he said.

Justine glanced at Gary again. His eyes were still wide, affixed to Marcellus large frame laying on the bed. His mouth was agape. He turned his head slightly to one side and locked eyes with her for a moment, then turned to look at Marcellus again. A slow smile spread across her lips. Gary looked so stunned at seeing Marcellus naked. Maybe he wouldn’t change his mind after all?

She rubbed her hands together to warm them up. Walking slowly to the foot of the table she started working Marcellus calves.

Gary’s eyes opened wider still and his jaw fell lower as he saw her small hands pressing into Marcellus black skin. He leaned forward on the love seat and gawked as she worked up towards Marcellus thighs.

A warmth welled through her at the way Gary was staring at her as she worked. She couldn’t remember the last time he’d paid attention to her so intently. He’d been happy for her when she’d finished her massage therapy course. But he rarely asked about her work. Now it seemed like he couldn’t tear his eyes away.

Marcellus let out another sigh as she worked up his thighs and towards the side of his torso. His cock twitched, then swung up in a slow arc, hovering just above his legs.

Her hands were just inches away from it and she glanced at Gary to see his reaction.

He had one hand over his mouth and his eyes were glued to where she was touching Marcellus.

She moved her hands from Marcellus abdomen down to his thighs again. She couldn’t stand waiting any longer. Lifting them up she feathered the shaft of Marcellus thick cock with the tips of her fingers, casting a sly smile at Gary.

A ghostly breath escaped him as he saw her wrap her hands around Marcellus cock.

Marcellus let out a chuckle and looked down his nose at her. “Now you hungry for it, aren’t you?”

She bit down on her lip and nodded, stroking his cock until it was nice and stiff. She stared at it, her hands working up and down to peel the foreskin off the head and watch it shrink back in.

Marcellus rose up off his back. He pushed himself up to sit.

It startled her. It was one thing to massage and jerk him while he was lying down. She could pretend he was just a big doll or something. Seeing him sit up and move around was another thing altogether. He wasn’t just a big, black slab of flesh that way. He was a person. Another human she was touching in a very intimate way. She let go of his cock and stumbled backwards. “Oh!” she squeaked, nearly tripping on the rug behind her.

Marcellus hand shot out and he grabbed her wrist. He pulled her back towards the massage table and pressed her hand against his cock, wrapping it around the hard flesh. He eyed her for a few moments then turned to look at Gary.

Her heart was racing as she glanced nervously at Gary.

“What now, dude?” Marcellus asked. “You want a show or what?”

Gary gasped. He looked so meek and uncertain sitting on the love seat. After what felt like an excruciatingly long pause, he nodded.

Marcellus smirked. Still holding her by the wrist he moved her hand up and down, making her stroke his cock. He slid off the table and stood towering over her, his hand still over hers on his cock. “This gonna’ be a nice treat for the end of the week,” he said, his eyes raking down her body. He took his hand off of hers and wrapped it around her waist in one swift motion.

She squealed as he swept her off her feet and planted her on the massage table where he’d been sitting a few seconds earlier. He grabbed the bottom of her skirt and pushed it up her legs until her panties were exposed. Grabbing her by the ankles he spread her legs apart and stared at her most intimate spot between them.

She gasped at the sudden loss of control. Jerking Marcellus on the massage bed in her studio had been fun. She’d liked the feeling of being in control of such a big man with such a big body. Now the tables had turned. Marcellus was in control, spreading her legs and staring at her pussy with a hungry look in his eye. A fleeting worry passed through her that this might be what tipped Gary back towards sanity and made him yell at Marcellus to get out.

“Hey dude? Come give me a hand,” Marcellus said.

She looked backwards at Gary from her absurdly compromised position. To her shock he stood up and shuffled towards the massage table. He looked as stunned as she felt at what had just happened.

“Hold these for me,” Marcellus said, his voice low.

She watched as Gary wrapped his soft hands around her ankles.

Marcellus let go. He hooked a finger into the string of her thong and slowly pulled it up her legs until it was right by her ankles, right by where Gary was holding them. “Gonna have a little snack. Spread those nice and wide.”

She couldn’t believe that Gary followed the instruction. Her body trembled as he spread her legs wide apart for Marcellus.

Marcellus bent down, his head going between her thighs. He licked his lips with his fat, pink tongue then pressed them against her pussy.

