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Chapter 1

Jennifer first met Scott during her freshman year of college, a time when everything felt new and full of possibilities. Scott was a newly appointed assistant professor, eight years her senior. The age difference seemed insignificant back then, especially since Scott was not only extremely attractive but also exuded a confident charm that caught the attention of many coeds. His dark hair, piercing blue eyes, and warm smile made him the subject of countless crushes.

In her second semester, Jennifer enrolled in one of Scott's classes. From the moment their eyes met, there was an undeniable spark. Scott's lectures were always engaging, but Jennifer found herself hanging on his every word for more personal reasons. Their connection grew stronger with each passing day, a bond that went beyond the typical student-professor dynamic.

They began dating quietly, their relationship blossoming in secret corridors and quiet coffee shops. They maintained their discreet romance for three years as Jennifer navigated her undergraduate studies. Their love was passionate and deep, marked by stolen moments and whispered promises. Shortly after Jennifer graduated, they decided not to waste any more time. Just weeks after commencement, they exchanged vows in an intimate ceremony, surrounded by close friends and family.

Their love story was one of those rare fairytale romances that others admired. Jennifer was strikingly beautiful, with long, flowing auburn hair and emerald green eyes that sparkled with mischief. Scott was also considered a great catch by many, not just for his looks but for his intellect and kindness. Together, they made a picture-perfect couple, their physical chemistry undeniable.

Over the years, they built a life filled with joy and shared dreams. They had three boys, each one bringing more laughter and chaos into their lives. Their family embraced all the activities that happy, well-adjusted families enjoy: weekend trips to the beach, hiking adventures, and cozy movie nights at home. Jennifer continued working, not out of necessity but to afford the little luxuries that had become a part of their lifestyle: a spacious house in the suburbs, exotic vacations, and a charming ski house nestled in the mountains.

Family responsibilities were shared equally, with both Jennifer and Scott ensuring that neither felt overwhelmed. They were a team, seamlessly balancing careers, parenthood, and their love for each other. However, in the last two or three years, Jennifer began yearning for a change. The stress of her job was starting to take a toll, and she longed for more time with her family.

Then, as if by fate, the perfect opportunity came along. It was a job that offered more time off and promised a better work-life balance. Jennifer couldn't have been happier. This new chapter in their lives was just beginning, filled with hope and the promise of even more beautiful memories to come.

In March, she began her new job, falling in love with it from the very start. After spending about a dozen years in the high-stress field of medical administration, Jennifer, now 33 and with three growing boys, was more than ready for a change. Her new role involved being part of a team of medical experts who inspected healthcare facilities across the state.

This coveted position was highly sought after, with only a select few professionals securing it. Funded by the federal government, it came with excellent pay, stable hours, zero stress, and a fantastic team of colleagues. An added bonus was the four-day workweek, ensuring that every weekend was at least a three-day holiday for her and her family.

Following two weeks of orientation, Jennifer joined a team of four other inspectors and eagerly began her new role. The team consisted of three women and three men. Emma and Carla, who both appeared to be middle-aged and married, specialized in nutritional issues. Edward, a social worker in his thirties from the city, handled social work-related matters. Lastly, there was Andrew, an exceptionally well-built and handsome black man who couldn't have been older than thirty, if that.

Jennifer quickly assessed her colleagues. Emma and Carla were married with older children, and both seemed eager for the next few years to pass quickly so they could retire. Edward was a slight man of average looks, around fifty, comfortable with his status as a gay man. He lived with his partner and was generally a pleasant guy with a great sense of humor.

Andrew, Jennifer guessed, had probably secured his position at such a young age partly due to affirmative action. She actually found that quite depressing because as soon as she met him, she could tell how well-trained he was in his field. Originally a molecular biologist, he had moved into this sort of work due to changes to grant funding, and he immediately struck her as bright, pleasant, sensitive, and down-to-earth. What truly made Andrew a pleasure to know was his shared passion for baseball and sports in general. Additionally, his mildly sarcastic sense of humor gradually revealed itself as Jennifer got to know him better, making their interactions all the more enjoyable.

As time passed, Jennifer was amazed to learn that Andrew, like her husband Scott, had just turned forty-one. She was astonished. Scott was physically fit and looked great when he was in his twenties and thirties, but now that he was in his forties, he was starting to show his age. Andrew, on the other hand, had a perfect physique and looked many years younger. Unlike the others, he didn't seem to have a significant other, though he occasionally mentioned dating. Jennifer realized that Andrew could probably have his pick of any girl he chose to date, given his handsome looks and athletic build. She knew, however, that his impressive physique was the result of daily hard work and self-discipline, not just good genetics.

As the months went by, Jennifer grew to enjoy her coworkers immensely. They truly were a great group of people who got along well. She appreciated all of them, but she had a special fondness for Andrew due to their shared interest in baseball. They constantly tried to outdo each other with the latest preseason news. She also enjoyed his sarcastic humor.

And she couldn't help but notice how good-looking he was, with a great face and an impressive body to match. Not that Andrew flaunted it—he usually wore loose-fitting shirts and slacks. Occasionally, he would wear a shirt that clung slightly to his beautifully sculpted upper body, and all the women, including Jennifer, would tease him about showing off. Edward would often smile and tell Andrew he wished he were younger, which always got a laugh from everyone.

Andrew also enjoyed his group of coworkers, but he had a particular fondness for Jennifer. In his eyes, she was perfect. Her sandy hair, beautifully rounded breasts, slim waist, and perfectly formed legs captivated him. Perhaps her best feature was her blue eyes, which sparkled on her truly beautiful face. He could hardly believe she was 33 and a mother of three boys. When he first saw her, he thought she couldn't be older than 27 and assumed she must have had some connections to land the job at such a young age. Talking to her was easy, thanks to their shared interest in baseball and sports, providing him with a natural way to engage with her while admiring her beauty.

As time went on, it became apparent to everyone that Jennifer and Andrew had a special connection, both professionally and personally, through their shared interests. It was common to see them spending a lot of time talking together. Whenever Jennifer conversed with Andrew, she sometimes noticed how he looked deeply into her eyes. During these moments, she felt her heart race and her stomach tingle.

And while she was embarrassed by it, she couldn't deny she felt herself getting wet every time. This was actually quite a strange experience for Jennifer as it had never really happened before. She always took quite a bit of foreplay to get her wet, even with Scott. She wasn't the sort of girl who could just turn it on and off in a few seconds, well, not normally. But there was no denying it to herself. She knew she was attracted to this good-looking black man with a handsome smile, and she enjoyed interacting with him and even enjoyed just watching him.

And from time to time, she would let her mind drift about what it might be like to be with him. But she knew that she could never actually do it because of her love for and devotion to Scott. Still, Jennifer felt a warm connection to Andrew, and she felt that he felt the same way about her. It was funny because she thought that if she were now a single woman, she would definitely be interested in dating someone like Andrew, even though he was black.

Because of these feelings about Andrew, Jennifer was always on her guard around him, never wanting to be seen flirting with him. She did her best not to let herself display how she really felt about him, to him, or in front of the others. She did not ever want things to slip out of control, and she had a nibbling feeling that things could slip out of control with Andrew, depending upon the situation.

It was odd; Jennifer had never been concerned about anything happening between her and another man. But with Andrew, she felt an undeniable attraction. She didn't want to find herself in a situation where she wasn't in complete control. So, while she enjoyed their mildly sarcastic banter and loved playing practical jokes on him, she was careful to maintain the role of a devoted wife and mother with no real interest in anyone other than her husband.

In truth, sex with Scott was still great. He was still a good-looking guy in his forties, and they still loved one another very much. But during those times when Jennifer let her mind think about how it might feel to be with the tightly toned Andrew, who was significantly bigger in stature and muscular bulk than Scott, she felt herself getting very excited. It was not that Andrew was a massive guy, but it was just that at forty-one, he still looked like he was in his late twenties with a tightly ripped body, big shoulders, a strong chest, a lean waist, and a great ass. Jennifer kept these thoughts to herself.

For his part, Andrew liked Jennifer very much as a person. He really loved the fact that she could talk about sports intelligently, and he enjoyed her intelligent and sarcastic replies to his remarks. On another level, he was totally taken with her physical appearance. She always dressed in a way that emphasized but did not flaunt her exquisitely kept body. Her face was flat-out stunning. Everything about it, the eyes, the nose, the lips........was gorgeous. And lately, Andrew had focused his attention on her perfectly round tits and flawlessly shaped ass. When he looked at her, he was barely able to control himself, and frequently he felt his coal-black cock coming to life when around her. Yet he doubted that he could ever have her, as she was so completely absorbed in her husband and ideal family.

While Andrew had done a lot of dating, he was selective and had never found somebody with whom he thought he could spend the rest of his life. But Jennifer was different. If only he could find somebody like her, he definitely could spend the rest of his life with her. Between her beautiful body and her great personality, Andrew would never want for more. But, while Andrew could catch glimpses of interest in Jennifer's eyes from time to time when they occasionally locked eyes, she would always look away and give the obvious message that she was taken.

As June was about to turn into July, the whole team of inspectors was planning to take two weeks of vacation at the same time, during the weeks of and following the July Fourth holiday. Thus, on the final day of work, before their vacation began, they all decided to celebrate by having dinner and drinks together.

They picked a really fancy restaurant that was central to where they all lived and started things with a couple of drinks in the bar. Jennifer, unlike Emma and Carla, had only one drink, knowing that after dinner, she was planning on a long drive to the mountains where Scott and the boys were already settling into their holiday house for summer vacation. Just one drink gave Jennifer a buzz that she felt warm up here entire body. But, as their table was ready, they switched to the restaurant, where Jennifer felt as though she could have one more drink.

She assumed that the meal would soak up the extra alcohol. And it did, most of it. As dinner continued, everyone relaxed a bit with the drinks they had had and the wine they had shared from a couple of bottles of wine Edward had purchased for the table. Jennifer was feeling warm from the effects of her two drinks and now the wine. She was completely relaxed and enjoying herself, understanding that she would have to watch any more drinks, or she would have to drive north in the morning instead of tonight.

At the table, Jennifer sat next to Emma on the right, and Carla was on her left. Edward and Andrew sat directly across from the girls. Andrew had chosen to dress more casually on this particular day since it was the final day of work for a couple of weeks. Thus, he wore a short-sleeved knit golf shirt that wonderfully displayed his broad, square shoulders, sculptured chest, and thickly bulging arms. The shirt was untucked loosely at his waist. A couple of times during the day when he would bend over, the shirt rode up Andrew's torso and showed a quick glimpse of his dark-skinned, trim waist and his defined abs.

Jennifer took in the view silently, but it only set her mind in motion, contemplating what a handsome specimen he must be without any shirt on. Andrew's thick forearms also reflected his efforts at keeping every part of his body in great condition. Having Andrew dressed this way and sitting across from her was just about too much for Jennifer to control. She was having a tough time keeping her eyes off him. His incredibly hot appearance had her heart racing, and she felt an odd tingling in her stomach.

What really shocked her, and even concerned her a little, was the fact that she could actually feel her vagina getting wetter and wetter with excitement as she took in the stud sitting across from her. She was feeling a warm buzz from the drinks and the wine, and she told herself she needed to be careful for the rest of the night so that she wouldn't end up doing something that would embarrass herself.

As Andrew looked at Jennifer across from him, he was stunned at how gorgeous she looked, with her face flushed just a bit. He thought that the alcohol must have deepened the color of her face, and it looked even more beautiful than normal. He also observed that she couldn't seem to keep her eyes off of him. He smiled to himself and wondered if she might possibly feel hot for him as he did for her. As he took in her soft features, the light-colored sandy hair, and her full and rounded boobs, Andrew felt his cock hardening as he thought of the potential. He thought to himself that he would love to have her, just once.......and as he thought, he got even harder still.

Dinner conversation ranged over a variety of topics, and everyone was upbeat and happy, mostly because they all knew they had two weeks of leisure ahead of them. After dinner, Emma, feeling particularly cheerful from the drinks and wine she had consumed, suggested they head to the lounge for another drink or two. Everyone agreed it was a good idea. They found a table, ordered, and continued talking. This time, Jennifer and Andrew sat next to each other, exchanging their latest thoughts on the early start of the baseball season and engaging in small talk.

Shortly after their drinks arrived, live entertainment began in the lounge. Emma immediately asked Edward if he wanted to dance, and he eagerly agreed. Andrew wanted to ask Jennifer to dance to the fast music that was playing, but he hesitated because it would leave Carla alone at the table. However, Carla soon excused herself to the ladies' room, giving Andrew the perfect opportunity.

"Want to try dancing to this one?" he asked Jennifer.

"Sure, but I'm not much of a dancer," she admitted.

"Perfect, neither am I," he responded with a playful smile.

It turned out that both Andrew and Jennifer were far too humble. They were both surprised at how well the other danced and found themselves thoroughly enjoying it. Edward and Emma, on the other hand, were not very skilled dancers, and it was obvious to everyone.

As she danced, Jennifer had a chance to watch Andrew's movements on the floor. He moved smoothly, athletically, almost erotically. He was a great dancer, and Jennifer felt herself getting aroused watching him as he danced across from her. Andrew, too, kept his eyes on his beautiful dance partner. He admired her fluid movements and especially enjoyed watching her ass and breasts in motion.

As the music ended, they all returned to the table, where Carla had just come back as well. She indicated that she was tired and bid them all goodbye and a good vacation. Still feeling lively, Emma commented on what good dancers Jennifer and Andrew were and told Andrew she had to dance with him as well.

"You two are fantastic dancers," Emma exclaimed, her eyes sparkling excitedly. "Andrew, you owe me a dance now!"

Andrew laughed. "I'd be happy to," he said, glancing at Jennifer with a playful smile before turning to Emma. "Shall we?"

Jennifer watched them return to the dance floor, feeling a mix of amusement and lingering excitement from her dance with Andrew. As she sipped her drink, she couldn't help but replay the dance in her mind, how his body moved, and how he had looked at her.

More drinks were ordered, and they all danced a couple more fast songs. Edward finished his drink and announced that he was calling it a night, leaving Emma, Jennifer, and Andrew in the lounge. They decided to order one last drink. Jennifer realized that the warm and relaxed feeling she was experiencing was from the several drinks she had had since dinner ended. However, she felt fine, not at all like she was close to intoxicated. On the other hand, Emma looked a bit tipsy, a fact both Andrew and Jennifer noted with shared glances.

Emma excused herself to the ladies' room as the band began a slow number. Seizing the opportunity, Andrew turned to Jennifer with a soft smile.

"Care to join me for this dance?" he asked, extending his hand.

Jennifer hesitated for a brief moment, feeling a flutter of excitement in her stomach. "Sure," she replied, taking his hand.

They moved to the dance floor, the slow music creating an intimate atmosphere. Andrew gently placed his hand on her waist, and Jennifer rested hers on his shoulder. They swayed together, their movements synchronized and natural.

"You really are a great dancer," Jennifer murmured, looking up into Andrew's eyes.

"So are you," he responded, his voice low and warm. "I'm glad we had the chance to dance again."

Jennifer felt warm and comfortable as she placed her hands on Andrew's shoulders. She kept her body a couple of inches away from his, but she could still feel his thickly muscled shoulders and the tautness of his upper body. The touch sent a pleasant shiver through her. Her abdomen fluttered with a strange sensation of excitement as she danced with this strikingly attractive man. Andrew's hands rested on the back of her waist, just shy of her ass cheeks. He loved the feel of her soft body near his, and he had to resist the urge to pull her closer, to let his hands explore more.

"And here I thought you would be different," Andrew remarked.

Jennifer pulled back slightly to look into his eyes. "What do you mean by that?" she asked, genuinely puzzled.

"Well," he began with a playful grin, "since you danced all those fast numbers so well, looked so hot, and had all the best moves, I just thought you could do a slow dance just as well—not like all white women do them." He said this with his usual sarcastic bite, his smile making it clear he was teasing.

"Just what is that supposed to mean? 'Like all white women do them'? Are you saying I'm not a good slow dancer, that I dance like all white women? What's that supposed to mean anyway?" Jennifer's voice held a mix of irritation and curiosity. She knew deep down that what she really wanted was to hold his body tightly against hers, to feel his defined muscles pressed against her, to slide her hands up and down his back and arms, relishing the fruits of his daily workouts. The thoughts made her acutely aware of the growing heat between her legs, a physical reaction she couldn't ignore. She also suspected that the alcohol she had consumed was causing her usual defenses around Andrew to slip just a bit. What she didn't realize was that as she responded to him, her hands were unconsciously tightening on his shoulder muscles.

"Sorry, didn't mean for it to become a race thing," Andrew said, his tone softening a little. "But let's face it, Jennifer. Do you always dance a slow dance by keeping your body rigid and backed away from the guy you're dancing with? I mean, it's just not natural. You were so smooth during the fast dances, and now, you've stiffened up. It's just a dance, Jennifer. It's not sex, so lighten up a little. Oh yeah, sorry, I forgot—white girls can't do that." He finished with a broad smile, knowing it would irritate her.

"You bastard. You know I'm a great dancer; you're just trying to get me going. And what about you? What makes you think you're so amazing out here? If you were so steaming hot, you'd........." Jennifer stopped herself right then, realizing that the liquor had really loosened her lips.

"I'd what?" Andrew questioned. "What were you about to say?"

But then Jennifer continued with more composure. "Okay. So, exactly how would one of the sisters be dancing with you right now? Since we white women just don't have a clue. Do you have any suggestions?" Jennifer looked into Andrew's face, and felt a thrill flow through her body, and felt her pussy gush anew. He was staring directly into her eyes, smiling that fantastic smile. His eyes pierced into hers as they locked on them. She was scared that she might not be able to control the urges she felt rising up inside of her. "Well?" She said.

"Did I push the right button, or what?" he said, grinning broadly. "To answer your question, you just need to dance in a way that feels natural with your partner. Be comfortable, and remember, it's just a dance, not sex. Since you were so captivating with the fast dances, I thought you'd also bring that same energy to the slow ones. But do whatever feels best for you."

As he spoke, he gazed into her eyes, his expression softening. Taking a chance, he slowly slid his hand from the small of her back down to her hips, his palms gently cupping each cheek. The touch was bold but tender, an unspoken invitation hanging in the air between them.

He gently pulled her ever so slightly closer, her body brushing against his now-heated crotch. She paused, her eyes meeting his, then slid her hands up to rest on his shoulders, just above his arms. Moving just a fraction closer, she felt more of his beautifully defined physique. Though she wasn't entirely sure, she thought she could sense something firm and substantial in his crotch, a realization that both thrilled and terrified her. Yet, she did not pull away.

"Is that better?" Jennifer inquired, her voice tinged with curiosity and a hint of anticipation.

Andrew nodded, a satisfied smile playing on his lips. "That's perfect, Jennifer. Much better."

"Liar," she teased, but instead of pulling away, she indulged in her true desire. Resting her head against the curve of his neck, she interlocked her hands behind him, drawing herself closer. At that moment, she became acutely aware of the subtle shift, feeling Andrew's growing arousal pressing against her.

Conversation ceased as Andrew's arms enveloped her, his muscles flexing as he pulled her in tighter. They swayed in silence, the only sound the rhythm of their breaths mingling with the soft music.

Jennifer reveled in the sensation of Andrew's muscular form pressed against her. Her forehead nestled against his neck, cheek grazing the contours of his chest. The warmth of his hands against her backside sent a shiver down her spine, and she couldn't ignore the pulsing heat of his erection against her.

As they moved together in the quiet intimacy of their dance, Jennifer fought against the urge to lean up and kiss him fiercely. Instead, she savored the tension between them, wondering how Andrew would react to her unspoken desires. Jennifer couldn't believe the surge of excitement coursing through her as Andrew's incredible body pressed tightly against hers. The sensation sent a thrill through her, something she hadn't felt in a long time. She hadn't danced this closely with a man since before her wedding, and she knew it was the alcohol that emboldened her now. But she didn't stop. Feeling Andrew's throbbing shaft pressed against her had made her so wet she feared she might start leaking any second.

As the music finally wound down and ended, she looked up at him, slightly breathless. "Hope that was okay for you. I tried my best not to act like a typical white woman," she said with a sarcastic smile as they separated and moved toward the table where Emma sat, her mouth wide open in astonishment.

"That was more than okay, and you know it. I hope it was okay for you, too," he said with a knowing smile. Jennifer returned his smile, her heart fluttering, and made her way to their table. She knew she had just crossed some boundaries she had previously vowed to respect, but the sensation of holding Andrew and being held by him as they danced was intoxicating. She thought of Scott and reminded herself that this was as far as she could take this fantasy. Andrew's words echoed in her mind: "It's just a dance, not sex."

For his part, Andrew was intensely aroused after dancing with the woman of his dreams. He was thankful for his dark slacks, which helped conceal the extent of his excitement. Jennifer's body was soft and sweet-smelling yet remarkably firm where it mattered. Her beautiful breasts pressing against him felt wonderful, and holding her ass was an incredible experience. The fact that she didn't shrink away from his arousal gave him hope for what the future might hold.

"You two looked so hot out there. I mean, you really looked like the hottest couple. Better be careful, Jennifer, you know what they say about going black and all that," Emma teased.

"Thanks, Emma. Are you going to have one more drink?" Jennifer asked, trying to keep the conversation light.

"I don't think I can. In fact, I think I need some coffee before I drive home. Sorry to poop out on you, but I'm not as young as you two. Do you want to stop somewhere for coffee, or are you going to stay and have another? I can do coffee on my own, no problem."

Jennifer felt a pang of disappointment but recognized this was her opportunity to extricate herself from the situation. "No, I can do coffee. What do you think, Andrew? Want to do Dunkin' Donuts?"

"Tell you what," Andrew suggested, "my house is about a mile from here, and I have a great new espresso machine. If you trust me, I'd be happy to make the coffee. It won't curl your hair, but it'll come close."

Jennifer felt a touch of excitement and looked to Emma. "Does that work for you, Em?"

"Sure, if you're sure you don't mind, Andrew," Jennifer said.

"Not at all, let's go," Andrew replied.

The three of them left the restaurant, with Andrew leading the way in his car while the two women followed. Upon arriving at his house, Andrew immediately set about making the coffee and then gave the women a tour of his ranch-style home. Both Emma and Jennifer were impressed by how neat and well-decorated it was.

"Look, since I'm not driving anywhere, I'm going to have another drink. Jennifer, do you want to try another drink, or do you want coffee also?" Andrew asked.

Jennifer, feeling relatively sober after dancing off most of the alcohol, thought for a moment. "I'll have just one more drink, Andrew, and then I really need to try that espresso." She wasn't entirely sure why she opted for another drink but had already decided to drive north in the morning instead of that night. She took out her cell phone and called Scott to let him know that she was tired and would head up in the morning. He said that was okay and that he would call her before she went to bed.

With that done, she joined Andrew and Emma on the screened porch for her drink. The night was mild for late June, and the porch overlooked Andrew's beautiful pool, clearly showing his dedication to his house and grounds. Andrew put on a couple of CDs, and the three of them chatted about work and various topics. Feeling better with the espresso in her system, Emma finally said she had to go. Jennifer also stood up to leave, feeling it was appropriate since she was married and didn't think it would be a good idea to stay and finish her drink alone with Andrew.

"Jennifer, you don't have to leave just because I am. Be serious. Enjoy your drink, but be careful with this cutie. I think he likes you," Emma said with a wink as she bid them both goodbye.

With Emma gone, Jennifer felt very awkward but pretended to be fine with finishing her drink. Her heart was racing, and she could feel her arousal intensify just from the thought of being alone in Andrew's house with him. She took a deep breath, trying to steady herself, while Andrew looked at her with a mix of curiosity and something more intense.

The effects of the liquor had clearly lowered her inhibitions, making her feel a heightened sense of desire. Every glance at Andrew's handsome face and his chiseled physique sent waves of excitement through her. She found herself unexpectedly attracted; he was not only strikingly good-looking but also intelligent and charismatic.

Andrew steered the conversation with ease. "You know I was really kidding about you dancing like a white woman, right? You danced great. Really," he said, his smile both handsome and disarming.

Jennifer looked at him, her heart fluttering as she took in the impressive form of his body. His short-sleeved shirt clung to his bulging biceps, and she couldn't help but imagine how he might look shirtless. Her mind wandered, undressing him, and she liked what she envisioned.

"Right, Andrew. I almost believe that. You just wanted me to pull in closer so you could have an excuse for putting your hands all over my butt. I knew what you were up to," Jennifer replied with a playful smile, taking another sip of her drink and allowing the warmth of the alcohol to spread through her.

"Really, you were great, especially once you loosened up. That was perfect for me. What most women need to realize is that a dance is just that—a dance," Andrew responded, keeping the tone light yet meaningful as he maintained eye contact, perhaps hinting at deeper feelings or intentions.

"So tell me," Jennifer said, feeling daring as the alcohol emboldened her. "If a dance is really just a dance, do you always get as excited as you were with everyone who does a slow one with you?" She glanced pointedly at his crotch, making it clear what she was referring to.

Andrew smiled, a bit sheepish but confident. "Ah... not really. It depends on the person, Jennifer. Actually, I was hoping we could have danced at least one more before we left. I really enjoyed the slow one with you. Are you saying you didn't like dancing with me that way?"

Jennifer met his gaze, her eyes drifting over his handsome face and the muscular physique beneath his shirt. She felt a tingle of excitement deep within her. "I didn't say that. In fact, I kind of liked it."

Andrew moved closer to her with the soft music from the CD player playing in the background. "Want to try it again?" he asked, his eyes locked onto hers.

Her heart raced, and her body trembled with excitement. She knew she should end the night here, but the thought that a dance is only a dance lingered in her mind. "Sure, why not?" she managed to say, her voice breathless.

Their eyes remained locked for a moment longer before Andrew put his strong arms around her, and she leaned her body softly into his tightly muscled torso. She wrapped her hands around his neck and rested her head against his shoulder, feeling the warmth of his skin through his shirt. He felt so good, she thought to herself.

Andrew's hands moved to her ass cheeks, gently pulling her closer to him. She could feel his manhood press against her, and in response, she instinctively pushed into him just a bit, signaling her approval. With that subtle movement, she felt him harden even more, a testament to their mutual desire.

The music played softly in the background as they swayed together, their bodies moving in perfect harmony. The heat between them was palpable, each touch and caress igniting a deeper longing. Jennifer's heart raced, and she could feel the dampness of her arousal intensify. She knew this dance was leading them to a place she hadn't planned on going, but at that moment, all she wanted was to stay in Andrew's arms, savoring the intoxicating blend of tenderness and passion.

They swayed in unison now, and she felt as though she could fall asleep in his strong arms. He smelled manly and powerful to her, and she loved the feeling of his dick pressed into her stomach.

Andrew reveled in the softness of her body and her sweet scent. He didn't want to rush this, unsure of how far she was willing to go, but he knew this was a great beginning. As they continued to dance, he turned his head slightly to look down at her. She was beautiful, and with his heart racing, he made his move. He gently kissed her where her forehead met her hairline, a soft, delicate kiss. When it was over, he continued to rest his lips and face on top of her head.

Jennifer felt the kiss, and a wave of excitement washed over her body. She felt his lips and face resting on her head, and she knew she had to do something. She turned her head slightly to look up at her handsome partner. "Is this still just a dance?" she whispered.