“Oh!” she moaned as he licked up the line of her slit. His tongue was firm and damp and it sent the most delicious shivers racing up her spine. She glanced up to see Gary’s jaw had gone completely slack as he watched Marcellus lick her pussy. The room started to spin around her from the hot pleasure coursing through her. Nobody had ever kissed and licked her pussy the way Marcellus was doing. Sucking on it and poking in between her pussy lips with his tongue. She was three quarters of the way towards an orgasm when he pulled his mouth away.

“Hold them a little higher. I’m gonna’ get the good stuff,” Marcellus said to Gary. He put his hands on her legs and tipped them back until her knees were at her chest. Then he bent down, wrapped one arm around her thigh and pressed his thumb against her clit. His mouth sank lower and her body jolted when she felt his tongue flick against her bottom hole.

Her eyes shot wide open. “Oh! I don’t know,” she whimpered.

Marcellus chuckled, his mouth still against her ass.

She felt the deep rumbling of his laugh through her whole body.

“She don’t know,” Marcellus said. He rubbed her clit with his thumb as his tongue poked inside her ass.

The most insane, intense wave of pleasure crashed over her. No one had ever done anything so dirty to her before. Certainly not Gary, who was staring in stunned silence at Marcellus eating out her ass. Seeing him looking on while another man did that to her was incredibly hot. Marcellus thick thumb pressing and rubbing on her clit, his tongue flicking in and out of her ass hole, sent her careening over the edge of an orgasm.

Her body shook. She saw the muscles in her legs twitch a moment before a wave of hot pleasure washed over her. She drew in a sharp breath. It came out as a soft mewl as she felt her pussy squeezing as she came.

Marcellus looked up over his thumb on her mound, straight into her eyes.

She mewled again and felt a trickle of wet spurt out of her pussy. Her face flushed with embarrassment.

As the last twitches of her climax passed Marcellus pulled his mouth away from her rear. He kept his arm wrapped around her thigh and his thumb on her clit as he stood up.

Her eyes darted from Gary to Marcellus. Gary was frozen and unblinking as he gazed at the sheen of moisture glistening on her crotch. Marcellus was looking at the same thing while massaging his cock.

“You can let go of those now,” Marcellus said, nodding at Gary’s hands on her ankles. “I’ll take it from here. If you’re still game, that is.”

Gary managed to peel his eyes away from her sex to look up at Marcellus and nod. Something passed through him, his eyes darting to one side, then the other. “Sh-she’s not…” he stammered, his hand flying out protectively over her stomach. The bulge in his pants was twitching wildly.

Marcellus eyes fell to her stomach. “She’s not what?” he asked, pulling his cock in long, slow strokes.

Justine’s legs began to fold together, the embarrassment of having them spread so wide open in front of her husband and this near stranger finally getting to her.

Marcellus pushed two fingers against the inside of her thigh to keep them splayed.

“We’ve been trying for a while now,” Gary said quietly.

A smile spread slowly across Marcellus lips. “Unicorn,” he whispered. He pulled her by the thigh until her ass was nearly over the edge of the table.

She felt so exposed. Her pussy bared, her asshole wet with Marcellus spit. She glanced up at Gary, suddenly worried about what was about to happen.

“Pull them titties out,” Marcellus said. He took two lumbering steps towards her and let his cock sag between her legs onto her stomach.

Her eyes widened with worry as she saw how deep it would penetrate. Gary’s cock had to be, what? Half the size? Maybe a little more. She’d certainly never worried about it hurting her. Marcellus looked like it might do real damage to her insides.

“Pull them titties out,” Marcellus growled again.

A wave of heat washed over her as Gary laid his hands on her shoulders. He slid them lower, into her top and over her bare breasts. He pulled out one, then the other, caressing them gently with palms that were damp with sweat.

“Good,” Marcellus purred. “Now hold onto her hands. This a special moment isn’t it?“

She shuddered as Gary instantly obeyed. He took his hands off of her breasts, baring them to Marcellus and clasped her palms, holding them up above her head.

“That’s good,” Marcellus said. “Let’s see how tight this pussy is.”


Chapter Eleven

He pulled his cock slowly down her stomach. Over the thin scruff of hair just above her slit.

She shuddered as she felt the thick head weigh heavily against her clit. She glanced up at Gary. He was staring at that same spot on her body. What was going through his mind? What was he thinking giving her away like this? A panic gripped her. She squirmed against Marcellus grip on her thigh, suddenly afraid of what she’d brought on herself.