Their eyes locked for a moment, and Andrew whispered back, "I don't think so, babe." He then bent his head slightly, moving his lips to hers. Without thinking, she yielded to the urges she had felt for so long toward this man. She moved her lips to his, and they locked in a prolonged, heated, and passionate kiss.

The kiss was electric, igniting a fire within them both. Andrew's hands moved up her back, pulling her even closer, while Jennifer's fingers tangled in his hair, deepening the kiss. Their bodies pressed tightly together, swaying gently to the music, the world outside forgotten.

As soon as their lips met, Jennifer instantly felt a thrill like an electrical charge flowing through her body, and her love juices started flowing in her vagina.

Andrew clasped his hands tightly to her ass, pulling her firmly into his body, allowing her to feel the incredible hardness of his manhood beneath his cotton slacks. It felt so hard and so large, sending waves of arousal through her. As they continued to kiss, Jennifer removed her right hand from around his neck and slipped it under his loose shirt, letting her fingers explore his remarkably sculpted abs, chest, and shoulders. His body felt exactly as she had imagined—hard and defined.

Her fingers brushed across his nipple, and she brought them back to play with it, pinching it gently. Andrew let out a soft groan, his body responding to her touch. The sensation of his arousal pressed against her and the feel of his muscular form under her fingertips fueled her desire.

He deepened the kiss, his tongue exploring her mouth with a mixture of tenderness and hunger. Jennifer's left hand continued to caress his back, feeling the tension and strength in his muscles. Each touch, each caress, heightened the intensity between them, blurring the lines of where the dance ended and something more began.

Andrew's hands roamed over her back, one slipping under her shirt to feel the warmth of her skin. His touch was firm yet gentle, making her shiver with anticipation. He broke the kiss for a moment, looking into her eyes, searching for any sign of hesitation. Finding none, he leaned in again, capturing her lips in another passionate kiss, his desire evident in every movement.

Jennifer was lost in the moment, her body responding to his every touch. The night air around them seemed to hum with the electricity of their connection. She knew this was dangerous territory, but the overwhelming desire she felt made it impossible to stop. For now, she let herself be carried away by the passion they shared, each moment intensifying the bond between them.

Holding Jennifer and being locked in this kiss was heaven for Andrew. She felt so delicate, yet so firm. He slipped his right hand under the waistband of her cotton slacks and panties, letting it rest on her beautifully round and firm ass cheek. After only a moment, Andrew's hand followed the curve of her ass, his fingers traveling toward her vagina.

When his fingers touched her warm, nearly dripping pussy, Jennifer jumped in excitement. Slowly and deliberately, he massaged her G-spot with his forefinger and middle finger, all the while continuing to kiss her passionately. Jennifer moved herself into the touch of Andrew's fingers, feeling wave after wave of excitement building in her vagina and reverberating throughout her body.

The intensity of his touch, combined with the deep, passionate kiss, created a maelstrom of sensations that left Jennifer breathless. Her hips moved instinctively, pressing into Andrew's hand, seeking more of the pleasure he was giving her. Each stroke of his fingers sent ripples of ecstasy through her, heightening her arousal to an almost unbearable level.

Andrew could feel her body responding to him, her movements becoming more urgent and needy. He deepened the kiss, his tongue dancing with hers, matching the rhythm of his fingers inside her. The connection between them felt electric, and their mutual desire created an unbreakable bond at that moment.

Jennifer's breath came in shallow gasps as the pleasure built inside her. Her hands roamed over Andrew's back and chest, feeling the strength and warmth of his body. She was lost in the sensations, every touch and kiss driving her closer to the edge.

As Andrew continued to massage her G-spot, Jennifer felt the tension building to a crescendo. Her body tensed, and with a final, powerful wave of pleasure, she climaxed, her muscles contracting around his fingers. She broke the kiss, gasping for air, her eyes locked onto his, filled with a mix of surprise and ecstasy.

Jennifer knew that if Andrew kept this up for just a short while longer, a massive orgasm would explode throughout her pussy, shaking her entire body with its intensity. The excitement of being desired by this incredibly good-looking man, who felt so hot to her touch, was overwhelming. Any misgivings she had about being unfaithful faded away, replaced by a singular focus on squeezing as much pleasure out of the moment as possible. She wanted to feel her naked body intertwined with Andrew's in the worst way.

Her breath quickened as she felt the waves of pleasure building, each touch of his fingers bringing her closer to the edge. She pulled back slightly to look into his eyes, her desire evident. "Andrew," she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation, "I want you."

Andrew could feel Jennifer's quivers deepening as he continued to finger her pussy. He knew she was close, right where he wanted her, but he didn't want her to cum just yet. He wanted that moment to be truly special for both of them.

To make things more comfortable, he used his left hand to reach under her blouse and unsnap her bra, then helped her lift her blouse over her head, revealing her beautifully round and firm breasts with wonderful nipples that Andrew had often imagined. Taking his hand from her drenched pussy, he bent his head and gently kissed each breast, sucking each nipple for just a moment. Jennifer moaned softly, her body responding to his every touch.

Then, he removed his own shirt, watching Jennifer's eyes widen as his upper body became visible to her for the first time. His muscular, sculpted torso gleamed in the dim light, each defined muscle inviting her touch. She reached out, running her hands over his chest and shoulders, marveling at his strength and beauty.

Jennifer immediately ran both hands up and down the form of his body, touching his waist, abs, chest, and shoulders. Andrew wasted no time untying the cloth tie that held her cotton slacks in place around her tiny waist. As her slacks fell to the floor, she set her hands to work on his, allowing them to drop as well. Now, the two newfound lovers were nearly naked, save for her panties and his briefs.

Jennifer immediately grasped at Andrew's thick manhood, which was straining against the fabric of his briefs. With his free hand, Andrew slid Jennifer's panties down to the floor, rendering her completely naked. The sight of her beautiful, naked body made his cock jump with excitement. She was everything he had imagined and more.

Jennifer used both hands to slide Andrew's briefs down his muscled thighs and calves, revealing a wonderfully thick, black cock with a very large mushroom head at the tip. She thought it had to be at least eight inches in length, but what impressed her was its thickness. Clearly, it outdid Scott's in every way, and Scott's was not small by any means.

Andrew wrapped his arms around Jennifer, tightly embracing her beautiful body. She felt his thick cock pressing into her stomach, and she turned her lips toward his for another prolonged and heated kiss. The warmth of his body, the strength of his embrace, and the feel of his cock against her skin sent waves of arousal through her.

Their kiss deepened, tongues exploring, as their hands roamed each other's bodies. Jennifer's hands slid down to Andrew's erection, stroking it gently, feeling its impressive girth and length. Andrew's hands moved over her back, down to her ass, and then around to her breasts, kneading them gently.

With a soft moan, Jennifer broke the kiss, looking into Andrew's eyes with a mix of lust and longing. She could feel the heat between them, the unspoken understanding that they were about to cross a line from which there was no return. But at that moment, she didn't care. All she wanted was him.

"Let's move this dance into my bedroom, babe," Andrew said. With their arms around each other, they moved from the screened porch to Andrew's room. He turned on a soft light, illuminating their naked bodies in a warm, intimate glow.

At the edge of his neatly made bed, Andrew faced Jennifer, his thick cock pressing against her stomach. He kissed her deeply before pulling the linens down for both of them.

Surprising Jennifer, Andrew used his well-muscled arms to lift her from the floor, placing her beautiful naked body gently on the bed. Then he moved his dark, beautifully formed body onto the bed, positioning himself atop her wonderfully shaped and firm white body. Jennifer was immediately struck by how much bigger Andrew was than her husband. He was firm and defined, something Scott hadn't been for a number of years. She loved the look and feel of Andrew's body as he gently settled on top of her.

Andrew's hands roamed her body, caressing her breasts, tracing the curve of her waist, and exploring the softness of her skin. Jennifer's hands moved over his back, feeling the play of muscles beneath his skin, the strength and power he possessed. Their eyes met, and for a moment, the world outside ceased to exist.

Andrew kissed her again, his lips moving from her mouth to her neck, down to her collarbone, and finally to her breasts.

She felt his strong legs against hers, his throbbing black cock with its large balls pressing on her pussy, and she admired how his thick biceps flexed as he supported himself on his elbows above her torso. She took in his square jaw and the dimples on either side of his mouth as he smiled down at her with his beautiful white teeth. Without saying a word, he lowered his face to hers, and they embraced, their naked bodies intertwined in a hotly passionate kiss that lasted for many minutes.

Their tongues explored each other's mouths, dancing together in a fervent rhythm. Jennifer's hands roamed over Andrew's back, feeling the powerful muscles, while Andrew's hands caressed her sides, moving up to gently squeeze her breasts and down to her hips. Their bodies moved together, generating heat and electricity between them.

Jennifer felt her desire escalating with each touch, each caress. She could feel the hardness of Andrew's cock pressing against her, the warmth of his body enveloping her. Her own arousal grew, her pussy becoming wetter as their passion intensified.

Andrew's hands moved to her ass, gripping it firmly as he deepened the kiss, his tongue delving deeper into her mouth. Jennifer responded by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him closer, feeling the length of his cock slide against her slick entrance.

Their kiss broke for a moment, both of them gasping for breath, their eyes locking in a shared understanding of the intense desire they felt. Without breaking eye contact, Andrew positioned himself at her entrance, teasing her with the tip of his cock, sliding it back and forth against her wet folds.

Andrew shifted his body and gently pulled Jennifer down on the bed to better position her for what he wanted to do. He then reversed positions, straddling her with his head hovering just above her now soaking-wet vagina. Using both hands, he spread her labia open and gently touched her pussy with his hungry tongue for the first time. Jennifer's body quivered with deep pleasure at the intimate touch.

She grasped his enormously thick ebony shaft, placing her lips over the throbbing mushroom head. As she sucked her black lover for the first time, she used both hands to stroke his onyx shaft up and down, tasting the slightly salty flavor of his precum on her tongue as it licked his pulsing length. With one hand jerking her lover, she let her left hand run up the length of his back, feeling the tautness and well-developed muscles. Her hand came to rest on his nicely defined butt, and she applied pressure, pulling his cock deeper into her mouth and throat, gagging slightly as it quickly filled her.

Andrew's tongue explored her most intimate parts, licking and sucking her clit with a skilled precision that sent shivers down her spine. His hands held her hips steady as he continued to pleasure her, his tongue flicking and swirling, bringing her closer to the edge. Jennifer moaned around his cock, the vibrations adding to Andrew's pleasure as he felt her throat tighten around him.

Little by little, Jennifer managed to avoid gagging, feeling Andrew's thick cock invade her esophagus and slide deep into her throat, stretching it apart. She breathed through her nose, feeling the urgency of his cock as it made its way deep into her mouth and throat.

For his part, Andrew was stunned that Jennifer could accommodate his cock so well. Her throat felt incredibly tight around his super excited rod. He continued to lick and lap at her totally drenched pussy, feeling her body shake with excitement as she moved closer and closer to orgasm. Not wanting her first climax with him to happen this way, Andrew once again reversed positions, laying atop his white beauty's body, positioning his now fully engorged and throbbing pleasure wand against the very wet lips of her vagina. They locked eyes, and he noticed tears in hers.

"Babe, we don't have to do this, you know, not if you can't or don't feel you want to. I want it to be right for you; I don't want any regrets. This has been a dream of mine for a long time, but it has to be completely okay for you when we do it."

Jennifer took a deep breath, her emotions swirling. She felt overwhelmed by the intensity of their connection and the tenderness in Andrew's words. "I want this, Andrew. I want you," she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of desire and vulnerability. "I've never felt like this before. I don't want to stop."

Jennifer looked her handsome black lover directly in the eyes, placing both hands on his ass cheeks and gently pulling him into her. Andrew was amazed at how tight Jennifer felt. As his well-lubed black shaft made its maiden voyage into her throbbing and pulsing pleasure pit, it felt incredibly tight to him. Fortunately, she was so completely wet with excitement that his cock's journey was slow but smooth.

For her part, Jennifer's eyes widened in disbelief at the sensations Andrew's shaft was providing. She felt as though she was being stretched to new limits. His cock was stretching her, and it hurt a little, but at the same time, it was the best feeling her tight white vagina had ever experienced. Andrew was slightly longer than Scott, she thought, but much thicker, and he seemed so much harder as he slid slowly into the depths of her. Her eyes widened as she felt the large head of his cock pressing hard against her cervix. Here, he paused, staying still. The feeling was fantastic; she had never been stretched so fully or entered so deeply.

Now, deep inside his white beauty, Andrew looked into Jennifer's sparkling blue eyes and smiled. "Babe, you have no idea how long I've wanted to be in you this way. And now that I am, I have to tell you, you feel just incredible. I'm not hurting you, am I?"

As Jennifer considered what Andrew had just said, she felt a mix of emotions. It was strange that he had been having the same feelings about her that she had about him. She thought about how hard she had tried to control these feelings because of Scott and her kids, and she felt pangs of guilt. But then she moved her hips just a little, causing Andrew's incredibly hard cock to awaken new sensations in her vagina, sending waves of pleasure throughout her body. She became aware of his beautifully formed and muscular frame covering her and wrapped her delicate white arms around him.

His cock was stretching her, pressing against her cervix, and he felt incredibly hot. She tried to suppress fears about the possibility of pregnancy. After her last child, Scott had had a vasectomy so that she wouldn't have to stay on the pill, but right now, she was at an extremely fertile time of the month. She would worry about that later. At this moment, all she could think about was the incredibly hot stud who had his black granite shaft planted deep in her pleasure chute. Her guilt vanished as she surrendered to the sensation.

She shook her head gently, her eyes meeting Andrew's with a reassuring smile. "No, you aren't hurting me. I've wanted us to do this too, you know. And now that you're inside me, it feels even better than I imagined." She smiled up at him, a playful glint in her eyes, as she began to move her hips invitingly. The intense pleasure built inside her, bringing her closer to the edge of an incredible orgasm. She wanted him to take her as long and as often as he desired tonight, leaving worries about tomorrow for another time.

Taking her signal, Andrew slowly withdrew his thick shaft, inch by inch, from Jennifer. She felt every moment of his retreat, her heated body acutely aware of the absence of his cock. When he finally pulled out completely, she felt an aching emptiness, a desperate yearning for his return. He didn't keep her waiting long.

Without warning, Andrew thrust back into her with powerful urgency, his shaft now glistening with her arousal. He drove into her deeply, reaching her cervix, the force of his thrust making her gasp with a mix of pleasure and pain. His newly engorged cock stretched her anew, sending waves of sensation through her body. Locking eyes with her, he began a rhythmic, powerful motion, pistoning in and out of her with a primal intensity.

Andrew's hand moved to her breasts, fondling and caressing them with tender yet deliberate touches. He bent down, his mouth exploring her sensitive skin, licking, kissing, and sucking her breasts. Each sensation sent electric jolts through Jennifer, driving her to the brink of sensory overload. Her body responded with fervent intensity, her vagina swelling towards a massive orgasm, every nerve ignited by the pleasure he bestowed upon her.

Andrew felt her body begin to quiver and shake as he continued to thrust into her, realizing she was on the cusp of their first orgasm together as a couple. He knew this was just the beginning of many more to come, both tonight and in the future. Jennifer dug her nails into his back, screaming loudly in deep, raw pleasure as he relentlessly plunged in and out of her. He gyrated his cock in circles at her entrance, amplifying her pleasure and sending her into wave after wave of intense orgasmic release.

As her climax rolled through her, Andrew felt his own peak approaching, the sensation building uncontrollably. He could no longer hold back, and stream after stream of hot, white cum pumped from his swollen shaft into Jennifer's already drenched pussy. With a final deep thrust, he pushed into her as far as he could, holding the head of his cock firmly against her cervix. He felt his balls emptying their contents into her fertile womb, now awash with his sticky seed.

In their most pleasurable moment, they embraced tightly, neither wanting to let go. Andrew remained perfectly rigid inside her, sensing no desire from Jennifer for him to pull out. On her part, she continued to clench her vagina around him as tightly as she could, determined to offer her lover as much pleasure as possible. Scott had never managed to stay hard after cumming, so this was an entirely new experience for Jennifer. The intimacy and intensity of their connection left them both breathless and deeply satisfied, savoring the profound bond they had just shared.

Andrew and Jennifer stayed intertwined for over an hour, their passion refusing to wane. During that time, he made love to her three more times as she lay on her back beneath him, each encounter bringing her to incredible climaxes. He marveled at how tight and hot she felt, savoring every moment. As he moved within her, he kissed every inch of her body within his reach while she left a multitude of hickeys on his brown skin. Though he longed to mark her in return, he remembered that she had a husband who was still unaware of their secret affair.

Without separating, they rolled over, and Jennifer took control, riding him to three more powerful orgasms for both of them. As she gazed down at her black Adonis, her desire reignited, her body drenched anew with arousal. Andrew couldn't recall a time when he had climaxed so frequently, except perhaps when he first discovered the pleasures of masturbation years ago.

After an hour of intense lovemaking, Andrew told Jennifer he needed to use the bathroom, joking that he needed to see if his upper body looked like a black Dalmatian from all the dark bruises she had left on him. They finally separated, and Andrew headed to the bathroom. While he was there, he heard Jennifer's cell phone ringing. She answered it, and he knew it was Scott, her husband, checking on her. Andrew listened as Jennifer's tone became nervous. Sitting up in bed, beautifully naked, with her firm breasts defying gravity, she reassured Scott that she would leave in time to be in the mountains just before lunch.

Climbing onto the bed as Jennifer talked, Andrew watched her intently. She motioned for him to be quiet, and he obliged, but only for a moment. As she continued her conversation with Scott, Andrew moved closer, gently taking one ankle in each hand. He lifted her feet from the bed and hooked them over his shoulders. Jennifer's eyes widened in panic, but Andrew remained silent. She quickly understood his intentions, shaking her head vehemently in protest.

Ignoring her silent pleas, Andrew positioned his now rock-hard shaft at her entrance. Her stretched, dripping vagina was slick with their mingled love juices. When Andrew thrust into Jennifer, she gave a slight yelp. Scott, hearing the noise, immediately asked what had happened.

"Oh, nothing, I just stubbed my toe on the bureau," she replied, shooting Andrew a stern look. He responded with a mischievous smile, continuing to gyrate his throbbing penis inside her. As Jennifer tried to end her conversation with her husband, Andrew traced his fingers across her breasts, circling her stiff, excited nipples. Her body reacted with the now familiar need to make love to Andrew again, but Scott showed no signs of ending the call.

The tension built as Andrew maintained his slow, teasing movements. Jennifer struggled to focus on her conversation, her voice betraying her growing arousal. Each of Andrew's subtle thrusts and caresses heightened her desire, making it increasingly difficult to hide her pleasure from Scott. The forbidden nature of their intimacy only intensified the moment, a secret dance of lust and restraint under the cover of an everyday conversation.

As Andrew grew restless, waiting for his lover to end her conversation with her husband, he found himself unable to resist. He resumed a steady, rhythmic thrusting in and out of Jennifer's vagina. This went on for a minute or so when he noticed her breathing quickening, her body beginning to quiver with each new thrust. He realized she was about to climax while still talking to Scott. The thought excited him immensely, prompting him to make his thrusts longer, deeper, and just a little harder.

Jennifer's breathing and quivering intensified dramatically. Her body was on the brink, and finally, well before Andrew expected it, she shuddered in pleasure. Her black lover had brought her to yet another orgasm, even as she continued her conversation with her husband. The climax was so intense that Jennifer couldn't control herself; she moaned and gasped audibly, unable to hide the pleasure Andrew had given her.

Scott, alarmed by the sounds, asked, "What the hell are you doing now? It sounds like you're using a vibrator on yourself!"

Jennifer quickly replied, "I just stubbed the same toe a second time, and it hurts like hell. I was just trying to stifle what I really wanted to say." She hoped her quick comeback was convincing enough for her husband. Scott, perhaps suspicious but choosing not to press further, moved on to different topics.

Andrew continued his slow, deliberate movements, savoring the thrill of their secret. Jennifer, still reeling from her orgasm, struggled to maintain her composure. The forbidden nature of their intimacy heightened every sensation, making their connection even more intense. The risk, the pleasure, and the secrecy combined to create a moment neither of them would soon forget.

Andrew had just brought Jennifer to another climax, but he hadn't reached his own. Driven by an insatiable desire, he continued to thrust into Jennifer with renewed vigor. The fact that she had climaxed while chatting with Scott felt like a testament to his prowess. Despite the marathon session they'd endured over the past hour, Andrew was still overwhelmed with lust for her, his body glistening with a light sheen of sweat.

Jennifer shook her head, a mix of incredulity and ecstasy, as Andrew's relentless rhythm continued. She tried to maintain her conversation with Scott, her voice trembling as waves of pleasure threatened to drown her. Andrew's movements were fluid and powerful, his muscles flexing under his slick skin. Her body, despite the absurdity of the situation, was preparing for another orgasm, and she could feel it building deep within her drenched core. Andrew, sensing her impending climax, smiled knowingly. He was timing his own release with hers.

Scott's voice buzzed in her ear, but Jennifer was too lost in the sensations Andrew was creating. "Scott, if you want me up there in the morning, I need to get some sleep," she managed to say, trying to keep her voice steady.

At that precise moment, Andrew's climax hit him like a tidal wave, his body shuddering with the force of it. Simultaneously, Jennifer's orgasm surged through her, making her cry out in pure, unrestrained pleasure. She quickly snapped her phone shut and clung to Andrew, her fingers digging into his back as he filled her with the last of his cum.

"Oh my god, you are so fucking hot, Jennifer," Andrew panted, collapsing onto her. He remained inside her, both of them too exhausted to move.

A shrill ring from Jennifer's cell phone pierced the silence. "Jennifer, are you okay?" Scott's concerned voice asked.

"I'm fine, really," she reassured him, casting a glance at Andrew. "Just dropped the phone. Look, I have stuff to do. I'll see you tomorrow, okay? Love you, hon." With that, she ended the call.

Jennifer pulled away from Andrew and grabbed his thick cock with both hands. "Think you're funny, don't you?" she teased, squeezing him until he swelled even more. Unable to resist, she went down on him again.

After an hour of cuddling and drifting in and out of sleep, Jennifer and Andrew ended their evening with a final, intense session of passionate lovemaking. As dawn approached, Jennifer knew she had to go home, gather new clothes, and prepare for her trip north to be with her family. The farewell was prolonged with touches and kisses, neither wanting to let go.

At three in the morning, Jennifer drove away from Andrew's house, her panties soaked with the mingled essence of their lovemaking. Her body felt a lingering heat and soreness, a testament to the depth and intensity of their encounter. The thought of leaving Andrew weighed heavily on her, and throughout the next two weeks of vacation, her mind was consumed with memories of his handsome body and their passionate nights.

Despite the guilt gnawing at her for betraying the man she had loved for years and the father of her three sons, she knew she had to end things with Andrew. Continuing the affair would destroy everyone she cared about, including herself.

Andrew, on the other hand, spent the next two weeks in desperate anticipation, counting the days and yearning for another chance to be with Jennifer, even if just for a few hours of incredible sex.


Chapter 2

To the casual observer, Jennifer and Scott appeared to be the picture-perfect couple, enjoying a blissful summer vacation in the mountains with their three cheerful sons. The family spent their first Saturday on the lake, refreshing the boys—aged 6, 8, and 10—on their water skiing skills. Scott and the boys were oblivious to the storm brewing inside Jennifer. Though she played her role flawlessly, beneath her composed exterior, she was grappling with an anxiety that was tearing her apart. 


The next two weeks were a masterclass in concealment for Jennifer. She managed to suppress her inner turmoil for the sake of her family, maintaining a façade of normalcy. But the reality was starkly different. She was an emotional wreck, her stomach in knots over the infidelity she had committed against the man she deeply loved. Compounding her guilt was a newfound terror: the fear that she might be pregnant with Andrew's child. Their unrestrained passion the previous night, at the peak of her fertility, haunted her. What had she been thinking, risking her family's happiness for a fleeting moment of desire? 

As she went through the motions of vacation activities with Scott and the boys, Jennifer's mind was plagued with regret and self-recrimination. She felt like a traitor, yearning to undo the previous night's indiscretion. Yet, her body betrayed her, recalling the profound physical satisfaction she had experienced with Andrew. It had been the most fulfilling sexual encounter of her life. 

Despite her guilt, Jennifer knew Andrew had not taken advantage of her. He had been considerate, expressing his willingness to wait or even refrain if she was uncomfortable. It was she who had initiated their passionate union, pulling his beautifully sculpted body towards her, craving the sensation of his throbbing presence deep within her. She had made the choice, fully aware of the risks, and Andrew had respected her autonomy. 

Now, as she grappled with the possibility of pregnancy, she couldn't deny the truth: the sex with Andrew had been incredible. He was not only a fantastic lover but also gentle and kind, traits that only added to her inner conflict. Her mind was a battleground, torn between the ecstasy of their encounter and the devastating consequences it could bring to her family. 

Moreover, on that first day, after Jennifer had ventured into forbidden territory with her strikingly handsome lover, she felt both the physical and emotional aftermath of her first adulterous encounter. Her body, especially her intimate area, was a mix of pleasurable warmth and acute soreness. This was due to Andrew's impressive, thick, long, and incredibly hard penis, which he had passionately thrust in and out of her willing body, filling her deeply with his intense passion. 

The previous night, Andrew's firm and granite-hard cock had occupied her for over three hours, stretching her and reaching depths she had never experienced before. Her cervix was tender from the repeated impact of her powerful lover's thrusts. When he first climaxed, she felt the tip of his hardness press firmly against her cervix, releasing wave after wave of his warm essence deep inside her. 

Jennifer even wondered if he was urinating inside her because of the sheer volume of fluid. As the night progressed, and they continued to indulge in their passion, she attributed Andrew's seemingly endless supply to his large testicles, which hung gracefully at the base of his powerful form. She had loved the feel of them in her mouth and hands, their size making sense in producing such an abundance of seed. 

Lying in bed with her lover, she could feel their combined fluids leaking from her thoroughly satisfied body. This was a new sensation for her, one she found intensely arousing. She loved the warm, drenched feeling between her legs, with Andrew's presence still pulsing inside her. Recalling how she had repeatedly clenched around his thick, gently throbbing cock, she remembered the sheer ecstasy of holding tightly to her beautifully muscled lover, their bodies locked together in the throes of passion. 

Reflecting on the previous night, Jennifer couldn't help but be struck by the memory of how incredibly hard and stiff Andrew's penis had been. Until then, she had believed that Scott's cock, when aroused, was impressively hard. But Andrew's felt like a black steel rod, its rigidity beyond anything she had imagined. The area just below his thick, dark mushroom head was so unyielding that she marveled at its hardness. Even after reaching repeated climaxes, it never seemed to soften, maintaining its intense firmness. She reveled in the sensation of his very thick and perpetually hard shaft buried deep within her. 

Between their orgasms, she dreamily recalled Andrew kissing her with passionate intensity, his tongue gently exploring her mouth. He remained deeply embedded inside her while arching his body to let his lips and tongue caress her hardened nipples and tender breasts. His kisses trailed everywhere, igniting excitement as he explored her thoroughly and lovingly. His hands wandered over her body with a tender touch, squeezing and fingering with a delicate precision. As his fingers danced across her highly aroused flesh, she thought of how gentle he was, his touch as soft and careful as one might be with a child. 

She knew Andrew truly had feelings for her, and this realization made the entire experience even more difficult to process afterward. Despite his aggressive lovemaking, she fondly remembered how he had repeatedly asked if it felt all right if he was hurting her and if she was enjoying it. His genuine concern for her pleasure and well-being stood out. He seemed deeply invested in pleasing her and ensuring she felt as good as he did. His emotional tenderness, combined with his striking physical beauty, led her to experience the most explosive orgasms of her life. Sex with Andrew was like a dream, pure ecstasy. 

As she replayed these thoughts while out on the lake with her family, she felt her vagina filling once again with her own love juices. Thankfully, the lake water on her bathing suit masked what would have otherwise been an unmistakably wet spot between her legs. These pleasurable memories of her time with Andrew only added to her confusion. She was painfully aware that she had risked ruining her family's life with her actions. Yet, the mere thought of their incredible sex made her yearn to be with him again at the first opportunity. She knew she couldn't, but her body ached with desire nonetheless. 

What should have been a carefree two-week vacation for Jennifer, Scott, and the boys turned into a period of intense stress as she grappled with guilt and the fear of pregnancy. Yet, even more tormenting were her persistent cravings to return to Andrew's embrace and relive the passionate encounters with her chiseled ebony lover. His finely sculpted, muscular form haunted her thoughts relentlessly, invading her mind day and night. 

During intimate moments with her unsuspecting husband, she couldn't help but yearn for Andrew, wishing it were his touch igniting her senses. In her fantasies, she imagined her body yielding even more to Andrew's advances, his presence intensifying every sensation. Even as she held Scott during their lovemaking, she envisioned herself clinging to Andrew's hard, muscled frame, his essence overshadowing her reality. 

On the second night, after Jennifer and Scott got into bed after spending the last few hours sitting in front of the fire, she felt Scott's hands on her ass, followed a few seconds later but the feel of his cock pressing against her pussy. As guilty as she felt, Jennifer couldn't bring herself to get excited by it. Six inches of average thickness white cock wasn't enough to get her even slightly wet as Scott kissed her and caressed her body. It wasn't long before Jennifer's head was bobbing up and down in his lap. But this definitely wasn't foreplay. She wasn't doing it to warm up; she was doing it to escape, to avoid confronting the reality of Scott's six-inch cock inside her again. 

As she was down there, she imagined stretching her lips just one more time around Andrew's very thick black mushroom head, which capped off his incredibly rigid shaft that she would jerk slowly with one hand fixed tightly around it and her other hand cupping his impressive balls. And she imagined the salty taste of his cum filling her mouth as he tensed and began to cum in her hungry mouth. As Jennifer remembered the pleasure they gave her, she could feel her vagina flooding anew with passion for Andrew's body and his cock. And then, a second later, she felt Scott's cock start to quiver, and she knew he was about to fill her mouth with cum, just as she'd been imagining Andrew doing. With a head movement almost quick enough to give her whiplash, Jannifer's mouth was pulled off his cock as she sat up and stroked him the final few times needed to make him cum all over his stomach and chest. 


Jennifer did not sleep at all well for those two weeks. She was anxious that her secret night of passion would somehow be discovered and her life with Scott and the boys would be transformed forever. She was constantly nervous about what she would do if her period did not begin toward the end of the second week of the trip, as it was supposed to do. That thought was the one that terrified her the most. She knew she could have an abortion, and she had almost decided that she would have to do that, but she also knew that such action might destroy her with guilt. She thought that abortion was wrong. She prayed that she wouldn't have to resort to it to fix her error in judgment. 

As Jennifer lay awake during the initial nights of her vacation, consumed by worry and guilt, she found herself unable to resist the allure of Andrew's memory, even though she knew they could never be together again. Each time she caught herself indulging in fantasies of him, she sternly reminded herself that their encounter had to remain a one-time event. Determined to move past it, she made a conscious effort to reignite the flame with Scott, hoping to overshadow the lingering memories of her time with Andrew. Despite eleven years of marriage, she realized she had taken Scott for granted and resolved to change that during their remaining time in the mountains, hoping to quell her burning desire for her ebony lover. 

Throughout the rest of their vacation, she shed her inhibitions, sleeping naked beside Scott every night and encouraging him to make love to her as often as he desired. She tried everything to reconnect her mind and desires with the man she had loved for so long. They made passionate love every day, sometimes multiple times, yet her thoughts invariably drifted to Andrew—his body, his cock, his tender kisses, his gentle touch. Despite her efforts, she couldn't purge him from her mind. 

Unbeknownst to her, Scott was delighted by his wife's newfound passion and relentless desire for intimacy. Though he couldn't fathom the reason behind the change, he reveled in it nonetheless, eager to fulfill her needs and make her happy. 

As the second week of vacation neared its end, Jennifer made a firm decision in her mind. Upon returning to work, she would discreetly reach out to Andrew and request a private conversation, determined to put an end to any lingering thoughts of continuing their affair. She would confess that while she had found pleasure in their time together, she couldn't risk hurting her children or her deeply loving husband, whom she cherished deeply. Her resolve was unwavering, and she prayed that God would recognize her decision, hoping to avoid any potential pregnancy from their liaison. With her period due any day, her anxiety mounted, but she hesitated to take a home pregnancy test, fearing the outcome. 

Meanwhile, Scott and the boys planned to extend their stay in the mountains for an additional week, allowing Jennifer to join them for the Fourth of July weekend after her return to work. This arrangement meant that she would have four days alone at home before reuniting with them. Jennifer saw this as an opportunity to address her situation with Andrew and take any necessary steps to end their affair or handle an unwanted pregnancy, should it arise. 

As Sunday morning transitioned into early afternoon, Jennifer bid a tense farewell to Scott and the boys, her anxiety palpable. She kissed Scott with an intensity tinged with guilt, the realization looming that she might soon lose him. She despised herself for her role in potentially fracturing their relationship. Promising to call once she reached home, she wished the boys a good night before setting off on the interstate. Her stomach churned with nerves as her period showed no signs of arriving. With only two days left before she would truly worry, she knew she had to get a pregnancy test. 

Meanwhile, Andrew spent his vacation at home, consumed by worry and thoughts of Jennifer. Recalling their first encounter, he couldn't shake the memory of their incredible intimacy. He had longed to feel her soft, naked body against his, to taste her lips, and to explore every inch of her with his fingers. Making love to her had fulfilled fantasies he had harbored for so long. Beyond her physical allure, he cherished her kindness, humor, and shared interests. 

Reflecting on their night together, Andrew was filled with regret for allowing it to happen, knowing the potential consequences for Jennifer and their professional relationship. He berated himself for the reckless act of unprotected sex, realizing the distress it may have caused her. He couldn't bear the thought of ruining her vacation with her family, knowing how much she cherished them. 

Hopeful for a call from Jennifer during her vacation, Andrew was left disappointed. With their time off over, he was determined to make things right with her. He resolved to respect her wishes, willing to end their liaison if it meant her happiness. Despite his desire for her, he would suppress his feelings if she deemed it necessary for their working relationship. Andrew was prepared to protect his heart, prioritizing Jennifer's well-being above all else. 


Chapter 3

Finally, Andrew decided that he couldn't wait any longer; he had to speak with Jennifer to make sure that she was okay and that she knew he would be there for her if she needed him for anything at all. So he searched for Jennifer and Scott's phone number in the mountains. He presumed they had to have a phone up there, and it was most likely listed. He would call under the guise of telling Jennifer where their work location would be the following day. This was not uncommon for team members to do just before a new site visit was due to take place so it would not produce any suspicions in Scott.

Andrew made his call in the late afternoon, and Scott and the boys had just returned from the lake when the phone rang.

"Hello." Came Scott's voice.

"Hi, Scott. This is Andrew. I'm just calling to give Jennifer our work location for tomorrow. Is she around?"

"Hi, Andrew. Actually, she left early this afternoon heading home, and she should probably be getting there right about now. The boys and I are going to stay up here for the week, and Jen's going to rejoin us on Thursday night after she finishes work. But, if you wanna give her a call at home, she should be there, or just about there anyway. How was your holiday? Did you do anything?" Scott asked. He had only met Andrew a couple of times, and he had spoken to him on the phone a few times. He found Andrew to be a pretty nice guy all around. Usually, when they talked on the phone, they did a tiny bit of small talk with each other first.

"The Holiday was perfect. I just did a load of stuff around the yard and house. I'm surprised at how much I got done if I'm honest. Was your trip good? The weather up there was supposed to be excellent the whole time for the past two weeks." Andrew responded as he imagined Jennifer arriving home unaccompanied and being alone for the next four nights. Perfect, he thought, hoped.

"Yeah, weather conditions were great; we spent a lot of time on the lake with the kids. They loved it. We were exhausted most nights, but they have this endless well of energy…..anyway, we all had a fantastic time. Too bad it went so quickly for Jennifer; I know she would have loved to stay up here. But why don't you give her a call at home? It will ease her back into the world of work." Scott said, thinking how amazing it would have been if she had had three full weeks off.

"Sure, Scott. I'll do that. Enjoy the remainder of the week," Andrew said, as he wondered if Jennifer would really rather spend the next four nights with Scott or with him.

"Thanks, Andrew. Take care." And they both hung up.

Jennifer had arrived home just as the sun dipped low on the horizon, casting a warm glow over the landscape. The journey back from the mountains had been surprisingly smooth, devoid of the usual weekend traffic snarls. Hastily, she stowed away the clothes she had packed for the trip, a mix of hiking gear and casual wear hinting at her adventurous spirit.

In the sanctuary of her home, she shed the constraints of the day and slipped into her bathing suit, its fabric cool against her skin. With practiced hands, she mixed herself a potent drink, the clink of ice against glass punctuating the tranquil evening air. Stepping out into the yard, she was greeted by the inviting embrace of her poolside oasis.

As she reclined on a lounge chair, the cool tiles beneath her, Jennifer found solace in the rhythmic pulse of cramps, a harbinger of relief from the lingering anxiety that had plagued her for weeks. Though there was no outward sign of her body's reassurance, the subtle twinges offered a silent promise of normalcy, a return to equilibrium.

With each passing moment, the weight that had burdened her spirit began to dissipate, buoyed by the prospect of evading an unwanted pregnancy. Savoring the warmth of the setting sun on her skin, she raised her glass to her lips, the amber liquid offering a toast to newfound peace.

Grateful for the reprieve fate had granted her, Jennifer marveled at the twist of fortune that had spared her from Andrew's legacy. Yet, as she revisited the passionate encounter that had precipitated her turmoil, she couldn't shake the lingering allure of his presence. Despite her resolve to sever the ties that bound them, his memory still held sway over her heart and body, a potent cocktail of desire and longing.

Jennifer drained her glass in a swift motion, the liquid burning a trail down her throat as she contemplated a refill. As she turned towards the house, the shrill ring of the phone cut through the tranquil evening air, disrupting her thoughts. She answered with a flicker of anticipation, her voice tinged with the remnants of her drink-induced euphoria.

"Hello," she greeted, the caller's identity a secondary concern in her current state of mind.

"Hey Jennifer," Andrew's voice resonated through the line, stirring a tumult of emotions within her. A surge of conflicting sensations rippled through her body at the mere sound of his name. She hadn't anticipated his call, and the unexpectedness left her momentarily stunned.

For a heartbeat, anxiety clenched her stomach while an undeniable longing pulsed through her veins. Even through the phone, Andrew's presence ignited a primal desire she struggled to suppress. Regaining her composure, she responded, her tone carefully neutral despite the chaos within.

"Sure, Andrew. I've been thinking about you too," she admitted, the admission hanging between them like a delicate thread. "I could use some company. And don't worry about Scott, it's fine. What did you discuss with him?"

As Andrew explained his conversation with Scott, Jennifer couldn't shake the gnawing uncertainty lingering in her mind's recesses. The worry etched in his voice mirrored her own fears, a testament to the tangled web they had woven in their brief encounter.

"I just told him that I was calling to give you our work location for tomorrow. We exchanged some small talk, and he told me to call you here. I hope that was okay with you, babe, but I just had to talk with you. As each day went by, I was getting worried about you. I'm afraid I might have ruined your vacation," Andrew explained, his voice tinged with concern.

Jennifer felt a wave of relief wash over her. Scott's unsuspecting nature eased her mind, but Andrew's mention of ruining her vacation puzzled her. "Andrew, how could you have ruined my vacation?" she inquired, her curiosity piqued.

"I don't know, Jennifer. All kinds of thoughts have been running through my head about you. I can explain them to you when I get there. Or, would you rather come to my place, or do you want to meet somewhere else?" Andrew suggested, mindful of the potential for prying eyes in her quiet neighborhood.

"No, Andrew. Here is okay. Actually, I think I am the only one left in the neighborhood. Everyone else must have gone away on vacation. It's really quiet here. I was just lying by the pool, and there hasn't been a sound anywhere around here," Jennifer responded, a realization dawning upon her as she considered the serene atmosphere of her surroundings.

"Cool, I'm in my car now and can be there in about fifteen minutes. Do you need me to stop and get anything for you on the way?" Andrew's willingness to accommodate her needs was evident in his tone.

"No, I don't need anything, Andrew. Thanks. When you get here, just let yourself through the gate to the backyard. I'll unlock it for you," Jennifer instructed, her voice betraying a mix of anticipation and apprehension. As she spoke, excitement coursed through her veins at the prospect of seeing her one-time lover, tempered by the weight of the conversation she knew awaited them. The thought of confronting Andrew with the truth about their fleeting encounter filled her with a sense of unease, a feeling she couldn't shake.

Pouring herself another strong drink, Jennifer took a long sip, relishing the warmth that spread through her body as the scotch washed over her. Hunger gnawed at her, a reminder of her neglected appetite since leaving the mountains. Her first drink had taken the edge off, especially considering the onset of her period, but she knew she needed sustenance.

In the moments before Andrew's arrival, she dialed Scott and the boys, updating them on her safe return and exchanging pleasantries about the day's events. Scott's laughter echoed through the phone as they joked about the exhaustion of entertaining the boys, a sentiment Jennifer shared. With farewells exchanged, she returned to the patio, settling into the midday heat with her drink in hand, the tranquil surface of the pool mirroring her own turbulent thoughts.

As Andrew's footsteps sounded at the gate, Jennifer's heart skipped a beat. She had forgotten to unlock it and hurried across the lawn barefoot to rectify her oversight. "Sorry, Andrew, I forgot to unlock it," she called out as she fumbled with the bolt, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. Andrew's arrival was announced by the gentle creak of the gate, and as she turned to face him, her breath caught in her throat.

Dressed for the warm weather in a sleeveless yellow t-shirt that accentuated his muscular frame, Andrew exuded an effortless charm that left Jennifer momentarily speechless. His athletic shorts clung to his thighs, a stark contrast against his bronzed skin, and as his gaze lingered on her figure in the navy bathing suit, Jennifer felt a blush creeping up her neck. Embarrassed yet oddly flattered by his scrutiny, she held his gaze, her pulse quickening at the unspoken tension between them.

"Andrew, stop that!" Jennifer admonished, her tone firm as she pulled the gate shut and re-bolted it.

"What, you just did the same thing to me," he retorted, a playful smile gracing his lips.

"I was not anywhere near as obvious about it, and besides, what would my neighbors think if they saw you looking me over like a piece of meat?" she countered, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment.

"You said that your neighbors aren't home," he pointed out, his defense laced with amusement. Then, ignoring her protest, he reached out to her, and she hesitated for a moment before allowing him to envelop her in his strong, brown arms. She melted into his embrace, the familiar sensation of his muscled torso pressing against her, bringing back a rush of memories.

"I've been really worried about you, babe. I was so afraid that what we did ended up ruining your vacation. I didn't want that, and I am really sorry if I got carried away and caused things to be a mess for you these past two weeks," Andrew confessed, his voice laced with genuine remorse. "And I wanted to call to see how you were doing, but I couldn't do that either without possibly making things worse for you. Jennifer, I am sorry if I caused you any worry, and I just want you to know that I am someone who would stand by you, no matter what."

Jennifer realized that Andrew must have figured out her pregnancy worries, and she was touched by his concern. The emotional weight of the past two weeks had been a lot to handle, and Jennifer was overwhelmed knowing that Andrew had been worried, too. Tears began to well up in her eyes, and she couldn't speak. She covered her face with her hands, and Andrew gently lifted her chin with his finger.

"Jennifer, I should have used protection," he said, his voice filled with regret. "It hit me afterward that you were probably worried about everything—from disease to pregnancy. I'm so sorry. As for diseases, I'm clean. But what about pregnancy? Are you on any contraceptives?"

Jennifer felt the tears streaming down her face in the hot sun. "I'm okay now, Andrew. I have cramps, so my period is on its way. But it's been a bit late, and I was so worried. I was terrified." She collapsed against his chest, weeping, and he wrapped his arms around her, kissing the top of her head. She cried for a few more moments before pulling away. "But it's over now, and I'm relieved nothing happened that could hurt the boys or Scott. I would feel horrible if I had done anything to harm them."

Andrew drew her back to him, looking deeply into her eyes. "I know you would feel horrible. Scott and the kids are all you talk about. I've wanted you for so long, and that night, as we danced, one thing led to another. Finally, having you in bed felt too good to be true. You were so incredibly hot, Jennifer. For me, sex with you was just incredible. But it was more than just sex; at least, I wanted it to be. As I've thought back on it, I realize I was being selfish. I know you have a family, and they mean everything to you. But these past two weeks, I keep thinking about how good it felt to be with you. Am I making any sense at all?"

Jennifer could see the tension in Andrew's eyes. Holding her against him, she could feel his cock starting to take on a life of its own, and he knew she could feel him getting hard as he pressed against her.

"Yes, Andrew, you're making sense," she whispered, her voice trembling. "I felt it too, but my family is my world. We need to be careful."

Andrew nodded, a mixture of relief and longing in his eyes. "I understand, Jennifer. I just want you to know how much you mean to me."

They stood there, holding each other under the sun, the unspoken words hanging between them, as they tried to find a way to balance their desires with their responsibilities.

"Andrew, if I don't let go of you right now, I'm afraid I won't be able to," Jennifer murmured, her voice trembling with a mix of desire and restraint. "Feeling you pressing into me like that is starting fires I won't be able to put out. Let me go in and get you a drink, and then we can talk out here in the open for a bit. What do you want?"

Andrew reluctantly released her, a realization dawning on him that he excited Jennifer as much as she excited him—a realization that was both thrilling and daunting. "Jack on ice if you have it."

"We do. Come on in while I get it." Jennifer led Andrew through the sunroom and into the kitchen, leaving her scotch by the lounge chair. She moved with a grace that belied the turmoil inside her. In the kitchen, she poured him a strong drink, the clinking of the ice a small comfort in the charged silence. As she turned to hand him the drink, she couldn't help but mentally undress him, her eyes tracing the contours of his fit, muscular body. Andrew, taking in the stylish and meticulously clean kitchen, turned to accept the drink with a grateful smile.

"Thanks, Jennifer. This place is amazing. I'm not surprised, though—you seem like you have an eye for detail and a knack for making things look perfect." He took a sip, his gaze locking onto hers. Jennifer's eyes, no longer tear-streaked, sparkled a brilliant blue. Her firm breasts pressed against the fabric of her top, nipples clearly visible and making it hard for him to look away. He felt himself getting hard again.

After noticing his appreciative gaze, Jennifer decided to break the tension with a light comment. "You should wear a black T-shirt instead of a yellow one. Black looks better on men of color, you know," she said with a playful smile.

Andrew chuckled, his smile broadening and the tension easing slightly. "I'll keep that in mind. Thanks for the fashion advice."

"I guess I could take this off, and then the color would be almost the way you want it," Andrew shot back with a playful smile. "Would you prefer black shorts as well? Because I could slip these off too if you'd like that better." His broad smile flashed, and Jennifer couldn't help but smile back. She thought about how perfectly enticing he looked in his current outfit, contrasting beautifully with her navy blue bathing suit.

"You probably don't want to hear my suggestions about what you should be wearing right now," he continued, following her lead.

"I'm sure I already know what you have in mind," Jennifer replied, a teasing note in her voice. "We should go out by the pool; we're both going to be safer from one another out there." She moved toward the sunroom, and Andrew followed, his eyes fixated on her perfect ass. She wasn't doing much to dissuade him from coming onto her.

The afternoon sun was still hot as Jennifer and Andrew settled by the pool. He sat at the foot of her lounge chair, facing her. "Are you okay, babe? I mean, with everything. You know you aren't pregnant, at least, but are you okay with us? It was great and intense for me, anyway. But I don't want us to be strange with one another at work, and I sure don't want us to stop being friends. I think we've always had a good relationship at work, and I've been horny as hell for you since I laid eyes on you. But I won't do anything to ruin your happiness here." Andrew spoke earnestly, his eyes locked onto Jennifer's.

Jennifer looked back at him and took a long sip of her scotch. She studied the handsome man across from her, knowing she wanted him but also knowing she couldn't hurt her family.

"Andrew, everything's fine. I was terrified about the possibility of being pregnant, but it turns out I'm not," Jennifer said, relief washing over her voice. She gazed deeply into his eyes, her look a complex tapestry of emotions. "And don't think you were the only one who enjoyed our night together two weeks ago. I cherished every single moment. I didn't want it to end. And sitting here, facing you now, it's so hard because I want you so much—even though I know I shouldn't."

She reached across the space between them, her hand seeking his. Their eyes locked as Andrew clasped her hand, communicating an intense mutual understanding. Jennifer's other hand ventured further, gently caressing his thigh through the fabric of his shorts. The contact ignited a familiar warmth within her.

Encouraged by her touch, Andrew guided her hand up his leg, under the hem of his shorts. Jennifer paused, knowing she was crossing a line, but her heart thudded with desire as she moved her hand beneath the fabric, feeling the familiar hardness waiting beneath his briefs.

With a boldness born of their shared history, her fingers slipped under the elastic, touching the pulsing shaft that had brought her so much pleasure two weeks earlier. Despite the cautious voice in her head, the physical connection reawakened their intense, undeniable desire, pulling them into a whirlwind of passion they both knew was as reckless as it was irresistible.

Looking around the yard, Andrew could see that shrubs and fences gave it total privacy. He stood up quickly, not wanting to lose the moment. Then he reclined the back of Jennifer's lounger and slipped off his shirt, revealing his finely crafted and tightly defined upper body to Jennifer again. Then he lay on top of the now reclining Jennifer, wrapping his arms around her gorgeous body and touching his lips to hers as they locked in a prolonged and passionate kiss. The sun beat down on Andrew and Jennifer as their excitement for one another increased with each passing second. He continued to kiss her gently as she stroked and touched his half-naked body. She felt his hard cock pressed into her stomach. She wanted him inside her, and she knew that she would let it happen once again. She would worry about what to do afterward. For now, all she knew was that she wanted him; however, he wanted to take her.

"Should we go inside, babe?" Andrew asked. Jennifer replied by looking him directly in the eyes and nodding.

Jennifer led the way, her hips swaying, drawing Andrew's eyes to the curve of her ass perfectly highlighted by her bathing suit. He felt a surge of desire; he had to have her. Once inside the coolness of the house, Jennifer turned to face him, her expression a blend of mischief and desire. She set her drink on the kitchen table and, with deliberate slowness, undid her bathing suit, letting it fall to the floor.

Andrew followed suit, quickly discarding his shorts and briefs, his already rock-hard black cock springing free. The sight of him made Jennifer drop to her knees almost instinctively. She took his thick, black shaft in both hands, her touch firm yet gentle, and began to massage and suck him with fervor. Her lips moved expertly over the thick mushroom head, her tongue teasing and exploring every inch.

Andrew placed his hands on her head, guiding her rhythm as Jennifer's mouth brought him closer to climax. The sensations were overwhelming, and it wasn't long before his body tensed, his cock stiffening even more. With a deep groan, he released, shooting his load deep into Jennifer's eager mouth.

She held on to him, her lips, tongue, and hands working together to draw out every last drop of his cum, once again surprising herself with her willingness to let him cum in her mouth. The intensity of the moment lingered between them, a silent promise of the passion still to come.

As Jennifer finally released Andrew from her mouth, she wiped the drops of semen from the corners of her lips, a satisfied smile playing on her face. Standing up, she embraced her lover, guiding him eagerly to her bedroom. Despite feeling the onset of cramps, she hadn't started bleeding, and her desire for him overshadowed any discomfort.

Andrew gently laid her on the bed, parting her legs to reveal her already swollen and aroused pussy. He lavished attention on her with his tongue and fingers, each touch deliberate and affectionate. It took only a few moments of his expert ministrations before Jennifer was crying out in ecstasy, her first orgasm of the day washing over her like a wave.

Following her climax, Andrew held her close, their lips locked in a passionate kiss that seemed to stretch on endlessly. His fingers occasionally brushed against her sensitive, swollen folds, eliciting soft moans from her. He was aware of her vulnerability and her desire to please him. With the knowledge that they could indulge without fear of pregnancy, his mind wandered to another intimate fantasy he wanted to explore.

Still kissing her deeply, Andrew let his fingers collect their mingled juices from her vagina and began to gently lubricate her anus. He traced circles around her tight entrance, eliciting shivers of pleasure from Jennifer. With each pass, he grew bolder, finally pressing a finger gently inside. Jennifer's eyes widened, a mix of fear and desire in her gaze. She had never done this with Scott, but for Andrew, she was willing to cross that line.

Her trust and desire to please him were evident as she relaxed under his touch, allowing him to guide her into new realms of pleasure. The sensation was new and intense, and she could see the satisfaction in Andrew's eyes as he prepared to take her in a way that was as thrilling as it was intimate.

After several minutes, Andrew murmured, "You know what I want to try, don't you? Are you cool with it?" Looking directly into his dark, handsome eyes, Jennifer nodded in agreement.

Andrew gently turned Jennifer around, positioning her so she was on her knees and elbows, her ass raised invitingly in the air. He reached down to her drenched pussy, scooping up more of their mixed cum to further lubricate her tight rosebud. Placing his thick, moist shaft at her entrance, he couldn't help but notice the contrast of their skin colors—a detail that excited him, adding an extra layer of taboo to their act.

He began to push his thick mushroom head against her pink rosebud, going slowly to ease her into the experience. To distract Jennifer from the initial pain, Andrew expertly massaged her G-spot with his fingers, intensifying her pleasure as his throbbing penis made its way into her virgin ass. The combination of sensations quickly brought Jennifer to the brink of another orgasm.

Andrew slowed his movements, wanting the moment to be perfect, and continued to push deeper and deeper. Jennifer cried out in pain a few times, but Andrew, after pausing briefly to let her adjust, continued his careful advance. He kept his shaft well-lubricated, ensuring a smoother penetration into Jennifer's incredibly tight anus.

Finally, he was fully inside her, his entire eight inches buried deep. He stayed still for a couple of minutes, allowing her to acclimate to the intrusion while he gently massaged her clit. When he sensed she was ready, Andrew began to pull out slowly, causing Jennifer to cry out again. He pushed back in, this time more smoothly, thanks to the lubrication.

As he established a rhythm, pulling out and pushing in with increasing depth, Jennifer felt a mix of pain and pleasure. Andrew continued to massage her clit, heightening her arousal until she was on the edge of sensory overload. Each thrust sent electric thrills surging through her body.