“Easy. Easy,” Marcellus said, gripping her tighter. “Feeling nervous?” he asked.

She gave a few quick nods.

Marcellus shook his head. “No need. You got your husband right there. He’ll take care of you. Isn’t that right dude? Hey. Yo. Gary.”

Gary startled out of the stupor he’d been in. “Huh?”

“You’re gonna’ take good care of your girl, aren’t you?”

“Oh. Yeah. Yeah, yeah. Good care,” Gary said, looking down at her. “I love you, baby,” he whispered.

“I love you too,” she whimpered, her voice shaky. She gasped as she felt the head of Marcellus cock press against the taut folds of her entrance. Only then did she realize how soaked she was. Not just from Marcellus kissing her down there. Sticky wet was oozing from out of her slit. Coating her outer lips, preparing her body for the massive tool Marcellus had. She looked down between her legs.

Marcellus was rubbing his cock up and down her slit. The helmet-shaped head would poke up over then fall down behind her mound. He’d pulled his foreskin back and while the meat underneath was a little lighter in color it was still so, so dark compared to her pale skin. It looked so thick next to her skinny thighs. “Here we go,” Marcellus growled.

She drew in a sharp breath and grabbed the edges of the table as Marcellus pried her pussy open with the tip of his cock. It felt so big she couldn’t imagine how any of it would fit. But as he slipped the head into her pleasure and arousal came with it. She moaned and squeezed Gary’s hands, unable to believe how good a cock that size could feel.

Marcellus grabbed her by the ankle and spread her legs apart wider. He took a step forward, holding his hips back, then swayed them gently forward, his cock gliding smoothly into her tight sex.

She wriggled, worried again that it was going to hurt.

Marcellus steadied her with a hand on her thigh. “No, no. Don’t you worry. Only good feelings,” he said, caressing the inside of her leg.

He wasn’t wrong. As his cock stretched and stuffed her she felt an out-of-this-worldly pleasure between her legs. It filled her whole body making her twist and writhe on the table. Gary holding her by the hands while this near stranger entered her was so dirty and wrong but that seemed to enhance the feeling. She looked down at the dark cock disappearing into her soft, pink pussy and mewled at how good it felt.

When Marcellus stopped moving she craned her neck, wondering what had happened that had made him stop.

“That’s it, baby,” Marcellus said. “You took all of it. Look at that. That whole cock up in you. Hold her up there, dude,” he said to Gary.

Gary helped her up onto her elbows.

She gazed wide-eyed at the incredible, impossible sight of Marcellus entire penis buried inside herself. She shuddered when he pulled a few inches out. The dark skin of his shaft was glistening from the wet inside her pussy.

Marcellus held her legs wide apart so she could admire what her pussy looked like stretched by his member. He pulled one ankle sideways, forcing her to lean her weight onto one elbow. “Let’s get you turned around,” he said.

She groaned as he twisted her further, screwing her pussy over his cock until she was laying flat on her stomach on the massage table.

Gary sank to his knees in front of her and blinked three times as he gazed into her eyes. He leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips, the gesture feeling sweet but strange given the position she was in. “I love you,” he whispered.

“I love you,” she whispered back.

Gary stood back up. The bulge of his penis in his pants was just above her face.

Marcellus started swaying his hips, his cock sliding in and out of her touching all of the most sensitive places inside her body and the root pressing against her clit as he drove it in deep.

A vulgar impulse gripped her. She reached out and grabbed Gary’s belt and pulled him two steps closer. Undoing his zipper she reached into his pants and wrapped her hand around his cock. It was hot and a little bit damp. She looked up at him as she pulled it out.

“Yeah,” Marcellus said. She could hear he was grinning. “Girl, you so dirty you don’t even know it,” he said, chuckling. “Suck on that dick.”

Gary stared down at her in disbelief as she put her mouth over his penis. When it twitched against her tongue and released a trickle of liquid she realized how close he was. She didn’t want him to finish before she did so she just held him inside her mouth, the underside of his shaft resting on her tongue.

Marcellus was thrusting hard now. Hard enough that the massage table was scraping against the hardwood floor. Each thrust pushed the breath out of her lungs and each time he pulled out she’d drag the air back in through her nose. She felt so hot and full and felt a climax start to tickle her between the legs. She moaned over Gary’s cock, making it twitch again.