Andrew, now fully immersed in the pleasure, began to fuck Jennifer's ass with increasing intensity. Her tightness around his shaft was a sensation unlike any he'd experienced before. Jennifer's cries turned to screams of pleasure, her body shuddering and twitching in an incredible orgasm as Andrew's cock filled her. With a final, deep thrust, he released, shooting his cum deep into her ass.

Andrew collapsed upon his exhausted lover, and she continued to moan deeply with sounds of pleasure. She was breathing heavily, drained from what she would always remember as the greatest orgasm she had ever had. For Andrew, it had to be right up there with the best, too.

About five minutes later, Andrew came back into the room from the bathroom after taking a moment to clean up, and as he walked back into the room, the sight before him truly shocked him. Jennifer had opened the large balcony doors and was now leaning over the railing, looking out into the garden. But what surprised Andrew the most wasn't the doors now being open; it was the fact Jennifer was still completely naked as she leaned over the balcony smoking a cigarette.

After watching for a few seconds, Andrew came up behind her, took hold of her hips, and slid his big semi-hard black cock into her pussy from behind. Jennifer quickly finished her cigarette and threw it down onto the patio as she pushed her ass back, daring Andrew to fuck her even harder. The garden may have been pretty secluded, but as Jennifer looked up, she knew if any of the neighbors came home and looked up, they would see the shocking sight of her getting fucked from behind by a massive black man on her bedroom balcony. But she had no desire to stop.

Jennifer and Andrew spent the next three hours making love in Jennifer and Scott's bed. Jennifer was exhausted, a mix of deep sexual satisfaction and profound guilt settling over her. As they lay tangled in the sheets, she confessed her resolve to end their affair, explaining to Andrew that it had to be over. He listened, then softly suggested, "We can talk about it, but right now, the pleasure we're sharing is just too good."

By eight in the evening, Andrew was getting dressed to leave when the phone rang. It was Scott, calling from the mountains. Jennifer answered and said goodnight to their boys before talking to her husband. As she spoke, Andrew undressed once more, his arousal evident. While Jennifer talked with Scott, Andrew reached down and took her free hand and guided it to his now-hard black cock, and she started stroking it gently. This act, while less intense than their first encounter where he fucked her as she spoke to her husband, still sent waves of arousal through her, filling her with renewed desire.

After hanging up, Andrew scooped Jennifer into his arms and carried her back to the bed she shared with Scott. He entered her swollen, eager pussy once more, driving her to another incredible orgasm.

Andrew stood naked beside the bed, looking down at Jennifer, and admired her beauty. From her lovely face framed by long, sandy hair to her smooth skin, wonderful breasts, and shapely legs, she was perfection to him. Jennifer gazed up at her incredibly handsome black lover, feeling warm and utterly satisfied.

Andrew smiled and asked, "Seriously, Jennifer, how long do you think you could go without this black shaft in your beautiful pussy? I think we're both addicted. And I think I love you on top of it as well."

Jennifer walked naked with Andrew to the front door. She kissed her lover goodbye and whispered, "Andrew, I don't think it could be very long. But I can't keep doing this. You know that. And if we keep this up, I know I will fall completely in love with you, too."

Andrew looked deeply into her eyes and replied, "I know." Then he left, leaving Jennifer alone with her thoughts.

She did not shower until morning, wanting to keep Andrew's essence on her. She knew she would have to deal with the consequences another day. Exhausted, she fell into a deep sleep.


Chapter 4

The night before, Andrew had gone home rather than spend the night at Jennifer's, not wanting to risk being seen by neighbors while Scott and the kids were away. He knew Jennifer didn't want to hurt Scott or their boys, and he wasn't going to be the cause of Scott finding out about their affair. However, with only three nights left before Jennifer returned to the mountains and her family, Andrew decided they would have to take some risks if they wanted to be together. 


That night, Andrew lay in bed, his mind filled with thoughts of Jennifer. He imagined her naked next to him; how wonderful it would be to have an entire night alone with her. He envisioned touching, kissing, and making love to her until they fell asleep in each other's arms. He cherished the feel of Jennifer's firm breasts pressed against his torso, her beautifully round and firm ass in his hands as he pumped his throbbing black shaft into her incredibly tight and eager vagina. The contrast of her soft, creamy white skin against his smooth, ebony body thrilled him. He loved kissing her soft, full lips and feeling her tongue dance with his. Sex with her was absolutely wonderful, and his cock throbbed with excitement as he thought about their next encounter. 

Determined to make the most of their remaining time, Andrew began planning how they could spend the next few nights together, taking advantage of every moment before she had to leave. His desire for her was overwhelming, and he knew they were both addicted to the pleasure they found in each other. As he drifted off to sleep, he dreamed of the passionate nights that awaited them. 

By daybreak, Andrew had made a decision. It would be too difficult for Jennifer to spend the next three nights at his place. Scott called regularly, and she needed to talk with the kids before they went to bed. Everything needed to appear as normal as possible. So, Andrew decided he would sleep with Jennifer at her house, on Scott's side of the bed. He smiled to himself, imagining how Jennifer would forever associate their passionate encounters with the bed she had shared exclusively with her husband. Every time she lay with Scott in that bed again, she would think of Andrew. 

Andrew also harbored concerns that his sex-starved lover might invite other men into her bed now that she had tasted the thrill of infidelity. Jennifer seemed like someone who should have experimented more before she married. The intensity of their sexual activities appeared to be providing her with a release she had never experienced before. But then, Andrew thought with a grin, maybe it was just him who could bring Jennifer to such incredible heights of satisfaction. 

When Jennifer arrived at work, she felt apprehensive. The dynamic between her and Andrew shifted dramatically, and she worried their colleagues might sense the change. She knew neither of them would tell anyone, but the thought of their charged sexual relationship being exposed made her uneasy. However, from the moment she saw Andrew, she realized her fears were unfounded. He was his usual relaxed and friendly self, commenting on the latest sports news and behaving just as he always did. 

Jennifer did catch him staring at her ass and breasts a couple of times, and when he playfully raised his eyebrows, she whispered, "Andrew, stop that; someone will see you!" 

Andrew responded with his characteristic handsome smile, unperturbed by her concern. His confidence and casual demeanor helped Jennifer relax, though she couldn't shake the thrill of their secret. 

At lunchtime, Andrew excused himself from his co-workers, mentioning that he had some errands to run. He hoped Jennifer would make a similar excuse so they could talk briefly. Catching his cue, Jennifer said she needed to step out of her car. 

As they walked towards their cars, Andrew murmured, "Babe, do you have any idea how difficult it is for me to be near you like this and not be able to touch you?" Without waiting for a response, he added, "Do you want to run out to get a bite to eat?" 

Jennifer hesitated. "Andrew, do you think we should? It's not something we've done a lot in the past." 

"We can take separate cars. No one will ever know," he suggested. 

"Perfect. You lead the way, I'll follow you," Jennifer agreed, feeling relieved they could steal some time together during the day. However, she knew they couldn't do this every day without raising suspicion among their co-workers. 

At the sandwich shop, they sat across from each other. Jennifer's eyes wandered to Andrew's broad shoulders, visible through his cream-colored polo shirt. His biceps stretched the edges of his short sleeves as he leaned on the table, and she felt a surge of desire as she noted how the shirt clung to his defined chest muscles. She wanted to feel his naked body pressed against hers, to hold him tightly and run her hands over his smooth, brown skin. 

Her memories of the previous night's passionate encounter were vivid, and her desire for Andrew was intense. The sex they had shared was the most exciting and satisfying she had ever experienced. She could barely focus on her meal, her thoughts consumed by the craving to be with him again. 

As Jennifer pondered her intense attraction to Andrew, she wondered what had transformed her from a devoted wife into the woman she had become over the last two weeks. While she still loved Scott and their boys deeply, there was now a part of her willing to risk everything for the sexual fulfillment she craved. She couldn't pinpoint exactly when her desire for Andrew had begun, but she knew it had been a persistent fantasy for some time. She admitted to herself that she had looked at other men, both older and younger, fantasizing about what it would be like to have sex with them. These thoughts had lingered in her mind for at least the past two years. Now that she had acted on her desires, Jennifer found the physical pleasure with Andrew surpassed anything she had imagined. 

"Jennifer, I was thinking you could follow me back to my place so I can pack an overnight bag with a few changes of clothes to get me through Thursday," Andrew suggested. "That way, I could keep you company without anyone seeing an extra car in your driveway. I thought about having you over, but I know the boys and Scott will be calling you, and you want things to seem normal while they're up in the mountains." 

Jennifer considered Andrew's suggestion, feeling a mixture of fear and excitement. The idea of spending an entire uninterrupted night with Andrew was incredibly thrilling. Yet, she had a gnawing fear that if anything went wrong, she might destroy the lives of the people she loved the most. However, as she weighed the risks, Jennifer realized it was highly unlikely anything would happen with Scott and the boys so many miles away. 

"I'm a little nervous, but I want to do it as much as you do. So after we finish here today, I'll drive straight to your place, and then we'll head to mine. Perfect!" Jennifer said, her delightful blue eyes locking with those of her lover, Andrew. The excitement coursing through her body was palpable, and the thought of spending the next three nights exploring each other's desires made her heart race. She was thankful she had changed her pad just before lunch, knowing that her arousal, combined with the traces of her building cycle, was evident. 

Andrew sat mesmerized across from Jennifer, his eyes soaking in her beauty. He loved how her thick, sandy-colored hair cascaded over her shoulders and occasionally fell into her face. Her sparkling blue eyes were captivating, and her tiny nose just above her full lips made him yearn for her even more. The rest of her body was equally as stunning, especially considering she had delivered three sons. There was no extra fat, no saggy breasts, no overly plump ass—Jennifer still looked as though she were in her mid-twenties. When they were naked together, he loved the feel of her soft skin; she looked even more amazing than he had imagined. 

"Do you want dessert in the car?" Andrew asked with a broad smile that revealed deep dimples in his handsome face. 

"Why are we in a rush?" Jennifer responded, curious about his intentions. 

"It's just that they don't offer the dessert item I was thinking of on the menu here," Andrew continued, his smile widening. "You see, you need privacy windows like you have in your SUV to enjoy it." 

Jennifer blushed, her mind racing with the possibilities. She leaned in closer, her voice a playful whisper. "Oh, really? Well, now you've got me intrigued." 

Andrew chuckled, reaching across the table to take her hand. "Just wait. I promise it'll be worth it." 


Jennifer paused for a moment, contemplating the situation. The idea of having "dessert" in the car brought a mischievous smile to her face, reminiscent of the spontaneous and carefree times of youth. While she and Scott had never ventured into such escapades, Andrew was a completely different kind of guy—exciting and unpredictable. 

"Sure, I think I would love to have dessert in the car. Should we bring napkins?" she asked with a playful grin, her eyes locking onto Andrew's dark, intense gaze. 

Andrew's smile broadened, his eyes reflecting his desire. Jennifer felt a rush of anticipation as she took in his handsome face, framed by a strong, muscular neck and broad shoulders. She could feel her own excitement building, mirrored in the way Andrew looked at her. 

Jennifer wore a light blue V-neck top made of a silky material that clung to her curves just right, and her white slacks highlighted her legs and hips without being too revealing. Andrew couldn't help but feel the fires of desire building within him as he admired her. It wasn't just her physical beauty that captivated him—her kind and gentle nature, combined with her humorously sarcastic wit, made her even more irresistible. He knew he could easily fall deeply in love with her, though the fear of her choosing her family over him was always in the back of his mind. Still, he was determined to enjoy every moment they had together. 

In the privacy of Jennifer's SUV, they embraced passionately, the console the only barrier between them. Their kisses were intense, and their hands roamed freely. Andrew quickly lifted Jennifer's top and bra, revealing her magnificent breasts with large, light brown nipples swollen with excitement. He took one nipple into his mouth, gently sucking while his hand caressed the other. Jennifer's hands played through his tightly cut black hair and around his beautifully sculpted face. 

"Let's have dessert before it gets too late, honey," Jennifer said, her voice breathless with anticipation. 

Andrew paused, looking deeply into her eyes before giving her a brief, tender kiss. As Jennifer adjusted her bra and top, Andrew undid his pants, sliding them partway down his legs to free his now fully hard ebony cock, letting it swell to its full, magnificent size. 

Seeing Andrew's impressive manhood, Jennifer couldn't help but think of how different it was from Scott's and how different sex felt with him. To be fair, Scott had been a wonderful, gentle, and considerate lover. But sex with Andrew was a completely different experience. He was more physically aggressive and passionate, and her response to his intensity, combined with his magnificent body, led to a much more satisfying and fulfilling experience. 

As she took Andrew's pulsing brown manhood, with its enormous mushroom head, into her mouth, her full lips stretched around it, and her tongue danced over its surface. She lubricated it with her saliva, feeling herself gag slightly as she attempted to deep-throat him. Andrew leaned his head back against the headrest, his hands running through Jennifer's hair and caressing her shoulders and back. 

With each attempt, Jennifer's throat adjusted more to Andrew's size, allowing her to take him deeper and deeper into her mouth. He could feel the wonderful tightness of her throat, and each time she went deeper, his climax built steadily. She loved the sensation of his prodigious size filling her mouth and throat, the thick, soft mushroom head feeling incredibly sexy. Using both hands, she squeezed and massaged the base of his shaft, working it expertly. 

Jennifer had become much better at pleasuring him in just a few sessions with her black Adonis. She was intent on bringing Andrew to an intense arousal and a hugely satisfying climax, feeling his pleasure build with every movement. The passion between them was palpable, driving them both toward an unforgettable peak. 

Jennifer's efforts became more urgent, and Andrew couldn't control the situation any longer. "Babe, you are about to make me cum in your mouth. You feel so fuckin amazing!" Now, Andrew was thrusting his hips hard, like he was truly fucking Jennifer's mouth and throat. But Jennifer wanted to save some of the fun for later that evening. She wasn't going to let Andrew shoot deep into her throat right now. Instead, Jennifer pulled off Andrew and watched his huge cock swell to even thicker proportions as she used both of her hands to jerk frantically on his cock, sliding her hands up and down smoothly, sliding over her own saliva. Andrew tried to push her face back down onto his desperate cock, but she resisted. She was going to be in charge of this. But a few seconds later, Jennifer looked down at his cock and realized he was well beyond being able to control it and was about to cum whether she wanted him to or not. She held both fists firmly at the top of his cock and clamped them there extremely tightly. She could feel his cock spasming as he started to cum, and he was yelling out in pleasure, but she would not let him shoot. 

"Let it happen, Babe, please!" He yelled. And she did. Jennifer let go of her vice-like grip on his thick black cock and opened her mouth. The first explosion of cum missed her mouth completely and hit her on the forehead, with some splashing up onto her hair and some down into her right eye. A warm stream of sticky white love juice instantly started slowly dripping down her cheek and mouth. The next explosion hit its mark deep in the back of her mouth as Jennifer started again a frenzied jerking of her black lover's cock. She had stopped his first orgasm mid-way through, but now, just as it was about to subside, she revived it and caused his cock to fire stream after stream of Andrew's gooey signature deep into his eager lover. Andrew's heart was racing when Jennifer once again swallowed his thick black cock and allowed him to throb and pulse the remainder of his load into her. They stayed motionless for a few minutes, Andrew still hard in Jennifer's mouth. 

Finally, Jennifer slipped her lips off Andrew with a sucking noise and looked directly at her lover, whose face was covered in sweat. "Am I getting any better?" Andrew couldn't believe the job she had just done on him, and he nodded lovingly. He smiled as he spotted her face smeared with remains of his cum. 

"Babe, you need a napkin. You've got dessert all over you." Andrew chuckled as he handed Jennifer some napkins they had brought from the restaurant. She dabbed at her lips and fingers with a smile, cleaning herself up effortlessly. Andrew, with a playful sigh, jumped into his own car. 

Jennifer arrived back at work first and checked her reflection in the ladies' room mirror. "Not bad," she thought, feeling a sense of satisfaction. A few minutes later, Andrew showed up, looking like he had just finished a marathon. Sweat glistened on his forehead, but he seemed deeply relaxed. His mind, however, was racing with anticipation. He couldn't wait for the workday to end, eager to be alone with Jennifer. 

When they left work that Monday afternoon, Andrew had a plan in mind. "How about a quick stop at my place?" he suggested, eyes glinting with mischief. 

Jennifer shook her head with a knowing smile. "If we go in, we won't be leaving anytime soon. I'll wait in the car while you grab what you need." She watched him dash into his house, feeling an intense longing. The anticipation was electric; she wanted him just as badly as he wanted her. 

Back at her place, Jennifer prepared strong drinks for them both. "How about a swim to cool off?" she suggested. Andrew nodded, changing into his swim trunks quickly. When he joined her by the pool, he was stunned. Jennifer was lounging on a chair, completely naked, her skin glowing in the late afternoon sun. 

Andrew's breath caught in his throat. "You look incredible," he murmured, his voice husky with desire. Jennifer smiled, a glint of mischief in her eyes as she beckoned him closer. The water sparkled invitingly, but the real allure was the undeniable chemistry between them. 


"Andrew, I told you last time you were here that no one, and I mean no one, can see into this yard. So, if you want to wear those, that's okay, but you don't need to." Jennifer's voice was playful as she stood up, her graceful movements mesmerizing. She strolled slowly to the side of the pool, her bare feet barely making a sound on the tiles, before sitting on the edge and dipping her legs into the water. The sunlight accentuated her figure, making her look even more irresistible to Andrew. Her full, sunlit breasts and erect nipples were breathtaking, her toned tummy firm and the glimpse of her curves drove him wild. 

Without a second thought, Andrew stripped off his trunks and plunged into the pool, swimming straight to her. He surfaced next to Jennifer, his eyes locked on hers. "Is your period a problem for you coming in?" he asked gently. 

"No, it's very light. In fact, I don't even have a pad in right now. I might need to get one later, but it's been very light since last night, which is just fine with me." 

Andrew moved closer, pressing his body against the pool's edge, his desire evident. Jennifer leaned down, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. Their bodies melded together as they kissed passionately, their hands exploring each other with a fervent intensity. 


After what felt like an eternity of heated kisses and tender touches, Andrew gently lifted her from the pool's edge. Slowly, he guided her onto his submerged body, the water adding a tantalizing sensation to their union. Holding her close, he reveled in the feeling of her soft skin and firm breasts against his chest. The world around them faded as they lost themselves in each other, their connection deepening with every kiss and caress. 

Jennifer felt an intense heat radiate through her body as Andrew's thick shaft pushed deeply inside her, anchoring her firmly in place. The sensation of his head pressing against her cervix sent waves of pleasure through her. She relished the feeling of his dark, muscular frame against her, his strength and passion igniting a fire within her. It was a scenario she had fantasized about countless times but never truly believed would happen. Now, she was living her dream, ready to savor every moment of the next twelve hours. 

Andrew, however, was in no rush. He held her tightly, kissing her with a fervor and intensity that she rarely experienced with Scott. His kisses were hard and passionate, filling her with a sense of desire she had longed for. As their lips locked, he slipped one hand down to her firm, round ass, his fingers seeking her tight rosebud. 

Jennifer understood what he wanted and arched her back to meet his probing fingers. A sharp but brief pain coursed through her as his fingers entered, stretching her gently. The simultaneous sensations of his fingers in her anus and his cock deep in her pussy began to build a slow, powerful orgasm deep within her. 

Andrew sensed her growing urgency but remained patient, letting the moment unfold naturally. He was captivated by her full, kissable lips and the way she clung to him. He marveled at her beauty and the fact that she seemed unaware of her own allure. He couldn't understand how Scott could neglect such an incredible woman. 

As he continued to kiss her, his thoughts drifted. If he were Scott, he wouldn't leave her alone for a moment. He imagined that men must constantly be hitting on her, though she might not notice. Her sexual appetite was astounding, and Andrew considered himself lucky to be the one fulfilling her desires now. The realization only heightened his own excitement and determination to make this experience unforgettable for both of them. 

It was time for Andrew to stretch Jennifer's hole a bit more. He adjusted his hand, angling his fingers deeper and adding a third one. As he did, he felt Jennifer begin to twitch and grind on his cock, her body responding eagerly. Her movements became more pronounced, her ass gyrating against his fingers. He could tell she was on the brink, the slow, deliberate rhythm promising an intense release. 

Jennifer couldn't hold back any longer. The orgasm was building, each wave larger than the last. She could feel Andrew's cock, swollen and throbbing inside her, a tantalizing presence. Was he teasing her? The thought crossed her mind as she began grinding slowly against his cock and the fingers deep in her ass. Every movement sent shivers of pleasure through her, making her whole body tingle. 

Andrew remained still, his cock pulsing within her, allowing her to control the pace. Their kisses were intense, a deep connection that heightened her arousal. She set a slow, grinding rhythm, each rotation intensifying her impending orgasm. Andrew pulled back slightly, looking into her eyes. Her face was flushed with excitement, her eyes locked onto his. 

Jennifer was captivated by his beautifully handsome face, his strong neck, and his sculpted upper body. The sight of him, coupled with the overwhelming sensations coursing through her, pushed her closer to the edge. She moved with purpose, driven by the growing storm within her, knowing that any moment now, she would be consumed by the most incredible climax. 

Jennifer closed her eyes and surrendered to the intense gyration, her movements becoming more vigorous. Andrew watched in awe as she pleasured herself on his rod, her face flushed with excitement, her rounded breasts pressing against his chest and abdomen. He thought she was an incredible lover, utterly unaware of how amazing she was. 

Within moments, Jennifer's moans grew louder, escalating to screams. Concerned that the neighbors might hear, Andrew hesitated to interrupt her pleasure. Her body twitched and writhed with each wave of ecstasy. To muffle her cries, Andrew covered her mouth with his own, kissing her passionately as she climaxed. Her body continued to twitch sporadically as the orgasm subsided, her breath heavy and uneven. Andrew's steel-hard shaft remained deep inside her, holding her close. 

After several minutes, Jennifer opened her eyes and gazed into Andrew's. "That was so good for me, Andrew. I've never had anything better than I have with you. You feel so good, I can't help myself. I want it to be good for you, too." 

He smiled, enchanted by her beauty. He scanned her flushed face and naked breasts, feeling her still moving on his granite-hard cock. "Babe, it was excellent for me. Just watching you was enough. You are so incredibly hot to look at, never mind to be with. Yes, babe, it was perfect for me, believe me." 


"But you didn't even cum. I was hoping I would make you cum," Jennifer said, her voice filled with genuine concern. She leaned in, her beautiful torso pressing against his, hugging him tightly. The feel of her soft white skin against his hard brown body made his cock surge with renewed excitement. Andrew could sense her sincerity, and with his cock snugly wedged in her tight, wet pussy, he was certain this would be one of his most memorable nights. 

"Don't worry about that," Andrew reassured her. "My plan is to loosen that fine rosebud of yours, stretch your ass again, and plant the night's first seeds there. You have no idea how hot you make me. Jennifer, you're a thirty-three-year-old woman who looks twenty-three. I've wanted you since the first time I laid eyes on you. And when I finally saw you naked, you exceeded all my expectations. The first time we fucked, you have no idea how sweet you felt." 

Without waiting for her response, Andrew slowly withdrew his glistening black shaft from her hungry pussy, his cock slick with her juices and the faintest traces of her cycle. He thought to himself that if this continued, Scott might notice a change, but he doubted Scott would ever suspect Jennifer had ventured into such post-marital experimentation. 

Andrew let Jennifer stand in the pool, gently turning her as he kissed her neck and shoulder. He pressed his manhood between her perfectly formed ass cheeks and used both hands to lift her slightly by the waist, aligning her rosebud with his tip. Jennifer bent at the waist, placing her hands against the pool's edge. Andrew's cock, slightly rinsed by the pool's water but still glistening with her juices, pressed urgently against her back door. With a steady push, he popped through her sphincter muscles, and she gasped. 

The sudden penetration made Jennifer's breath hitch, but she quickly adjusted, pushing back against him. Andrew took his time, savoring the tightness of her ass as he began to move slowly. He kissed her shoulder again, feeling her body relax and respond to his movements. Jennifer's gasps turned into moans of pleasure, and she felt another wave of ecstasy building within her. 


"You doing okay, babe?" he asked, his voice filled with concern. 

"Yep, I'm just a little tight there. I'll be fine," she replied with a reassuring smile. 

"I'll go slowly. And as for being tight, babe, you have no idea how good that feels." With that, Andrew reached around to Jennifer's pussy, gently massaging her G-spot as he slid his rod deeper into her rear portal. She gasped, her breaths deep and measured. Andrew knew this mix of pain and pleasure was intense for her, but he couldn't resist. Given her reaction to anal sex the previous night, he was confident she'd enjoy it again. 

Once he was fully inside her, Andrew could feel his balls pressed against her ass cheeks. He pushed as deeply as he could, lifting her feet from the pool floor, all the while continuing to massage her G-spot. He sensed her building towards another climax from the way her breathing changed and the way she began to grind against his cock. 

Slowly and deliberately, Andrew began to withdraw and then slide back into her. Each withdrawal left Jennifer feeling an empty void that she eagerly wanted refilled, and Andrew did not disappoint. One hand massaged her intimately while the other slid up to her breasts, squeezing them gently as he began pumping her ass in earnest. His own orgasm started to build, his loins tightening with anticipation. He looked down at Jennifer's beautifully shaped back, the contrast between his dark skin and her creamy white one enhancing his excitement. 

The initial pain had transformed into a wonderful, intense pleasure for Jennifer. Andrew's combination of anal penetration and clitoral stimulation was overwhelming. She had never experienced anal sex before Andrew, and now she couldn't imagine not having it. It felt like their unique bond. The sensation of his black cock deep in her ass was too much, and even before he came, she was screaming and moaning in pleasure, her body shuddering in a deep, continuous orgasm. She rode his cock with each thrust, craving more and more. 

Finally, Andrew's own climax hit. His body stiffened and jerked as he pumped stream after stream of his seed into Jennifer's hungry hole. He pressed hard into her, his rock-hard rod delivering his climax with powerful intensity. The insatiable desire within Jennifer grew, fueled by the physical connection and the sheer pleasure Andrew brought her. She knew she wanted more of him, again and again, relishing every moment of their intense passion. 

Jennifer was still moaning as Andrew's orgasm began to wind down. She felt so incredibly hot to him, and the pain had completely vanished, replaced by a deep yearning for more. She wanted him to stay exactly where he was and start all over again. She had never imagined sex could be this intense. 

After several minutes, Andrew slowly slid out of her, and some of his cum dripped out of her ass, floating on the pool water. He turned her around, and they kissed passionately, their hands roaming each other's bodies. He fingered her clit, which was swollen with excitement, signaling her eagerness for more. 

Jennifer's hands traced up and down Andrew's flat, ripped abs and his defined pecs. She grabbed his ass cheeks, feeling their round firmness, and pulled him into her, pressing his still-swollen cock and magnificent balls against her incredibly sensitive pussy. 

"Can I get you something to eat, Andrew? I want your energy level at full tonight," she said with a playful smile. 

"Sure, Jennifer, but I'm not sure I can separate myself from you. You are so fucking incredible," he replied, wrapping his arms around her and kissing her head and neck. 

"Let's try, then we can continue where we left off," Jennifer said, pulling Andrew toward the pool steps. They left the pool, toweled off, and went into the house completely naked, something Jennifer and Scott had never done, even before they had kids. This freedom felt so hot for Jennifer. 

Jennifer prepared sandwiches for them, which they ate as they sat naked at the counter, unable to keep their hands off each other. They talked and laughed, enjoying the intimacy. Jennifer giggled at the sight of Andrew's still rock-hard cock. 

"Doesn't that thing ever go down?" she asked with a teasing grin. 


"You really don't get it, do you? Jennifer, I'm telling you, you are an incredibly hot woman. Sitting here, looking at you totally naked, is like a dream come true for me. I can't help but love looking at you—you're so freakin' hot. And Jennifer, I've got to tell you, the sex with you has been way better than I ever fantasized it could be. So, if you must know, that's why this pleasure stick of mine will probably stay hard all night, even while we're asleep. My only problem is, babe, I know I have feelings for you. And those feelings include not wanting to hurt you. But here's the problem. I don't see how that can be avoided if we continue with one another. I know Scott and the kids mean everything to you, but I want you too. Believe me, I am content to share you quietly from a distance. Look, I don't mean to get so heavy with this, but Jennifer, you are so fucking hot, and I am so into you, I cannot help myself. You drive me crazy. Okay?" 

Jennifer looked at her ripped lover, naked on the stool across from her. First, she was struck by his sincerity and then by his incredible physique. She was surprised to hear Andrew say he thought she was such a hot woman. She had always considered herself pretty good-looking, above average, but certainly not hot. Moreover, she had looked at guys like Andrew, who were obviously studs and never thought they would be interested in her. Now, she was feeling really warm about Andrew, and in a dreamy way, she looked forward to being with him all night long, especially since she now believed he was as seriously into her body as she was into his. 

As Jennifer looked at Andrew sitting across from her, she marveled at what an incredible stud he was. His body was perfect, but it was his incredibly handsome face that made him irresistible. Just as he had told her she looked ten years younger than she was, she remembered thinking he was in his twenties when she first started working with him. 

As for what he said about not wanting to hurt her and being willing to share her, she knew she would have to make some hard decisions. But for tonight and the next couple of nights, she had no qualms about sharing her body with this black Adonis. The warmth in her pussy and her stretched rectum told her she could definitely manage the next few nights. 

Shortly after their sandwiches, Jennifer had to pad herself as her cycle was really starting to kick in. She apologized to Andrew, but he was unfazed. He reassured her, "I'll do whatever you want or don't want." 

At about nine, Scott and the kids called, and Jennifer caught up with them about their day on the lake. She didn't rush the call but told Scott she was tired and was going to bed soon. In reality, she was already in bed with Andrew, both of them naked. While she talked with Scott, Andrew teased her by circling his forefingers around her areolas and licking her nipples. To retaliate, Jennifer slipped her free hand to his big black nuts and, without warning, squeezed one. But Andrew only smiled and kept up his licking. His teasing turned into full-fledged sucking, and Jennifer found herself breathing heavily again. Finally, the conversation ended, and Andrew kissed her passionately while hungrily exploring her body with his hands. 

Jennifer and Andrew spent the rest of the night naked in Jennifer and Scott's bed. They cuddled, kissed, and fondled each other. Jennifer sucked and jerked Andrew to climax, and then insisted that him fucking her ass would not be too uncomfortable now that her cycle was in full swing. The orgasm that shook Jennifer as Andrew came in her ass was exceptional, leaving her breathless as his muscular black body collapsed on her back with his cock buried deep inside her. 

At about three a.m., Jennifer awakened Andrew by stroking his black shaft to full erection even as he slept. He awoke to her touch, and his desire reignited instantly. 


"What's up, babe?" Andrew mumbled sleepily, his voice thick with the remnants of sleep. 

"You are, baby," Jennifer replied, her tone filled with affection. "And my bleeding has slowed to almost nothing. Can we?" 

Andrew's senses sharpened instantly, his body responding to her words. "Jennifer, we can do whatever you want," he assured her. 

He turned toward her, their lips meeting in a gentle kiss that quickly deepened with passion. In no time, Andrew found himself inside Jennifer, their bodies moving in a rhythm that sent waves of pleasure through them both. Jennifer's moans of delight filled the room as she reveled in the sensation of him reaching deep inside her. At that moment, she realized she needed to make an appointment with her doctor to get on the pill. They drifted back to sleep, Andrew's essence still inside her. 

In the early morning light, Jennifer stirred to the sound of Andrew on the phone. He was calling in sick. 

"Did I make you sick?" she teased, her voice still husky with sleep. 

"No," he chuckled, "you made me so horny that I figured it would be safer to stay home rather than shock everyone at work with a tent in my pants. And you need to call in sick, too, because I'm taking you to a special beach today." 

"Really? What makes it so special?" Jennifer asked, watching Andrew's incredibly ripped body move at the edge of the bed. 

"The part we're going to is a nude beach," he replied with a mischievous smile. "I get to admire you all day, naked." 

"Aren't you afraid of getting sunburned on that mushroom of yours?" she retorted with a grin. 

"I'll just have to make sure you put sunblock on it repeatedly." 

Jennifer called into work, her excitement building. She and Andrew made love several more times before they started preparing for their trip to the nude beach, which was about fifty miles away. She felt like a teenager again, full of anticipation and joy. Before they left, she called her doctor's office, knowing she needed to take care of that as soon as possible. 

When they arrived at the beach, Jennifer felt a flutter of anxiety. However, Andrew confidently led them to a remote spot, assuring her that very few people ventured there. Surrounded by the tranquility of the secluded beach, Jennifer finally relaxed, ready to enjoy their day together. 


Chapter 5

The day promised to be scorching, with the temperature already climbing into the mid-eighties. Jennifer felt a mix of excitement and apprehension as she slipped out of her bikini, the nearest beachgoers several hundred yards away. This was uncharted territory for her—something she and Scott had never dared to do. The thrill of breaking another taboo by going nude on a public beach filled her with a strange exhilaration. She was grateful that Andrew had chosen to lay their towels in this remote section. With no one around yet, she felt a bit more at ease, knowing that sunbathing might not be the only activity on this hot early summer day.

Standing naked under the bright late morning sun, Jennifer gazed at her black lover. The sight of Andrew, so different from her husband, stirred conflicting emotions within her. She felt a pang of guilt over her infidelity but couldn't deny the profound satisfaction she'd found with Andrew. Sex with Scott had always been good, but with Andrew, it was extraordinary. As she watched her muscled Adonis undress, his tightly defined muscles gleaming in the sunlight, a wave of desire surged through her, making her heart race and her body respond eagerly.

Jennifer’s thoughts wandered, wondering how many other women Andrew had brought to this same beach. The idea that there had been others bothered her, even though she knew she had no right to feel possessive. She wanted him to herself despite the reality of her marriage to Scott. It was ridiculous to expect Andrew to be exclusive when she herself was entangled in another relationship. Still, the thought persisted, gnawing at her.

Andrew lifted his sleeveless t-shirt over his head, his gaze drinking in Jennifer’s beautifully shaped body as he slid his swim trunks down his dark, muscular legs. Her full, firm breasts and flat, tight stomach mesmerized him. Watching his white beauty, Andrew felt his thick black shaft beginning to stir. To him, her body was perfection, and their lovemaking was nothing short of incredible. He had dreamed of this moment with Jennifer for months, never truly believing it would come to pass.

"Can I help you out with some sunblock, Jennifer?" Andrew asked, flashing his handsome smile.

"Sure, then I'll do you—all of you," Jennifer replied with a smile, noticing Andrew’s onyx shaft thickening.

"We won’t have much company down at this end of the beach," Andrew assured her. "Once in a while, someone might walk by, but there won’t be too many interruptions. If you want, we can take a walk down the beach to check out the sights."

"I'm fine here right now, but maybe later," she said, her eyes lingering on him.

Andrew poured some sunscreen into his hands and moved over to Jennifer, starting with her shoulders and back. The softness and smoothness of her skin were a turn-on for Andrew. As he applied the sunblock, he couldn't help but notice the striking contrast in their skin colors, something that excited him even more. It was often considered a trophy for a black man to bed a white woman, but to fuck someone as hot as Jennifer was indeed a prize.

He took his time, massaging her beautiful ass, marveling at its perfect shape and feel. By the time he reached her firm, slender legs, he was completely hard. Jennifer loved the gentle massaging she was receiving from her attentive lover. His strong hands caressed her, sending thrills of excitement up her spine.

Moving around to the front, Andrew kissed her softly on the lips before carefully applying cream to her face and slender neck. His hands moved to the front of her shoulders, then to her magnificent breasts. As his hands slid across her nipples, Jennifer felt a surge of love juices fill her vagina. Watching this handsome, muscular black man was too much for her. She placed her hands on top of his as they covered her breasts, holding them in place. Leaning forward, she kissed his forearm, then his bicep.

Still holding his hands on her breasts, Jennifer felt Andrew’s throbbing cock pressing into her abdomen. He moved his head down to kiss her full, beautiful lips, their bodies melding together in a moment of pure, unadulterated desire.

"Jennifer, I'm not going to get this done if you can't control yourself," Andrew teased, his wonderfully handsome smile lighting up his face. "How will you explain a sunburn on these magnificent breasts to hubby?"

"I'll tell him that my black lover, the one with the huge black cock that's been up my pussy and deep in my ass, needs more practice putting sunblock on white women. He can't see the cream as well as when he puts it on for his black girlfriends," Jennifer retorted playfully.

"Yeah, I'm sure you will," Andrew laughed. "And just so you know, I date white women exclusively. So, I've had plenty of practice. They tend to throw themselves at me. The problem here is that you've been sex-starved for so long that you can't control yourself around me. Most of my dates are a bit more reserved," he teased her back.

Their playful banter dissolved as Andrew moved his head down to hers, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss that lasted several minutes. The intensity of their connection surged, and by the end of the kiss, Andrew's cock was rock hard, pressing insistently against Jennifer.

Placing her hands on his cock, Jennifer gently moved them back and forth, her touch soft and teasing as Andrew finished applying the sunblock. When he reached her vagina, he carefully massaged around her lips, sending quivers of pleasure through her body.

"Now, it’s your turn to do me. Do you think you can control yourself? This black body is getting blacker with each moment's delay in getting that block on it. By the way, when you get to my cock, be gentle. The woman who sucked it last night left teeth marks, so it’s a little sensitive today," he said, smiling and handing her the tube of cream.

Jennifer took the cream from him, starting with his face, gently tracing his handsome features with her soft touch. To Andrew, the sensation of being touched by this white beauty was thrilling. She lovingly massaged the cream onto his neck and thick shoulders, using both hands as she worked down his muscled biceps and forearms. She continued to apply it to his beautifully defined chest and abs, then completed his back and legs, feeling her own arousal grow with each stroke over his thoroughly muscled black body. She left his penis for last.

Turning her attention to his cock, she said, "I don’t want anything to happen to this because, without it, you’re just another black guy trying to score with a white woman. Let me know if I hurt you; those teeth marks must be sensitive." With that, Jennifer applied the cream to Andrew’s throbbing shaft and thick head, squeezing his mushroom head tightly in her fist and sliding her hand back and forth along the pulsing rod.

The sensation drove Andrew wild as Jennifer continued her rhythmic motion. Within minutes, he could feel himself nearing the edge. Jennifer squatted down on her knees, positioning Andrew’s cock head at her open mouth, increasing her jerking motion. Placing his hands in her thick sandy hair, Andrew tried to pull Jennifer’s mouth onto his cock, but she resisted, keeping control.

Moments later, Andrew's muscles tensed as he reached his climax, releasing warm, gooey streams into her eager mouth. Jennifer tasted his warm cum and swallowed, then stood up, cum still glistening on her lips. She kissed her lover deeply, smearing some of his own seed onto his face, the taste of him mingling between them.

Their passion rekindled; they stood there in the bright sunlight, wrapped in each other’s arms, ready to lose themselves in each other once more. The golden rays highlighted their silhouettes against the sparkling water, creating an intimate, ethereal scene.

“Oh, Jennifer, you’re so incredible,” Andrew murmured, his voice thick with desire. “You’re unbelievably hot, babe. You have no idea how amazing it feels when you make me cum. Do you do that for Scott as well? He’s so lucky to have you all the time.”

Jennifer shook her head, a playful smile dancing on her lips. “Actually, I’ve never done that with Scott. Most of the time, Scott and I just have quick sex without much foreplay. Even when we first started dating, he never came in my mouth.”

“Poor guy doesn’t know what he’s missing,” Andrew said, his eyes locking onto hers with intensity. “I mean it, Jennifer. I hope I’m as good for you as you are for me.” With that, Andrew tugged gently on Jennifer’s hand, guiding her onto the towels he had spread out for them.

They lay there, intertwined, their bodies moving together in a rhythm of touching and kissing for nearly an hour. Just as Andrew had described, the secluded beach was deserted, with no one in sight closer than a few hundred yards. Their passion flowed freely as they made love, each moment an intoxicating blend of pleasure and connection.

A couple of guys walked by while they were entwined, but they said nothing. Jennifer noticed them but was too caught up in her impending orgasm to care if they watched. She surrendered to the moment, lost in the ecstasy of their union.

After about an hour lying on the beach, Andrew decided to cool off from the scorching sun and headed into the water. Jennifer followed him but only waded in up to her knees, not wanting to get her hair wet and salty. She watched as Andrew's muscular body glided across the surface, the water glistening on his ebony skin. The water was still a little cool, given that it was just the beginning of July, and her nipples hardened from the chill.

As Andrew finished his swim and started walking back toward her, Jennifer couldn't help but notice his now flaccid cock. Even in its relaxed state, it hung about five or six inches, framed by his large, low-hanging balls. The water sparkled on his muscled torso and legs, and Jennifer realized that much of her attraction to Andrew was purely physical. He was simply a great-looking guy, not just facially but with a fantastic body to match.

As she watched her lover of the past two weeks approach, Jennifer couldn't deny her overwhelming attraction to Andrew's body. She was pleasantly surprised that he found hers equally irresistible. Although sex with Andrew was far more satisfying than it had ever been with her husband, she knew deep down that this was all there was with Andrew: physical pleasure.

Her love for Scott extended into realms she couldn't imagine developing with Andrew. Her love for her husband was intricately tied to her love for their boys, forming a bond that was both different and undoubtedly deeper. This realization brought with it a heavy wave of guilt. While the sex with Andrew was fantastic, she knew she was betraying not only Scott but also their children. She felt she was cheapening her entire relationship with them, all for the sake of fulfilling her perceived need for physical satisfaction.

Jennifer had wrestled with these feelings of guilt several times over the past two weeks. There were moments when she resolved to end her relationship with Andrew, to reignite the spark with Scott, and to make their sex life more fulfilling for both of them. But then, her mind would drift to how incredible the sex with Andrew had been—how his muscled body felt under her touch, how wonderfully deep his cock pressed into her—and she would convince herself to put off the breakup, savoring the intoxicating pleasure a little longer.

What complicated matters further was her growing tendency to fantasize about other attractive men she encountered. Her mind would undress them and create vivid, steamy scenarios involving herself and these strangers. She began to wonder if she was undergoing some profound change in her personality, plagued by these thoughts and taboo desires.

Sitting on the beach, watching Andrew approach, she replayed these internal battles. The pull of her physical desires was strong, but the weight of her guilt and the love she had for her family tugged at her heart.

Jennifer and Andrew turned toward the sounds and saw three shapes approaching, likely young men in their late teens or early twenties. Each of them was lean and appeared somewhat muscular, walking together at the water's edge, talking and laughing. As they came closer, their figures became clearer. Indeed, they were young men, each in excellent physical shape. Two were around six feet tall, and the third was much taller, perhaps six foot four or five.

The two shorter men were white, one with moderately long blond hair and the other with closely cut, sun-bleached brown hair. Jennifer thought both were exceptionally well-built, muscular, and undeniably handsome. The third and tallest was clearly a young black or biracial man, his hair thick and full.

Jennifer felt a strange mix of attraction and guilt as she watched them approach. Her eyes lingered on their toned bodies, and she couldn't help but feel a pang of desire. She quickly glanced at Andrew, wondering if he had noticed her reaction.

"Looks like we've got company," Andrew said, his tone light but his eyes scanning the approaching figures.

Andrew and Jennifer began to walk back toward their towels, now much closer to the surf because of the incoming tide. In a few moments, the young men were within clear view, revealing themselves as three young studs, stark naked, having a great time walking along the beach and taking in the sights. Jennifer glanced over at them, trying not to appear as though she was staring. She couldn't help but admire their youthful, chiseled bodies, her mind inevitably drifting into fantasy.

Of course, her eyes were drawn immediately to the size of their cocks. The blond, she noted, was well-endowed, with a rod similar in size and girth to Andrew’s, challenging the stereotype that black men are naturally bigger than white men. In fact, she thought, the blond’s cock was noticeably larger than Andrew’s, and her mind wandered to what it would feel like to have an even larger cock buried deep inside her.

For just a moment, Jennifer entertained the thought of kneeling in front of this chiseled young stud and taking him into her mouth. But she quickly dismissed the idea, thinking that he would want nothing to do with a woman her age.

"Quite the view, huh?" Andrew teased, noticing her gaze.

Jennifer blushed, a playful smile tugging at her lips. "You're one to talk."

Andrew laughed, pulling her closer as they walked. "Fair enough. They're definitely enjoying themselves."

Then she noticed the friend with very close-cropped sandy hair. He, too, had an athletic build, though his cock was smaller, perched just in front of a pair of fairly good-sized balls. Despite his size, his great physique probably allowed him to get any girl he wanted. Jennifer figured a hot young stud like this would have no interest in her, but she couldn't deny her attraction to him. The sight of these young men excited her, and when she looked over at Andrew with his beautiful body and ample rod, her desire surged.

The two white guys continued to walk along, both smiling and waving. Their black friend was examining something he had picked up.

“Hey, guys! Perfect day. I’m really glad we decided to take this walk. No offense, dude, but your girlfriend just made it worth it. She’s a definite hottie. Bet we’re the first to walk this far, just taking in the sights,” the blond said with a smile, looking Jennifer up and down.

Jennifer felt a rush of heat and a mix of embarrassment and flattery. Andrew chuckled, his arm still around her waist.

“Actually, you guys are the second to come by. And I know she made your walk worth it. But, she’s taken.” Andrew smiled back and winked at Jennifer. Jennifer felt a little embarrassed by this and questioned if the blond stud was really sincere. Standing there naked and observing this great-looking young guy who was also naked and who had just said these things caused Jennifer to experience a level of sexual excitement that she did not often feel. She wondered if the hot-looking young guy realized how much he turned her on. But she asked herself why would he have said these things if he didn’t mean them? She figured she’d return the compliment.

“Well, I’m glad you three chose to take the walk too. Three hot guys all at once is a surprising treat. But aren’t you skipping school or something? ” She smiled, implying that they were very young.

“Oh, come on, if we’re skipping, then you must be as well.” The blond shot back at Jennifer.

At that point, Jennifer’s attention turned to the black youth who had moved back to his friends, who were now standing eight or ten feet away from Andrew and Jennifer. She was immediately taken by his physical presence and attractiveness. He seemed almost biracial because his skin tone was more a light mocha than a deeper brown like Andrew's. The sun was directly behind him and outlined his tremendous physique. He had to be about six foot four, had extremely broad and square shoulders, and a torso that was hard, tight, and sharply defined from a lot of lifting and exercise, she thought. She was a little anxious because he looked familiar to her. When she let her eyes wander to his very lean and tight muscular waist, Jennifer immediately took in the longest and thickest penis she had ever seen. It hung flaccid but was about seven inches long with huge testicles. It was surrounded by very black and kinky pubes, similar to Andrew’s. His thighs were heavily muscled and his calf muscles looked as though he had played sport for years. What an incredibly beautiful physical specimen, Jannifer thought. His face was concealed by the sun in her eyes, but he looked vaguely familiar. Then he spoke.

“Jennifer, is that you? Jennifer Taylor? If it’s not, you’re her twin. Holy shit Jennifer, is that really you?” Lucas asked incredulously.

Stunned, Jennifer felt as though she'd been hit in the stomach. The moment Lucas began speaking, she recognized the voice as belonging to the young man who cleaned and serviced their pool each week throughout the spring and summer. Often, when Jennifer, Scott, and the boys were in the mountains, it was convenient to have someone take care of the pool for them. Scott had had Lucas in class at the college, and that’s how the connection was made.

But in all the times Jennifer had seen Lucas, she had never seen him without a bandana covering his thick dreadlocks or his baggy cargo shorts that hung loosely on his beautifully proportioned mocha body. Jennifer always enjoyed being present when Lucas was cleaning the pool. She would pretend to be occupied with the boys in the yard, but the whole time, she watched this young black Adonis, admiring his magnificent body. She was almost certain he never wore underwear under his cargo shorts because she could glimpse his ass crack whenever he bent over to work on the pool.

He would always peel off his shirt while working, showcasing his magnificently developed chest, abs, and remarkable biceps and forearms. She wondered if he did this purposefully just to turn on mothers like her. If that was his reason, it worked on Jennifer. Lucas’s tall, lean, muscular body was complemented by his incredibly handsome, youthful face. He seemed biracial to Jennifer; his nose and lips definitely looked Caucasian, and his eyes were not dark but almost a light green in color. They sparkled like diamonds, a truly unusual feature that made Lucas’s facial appearance stunning.

Jennifer had often fantasized about Lucas in secret. The former college basketball player, now a grad student, had an allure she couldn't ignore. She imagined he had probably shared many nights with young women, leaving them very happy by morning. It was his physical beauty that first sparked her curiosity about what it would be like to be with someone like him. Jennifer had noticed handsome men over the years of her marriage, but she had never allowed her fleeting attractions to blossom into full-blown fantasies as she had with Lucas. And he would never know, she thought.

Whenever Lucas came to service the pool, Jennifer made sure to be really pleasant, almost flirtatious, while still keeping a level of reservation that left him unsure of her intentions. Week after week, during the summer, she savored the moments she could spend watching this half-naked stud in her yard, his toned muscles glistening in the sun.

Now, standing naked with her black lover, facing someone she knew, Jennifer felt truly exposed for the first time that day.

"Yes, it's me, Lucas," she said, her voice shaky. "I guess I didn’t recognize you without your clothes."

Lucas stood there, equally surprised, his eyes widening as he took in the scene. Jennifer's heart raced as she realized he was even more stunning in the nude than her fantasies had ever conjured.

Lucas's naked body looked incredibly handsome, Jennifer thought, unable to keep her eyes off his thick, black cock hanging and swaying between his muscled legs. She felt herself blushing, wondering if it was noticeable to Andrew and the young men standing nearby.

"I guess I'm kind of surprised, too. Had no idea you were into coming to this beach. Is Scott here as well?" Lucas asked, his voice casual yet curious.

Jennifer quickly composed herself. "No, he couldn’t make it today," she lied smoothly. "But this is our friend, Andrew. Actually, I've never been to this beach before. It takes a little getting used to. That’s why we’re all the way down here." She hoped her explanation sounded convincing, even though she felt a pang of anxiety.

Lucas shook Andrew's hand, introducing his friends to him and Jennifer. "We come here occasionally, just to goof around and see the sights. I told these guys the best sights are always hidden at the far end of the beach. Now they can see firsthand that I know what I'm talking about." He flashed his beautiful smile, his eyes sweeping over Jennifer appreciatively.

Jennifer's heart raced as their eyes met. For a moment, it felt as though time stood still. She saw the admiration in Lucas’s gaze and thought, He really does think I'm hot. The realization hit her that just as she had been secretly checking out Lucas for the past two years, he had been doing the same to her.

“Look, we won’t interrupt you guys. Good seeing you, Jennifer. I’ll be at your place on Thursday... with my clothes on unless you prefer me this way,” Lucas joked, flashing a mischievous smile as he and his friends started to walk away from Andrew and Jennifer.

Jennifer’s heart raced, almost frantic with fear. Lucas had skillfully bypassed the question about Scott, leaving Jennifer with the unsettling feeling that he knew what was going on and might even be okay with it. Yet, she couldn’t be sure. As she watched the three naked studs retreating, their muscular bodies glistening in the sun, she felt a powerful wave of sexual longing. Her mind wandered to thoughts of what it would be like to experience any one of these striking young men in an intimate way.

Her internal turmoil was evident, and Andrew noticed immediately. “Are you okay, babe?” he asked, concern etched on his face.

Jennifer was on the verge of tears. “Andrew, I have to tell him not to say anything to Scott. I can’t believe we saw him here. But I have to tell him now. I’ll be right back.” Without waiting for a response, she turned and ran towards the three young men, calling out Lucas’s name.

“Lucas! Lucas, wait!” she called, her voice filled with urgency. Andrew watched her run, catching a side glimpse of her beautifully shaped breasts as they bounced gently with each step. His own desire stirred, and he felt himself getting hard. He couldn’t help but admire her, her figure moving gracefully as she hurried across the sand. The sight of her retreating form, her perfect curves accentuated in the sunlight, sent a wave of longing through him.

Lucas heard Jennifer call his name and turned to see her beautiful form jogging toward him and his friends. “Lucas, can I see you for just a second?” she asked, her voice tinged with urgency. His friends got the hint and continued walking slowly, giving them some space.

Jennifer's head was pounding, but she knew she had to tell Lucas that Scott had no idea about her day at the beach or about Andrew. “What’s up, Jennifer?” Lucas asked, his eyes sweeping over her in a way that made it clear he liked what he saw.

“Lucas, I have to ask you a favor. I feel pretty embarrassed, but I’m hoping that you will help me out. You see…” She paused, feeling a lump form in her throat as her eyes began to fill with tears. Sensing her distress, Lucas stepped closer and took her hands in his, his touch warm and reassuring.

“Hey, it’s okay,” he said gently, looking into her eyes. Jennifer looked up at him, taking in the sight of his light mocha-colored skin stretched tightly across his beautifully muscled abs, his well-defined pecs, thick neck, and stunning face with those sparkling green eyes.

“Jennifer, relax. I know what you’re going to say, okay? As soon as I asked if Scott was there, I realized it was an error. I knew he wasn’t and that he had no idea you were here. So, I just want you to know that this will remain our secret, okay? I promise that I won’t ever mention a word of it again to anyone. And, I have to compliment Andrew on his taste in women. Every time I go to your place, I’ve got to confess; I do sneak a look at you whenever I can. In fact, as I was walking down the beach with the guys, I was telling them about how I would love to see a couple of my pool customers here, and I even mentioned your name. It was such a weird surprise to actually run into you right after I said that.”

Tears began to trickle down Jennifer’s cheeks, and she dried them away with the back of her hand. Looking up at Lucas’s handsome face, she said, “Thanks. I don’t know what to say, but thanks. I am so embarrassed.”

“Jennifer, please, don’t be. Listen, this stuff goes on all the time. And if I can be honest, you are one hot-looking mom. So, I guess guys hit on you all of the time. Please, just do me one favor. Make sure you have a good time today. Don’t go home just because you saw me here. I would feel terrible if you did. And, trust me, your secret is safe with me. I am just jealous as hell of Andrew.” Lucas moved both of his hands to Jennifer’s shoulders, bent down, and kissed her on the cheek. “Promise me you will stay?” He asked.