Marcellus laid his hands on her hips. His cock pumped in and out of her and she felt it start to harden the way Gary’s did right before he had an orgasm. She knew what a horrible, terrible thing it would be if he spilled inside her but it made her pussy tighten around him thinking about it. Would Gary be mad? Would he freak out? She knew she should be freaking out about it but it felt so good she felt powerless to tell him to stop. She looked up at Gary.

Seeing him staring down at her, his face red with lust and need, sharpened her arousal. She mewled, the sound vibrating along his cock.

“Oh yeah,” Marcellus growled. He pumped his cock into her hard and fast, his balls smacking up against her tender clit. He gripped her hips harder and his cock went rock-hard stiff.

The first burst of pleasure from between her legs turned into a cascade of heat. Wave after wave of warmth sloshed through her as her pussy spasmed around Marcellus’ cock. She felt the spurt of Gary’s ejaculate splash across her tongue and, a moment later, Marcellus’ cock began flexing inside her. She let out another moan at the realization that the black stranger’s seed was coating her fertile pussy while her husband’s squirted impotently into her mouth.

Gary put his hands on her shoulders and his hips twitched back and forth shoving his cock in and out of her mouth. He emptied his load onto her tongue faster than she could swallow. It dripped out along the corners of her mouth and splattered out onto the floor.

Her pussy contractions eased just as Marcellus’ thrusting slowed. The rough jabs into her slit turned into smooth, slower strokes that made her moan as they grazed against her tender, throbbing clit. As the three of them drifted down from the erotic peak of the moment worry etched across Gary’s expression.

He staggered back, his cock falling out of her mouth. He stared down her body as Marcellus withdrew from her.

“Sorry about that,” Marcellus growled. “To hot and tight to pull out. Lost control of myself for a moment there,” he said, chuckling.

She felt him let go of her hips. She placed her hands on the table to stand up. Before she could Gary scurried around the table. She glanced over her shoulder to see him squeeze between Marcellus and her exposed behind. He put his hands on her ass and plied the lips of her pussy apart with his thumbs. “Oh my god,” he whispered, staring at Marcellus’ mess dripping out of her.

For a moment she felt terrible that she’d let Marcellus do that. But what choice did she have? She could have screamed at him to stop. Giving it another thought she realized she hadn’t had a choice after all. She’d been as caught up in the moment as the two men. She made to stand, ready to turn around and apologize to Gary for what had happened.

He pressed a hand against the small of her back and kept her in place, her toes just touching the floor.

To her absolute shock his cock was still hard. Staring at her messy slit he jabbed it in. She gasped. She’d never felt him that hard before not even right before he ejaculated. Her eyes bugged as he started humping her — because that was the only word to describe the motion of his body — like a feral canine. His cock plunged in an out of her. She could feel the head scooping out fat dollops of Marcellus’ seed. A moment later she felt it start to twitch. Her jaw dropped when she realized he was having another orgasm, inside her this time. She clung to the massage table with both hands, her body rocking back and forth from his rough thrusts.

Marcellus chuckled again. “Yeah. You go big guy. Fill that pussy up,” he said.

Gary’s angry fucking slowed. He let out a deep sigh and his cock softened inside her. She felt it slither out of her pussy as Gary staggered back a few steps. Glancing over her shoulder she saw the look of shock on his face as he stared at her twice used sex.

She pushed herself slowly up to her feet and turned around leaning against the table. Marcellus was pulling on his clothes behind Gary, who was still staring at the spot between her legs. Suddenly shy, she gripped her skirt and pulled it down to cover herself up.

“What a Friday,” Marcellus said draping his trench coat over his shoulders. He reached into the inside pocket, pulled out a bill and set it on the end table next to the couch. He walked over to the front door and opened it. “I’ll be back next week for another rub. You two lovebirds have a good night.” He walked out and closed the door behind him with a soft thud.

She looked at Gary and arched her brow. “I’m so sorry that happened,” she whimpered.


Chapter Twelve

“Gary?” she asked, her voice squeaky. “Gary, baby, are you mad at me?” She could feel the sticky, warm goo from both Marcellus and Gary running down her leg.

Gary stumbled forward, his cock sagging out over the zipper of his pants. He seemed oblivious to everything but the creamy goop coating the inside of her thigh.

The longer he stared at it the less it seemed like he was angry. If anything he seemed mesmerized by it. It kind of got her feeling horny again, in a strange way. She reached up and put a hand on the back of his neck, pulling him in close and bending lower to look into his eyes. “Gary?” she asked.

He finally looked up and met her gaze. “Oh. Hey,” he muttered.

“Are you okay? Is everything alright?” she whispered.

He shook his head.

“I’m sorry baby,” she whimpered. “I didn’t mean for that to happen. I didn’t mean for him to finish up in me like that.” As she said it she saw his cock start twitching to life again. Her eyes widened as it started swelling and hardening. It seemed impossible since he’d just had two orgasms in the span of minutes. But there it was. Rising up between his legs, red and raw from getting blown and fucked. “Gary?”

His eyes shot up to hers again.

“Did you…did you like seeing that, baby? Did you like it that he came inside me?”

He shook his head but his cock betrayed how he really felt.

She leaned forward and pressed her cheek to his. “’Cause I liked it too,” she whispered. “Even though it’s so dangerous. It was so hot when he did that.”

Gary dragged in a shuddering breath.

She leaned away and saw his face had gone completely red. It was twisted but now she wanted to make this part of their little game, too. “We should really try to get it out of me,” she said.

Gary gave a few stiff nods.

“Go and get a towel for me baby?”

He spun around and marched out to the hallway. He returned a few moments later carrying one of the hand towels from the downstairs bathroom. He stopped in front of her holding the towel out but obviously unsure of what to do next.

Chewing on the inside of her cheek, mischief tingling somewhere in her belly, she pulled her dress up exposing the patch of hair above her sex. She reached between her legs and pushed two fingers into her pussy. “Oh,” she sighed. “I don’t know if I can get in there far enough,” she whimpered. She was hamming it up a little but it made the game hotter so who cared? Gary wouldn’t know. “Do you think you could…help me out?”

“Uh…yeah. Of course,” Gary said, breathless.

She put a hand on his shoulder. “Can you get down on your knees baby?” she asked.

Gary nodded. He sank down to his knees, his eyes on her leaking slit, looking like he was ready to worship her any way she asked him.

“Put your fingers in me?” she whispered.

He lifted his hand and slipped two fingers into her sex.

She reached down and turned his hand so his palm was facing towards him. “Now curl them like this,” she said, showing him how she wanted him to do it.

He curled his fingers inside her, scooping out ejaculate and, at the same time, touching her tender G-spot.

“Oh, Gary,” she moaned, hiking one leg up on the table. “Do it again, baby.”

He curled his fingers real slow, the semen running out of her onto his palm and dribbling down his wrist. He pulled the fingers slowly out of her and wiped the mess off on the towel.

“Oh don’t stop, please!” she squeaked.

He slid the fingers back in again, staring up at her with wide eyes.

“Do it again. Same way. It felt so good,” she said.

He curled his fingers, feathering the same spot with the tips. It sent arousal crackling through her yet again. She put a hand on the back of his head and gently pulled his cheek in against her thigh.

She had no idea why this was so arousing. Gary with his face up close to her coochie that Marcellus had just seeded. It was just the dirtiest thing and yet she couldn’t get enough of it. The thought that two men’s sperm was swimming around inside her made her pussy squeeze. She rocked her hips as Gary continued his gentle massage of her interior. When she finally couldn’t stand it she pulled his hand out, grabbed his shirt and pulled him to his knees. “I need it again, baby,” she whimpered.

Gary’s cock was still throbbing. He wiped his hand and threw the towel on the floor then looked up at her. “Should we go upstairs?” he asked.

She shook her head. “I want it down here. It’s so dirty doing it in the living room. I want you to seed me baby. Seed my belly again.”

Gary eagerly stepped forward. He slipped the head of his cock into her messy slit then drove the shaft in until he was balls deep and groaned.

As he started thrusting she put a hand around the back of his neck and pressed her forehead to his. “I’m so glad you’re not mad, baby,” she whispered.

Gary shook his head. It was hard to tell what he was thinking but at least he wasn’t angry. He reached up and cupped her breasts and played with the nipples with his thumbs. His cock was good and hard but he didn’t seem that close to coming yet.

She rocked back and forth against his thrusts, savoring the feeling of the head of his cock grazing against where his fingers had just been. It felt like he’d mostly emptied her of Marcellus’ seed. She wanted more, though. She wanted to feel a deeper connection with her man. “Did you think it was hot when he came inside me?” she asked quietly.

Gary groaned and his thrusts became erratic.