The sensation of Lucas’s touch sent a thrill coursing through Jennifer’s body, and his kiss ignited a spark that traveled up her spine. She gazed up at the handsome, muscular youth standing before her, his presence exuding confidence and strength. Unable to resist, she kissed him back, her gratitude evident in the way her lips lingered on his. "Thank you again, Lucas," she whispered.

With a charming smile and a quick wave, Lucas turned to jog back to his friends. His beautifully sculpted form moved with an effortless grace, each stride showcasing the powerful flex of his leg muscles. Jennifer's eyes followed him, fixating on the rhythmic bounce of his thick mocha club as he started to jog away.

Feeling a mix of emotions, Jennifer walked back to Andrew, her earlier tension somewhat alleviated but still plagued by the unsettling knowledge that another person was aware of her infidelity. Andrew's concern was evident as he looked at her.

"Are you okay, Jennifer? We can leave if you want," Andrew offered gently.

"No, Andrew. He made me promise that I’d stay, and I want to," she replied, determination in her voice.

Andrew stepped closer, enveloping Jennifer in a tight embrace. The warmth and comfort of his hold made her feel momentarily safe. "Jennifer, I'm so sorry that happened. I never thought it would; that’s why I brought us to this beach and moved so far down. I really am sorry. Did Lucas say he’d keep quiet about it?"

"Yes, he did. And I believe him," Jennifer responded. As she spoke, her mind wandered back to Lucas. She replayed the scene in her head, the way he held her arms and kissed her cheek, the sensation of his lips on her skin. She remembered the thrill that surged through her when their bodies made contact, her breasts pressing against his muscular, ebony chest. Confusion gripped her as she felt a familiar heat building within her, her body reacting to the vivid memory of the young black stud.

Caught in a whirlwind of conflicting emotions, Jennifer struggled to reconcile her actions and the undeniable physical response they elicited. She held onto Andrew tighter, hoping to find clarity and solace in his embrace.

Andrew and Jennifer lay side by side on their towels, the warmth of the sun enveloping them as they caressed each other. Their passion reignited under the clear blue sky, and soon, they were making love again, completely alone on the secluded beach. Andrew’s cock always felt so thick and full inside her, a sensation that brought her immense pleasure. As she reveled in the way he filled her, a fleeting thought crossed her mind: what would it feel like to have Lucas’s cock inside her? The idea sent a strange thrill through her, even as she and Andrew reached a mutually wonderful climax.


Chapter 6

Afterward, Andrew went for another swim, his strong strokes easily cutting through the water. Jennifer waded knee-deep into the water, feeling a mix of satisfaction and lingering excitement. The weather was perfect, and she felt a newfound calmness. The memory of Lucas satisfying her desires was still vivid, his thick black love club leaving a personal signature inside her hungry pussy. She could feel his juices mingling with the remnants of her period, knowing that the chances of pregnancy were slim for a few days. Some of Andrew’s cum leaked onto her thigh, bringing a slight blush to her cheeks.

Her musings were interrupted by the approach of Lucas and his friends returning from their walk down the beach. Lucas's voice broke the tranquility. "Hey, Jennifer, glad to see that you stayed. Fantastic day, isn’t it? Just the right temperature, just the right breeze. I see Andrew’s out there doing laps. Still too cold for you?"

Jennifer smiled at Lucas, appreciating his attempt to keep the conversation light. "Yeah, I prefer the sun to the cold water," she replied, her tone casual.

Carl, one of Lucas’s friends, chimed in with a playful grin. "Jennifer, I just wanted to let you know that we all decided you and Andrew, but especially you, were our best sighting for the day." His smile was handsome, and Jennifer couldn’t help but notice his youthful beauty—shaggy blond hair, a nicely crafted body, and a well-shaped cock and big balls. She caught herself staring and quickly looked away, her cheeks flushing slightly.

Carl: "What a nice thing to say to someone much older than you guys. I appreciate it, but I know there are much better sights out there to see. But thanks anyway, that was sweet of you," Jennifer replied with a warm smile, her gratitude evident.

“Jennifer, you can’t be much older. I’m twenty-three, what are you? maybe three years older?” Carl countered a hint of disbelief in his voice.

“Didn’t Lucas tell you I have an eleven-year-old son and two younger ones? C’mon, Carl. You know I’m not in my twenties. But you make me feel good anyway,” Jennifer continued, her tone gentle but firm.

Carl glanced at Lucas, seeking confirmation. “Is she for real?” Then, turning back to Jennifer, he added, “Really, Jennifer, you don’t look any older than twenty-five, if even that. I’m not kidding. And no matter what your age, you are definitely the hottest number on this beach today.”Carl

CarlCarlCarlJennifer smiled warmly at Carl and thanked him once again for his kind words. As Carl and Shane waved their goodbyes to her, Jennifer noticed a subtle exchange of glances between them and Lucas, indicating that Lucas wanted to speak with her privately.

“Jennifer, I really am glad you stayed,” Lucas began, his tone earnest as he addressed her. “I felt awful about asking you about Scott and possibly ruining your day. I know it’s your private business. Believe me, I won’t ever say a word to anyone.”

Jennifer nodded, appreciating Lucas’s sincerity and his assurance of discretion. His next words, however, caught her off guard.

“Another reason I am glad you stayed is that I got to see your beautiful body naked again, something I have always wanted to do since I started doing your pool. So you see, from now on, I will have this mental image of you when I do your pool. And what a pleasant image it is,” he finished, his incredibly handsome smile lighting up his face as he locked eyes with her, his sparkling green eyes holding her gaze.

Jennifer felt a blush creeping up her cheeks at Lucas’s unexpected confession, but she couldn’t deny the flattery in his words. His shaggy dreadlocks framed his face, adding to his allure, and she found herself momentarily captivated by his mocha-colored skin and charming demeanor.CarlCarlShane

Jennifer smiled mischievously at Lucas and reached out to playfully slap his arm, her laughter echoing along the shoreline. The sun's warmth caressed his tight skin, accentuating the contours of his thickly muscled bicep, and she couldn’t help but feel a thrill at the touch.

“Well, Lucas, I’ll have a new image of you to think about while you’re doing our pool,” Jennifer teased, her eyes dancing with amusement. “And believe me, I’m sure there are many women out there who wish they had the chance to see what I’m looking at right now. In fact, I think you look even better than my mind could have imagined you. So if you think you’re the only one who’s had a pleasant time taking in the sights today, you’re wrong.”

Her tone softened as she continued, her gratitude evident in her words. “But seriously, I want to thank you again for being so kind to me earlier. I don’t know what’s going on with me, but this is something I have to explore myself. But I better keep quiet before I start to cry again.”

Jennifer’s eyes widened in surprise at Lucas’s candid admission, his words catching her off guard. She could sense the sincerity in his voice, and it left her both flattered and intrigued.

“You didn’t really scope me out the way I used to check you out, did you? You’re just saying that, right?” Lucas’s tone held a hint of disbelief, his expression earnest as he waited for her response. “I mean, I always love going to your place for the sights, but I never thought you were checking me out too. That is so weird. I mean, because you are really so hot-looking, and you are not just a college girl but also a beautiful and mature woman. And I don’t mean older because I guess I never thought about the boys' ages, but I always assumed you to be in your mid-twenties.”

Lucas spoke these words so genuinely that Jennifer knew he was telling the truth, and she was so flattered that he said them. What a compliment from such a young, athletic, and attractive stud.

“You are really so sweet, Lucas. Some girls out there will be so lucky to have you. And I don’t really know why, but I feel like I need to tell you that this is the very first time I have ever done anything with someone else. I’m not sure why, but as I said, I just feel like I have to explore a little, I guess.” Jennifer finished as Andrew stepped out of the water as it glistened on his finely cut body. He smiled and waved at Jennifer.

“You still trying to pick up my babe?” Andrew asked Lucas with a smile, realizing that he had just called Jennifer his babe. He could be comfortable with that, he thought, as long as she could break free of Scott. Andrew could only dream. And he would have to cut some ties of his own, too, ties that Jennifer did not know anything about. He hadn’t really been seeing much of that particular woman over the past few weeks anyway, but she had called and asked to get together over the upcoming long weekend, and Andrew definitely had not mentioned that to Jennifer.

“He’s been very sweet, but no pick-up offers yet. But Andrew, look at him; any girl would be tempted.” Lucas smiled, embarrassed. He was stunning, she thought. And his comments to her caused Jennifer to think that her fantasies were not that far-fetched after all. Lucas said his goodbyes to Jennifer and Andrew, and Jennifer watched his beautiful mocha form jog with ease through the sand after his friends.

At the end of the day, the two lovers traveled back to Jennifer’s, where they swam naked in her pool and then fucked on the lounge chair on her patio. Each time she had sex with Andrew, the experience seemed unusually fulfilling. He was gentle yet aggressive. She found herself really loving every time she sucked his big thick black cock, which still surprised her given her normal dislike of giving head. And he appeared to love tonguing her vagina and bringing her to one orgasm after the next. However, Jennifer knew that she only had one final night with Andrew after this one, and she started to wonder what would happen after that. She also considered what sex would be like with Scott this weekend. She wondered if he would get any suspicions that another man had been inside her. Would he be able to tell what she had been doing? Also, how long could she and Andrew continue this without getting found out?

And Jennifer couldn't bear to entertain the thought of what her actions might do to her family. The mere idea of it sent shivers down her spine. But amidst her turmoil, another nagging worry gnawed at her mind: would Andrew cease seeing other women while involved with her? The notion of him being intimate with someone else pierced her heart like a thousand needles. It was a torment she couldn't shake off.

Lying intertwined in Jennifer and Scott's bed, their naked bodies pressed together, Jennifer rested her head on Andrew's solid chest, seeking solace in his warmth. But even in their intimate embrace, her troubled thoughts lingered like a dark cloud overhead.

Sensing her unease, Andrew gently broke the silence, his voice a soothing murmur in the quiet room. "Babe, you've been quiet. Is something wrong? Are you worried about Lucas? Or is there something else on your mind?"

"Just lots of thoughts about us, about my family," Jennifer confessed, her voice laden with uncertainty. "All kinds of mad thoughts are eating at my brain, Andrew. Like this weekend, I'll be wondering what you're doing and who you're with. I'll be missing you and... this." With a delicate touch, she wrapped her fingers around his hardness, giving it a gentle tug, confirming its familiar rigidity.

"And I don’t even want to think about the good time Scott is going to have with you starting on Thursday night when you pull in up north," Andrew interjected, his expression solemn. "I bet he'll be between those legs in less than an hour. And that thought will drive me crazy."

“I know, Andrew. I just don’t know what to do about us. I can’t bear the idea of hurting my kids, or even Scott, for that matter. But, I know it’s also really unfair to you to just use your body, although I can’t lie, I love doing that.” She said, raising her head to look at his handsome face.

“I knew exactly what I was getting into when we started this, Jennifer. Married women have a lot of issues to deal with. But, I’ve got to say, you are so fucking hot that you are definitely worth any of the frustration that goes with all that.”

“And your cock feels so perfect inside me; I am not sure what I’d do now without its wonderful size and your amazing technique. Having sex with you has been so amazing, Andrew. Really, your cock and everything it does is just so perfect to me. I really don’t want to stop this, but I know eventually, something will have to give. And just so you know, every time I fuck Scott this weekend, I will definitely be thinking of you.”

Andrew's smile widened as he sat up, pinning Jennifer firmly to the mattress beneath him. "Are you suggesting that Scott and I are so similar in bed that you'll be thinking of me?" His gaze lingered on her exquisite features, tracing the curves of her body with a hunger that matched her own desires.

With a soft sigh, Jennifer met his gaze, her eyes alight with a mixture of longing and adoration. "You know very well what I mean," she murmured, her voice barely a whisper. "Scott tries, and he's good, but you... you're fantastic. And I don't know if it happens to all married couples, but Scott only wants sex once every few days. You, you horny sexpot, want it all day, every day, which I love, by the way."

As Andrew continued to hold her captive beneath him, he guided his throbbing black rod back into her, the familiar sensation sending waves of pleasure coursing through Jennifer's body. With each thrust, she surrendered herself to the ecstasy of their union, her senses overwhelmed by the intensity of their connection.

Moments later, Jennifer found herself succumbing to yet another climax, her body pulsing with pleasure as Andrew's skilled movements drove her to the brink of ecstasy once more. Today alone, she had lost count of the times he had brought her to such heights, each experience more exhilarating than the last.

“By the way, I saw how you looked at Lucas and his friends today, and I couldn’t miss how they were staring at you. I think Scott may have more than just me to worry about for competition for his beautiful woman.”

Jennifer shot back, “So are you seriously telling me that if three good-looking women walked up to us and started talking to you, you wouldn’t be looking them over very carefully? Andrew, I know you far better than that. I have observed you for the last two years and know exactly how you are. So, if I enjoyed looking at Lucas, Carl, and Shane, I think it’s a good thing, a normal thing for a very young-looking woman, as they all told me I am.” She said with a gorgeous smile. “But, I’ve got your cock in my pussy right now, not any of theirs. So there!”

That night, their passion was insatiable. They made love fervently, drifting in and out of sleep, only to awaken and start again. Andrew devoted himself to worshipping Jennifer's body, his tongue exploring every inch of her sensitive folds. He teased her with gentle fingers and massaged her clit until she was lost in wave after wave of ecstasy. Jennifer, equally eager, welcomed Andrew into her mouth, pussy, and ass throughout the night. By morning, both were exhausted, their bodies thoroughly spent from their relentless lovemaking.

Wednesday passed in a blur, the reality of their impending separation looming over them. That evening, Andrew took charge of dinner, grilling on Scott's barbecue while Jennifer lounged naked on the pool patio, basking in the warm early evening sun.

"Andrew, seriously, does that cock ever go down?" she teased, a playful smile tugging at her lips. "It's been hard the whole time you've been grilling and sitting here."

He laughed, his eyes twinkling with desire. "Only when I'm with you," he replied, leaning in to kiss her.

After dinner, they swam together in the pool, their bodies entwined in the cool water. They toweled each other off, their touches lingering, before retiring early to Jennifer and Scott's bedroom. Both were acutely aware that this would be their last night together for a while.

Knowing that Scott and the kids usually called around nine, Andrew had a plan. He began to seduce Jennifer around eight-thirty, his touches designed to make her forget everything but the pleasure he was giving her. By the time the phone rang at nine, she was lost in a sea of sensation, moaning and writhing as Andrew's hard cock moved in and out of her slick folds.

When the phone rang, Jennifer instinctively reached for it, intending to let it go unanswered. But Andrew, ever the provocateur, picked it up and handed it to her, a mischievous glint in his eye. He knew it would be Scott calling first.

"Go ahead," he whispered, his breath hot against her ear. "Answer it."

Jennifer hesitated momentarily, then took the phone, her voice trembling slightly as she greeted her husband. Meanwhile, Andrew continued his relentless rhythm, his movements slow and deliberate, ensuring that Jennifer remained on the edge of pleasure as she tried to maintain a semblance of normalcy in her conversation.

“Hello,” Jennifer answered breathlessly, struggling to keep her voice steady.

“Hi, honey. What’s going on?” Scott's voice crackled through the phone, casual and unsuspecting.

“Not much, just ran from the other room… ahhh, to get this,” she replied, her voice wavering as Andrew continued his slow, torturous thrusts. He had her teetering on the edge of climax when the phone rang, and he was determined to keep her there. Jennifer clung to the sensation, not wanting to lose the exquisite tension building within her.

“Wow, sounds like you need some exercise, hon.”

As Scott spoke, Andrew withdrew his gleaming black shaft from Jennifer, causing her to moan softly at the loss. “Mmmmmm,” she let out involuntarily, feeling the absence of his hardness. “N... N... No, I just ran, and I guess I’m really out of breath. Anyway, what’s up with you guys?” Jennifer tried to regain her composure, but her voice was shaky as she attempted to sound normal.

While she spoke, Andrew's ministrations continued. He circled the thick head of his penis around her clitoris, the slow, deliberate motion driving her wild. His free hand found her breast, cupping it gently before pinching her nipple, sending jolts of pleasure through her body.

A loud moan escaped her lips when Andrew suddenly plunged his shaft deep inside her again, hitting her cervix with a force that made her gasp in pleasure. “Aaarrrghhh,” she cried out, unable to contain the sound of her ecstasy.

“What the hell are you doing, Jennifer? Sounds like you’re having sex with someone. What’s going on? Are you drunk?” Scott's questions were sharp, suspicion evident in his voice.

Jennifer's heart pounded with fear. She tried to pull away from Andrew, but he held her firm, his thick black rod driving back into her, filling her completely. A gasp and a moan escaped her lips despite her efforts to stifle them. The panic in her eyes met Andrew's determined gaze; he wasn't going to let her off his throbbing black pleasure club so easily.

“Yes, honey, I’ve had a couple of drinks, and I just about lost my balance by the bed, but I’m okay, really,” Jennifer replied, struggling to keep her voice steady. For a moment, Andrew paused, allowing her a brief respite.

“Let me talk to the boys,” she added quickly, hoping to shift the focus.

“Okay, Jennifer, but relax, will you? You’ll scare them. Are you sure you’re okay?” Scott's tone softened, sounding more worried than suspicious now.

“Yes, I’m fine, Scott. Sorry if I got you worried. I guess the combination of drinks and running just got to me,” she assured him, trying to sound as normal as possible.

While Jennifer spoke with her sons, Andrew remained still, his muscled, hard body pressing against her. His presence was overwhelming, his cock still firmly wedged inside her. Even in this moment of tension, Jennifer couldn’t help but respond to him, her vaginal muscles alternately squeezing and releasing his throbbing manhood. She felt his hot breath on her neck, his hands gently caressing her sides, grounding her in their shared intimacy.

Finally, Jennifer finished talking with the boys, assuring them that she would arrive late the next afternoon or early evening. She handed the phone back to Scott, her heart still racing but slightly more composed.

“Jennifer, are you sure you’re okay? You have me worried,” Scott’s voice was still laced with concern.

Jennifer took a deep breath, summoning all her strength to keep her voice steady. “Honey, I am fine. I think I’m going to go to bed right now and dream about being with you tomorrow night,” she managed to say, her tone calm and reassuring. Scott seemed to buy it, breathing a sigh of relief.

“Alright, if you say so. I just thought it was strange for you to drink alone, but I guess you’re just relaxing before the long Fourth of July weekend. I love you, Jennifer,” Scott said, his voice warm and trusting.

“I love you too, Scott. Goodnight,” Jennifer replied, fighting to keep her composure.

Just as she was about to end the call, she felt a rush of relief, but it was quickly overshadowed by the intense sensations coursing through her body. Andrew was now massaging her G-spot softly, sucking on her left nipple while pinching the right one. His skilled ministrations were driving her wild with desire. Despite her annoyance at his deliberate teasing, her body responded eagerly to his touch.

Her mind screamed, “Keep it up and fuck me!” as she writhed on the bed beneath him. She was torn between frustration and overwhelming arousal, her body betraying her attempts at self-control. Andrew’s tongue and fingers worked in tandem, pushing her closer to the edge. Her pussy felt puffy and engorged, a clear sign of her heightened state of arousal, and it was soaked with her juices, ready for him.

Sensing her readiness, Andrew paused for a brief moment, locking eyes with her. He could see the desire burning in her gaze, and he knew she was on the brink. With a calculated move, he plunged his thick black cock deep into her hungry pussy, filling her completely.

Jennifer suspected that Andrew wouldn’t let her off the phone with Scott without another attempt to make her gasp. She planned her move perfectly. With a playful smile, she said, "Okay, babe, I’ve got another call." Andrew seized the moment as she uttered these words and pressed the button to disconnect. His now fully engorged member plunged deep into her, causing her to scream in sheer pleasure.

Jennifer’s phone slipped from her hand, hitting the floor with a soft thud, while Scott remained oblivious to what had transpired. Overcome with ecstasy, she wrapped her arms around Andrew, her nails digging into his thickly muscled back. She entwined her legs over his thighs, desperately trying to pull him deeper into her.

Andrew, realizing he had been tricked, didn't mind. He, too, was lost in the throes of passion. With incredible force, he drove into Jennifer, their bodies colliding rhythmically. She screamed, gasped, and moaned as he continued his relentless pace, each thrust pushing him deeper until he finally felt the resistance of her cervix.

Jennifer’s body was overtaken by wave after wave of orgasmic bliss, her muscles clenching and releasing uncontrollably. Andrew’s climax followed shortly after, his body shuddering as he emptied himself into her with a final powerful thrust.

Each time they were together, Jennifer marveled at how he seemed even larger than before, stretching her to her limits. This time, it felt as though a bat had been stuffed into her, the sensation almost overwhelming. However, with Andrew, the intensity of their connection was unlike anything she had ever experienced.

Andrew felt the same. Despite his numerous past and present partners, sex with Jennifer was the most gratifying he had ever known. Her touch, her response, everything about her drove him wild. As he held her close, still buried deep within, he thought, for a moment, that he might never return to normal.

The two illicit lovers clung to each other’s sweaty bodies, riding the waves of their shared orgasm. Breathing heavily, Andrew turned his face to hers, and they kissed passionately, their lips locked in a fervent embrace. Jennifer could feel the scratch of his evening whiskers against her skin, but she didn’t care. The marks they left were inconsequential compared to the pleasure they had just shared. She knew she could fabricate a story for Scott, and if he didn't believe her, it wouldn't matter. All she wanted now was to savor every moment with her black Adonis, imprinting the memory of his touch on her mind for the lonely days ahead.

As their kiss ended, they reluctantly pulled apart. Jennifer watched as Andrew climbed off her, his wonderfully defined body glistening with sweat, his cock still hard. He stood beside the bed, a powerful figure of masculine beauty, and bent to retrieve the phone, placing it back on the hook.

"Hubby will be calling any time now," he said with a teasing grin. "What are you going to say when he asks why you didn’t get back to him?"

Jennifer smiled mischievously, her eyes glinting with a mix of satisfaction and defiance. "I’ll tell him the truth," she replied. "That I was busy having the best time of my life. And if he doesn’t believe me, well, that’s his problem."

Andrew chuckled, impressed by her boldness. "You really are something else," he said, leaning in to kiss her once more. "But seriously, what will you say?"

“Got it covered,” Jennifer said with a confident smirk, “I’ll just tell him the button was sticking again. It does that sometimes, you know. I’ll say someone from work called. I’m not worried.” She gave Andrew a playful glance. “You planned the whole thing, didn’t you? You bastard! You deliberately got me so horny for that cock of yours, knowing I wouldn’t want it out of me for even a moment.”

Andrew’s grin widened as she continued. “I think you take some perverse pleasure in fucking me while I’m talking to my husband. On one hand, it bothers me because I love Scott, and I’m pissed at you for doing it. But on the other hand, I know you’re sending me a message, trying to make me choose between him and you. And, of course, your ammunition is your fantastic cock, your wonderful technique, and your magnificent body—all of which I love.”

She paused, taking a deep breath before adding, “But still, you’re a sneaky bastard. Scott must think I’ve become a closet drinker who masturbates herself when he’s not around. Anyway, I need some time to think about this. And I will not let you anywhere near me when I think I might be on the phone again.”

“Jennifer, after tonight, how often do you think we’ll have a chance to do this with each other?” Andrew’s voice was filled with a mix of desperation and longing. “I’ve loved the past few days with you—the sex, but also just being with you. And I meant what I said about how easily I could fall in love with you.”

He paused, running a hand through his hair, his expression troubled. “I apologize for what I just did while you were talking to Scott, but I think I’m so jealous that he found you first. I take pleasure in knowing that, when it comes to sex, you love it with me way more than with him. I just want all of you. I don’t want to share you with him. So yeah, I get some kind of sick pleasure out of fucking you while I know your husband is on the other end of the line wondering what’s getting you so breathless. And I know it’s me. Childish, right? I’m sorry, Jennifer.”

He took her hands in his, his eyes pleading. “But I don’t want tonight to end. At the same time, I don’t want you to be miserable. I think eventually you would be very happy with me, and your boys would understand why someday. But I’m probably getting ahead of myself. I know you have a lot of thinking to do. Can you at least give me an idea of when you might have thought this out? Because I can’t just put my life on hold indefinitely.”

Tears began to well up in Jennifer’s eyes. “I don’t want it to end either,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “You’re right. I love sex with you more than with Scott. You’re so different from each other, and there are things I love about him, just as there are things I love about you. But my boys would be devastated, and so would Scott.”

She paused, wiping a tear from her cheek. “I don’t want you to put your life on hold indefinitely. I can’t say when I’ll have this all figured out. I know it’s not fair to you, especially because you probably have some hot little woman who loves that big black cock just as much as I do. Please don’t tell me if you do, though. It would drive me crazy.”

Before Andrew could respond, the phone rang, cutting through the tension. Jennifer took a deep breath and answered, sounding perfectly composed. “Hey, Scott,” she said cheerfully. Sorry about that. I was just going to call you back. A co-worker had just gotten off the line with me. The call-waiting button is acting up again.”

Scott seemed to accept her explanation but expressed some confusion. “You sound so normal now. Why didn’t you the first time I called?”

“Oh, it’s just been a long day,” Jennifer replied smoothly. “I promise I’ll get an early start tomorrow. I love you.”

As she said her goodbyes and hung up, she glanced at Andrew, who was looking away, his expression unreadable. She reached out and touched his arm, bringing his gaze back to hers. “I’m sorry, Andrew. This is so hard.”

He nodded, the sadness in his eyes reflecting her own. “I understand,” he said quietly. “I just hope you find the answers you need. I’ll be here, waiting.”

Andrew and Jennifer spent the rest of the night making love in every possible position their toned bodies would allow. Andrew savored the feel of Jennifer’s tight embrace around his thick cock, while Jennifer couldn’t get enough of her ebony lover. They moved together in perfect harmony, their bodies entwined in a dance of passion and desire.

The next morning, they kissed one another goodbye before leaving for work, aware that sneaking in a rendezvous during the afternoon would be difficult. “I’ve got friends joining me for a cookout this weekend,” Andrew mentioned, a touch of regret in his voice, “but I’ll be preoccupied thinking about you.”

Jennifer smiled, her heart aching with the knowledge of their separation. “I’ll be thinking about you all the time, too,” she confessed. She hoped Scott wouldn’t notice how stretched Andrew’s cock had left her, wondering if her body would ever regain its previous shape.

As they parted ways after work, Andrew waved before driving home. Jennifer made a detour to her house, meticulously checking to ensure there were no traces of her black lover’s presence. She sprayed the mattress, changed the bedding, and did everything she could think of to rid the bedroom and house of Andrew’s scent.

Satisfied that she had covered her tracks, Jennifer stepped out of the bedroom, pausing to stare at the bed she shared with Scott. The soft, rumpled sheets held memories of nights spent together, and fear gripped her heart at the thought of hurting her family. Yet, she couldn’t deny the longing she felt for Andrew to be the one lying there every night. The pull of her passion and the weight of her responsibilities clashed within her, leaving her torn and uncertain.

As she moved towards the window, Jennifer noticed something odd in the backyard. Water was spraying from the pool pump off to the side, a thin arc catching the afternoon light. She stepped onto the deck, the sound of the spray mingling with the rhythmic chugging of the pump struggling to maintain its prime. She knew right away that this problem needed to be addressed before she could leave for the mountains.

With a sigh, she picked up her phone and called Scott. “Scott, there’s a problem with the pool pump. Water is spraying everywhere.”

Scott’s voice was calm, as always. “Did you call Lucas? He works for the pool place. He can take care of it.”