She put her hands on both sides of his face and kissed him, plunging her tongue deep into his mouth before pulling away and looking into his eyes. “Did you? Was it hot? I want to hear you say it,” she begged him.

“God, babe, this is so wrong but it was so hot. So fucking hot I couldn’t stand it. What’s happening? What are we doing? What if…what if…”

“Shh,” she soothed him, pressing a finger against his lips. “Everything’s going to be okay. I know it is. I can feel it. I love, baby. I’m just glad you thought it was as hot as I did.”

Gary let his hands fall to her ass cheeks. His hips swayed slowly back and forth, building the pressure inside of her as his cock rubbed against her inside walls and her clit. “This is so wrong,” he said, staring down at himself entering her.

“It’s so hot. It’s so hot that you let him come inside me,” she said.

He squeezed her ass cheeks and his cock throbbed inside her.

She could feel him getting closer. She felt his cock start to harden again, then twitch. Her pussy squeezed around it, trying to milk out whatever it was he had left to give her. “You finish up inside me okay? Finish up inside me just like Marcellus did.”

“Oh god!” he moaned. He started thrusting rough and faster. Driving the head of his cock as deep as he could get it into her.

She arched her back, showing off her pretty tits for him, using her body to entice him into spilling into her.

His eyes roamed down her body, pausing at her breasts then dipping down between her legs again to watch his cock.

“Fuck it into me just like Marcellus did,” she begged him.

He gripped her hips and his cock turned to iron.

Licking her fingers she dipped them between her legs and started furiously rubbing at her clit. As she felt the first spasm of his climax she raced him to the finish line. Squeezing her eyes shut tight she thought of Marcellus shooting into her. She squealed as she felt a splash of Gary’s seed squirt into her. Clinging to his neck with one hand, rubbing herself with the fingers of the other she crested over another climax as he finished himself off deep inside her pussy.

Epilogue

Justine had just finished pulling the towels out of the dryer when the door of her studio opened. She turned around, smiling at Marcellus as he stepped inside.

His eyes widened as they settled on the bump in her belly. He looked up and returned her smile with one of his own. It had been a few weeks since she’d seen him and she hadn’t been showing at all the last time he’d come for a massage.

“Whoa-ho-ho!” he said, chuckling. “What’s this?” He seemed completely unfazed that she was pregnant.

“I got a baby inside of me,” she said, biting her lip, excited to share the news. She put a hand over her belly and rubbed it.

“I can see that,” Marcellus replied, rubbing his chin. “Is that my baby?” he asked.

She giggled and shrugged, holding her hands out on either side of her.

That made Marcellus chuckle again. “What’s the dude think about that?” he asked, taking off his trench coat.

“He’s happy. We both are. We’ve been trying forever.”

Marcellus removed his jacket and undid his shirt. “You’re even prettier with that baby bump, you know that?”

She nodded. Gary begged her for sex nearly every night as she told him stories of her massages with Marcellus.

Marcellus took his pants and underwear off in one go, grabbed his cock and started rubbing as he stepped towards her in his socks.

She pressed her hand against his chest, stopping him in his tracks. The last few times she’d seen him they hadn’t bothered with a massage at all. “We’ve gotta’ be real gentle today.”

“Real gentle, huh?” he asked.

She nodded. “Yeah. I don’t think you should go inside me at all for a while.”

Marcellus grinned. “Does your husband know you talk to me like that?” he asked.

She giggled and nodded. “Of course he does. He loves it.”

Marcellus leaned closer, pushing her up against the dryer. He leaned in and kissed her neck.

She tipped her head to one side and savored the feeling of his warm lips on her soft flesh.

“Well I don’t think I can just go back to rub’n tug after all the dirty things we done,” he whispered. His warm breath on her neck sent a shiver down her spine.

“I think we might have to,” she replied. She didn’t like it either but it was best to be safe.

“Oh I think we might be able to think of something else,” Marcellus said.

“Something else?” she asked.

He put his hands on her arms and slowly twisted her around until her back was to his chest. He leaned lower, bending her over the dryer.

She felt him hook his fingers into her tights and peel them down off of her bottom.

He reached up and cupped her breasts through her tank top.

She sucked in a quick breath. They’d become so sensitive the last few days.

“Oh look at how big those titties got,” he said, chuckling. He gently pinched her nipple.

She felt the middle finger of his other hand slide down the crack of her ass. She smiled. He’d been asking for that since he’d come to the house but she hadn’t relented. She’d been feeling so horny the last week she decided to surprise him and finally give in.