Jennifer frowned. The last person she wanted to talk to or see was Lucas, but before she could voice her reluctance, Scott, who had been listening, intervened.

“I’ll call him for you, Jennifer,” he said, his voice steady and reassuring. “Don’t worry about it.”

Relieved, Jennifer nodded, even though he couldn’t see her. “Thank you, Scott. I appreciate it.”

“Lucas will be there in about two hours,” Scott said, his voice calm yet apologetic over the phone. “He mentioned he might need you there to let him into the house to shut off the power and maybe help him with the pump. Do you mind leaving a little later? Sorry, honey, but he’s really busy.”

Jennifer’s mind raced. If Lucas arrived in two hours, that would give her just enough time to get to Andrew’s place, enjoy a last unexpected fling with her lover, and return in time to deal with the pool. “Sure, babe, I can do that. I’ll just be a little late getting up there.”

“Okay, sorry, hon. Let me know if there’s any problem; if not, at least give me a call when you leave. Love ya.”

“Love you too,” Jennifer replied, ending the conversation with a mix of excitement and anxiety.

Jennifer was thrilled at the prospect of seeing Andrew again. She drove over to his place in fifteen minutes, relieved to see his car parked in the driveway. She knocked on the door, but there was no answer. The brilliant late afternoon sun made her squint, and she guessed, “He must be out at the pool.”

Determined, she went around to the back gate and let herself into the side yard. As she approached the pool area, she heard voices. One voice was unmistakably Andrew’s, but the other belonged to a woman. A wave of fear and curiosity washed over Jennifer as she quietly moved closer.

At first, Jennifer wasn’t sure what was happening. But as she moved closer to the patio, the scene came into sharp focus. Both Andrew and his friend were naked. Andrew lay on his back, his wonderfully thick black cock buried deep inside the woman straddling him. Jennifer watched, her heart pounding, as the woman gyrated on her lover’s cock, her hips moving in a mesmerizing rhythm. She arched forward, placing her hands on Andrew’s beautifully sculpted chest for support.

Andrew’s hands gripped the woman’s waist, holding her firmly as he thrust into her with a powerful, steady rhythm. Her large mocha breasts, nipples hardened with arousal, swayed enticingly close to Andrew’s face. He seized the opportunity, taking her right nipple into his mouth and sucking hungrily. The muscles in his arms and abdomen began to tense, signaling he was close to climax.

The pair were oblivious to Jennifer’s presence. Their moans filled the air, a symphony of pleasure that echoed off the patio walls. Suddenly, the woman stopped moving and smiled down at Andrew, who looked puzzled but kept his lips firmly attached to her nipple.

“So, Andrew, can you tell me who’s better at this? That cheating little white slut or me? I don’t want to waste your time or mine. You’re welcome to pursue her if you want. Or do you prefer this sister’s tight pussy to park your tool?”

Andrew, still moving inside Mandy, paused just enough to respond. “Mandy, she’s just been a diversion while you were away. What do you want me to do, be celibate every time you go on business? Believe me, she is good, but there’s no way I would take her over you. You squeeze my cock like nobody else can. I should never have mentioned her. Is that all I’m going to hear about all weekend?”

Mandy looked down at him, a challenging gleam in her eyes. Andrew continued, his voice laced with a mix of frustration and desire. “What can I tell you, she’s cute and needed to feel what a real cock was like. As soon as she tried it out, she was hooked, naturally, just like you are.” He smiled up at her, the intimacy of his expression a stark contrast to his words.

“Right now, I’m training her, just like I trained you,” he said, still smiling. “And don’t get me wrong, she is hot, very hot. But believe me, she’s got miles to go before she even gets close to you in bed.”

Mandy smiled and leaned into Andrew, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss as Jennifer watched in utter shock, her eyes wide and unblinking. While they kissed, their beautiful black bodies moved in perfect harmony, Andrew's cock slamming upward into Mandy's drenched vagina. Only a few seconds passed before both of their perfectly toned bodies went rigid as they climaxed together. Loud moans escaped from Andrew's mouth, and Mandy's gasps were audible but muffled as Andrew continued to kiss her well after their mutual orgasm.

Tears streamed down Jennifer's face. She must have made a noise because Mandy suddenly opened her eyes and, in total surprise, said only, “Andrew!”

Andrew turned his head, and his eyes met Jennifer’s. The devastation on her face was unmistakable, mirrored by the shock on Andrew's. In a flash, Mandy grabbed a towel while Andrew jumped from the lounge, both scrambling to cover themselves.

“Jennifer... Jennifer!” Andrew called out, but she had already run to the gate and was getting into her car. Still naked, Andrew ran to the gate and stopped, realizing his lack of clothing. “Jennifer, come back!”

Jennifer ignored him, fumbling with her keys, tears blurring her vision. Andrew stood there, a mix of regret and panic washing over him. He instantly regretted the things he had said about Jennifer to Mandy. This was probably the end of their relationship, and the realization hit him hard.

The sound of her tires screeched loudly on the normally quiet street as Jennifer raced away. Her initial shock and tears quickly morphed into a burning anger. The realization that Andrew had simply used her for sex was like a punch to the gut. He probably would have continued using her if she hadn’t stumbled upon Mandy and Andrew. But what hurt the most was what he had said about her. She would show him that she was definitely not hooked on his cock, although deep down she knew she was. This was it for them. She was done.

“That bastard,” she muttered under her breath, gripping the steering wheel tightly.

During the short drive back to her house, a storm of emotions raged within her: anger, guilt, humiliation, and embarrassment. She felt used and betrayed not only by Andrew but also by her own foolishness for believing in him. The realization that she had cheated on Scott added another layer of guilt and self-loathing.

“How could I have been so stupid?” she thought, her mind racing. Each passing moment intensified her feelings of regret. She had jeopardized her family and marriage for a man who clearly didn’t value her. The memory of Andrew’s words cut deep, and the image of him with Mandy was seared into her mind.

As she pulled into her driveway, she took a deep breath, trying to steady herself. She needed to focus on the immediate task at hand: dealing with the pool and Lucas. But her thoughts were a tangled mess, and she felt as if she might break down at any moment.

Jennifer stepped out of the car, her legs feeling like lead. She knew she had to put on a brave face, at least until she could find some time alone to process everything. The anger and hurt would have to be pushed aside, if only temporarily.

As she walked toward the house, she whispered to herself, “I can do this. I have to do this.” She was determined not to let Andrew’s betrayal destroy her. She had a family to think about, and she wouldn’t let one mistake define her.

Steeling herself, Jennifer entered her home, ready to face whatever came next, but with a newfound resolve to rebuild and move forward, leaving Andrew and his betrayal firmly in the past.


Chapter 7

Jennifer went straight to the liquor cabinet and poured herself a strong scotch. She knew Lucas would arrive within the hour, and she didn’t want to have liquor on her breath, but she needed something to calm her nerves. She figured the effects of one drink would wear off by the time she got into her car to drive to the mountains.

Taking her drink outside, Jennifer lit a cigarette. She took a long, deep drag, the familiar burn in her throat offering a strange comfort. The warmth spread through her as she sipped the scotch, taking the edge off her intense emotions. The smoke from her cigarette curled into the air, blending with the soft twilight that had settled over her backyard. She was deeply hurt and extremely angry about what Andrew had said. Intellectually, she knew she couldn’t expect him not to see anyone else, especially since they hadn’t made any commitment to each other. However, it upset her that he had said nothing about the stunning woman he was with and yet had apparently told her all about their affair over the past few weeks.

What really angered her was how he had said she wasn’t even in the same league as his black beauty when it came to sex. She felt all his comments about how good sex was with her were just lies to string her along until his girlfriend got back. Jennifer also felt deeply betrayed. His expressions about how he could easily fall in love with her now seemed like cruel deceptions, making it clear he was really in love with Mandy. She had to admit she would miss his touch, the way he knew exactly how to bring her to the most incredible climaxes she had ever experienced.

Setting the glass down on the patio table, Jennifer took another drag from her cigarette, the smoke filling her lungs as she exhaled slowly, trying to clear her mind. She had jeopardized everything—her family and marriage—for a man who clearly didn’t value her as she had hoped. The thought of Scott and the life they had built together weighed heavily on her. She had let her desire and infatuation lead her astray, and now she was paying the price.

As Jennifer stood outside, her mind wandered back to Andrew’s magnificent body, his incredibly hard black cock, and the way she loved holding onto him tightly as he fucked her. She knew she would miss that part of what they had shared. But after what she had seen—and, more importantly, after what she had heard Andrew say—she knew she could never have anything more to do with him.

Reluctantly, Jennifer stubbed out her cigarette and headed inside. Looking into the mirror, she was relieved to see that her earlier tears had only slightly messed up her makeup, and her eyes weren’t reddened. However, she felt a wave of embarrassment wash over her at the thought of facing Lucas. He would undoubtedly make some reference to the nude beach and possibly to Andrew. But she didn’t care. She would tell Lucas it was over between them and leave it at that. Still, she feared he might see her as the “cheating little white slut” Mandy had referred to her as.

Even as Jennifer considered how Lucas might judge her, a warm feeling spread through her breasts and down to her vagina at the thought of seeing him. This incredibly handsome young stud, with his remarkably muscled body probably covered once again by only a pair of loose-fitting cargo shorts, stirred something deep within her. She recalled how she loved watching his broad shoulders taper down to an extremely thin, tightly muscled waist. She could never figure out how that thin waist and trim hips could hold up those cargo shorts on this black stud. But now, Jennifer knew exactly what the package they were hiding looked like. And it was even bigger and thicker than she had imagined.

Andrew's well-built physique was impressive, especially for a forty-one-year-old man. However, Lucas stood out even more—a young, body-conscious stud who seemed to take pride in going shirtless, showing off his chiseled physique to anyone who glanced his way. Jennifer was certain that Lucas had no trouble attracting attention; she imagined many women found him irresistible as he confidently strutted around without a shirt most of the day.

Jennifer meticulously touched up her makeup and finished her drink. She glanced at her watch and calculated that she had just enough time for one more quick fix before Lucas arrived in his Jeep. She made a mental note to pop a mint into her mouth before discussing the pump leak with him.

The scotch she had consumed worked its way through her slender body, providing the calming effect she had hoped for. Her anger and disappointment in Andrew had intensified over the last forty-five minutes, yet she felt more in control of her emotions now. Jennifer reassured herself that she would be fine spending the weekend with her family in the mountains, enjoying the tranquility of the lake. She eagerly anticipated seeing the boys and Scott, looking forward to the break and the chance to reconnect.

Jennifer knew that Scott would want sex as soon as the boys were tucked into bed. Strangely, she found herself craving the comfort of being with someone who genuinely loved her, even if Scott’s physical attributes and technique were not comparable to her former lover's. Scott's lack of prowess in bed was a stark contrast to Andrew, who had always known exactly how to ignite her passion. Maybe, she mused, she could persuade Scott to watch some sex videos to pick up new ideas and techniques.

As she pondered this, Jennifer felt a wave of relief. She no longer had to worry about her husband discovering an affair, and she was no longer conflicted about which man she wanted to be with. It was certainly not that bastard, Andrew. The brief affair had ended, and with it, her indecision.

Reflecting on the affair, Jennifer acknowledged that the one positive aspect had been the incredible sex she had experienced with Andrew. Until she had been with him, she hadn't realized how fulfilling sex could be. Despite his betrayal, Andrew had given her memories of remarkable intimacy. However, the sting of his recent words still lingered. She felt deeply hurt when she recalled how he had compared her unfavorably to Mandy despite his earlier reassurances that their sex was fantastic. The realization that she hadn't made the same impact on him left her feeling betrayed and wounded.

Jennifer sighed, trying to push these thoughts aside. She hoped the weekend in the mountains, surrounded by family and nature, would help her heal and move on from the pain Andrew had caused.

Jennifer heard the distinct rumble of Lucas’s Jeep before she saw it pull into her driveway. Despite the tightly closed windows, the thumping bass of his stereo reached her ears, signaling his approach. She glanced out the living room window, watching as the hot afternoon sun highlighted Lucas’s bright yellow Jeep. The top was off, revealing his shirtless, beautifully muscled body as he confidently sat in the driver’s seat, pulling into her front yard.

Lucas jumped out of the Jeep with an energetic bounce, moving quickly to the rear of the vehicle. He retrieved a large metal toolbox, his thick bicep bulging impressively as he lifted it effortlessly. Jennifer couldn't help but admire the sight as he walked down the driveway. His chest was broad and thickly muscled, and his abs were an enviable eight-pack, not just the usual six-pack. His khaki cargo shorts hung low on his narrow

Lucas’s normally lighter complexion for a black man was now markedly darker, a result of going shirtless every day in the sun. His dreadlocks bounced around his head as he moved, and Jennifer noticed the twinkle in his light green eyes against his darker skin. His nose, cheeks, and lips were perfectly formed, exuding a sensuous appeal.

To the coeds, Lucas might be a stud, a hottie, or a cutie, but to Jennifer, he was perhaps the most remarkably handsome man she had ever seen. His face and body were a perfect match, an embodiment of physical perfection. Moreover, his personal manner was warm, engaging, and utterly charming. Jennifer was confident that Lucas would be successful in life, thanks to the blend of his incredible good looks and his delightful, genuine personality.

Adding to these attributes, Lucas was in the process of earning his master’s degree in accounting. With his looks, charm, and academic achievements, Jennifer thought he was destined for a great life. She watched him approach, toolbox in hand and felt a mixture of admiration and anticipation.

Jennifer’s thoughts drifted to the kindness Lucas had shown her on the beach two days before. He had been considerate and gentle, calming her anxieties about being seen. His reassurance about her appearance, telling her she looked much younger than her early thirties, had lifted her spirits. It was amusing how he and his friends had genuinely made her feel better during an otherwise awkward moment.

Feeling a bit more composed, Jennifer slipped out the back door to meet Lucas by the pool. She had popped a couple of mints into her mouth to mask the scent of the scotch and cigarette, though the drink had already done wonders to relax her.

As she approached Lucas, her gaze settled once again on his flawless physique, those captivating eyes, and his handsome face. Jennifer felt a familiar warmth spread through her. Before her affair with Andrew, she would have checked such thoughts, keeping her mind in line. But now, she couldn’t help but fantasize about Lucas. She imagined the sensation of his enormous cock stretching her lips and filling her completely. On Tuesday, she had noticed its seriously impressive size even when flaccid, not far off the size of Andrew's at full erection. She hadn’t mentioned this to Andrew, but she couldn’t help but wonder just how massive Lucas must be when fully aroused.

Jennifer reached Lucas, trying to maintain her composure despite the vivid images in her mind. She smiled at him, feeling a mix of anticipation and curiosity about what might unfold.

Lucas’s smile revealed his perfect white teeth, and Jennifer couldn’t help but smile back. Any lingering anxiety she had about seeing him again vanished as she marveled at his remarkable torso. In the bright afternoon sun of her own backyard, she could clearly see the sharp definition of his muscled chest, the thick biceps complemented by nicely defined triceps, and his perfectly sculpted abs. He was simply gorgeous, she thought.

As her eyes traced the contours of his body, her gaze eventually settled on his handsome face. An electric charge surged through her body, starting in her now drenched pussy, moving up through her stomach, and spreading into her breasts. She felt a rush of desire and excitement, her earlier thoughts of restraint completely forgotten.

“Hey Jennifer, long time...” Lucas greeted her with a dazzling smile. “Look, I seriously like that outfit.”

Jennifer was wearing a light blue cotton pullover with a somewhat low V-cut in the front, paired with white cotton slacks that clung nicely to her exquisite ass and slender legs. Lucas’s eyes roamed appreciatively over her figure. “But, I have to tell ya, I really liked that one you had on the other day. It was perfect!” He smiled broadly, giving her an appreciative once-over.

Feeling the ice nicely broken, Jennifer smiled back at the stud standing before her. “Why, thank you, Lucas. Maybe you’ll get to see it again sometime. And I have to tell you, compared to what I saw the other day, those cargos just can’t compete.” She smiled, pleased with her quick comeback.

“They’re my required uniform for the pool place,” Lucas explained, flashing his beautiful smile again. “But, if you like...”

“I wouldn’t want you to get into trouble if you were caught out of uniform,” Jennifer said with a playful tone. “Besides, I remember every detail from the other day. But I seriously believe your boss is losing business by making you wear that uniform.” She smiled again, her eyes running up and down Lucas’s perfectly sculpted body.

“Okay, Jennifer, I’ll let him know your thoughts,” Lucas said with a playful grin. “But tell me, what did you do to the pump? Was it just a ploy to get me over here?” He continued his teasing, clearly enjoying the flirtatious banter with his prettiest customer.

“I really don’t know what happened,” Jennifer replied, matching his playful tone. “It was just spraying all over when I came out to check the yard as I was about to head up north. I called Scott, and he said he’d try to get you. And seriously, we’re grateful you could make it here. If this week is any indication of what we can expect for the summer, it’s going to be a long, hot one. Can I do anything to help you out here?”

Lucas walked over to the pump and squatted down to investigate the leak. “Is the power to this shut off at the box?” he asked, glancing up at her. His handsome face turned toward her, and Jennifer couldn’t help but notice how his cargos had slipped down, revealing the contrast between his sun-darkened torso and his much lighter buttocks. His ass was perfectly shaped, and the view allowed her to see well down the crack of his beautiful ass. Lucas caught her looking and smiled up at her knowingly.

“Hey, that’s not fair. If you’re going to check out my ass, the least you could do is give a guy something to look at as well—like that blue two-piece you model out here sometimes,” Lucas teased, his eyes twinkling mischievously. “That would be just perfect on a hot day like today. But something tells me that Andrew wouldn’t appreciate the looks you’re giving me right now. So, I’m just going to do my job and ignore the wonderful fruits of temptation in front of me.”

Jennifer laughed, feeling a bit embarrassed but also flattered by his boldness. “Well, if I’d known you’d be here today, I might have planned differently,” she replied, her tone equally playful. “But maybe you’re right. Andrew wouldn’t be too happy about this.”

Lucas grinned, turning back to the pump with a renewed focus.

"Alright then, let’s get this fixed," he said, shifting from their flirtatious banter to the task at hand. "Somehow, this valve got a pinhole in it and gave out this afternoon. The pump has overheated from the extra strain. I can fix this quickly. When I'm done, you can flip the power on for me, and I'll ensure everything works." He stood up and started toward his Jeep to grab some parts.

Jennifer offered him a cold drink, and he accepted. She watched his muscular back as he walked toward the gate. His cargo shorts had slipped down to the very tops of his light-colored buttocks, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of his crack. Jennifer felt a wave of desire as she watched the young man walk away.

"Beer, soda, something stronger on ice? Whatever you want, Lucas. It's after regular hours for you, right?" she asked.

"Yep, a beer is fine, whatever you have in the house," he replied.

Jennifer poured herself another scotch and grabbed two beers for Lucas. As she was leaving the kitchen, the phone rang. The caller ID showed it was Andrew. "How dare that bastard?" she thought to herself. She waited for the machine to pick up.

"Hi Jennifer, it's Andrew here. I need to talk with you urgently about what happened today. Please give me a call."

She was stunned at first, knowing Scott could retrieve the message just as easily as she could. But then she realized the message was vague enough to appear work-related, not personal. The sound of Andrew's voice unsettled her. She couldn't believe he had the nerve to call. Anger surged through her as she decided to change into something more comfortable, the two-piece blue bathing suit Lucas had mentioned earlier. Andrew's call had infuriated her, and being on her third scotch of the hour had emboldened her even more.

Jennifer shed her clothes swiftly, her heart pounding with a mix of anticipation and defiance. As she slipped into the top, her beautiful, firm, white breasts pressed against the fabric, her nipples hardening from the cool touch. She quickly wiped her drenched pussy and slid on the skimpy bottoms, feeling the material cling to her skin.

"Lucas will definitely get the message," she muttered to herself, thinking about the unmistakable signal she wanted to send. Andrew's voice still echoed in her mind, fueling her anger and determination. She was pissed at Andrew, and she knew she wanted Lucas. At that moment, she felt a thrill at the thought of getting away with it without Scott ever finding out.

Jennifer's sandy blonde hair cascaded gracefully over her shoulders, complementing her look. The two-piece blue suit hugged her curves perfectly, accentuating her body in a way that Lucas had rightly predicted. She stepped out onto the patio, her long, slender legs carrying her confidently as she approached Lucas with their drinks.

Lucas watched her, a clearly surprised and very happy look spreading across his face. He couldn't tear his eyes away from her as she walked, the memory of seeing her completely nude just two days ago flashing in his mind. He wasn’t sure what had prompted this sudden change in her, but he definitely liked what it suggested.

“It’s getting way hotter out here than I expected, Jennifer," Lucas remarked, his eyes never leaving her. "But I’m glad to see that you decided to be fair. So, can you tell me what’s going on with you and Andrew? I mean, I know he’d be pissed if he saw you serving drinks to your half-naked pool boy, who I am sure he knows has the hots for you in this wonderfully skimpy little number.”

Jennifer took a deep breath, her mind briefly flashing back to the events that led to this moment. “Let’s just say that Andrew’s out of the picture. And I’m just glad I found out when I did. You may not believe this, but he and I only got together for the first time two weeks ago. That was the first time I had ever done anything with anyone other than Scott since we got married. But now, it’s over with Andrew. He made it clear today that he prefers his old girlfriend to me. So, that’s it for us. I just decided to let you see as much of me as I can see of you while you fix things up for us.”

As she spoke, Jennifer took a sip of her drink, trying to calm the excitement that bubbled within her. She watched as sweat rolled down from Lucas’s pecs, tracing a path across his rippled abs before disappearing into the waistband of his damp cargo shorts. The sight was intoxicating, and she could see that his crotch area looked as though it was coming to life.

"His loss, Jennifer. Really! If his old girlfriend is the girl I saw him with on the beach, believe me, she doesn’t hold a candle to you," Lucas said, his voice filled with genuine admiration. "Are you okay with this? I thought you were really into him." As he lifted the bottle to his sensuous lips, his bicep flexed, and Jennifer couldn't help but watch as his abs contracted when the beer hit his stomach.

"I’m okay now," Jennifer replied, her voice steady but tinged with anger. "I was upset earlier, but now I am just pissed at him."

Lucas found himself staring at Jennifer’s beautiful cleavage, feeling a familiar heat rising within him. As much as he was getting aroused, he knew he had work to do. Reluctantly, he put his beer down and set about changing the valves and lubricating the motor.

Jennifer couldn’t take her eyes off Lucas as he worked. His muscles flexed and relaxed with each movement, the sweat glistening on his skin. He explained what he was doing, detailing how everything should be okay when he was done. "I'll stay for half an hour after I finish to make sure everything is set for the weekend," he added, glancing up at her with a reassuring smile.

Jennifer smiled back and replaced his two empty beers with two more, watching as Lucas took another long drink. With four beers on an empty stomach, she could see him starting to get a small buzz. His eyes were slightly glazed, but his focus on her never wavered.

Stretching as he stood, showcasing his wonderfully ripped upper body, Lucas indicated that the job was done. He smiled at Jennifer, once again taking in her beautiful cream-colored skin and her firm, yet soft, body. "All set," he said, his voice tinged with satisfaction.

Jennifer returned his smile, her eyes sparkling with appreciation. "Thanks, Lucas. Why don't you sit for a while and have another beer?"

"Sure, why not," Lucas replied, moving to the table and sitting down. Jennifer chose a lounge chair nearby, positioning herself so she could continue to admire him.

To her delight, she noticed the outline of Lucas’s thick cock swelling wonderfully between his muscular brown leg and his cargo shorts. Her heart raced as she realized she was right—he never wore underwear when he worked. The sight sent a thrill through her, heightening the tension between them.

From his vantage point, Lucas could look down at the fullness of her breasts and her firm stomach. He still couldn't believe he was sitting here with Jennifer, the woman he had wanted from the first moment he saw her in the very two-piece she was wearing now. Her legs were long and toned, and he just knew that her pussy had to be nice and tight. Her ass drove him crazy; its perfect curve was almost too much to handle. He hoped she would pour herself another scotch or two because he couldn’t wait to feel his body touching her naked skin, to feel the soft touch of her lips, and to have his hard cock deep inside her warm pussy.

Lucas especially loved the way Jennifer’s breasts were so firm for her age. They were perfectly round, filling out the bikini top beautifully. Plenty of cleavage showed, and he could feel his cock swelling to full size. The anticipation was almost unbearable.

Jennifer, meanwhile, couldn't take her eyes off Lucas. She felt herself growing wetter as she took in his remarkably tight and defined chest, shoulders, biceps, and abs. He was so ripped, she thought, almost in disbelief. And what a handsome face, with those dreadlocks framing his chiseled features and those mesmerizing greenish-gray. The heat of the afternoon sun was taking its toll on both Jennifer and Lucas. The oppressive warmth was making them both sweat, adding a sheen to their skin. Lucas wiped his forehead and turned to Jennifer, "Jennifer, would it be okay if I take a quick swim in your pool? It’s really getting hot out here, and I’m sweating like a pig."

Jennifer, feeling slightly tipsy from her third scotch, nodded. "Sure, Lucas. Go ahead. I might join you. The water might make my head a little clearer."

Lucas hesitated for a moment, a playful grin spreading across his face. "Only one problem, Jennifer. Can I lose the cargos? I don’t have anything else to wear, and I don’t want to drive back to my place in wet shorts."

Jennifer’s heart skipped a beat at the thought of seeing Lucas in even less clothing. She took another sip of her drink, feeling bolder. "Go ahead, Lucas. The pool is private, and it’s not like I haven’t seen you in your underwear before."

Lucas’s grin widened as he stood up and unbuttoned his cargo shorts, letting them drop to the ground. He wasn’t wearing underwear, just as she had suspected. Jennifer’s breath caught in her throat as she admired his naked form, his thick cock hanging heavily between his muscular legs. The sight sent a thrill through her, making her forget about the heat and the scotch.

Lucas’s cock was impressively thick, with a substantial mushroom head. Its color was darker than the rest of his body, but the head had a pinkish hue around the edges. It was unquestionably the biggest cock Jennifer had ever seen. She managed to keep her expression neutral, though she stole a quick, furtive glance at his manhood. She didn’t want Lucas to think she was overtly staring, but the sight of it was killing her with desire. What she could see peripherally was simply wonderful.

Lucas noticed the quick look Jennifer gave his cock. He knew she had taken it in with her eyes, and he felt a surge of satisfaction. It wouldn’t be long before it was exactly where he wanted it. He moved slowly to the edge of the deep end of the pool, his raging hard-on leading the way.

Jennifer watched the young, muscled stud as he walked, her breath quickening. The sight of his arousal made her crotch begin to leak, and she felt a wave of intense desire wash over her. The anticipation was almost too much to bear. She felt her crotch begin to leak.

Feeling another man’s cock inside her for the first time two weeks ago and then surrendering herself to unrestricted sex with him for the past several days had made Jennifer realize something profound. The sex she had with Scott had always been good, but it paled in comparison to what she had experienced with Andrew. Before finally taking that step with Andrew, she had often fantasized about it but had never acted on those desires.

A couple of years earlier, Lucas, with his magnificent body, had appeared in her backyard to take care of the pool. That had marked the beginning of her fantasy life with other men. She had never thought anything would come of it, but she had imagined fucking Lucas in so many ways she lost count. And now, here he was—her fantasy stud—naked and hard in her yard.