“I think there’s another hole I might be able use,” he said, circling the sensitive ring of muscle that led to her ass with the tip of his finger.

“Oh yeah?” she said, grinning over her shoulder at him.

His eyebrows rose. “You finally gonna’ give me that? No way. Really?”

She giggled. “If you want it. Sure. I need that black dick so bad, Marcellus.”

“I do love it when you talk like that,” he said. He sank to his knees behind her and spread her ass cheeks with his fingers.

She gasped and her eyes rolled back in her head as she felt his tongue plunge into her back hole. She moaned and had to steady herself against the driver as he ate her. He gave long, wet licks and big, sloppy slurps at her ass until she was dripping wet. Then he stood back up and tapped the head of his stiff cock against her ass hole.

“You sure you want it in there, baby?” he asked.

“Double sure,” she said, nodding over her shoulder at him and flashing a coy smile.

Marcellus pressed the fat tip of his cock harder against her sphincter.

“Oh…” she grunted. She craned her neck and looked down her back at it. It looked even bigger against her ass hole than it did against her pussy. She really needed to feel that cock inside her. She was so horny and it had been so long since she’d had him. Reaching around behind her butt she pulled her ass cheeks apart for him. “Just go slow okay?”

“I’ll go real slow and sensual,” Marcellus said.

She gasped again when the thick head slipped into her anus. Her pussy started tingling as he slipped in deeper, stretching her virgin bottom hole. She pressed two fingers to her clit and started rubbing them in circles.

“Oh that’s so tight, baby,” Marcellus cooed behind her.

She felt so dirty letting him in back there. So dirty but so hot, especially thinking about her little secret.

Marcellus reached forward and pulled her tank top down over her breasts. He cupped and kneaded them as his cock plowed deeper into her ass.

She moaned as he started thrusting in and out. She couldn’t believe how good it felt getting it back there. Her fingers flew in tight circles around her clit, her whole body buzzing with lusty energy and pleasure.

Marcellus kept one hand on her breast and gripped one side of her hips with the other.

She glanced over her shoulder to see an intense look of concentration on his face. His brow was furrowed and he was staring at his cock moving in and out of her ass. She felt him harden so quickly it caught her off guard. Shutting her eyes she thought of how he’d be the first man to ever empty his load inside her ass hole. It made all the muscles in her pelvic floor flex. Her sphincter wrapped tightly around his prick.

“Holy shit!” Marcellus barked. His cock lurched and throbbed.

The squishy wet feeling of his cum splattering into her anus sent her cresting over a climax. Her body squeezed and released. The throbbing of Marcellus’ cock inside her prodding her higher and higher, intense waves of pleasure roiling through her.

Marcellus’ orgasm ebbed. He growled as he pulled his slimy cum-covered cock out of her ass.

When she glanced over her shoulder she found him staring at her ass hole the same way Gary had stared at her pussy the first time Marcellus had fucked her. She chuckled and bent down. Picking up a towel out of the basket she handed it to Marcellus over her shoulder.

Marcellus took it. He shook his head as he cleaned himself off. “That’s the tightest ass hole I ever fucked,” he admitted. “I don’t think I lasted five minutes,” he added, chuckling.

She smiled and blushed at the dirty compliment. As Marcellus dressed she pulled her tights up over her ass. Feeling his seed dripping out of her was so dirty and hot. She watched him get ready then walked him to the door. “I think I might have to take a little break from our massages,” she said.

Marcellus smiled and nodded. “That’s alright. I understand. You tell your husband I say hello.”

She nodded. “I will,” she said, watching him step out the door. He waved as he walked to his car and she waved back at him. She waited until he’d pulled out onto the road before turning and walking back into the studio. “Baby?” she said quietly. “He’s gone.”

The door to the small linen closet squeaked open. Gary shuffled out, red-faced and sheepish.

She walked over to him and kissed him on the cheek. She turned around and pulled her tights back down over her ass. “It’s all yours, baby.”

He fumbled with his zipper, tugging out his cock and waddled forward to press it against her ass.

She reached up and tipped his head back to get him to look her in the eye. She put her other hand over the bump in her belly. “I mean it’s all yours, baby. The test results came today.”

As Gary’s eyes opened wide, she grabbed his tie and pulled him in closer. His cock sank into the dirty space Marcellus had just seeded.

END
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