Jennifer reflected on how the sex with Andrew had been the culmination of a long-standing desire to experiment. He had come onto her when her defenses were down. She had fantasized about being with another man so often, and Andrew, with his total stud demeanor, had made it easy to let him take her. When she finally did, he was so hot she couldn’t get enough of him. She had even contemplated the painful act of leaving Scott for Andrew.

But she knew she could not leave her boys. The thought of the fight she and Scott would have over custody and the harm it would cause the children was too much to bear. Today, when she heard Andrew speaking to Mandy, she was devastated and angry. Now, with Lucas, she knew a relationship was not something he wanted, but he certainly seemed eager to have sex with her. And Lucas had been her fantasy for a couple of years.

Lucas smiled at Jennifer, his gaze lingering on her. “I thought you’d join me. I swam here earlier; the water was fine.” He dove in gracefully, slicing through the water until he reached the edge where Jennifer was seated. Standing in the shallow water, his beautifully sculpted muscles glistened as the water ran off them.

Jennifer stood up, her decision made. She slipped off her bikini bottoms and then her top, her movements slow and deliberate. Lucas watched, his thick black rod throbbing in the water as he took in the sight of her. Jennifer walked to the edge of the pool, her body bathed in the golden afternoon light. Her skin was flawless, her curves inviting, and Lucas thought she was perfect. He loved fucking beautiful white women, and Jennifer was the epitome of his desire.

If he didn't know her age, he would swear she was his age. She was so hot—her face, her breasts, her hips, and that wonderful ass. He wanted every part of her.

Jennifer first sat on the edge of the pool, her legs dangling in the water as Lucas watched her boobs intently. Unable to resist, he moved over to her, placing both hands under her armpits and lifting her straight up into the air. She felt a strange mix of vulnerability and excitement being lifted by his strong arms. Just when she thought he was going to place her gently in the water, he pulled her body close to his, stopping her face inches from his. He moved in and kissed her passionately for the first time.

The sensation of his rigid black cock wedged tightly between her legs, pushing up against her clitoris, sent a wave of surprise and desire through Jennifer. Lust took over, and she wrapped her arms around his shoulders and neck, feeling the incredible strength of his muscles. She then wrapped her legs around his thin but very tightly muscled waist, holding onto him tightly. Lucas wasted no time in guiding his cock’s head to the edge of her vagina’s opening.

“Lucas, you have no idea how many times I have fucked you in my fantasies,” Jennifer said, pulling her head back to look into his beautiful face.

“And you have no idea how many times I have fucked your pussy, your mouth, and your ass,” Lucas replied with a mischievous smile as he moved in to continue the kiss. He arched his hips, and his cock began its maiden voyage, the thick head pushing against her clitoris. Jennifer twitched with excitement at the sensation, her desire for him growing stronger by the second.

Feeling her need, Lucas walked with his white conquest to the pool steps, scooping up his cargos and carrying her right into the house. “Where’s the bedroom, Jennifer?” he asked.

Jennifer, breathless with anticipation, gave him directions. Lucas dislodged his cock from her as he laid her gently on the bed. She looked so beautiful to him, naked and panting with excitement on the bed she shared with Scott. He quickly found a condom, opened it, and slid it over his massive cock. Then he knelt between her spread legs, placing his hands just under her armpits, and stared deeply into her eyes.

“Are you ready?” he whispered, his voice thick with desire.

“Yes,” Jennifer breathed, her eyes locked onto his.

Lucas kissed her gently, his lips tender against hers. As he arched his beautifully defined brown body toward her, keeping his elbows locked, Jennifer could feel his massive cock, now covered by the condom, pressing at her entrance. She wanted him inside her, the anticipation almost unbearable.

“Lucas, I just got over my period. You don’t have to use that if you don’t want to,” Jennifer whispered, her eyes filled with anticipation.

Lucas smiled, removing the condom and tossing it onto the floor beside the bed. Keeping his torso at a forty-five-degree angle to her body, he slipped his massive black member deep into his former professor’s wife. Jennifer felt incredibly wet, tight, and eager around him.

Jennifer clung to the massive rod with all her strength. Compared to Lucas, Andrew's felt like Scott’s; the size difference was astonishing. It truly hurt when Lucas jammed it into her cervix, but she loved the pain. The stretching was wonderfully painful as well. Once he was fully inside her, Lucas leaned in and kissed her again, a passionate connection that made her heart race.

Jennifer's hands grabbed his dreadlocks and his head, pulling his mouth into hers for a hot and passionate kiss. Lucas lowered himself to his elbows, his massive and strong body pressing against her torso, the weight and strength of him intoxicating.

He began to move, each thrust deep and powerful, sending waves of pleasure mixed with delicious pain through Jennifer’s body. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him even deeper, their bodies moving together in a perfect, primal rhythm.

“Lucas,” she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders, “you feel so good inside me.”

“Jennifer,” he groaned, his voice filled with raw desire, “you’re amazing.”

With each thrust, their connection grew stronger, the heat between them building to an almost unbearable level. Jennifer’s moans filled the room, mingling with Lucas’s grunts of pleasure. The feeling of his massive cock stretching her, filling her completely, was unlike anything she had ever experienced.

As he increased his pace, Jennifer’s body trembled with the intensity of her pleasure. She could feel herself nearing the edge, every nerve in her body on fire. “Lucas, I’m so close,” she cried out, her voice a mixture of desperation and ecstasy.

“Me too,” he replied, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more powerful.

With a final, forceful thrust, they both reached their climax, their cries of pleasure echoing through the room. Jennifer felt waves of ecstasy crash over her, her body convulsing around Lucas’s cock. He held her tightly, his own release shuddering through him as he filled her completely.

As they slowly came down from their high, Lucas gently pulled out of her and lay down beside her, pulling her into his arms. He looked into her eyes, a satisfied smile on his lips. “That was incredible,” he said softly.

Jennifer smiled back, her heart full. “It really was,” she agreed, her voice a contented sigh.

They were both sweating and still locked together when the phone rang. Lucas glanced over at the nightstand without dislodging from his newly taken conquest. The caller ID showed it was Scott.

“Hi, Scott, Lucas here. Just in the house using the bathroom,” Lucas said smoothly, his voice steady despite the situation. “Look, the pump may take longer than I thought. I might need Jennifer here for an hour or two more. But I want to make sure she can tell you everything is pumping just fine. Sure, she’s outside. Can I have her call you back? She’s holding some tubing for me at the moment, and she’s doing a great job. Talk to you next week. Have a great weekend.” Lucas hung up.

Jennifer sighed in relief that he hadn’t pulled an Andrew and handed her the phone. “And you are doing a great job of holding my tubing,” Lucas said with a playful smile.

He lay flat on top of his white lover, kissing her face, neck, and breasts. She didn’t want any marks, but at this point, she didn’t care what he did to her. The orgasm she had just experienced with this young stud was incredible. He was magnificent.

“I think you’re going to be delayed tonight, Jennifer. Hope you don’t mind,” Lucas whispered.

With those words, Lucas lifted off Jennifer, flipped her body effortlessly, and positioned her on all fours, ready for doggie style. Jennifer felt a thrill of excitement rush through her as Lucas positioned himself behind her, his hands gripping her hips.


Chapter 8

Jennifer had just experienced perhaps the single best fucking of her life, and now she found herself on her elbows and knees with Lucas lubing her asshole with his own spit. The past several days with Andrew had been nothing short of fantastic, filled with orgasms, caressing, cuddling, and kissing. However, Lucas had no sooner hung up the phone with Scott than he had flipped her over, putting her ass in position for his cock's maiden journey into her backside's pleasure portal.

Her head rested sideways on Scott's pillow, and she could see Lucas's magnificently muscled dark body kneeling behind her on the bed. The contrast between their skin tones added to the moment's intensity, and the anticipation made her body tingle.

Lucas was spitting into his right hand and then applying it to her rosebud, preparing to stretch her well beyond what Andrew had in the preceding days. Once Lucas had sufficiently lubed Jennifer, she felt his large, tightly muscled, smooth brown torso bend gently over her body. She shivered as his hands reached under her and up to her wonderfully ample and firm white breasts, his touch sending waves of excitement through her.

As he bent forward, she was stunned to feel his thick, hard cock pressing against her rosebud. She had expected him to have softened after the orgasm he had just had, but to her surprise, his monster meat had swelled even thicker now that it was out of her pussy.

Lucas grasped her breasts firmly and pressed his cock tightly against her anal opening, but he did not push through the anal sphincter just yet. Instead, Jennifer felt his warm tongue touching her neck from behind, and his hands played with her breasts, sending electric thrills through her body. As Lucas began to kiss her neck, then nibble, and finally suck on her shoulders, Jennifer felt waves of pleasure radiating through her.

His cock moved in a slow, circular motion around her moistened rosebud, applying gentle but increasing pressure. The sensation was tantalizing, his technique urgent and intense, a stark contrast to Andrew’s more measured approach. Yet, this urgency was exciting her even more, making her vagina gush with fresh juices as an orgasm began to build within her loins.

Lucas continued his assault on her senses, kissing, nibbling, and sucking on various spots along her neck and shoulders. The thought of him leaving marks crossed her mind, and she couldn’t help but voice her concern.

“Lucas, you feel so good,” she moaned, her voice breathless. “But can you try not to leave your signature on me? I don’t know how I could explain it to Scott.”

"Sure, Jennifer, but you have me so fucking hot, I don't know if I can help myself," Lucas said, his voice thick with desire. "I have wanted to fuck you in so many ways for so long, and now that I have you... I'm having a control problem. How about if I choose one out-of-the-way spot to leave a little reminder? If you're careful, only you will see it. Then you can look at it this weekend, remember what we did tonight, and know that whenever you want to get together again, you can call me."

Jennifer's response was a mix of pleasure and urgency as Lucas's right hand slipped from her breast and traveled down to her G-spot. She felt his fingers begin to massage it gently, sending waves of ecstasy through her body. "Aaaaahhhh! Oooohhhh, Lucas, you can do anything you want. You feel so fucking good. Just get on with this; you have me so fucking horny right now. I want you in me in the worst way."

Lucas's kisses, his expert breast play, and his thick onyx shaft pressing hungrily at her back door were driving Jennifer to the brink of a remarkable climax. She felt his fingers working magic inside her, each touch bringing her closer to the edge.

"Jennifer, you have no idea how you're making me feel. Look, I'll be careful, but I want you to be able to look in the mirror and see this anytime this weekend, wherever you are." He gently lifted her hair on her left side and placed his lips just below the hairline behind her ear. An electric charge surged through her as his teeth, lips, and tongue worked together to leave an enormous hickey just behind her left ear, high up near her hairline. With this intense sensation, Jennifer felt the first wave of her building orgasm crest. Her body shuddered and twitched as her young lover sucked and marked her fair skin. The orgasm was uncontrollable. What surprised Jennifer most was the source of this pleasure. Lucas had so expertly stimulated her with just the right amount of gentle touching, kissing, sucking, and massaging that she reached orgasm without much stimulation inside her vagina at all. Certainly, he had not yet plunged his cock into her.

When Lucas observed his handiwork and was satisfied that Jennifer bore his mark, he straightened up and placed his large, dark hands on her waist. She was still basking in the warm aftermath of the first wave of her orgasm when she felt her lover's remarkably thick cock push through her anal sphincter. She screamed aloud, clutching Scott's pillow in pain. Lucas smiled knowingly. He understood that women felt a mixture of great pain and pleasure the first time he ventured into their asses with his huge black cock. But he didn't really care because they always wanted it again, and the first time was always the tightest for him. As he expected, Jennifer's ass was very tight, though he suspected Andrew had been there before him.

As Lucas's shaft pushed through her tight, muscular ring, his still-lubed cock slid effortlessly deep into Jennifer's dark, warm depths. She buried her face into the pillow, a mix of pain and pleasure escaping her lips in a moan. Just when she thought he was finished, Lucas gave a final thrust that took her breath away. The pain was immense, making her worry she might be bleeding as she felt his balls against her ass cheeks. Then, slowly, the pain began to subside.

Lucas, ever so gently, started to pull out, his movements deliberate and slow, while his hand found its way to her G-spot, massaging it skillfully. Jennifer felt the beginnings of another, even larger, orgasm building inside her. Lucas sensed it, too. Determined to climax with her, he increased his pace, thrusting in and out with a newfound urgency. She gasped, her body responding to the rhythm of his pulsing member.

With renewed vigor, Lucas continued, using her natural lubrication to ease his movements. His energy seemed boundless as he drove into Jennifer almost violently. Her body trembled with each plunge, aching for him each time he withdrew from her warm, tight embrace. Both of them were groaning in pleasure, their bodies moving together in a desperate dance to extract every ounce of ecstasy from their connection.

Finally, Jennifer climaxed with abandon, unable to hold back any longer. She collapsed face-down, her body twitching and shuddering in uncontrolled pleasure. Lucas reached his peak moments later, his dark shaft wedged deep between her beautiful, pale ass cheeks, experiencing his second of many orgasms inside his new lover that night. He collapsed over her torso, and an exhausted Jennifer felt his sweaty, muscular frame breathing heavily on her back. As he lay atop her, panting, Lucas moved her hair aside and sucked passionately on her neck.

To Jennifer's amazement, she felt his cock begin to pulse and throb again inside her. She couldn't believe Lucas's resilience, but she loved it. As he continued to nibble, suck, and kiss her neck, shoulders, and face, Lucas started moving his hard cock around inside her. The sensations overwhelmed her. Unlike Andrew, who always withdrew immediately after, Lucas left his throbbing member deep within her. His subtle movements and occasional thrusts pressed against the walls of her vagina, igniting another orgasm within her.

The stimulation from Lucas’s cock and his continued kissing and caressing kept Jennifer's body incredibly aroused. She felt the next wave of pleasure welling up, unstoppable.

"Jennifer, your ass feels so warm and tight," Lucas murmured. "I love having my cock rooted deep inside you like this. I could stay this way for hours; I love the feeling. It didn’t hurt too much, did it?"

With her face pressed close against Scott's pillow and Lucas's sensual lips kissing her cheek, Jennifer responded, "Lucas, you feel incredible. I can't tell you how good you're making me feel. Your cock is so thick and long; it feels amazing in my ass or my vagina. I can't wait to stretch my mouth around it. It hurt at first going in, and that final thrust was intense, but since then, it's been totally awesome. I just can't believe it's still as hard as when we started."

"Most women I've been with like the fact that I can cum repeatedly without much downtime," Lucas said, his voice thick with desire. "But you're so hot, Jennifer, I don't think I'll have any downtime at all. In fact, when I leave here, I think I'll still be hard just thinking about you. You may not believe me, but I've wanted to fuck you since the first time I set eyes on you. And you are every bit the fantastic fuck I thought you would be. I hope I'm at least as good for you as Scott and Andrew have been."

Without warning, Lucas pulled his throbbing, thick cock out of Jennifer, making her gasp at the sudden emptiness. She immediately longed for him to push back into her. Instead, he rolled over to face her, and Jennifer adjusted her position to mirror his. Smiling his handsome smile, he pinched her left nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

"Oh, Jennifer, your tits are just incredible. I love them, always have," Lucas murmured.

Jennifer felt a rush of pleasure at his touch, his words adding to the intoxicating mix of emotions swirling within her. The night stretched ahead, full of possibilities, and she found herself eagerly anticipating every moment.

She smiled back, taking in his incredibly sculpted black chest with even darker, hardened nipples. She pinched each of them gently and smiled, saying, "I think your tits are pretty hot too. In fact, I think everything about your body is pretty hot. I've always thought so! Until today, I could only imagine what that cock of yours would be like moving inside me, and believe me, you don't have to worry about competing with anyone. I can't even believe I'm lying here in bed with you. This was just a fantasy of mine, but I'm so glad it became a reality."

"Me too, Jennifer," Lucas replied, his voice filled with warmth and desire. "But we aren't done yet. I think the pool just sprung another leak that's going to delay you a little longer. In fact, it might take so long that you might just want to tell Scott you'll drive up early tomorrow morning. Then again, if I have my way, I think you'll be too tired to drive tomorrow."

He leaned in to kiss her on the lips, then moved down to her neck, kissing it gently before moving along to kiss and suck each of her nipples. Jennifer moaned softly, arching her back to press her breasts into his mouth. The sensation sent shivers down her spine, her body responding eagerly to his touch.

Jennifer felt a familiar surge of sexual excitement coursing through her body as the young stud’s lips kissed and sucked at her skin. Her hands wandered to his soft dreadlocks, gently guiding his head toward her now gushing center. The anticipation of his beautiful face nuzzling against her drenched, pulsing core made her shiver with desire. She craved the sensation of his mouth exploring her, of his tongue tasting her love juices.

"Lucas," she whispered breathlessly, "please..."

Lucas needed no further encouragement. He understood her silent plea, slowly trailing kisses and nibbles down her torso, inching closer to her eager destination. Jennifer gasped, her body twitching with pleasure as his tongue began to probe her folds, first gently, then with increasing intensity.

He gripped her ass firmly with both hands, pulling her closer to his hungry lips. The sensation of his mouth and tongue working expertly against her sent waves of ecstasy through her, her moans filling the room as he devoured her with unrestrained passion.

Lucas’s actions caused Jennifer’s body to twitch and shudder with pleasure as he rubbed his entire face over her drenched core, her juices coating his handsome features. As she felt Lucas giving her what he later called a "full face massage," she writhed in ecstasy on the bed. Her orgasm built rapidly, and Lucas sensed it. He paused only long enough to roll onto his back and reposition Jennifer so she was straddling his head. His hands guided her, drawing her vagina directly onto his eager mouth.

Jennifer squirmed in delight as Lucas devoured her, his hands exploring and teasing her breasts. This moment was all about her, and Lucas pushed her torso back gently until her back rested against his propped-up legs. He continued to massage her breasts, pinch her nipples, and feast on her, sending her body into waves of pleasure.

Her orgasm hit with a force that left her body wracked with tremors. Lucas maintained his hold, continuing to pleasure her even as her climax peaked. She tried to pull away, but he held her firmly, making her gasp, moan, and scream with pleasure. Finally, her young Adonis allowed her to slide off his face, letting her collapse atop his muscled frame.

Panting heavily and physically spent, Jennifer was acutely aware of Lucas's hard, sculpted body beneath her. She felt his still rock-hard cock pressing against her abdomen. Lucas, for his part, reveled in the feel of Jennifer’s firm yet soft body against his own, and the knowledge that he had brought her to such a spectacular climax filled him with satisfaction.

As Jennifer rested atop him, Lucas had no intention of letting her relax too much. He wanted her to remember how exhilarating sex was with him, how his energy far surpassed that of Scott or even Andrew. Lucas definitely wanted to fuck Jennifer again, but he desired for her to crave him desperately because of how he made her feel.

With this in mind, he waited just under a minute, allowing Jennifer to rest her pretty head on his chest while her body lay completely atop his. She was still panting from her orgasm when Lucas gently slid her body upward toward his face and kissed her passionately. His tongue invaded her mouth, and although she was noticeably less energetic than when they had started, she kissed him back with effort. Her exhaustion was clear, but her willingness was still evident.

Then, Lucas positioned his thick, throbbing shaft at the entrance of her pussy, a sly smile playing on his lips as he noticed Jennifer's eyes widen in complete surprise.

Then, with a sudden, almost violent thrust, Lucas impaled his lover's vagina with his pulsing onyx shaft. Jennifer reacted with a loud gasp at the unexpected entry, then lay her head back onto his shoulder, moaning in pleasure. Lucas wasted no time, beginning to piston in and out of her with a steady rhythm. His thick shaft moved slowly at first, then with increasing urgency.

Jennifer, though exhausted, lifted her head and kissed her young lover passionately, marveling at his seemingly boundless energy. She wondered if she could satisfy his insatiable needs, fearing she might fail to sate his hunger. But just as worry crept in, she felt the beginnings of another orgasm.

Determined to match his intensity, Jennifer pushed herself up, pinching Lucas's nipples and running her hands over his finely chiseled chest and abs. She began to grind her pussy against his hard shaft, meeting his quickening thrusts. As she felt his muscles tense, she knew he was nearing his climax.

Wanting to make this a memorable experience for him, Jennifer ground and gyrated on his cock, giving him as much pleasure as she could.

Lucas felt himself nearing the edge but was determined to bring Jennifer to climax first. His hands found her breasts, pinching her nipples as he gyrated his cock within her drenched cunt. Her juices soaked his pubic hair, and he recognized the familiar twitching that signaled her approaching orgasm.

Knowing he could outlast her, Lucas intensified his movements, his forceful thrusts and withdrawals shaking Jennifer's beautiful body with each slam. Her gasps and moans grew louder, each sound fueling his desire.

Her breathing became erratic, and suddenly, she was screaming uncontrollably as he relentlessly drove his onyx shaft into her. Her climax hit with a force that made her dig her nails into his chest, her muscles spasming in intense pleasure. Lucas continued his powerful thrusts, pulling Jennifer's lovely body closer, squeezing her tightly against his hard chest and abs.

He kissed her furiously, their mouths locked in a passionate embrace as he pistoned his shaft in and out. Finally, pleasure exploded through his muscular body, and he pumped his sticky cum deep into her vagina. Their bodies trembled together in the aftermath, entwined and spent, basking in the intensity of their shared ecstasy.

Jennifer's cervix had been thoroughly pounded by Lucas's cock, leaving her pussy hot and wet, feeling as though it had been stretched out of shape. She thought to herself that after this experience, she could truthfully tell Andrew that he was definitely not in the same league as Lucas. This was, without a doubt, the best sex Jennifer had ever had. She desperately hoped Lucas felt the same way.

The two of them lay together for about five minutes, Lucas's thick, hard cock still throbbing inside her, a sensation she relished. They were both breathing heavily, basking in the afterglow of their passionate encounter, utterly satisfied. Lucas had to admit to himself that Jennifer was among the very best lovers he had ever had. Time had passed quickly, and it was now about eight in the evening. Jennifer sighed, realizing the hour. "Lucas, I really do have to go. I want to stay, but my boys will be so upset. You understand, don't you?"

He did. Lucas liked the kids a lot and understood that his passionate encounter with their mother was probably a one-time thing, though he hoped she would invite him back many times. Time would tell.

"Yeah, Jennifer, I know they will. I want to spend the night making love with you, but I understand. Believe me, this was incredible for me. I know you can't make promises, and I won't ask you to, but I hope we can do this again. Was I okay for you?"

"You’re asking me? I should be asking you. You were more than incredible. You were perfect. My fantasy was more than fulfilled, except for one thing."

Jennifer moved up and off Lucas's cock, which was glistening with a mixture of their fluids. She took his huge shaft into her mouth, using her hands to massage what she couldn't fit. The taste of their combined juices was something she knew she would always remember.

Now, it was her turn to satisfy him. She watched his tightly muscled body as it went into full spasm, and he shot his warm cum into her eager mouth. She sucked all of it from him and swallowed, savoring every drop. Their intense connection lingered as they both lay spent, knowing this night would be unforgettable.

Lucas helped Jennifer remake the bed, smoothing the sheets and straightening things up before he left. Jennifer then called Scott to let him know that Lucas had finished fixing the pump, and everything was working perfectly. Afterward, she spoke with each of her boys, assuring them she'd be home in a couple of hours.

Before parting, Jennifer and Lucas embraced, their kiss deep and passionate. Lucas wore his cargo shorts again while Jennifer stood naked in the yard, a playful smile on her lips. He kissed her fervently, his hands exploring her body, fingers tracing intimate paths. She responded by grasping him through his shorts, feeling his arousal.

"So, are you going to meet your young girlfriend now? Was I just an appetizer for you?" Jennifer teased, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "I'm only kidding, Lucas. I loved tonight. You fulfilled a fantasy for me. I have a lot of thinking to do; my head is spinning. But I know I'll see you next week when you come by to service the pool, at the very least," she added with a warm smile.

Lucas grinned, his eyes locked onto hers. "Jennifer, Scott's lucky he met you before I did. I don't care how old you are; you are one incredible woman. We'll talk next week. And remember me whenever you check out my signature behind your ear." With a final lingering kiss, he turned and left, glancing back to smile and wave one last time.

Jennifer went back inside to check the house one last time. Satisfied that everything was in order, she gathered her belongings, headed to the car, and drove towards the mountains. As she drove, her thoughts drifted to the past week. Andrew's harsh words still stung deeply, contrasting sharply with the incredible sex she had experienced with Lucas. The memories of the intimacy flooded her mind, and she became acutely aware of the physical aftermath—the soreness in her cervix, the lingering sensation of being stretched from her encounters with both Andrew and Lucas.

She was grateful for having the foresight to pad herself before leaving; Lucas's cum was seeping out, a reminder of their intense session. As the miles passed, Jennifer reflected on her sexual experiences. While sex with Scott had always been good, it had never reached the heights she had discovered with Andrew. And with Lucas, it had been even more exhilarating.

A wave of guilt washed over her. Would Scott be able to sense that she had been with other men? The past week had been filled with pleasures she had never imagined, yet the thought of jeopardizing her happy family made her stomach churn. She felt torn, caught between her love for the physical pleasure and her deep-seated fear of destroying her family.

She couldn't envision a life without Scott despite the allure of the passion she had found elsewhere. The thought of her boys growing up in a broken family disgusted her, a harsh judgment on her own selfish behavior. As she drove through the winding mountain roads, Jennifer wrestled with her conflicting emotions, searching for a way to reconcile her desires with her responsibilities.

Jennifer knew she loved Scott and the boys, but she had tasted other fruits now, and the idea of swearing off them for the rest of her life felt daunting. The thought of Scott finding out, the image of her boys' hurt faces, filled her with dread. A wave of panic washed over her as she remembered the large, dark hickey Lucas had left behind her left ear at the hairline. She would need to be vigilant to ensure Scott didn't see it. She also wondered how sex with Scott would feel tonight after her experiences with two other men this week.

When Jennifer arrived at the house, she found Scott and the boys outside by a fire, roasting marshmallows and enjoying themselves. The boys ran up to her, showering her with kisses and hugs. Scott, shirtless due to the heat, embraced Jennifer and gave her a long, almost passionate kiss in front of the boys. Seeing Scott with his shirt off sent a thrill through Jennifer. It looked like he had been working out, and his body was in great shape for a man his age.

The sight stirred something in her, a mix of guilt and longing. "I've missed you," she whispered as they pulled away from the kiss, her voice tinged with emotion.

Scott smiled, his eyes warm and affectionate. "We've missed you too. How was everything?"

"It was fine," she replied, trying to keep her voice steady. "Everything's fixed now."

Over the past several years, Scott had added some weight, but seeing him tonight, Jennifer realized she hadn't noticed how much he had trimmed down and toned up in recent months. Though he was physically smaller than Andrew and a lot smaller than Lucas, Jennifer couldn't help but notice how attractive Scott was. Shirtless and in shorts, he exuded a charm that she had almost forgotten. She realized, almost with surprise, that he still looked quite hot. Jennifer knew many of the coeds at the college probably still eyed him lustfully, just as she had fourteen years earlier when he was the stud of the college staff.

As Jennifer chatted with her boys and Scott, a wave of guilt washed over her. She had spent the week indulging in forbidden pleasures, and now, looking at Scott—tanned, toned, and undeniably handsome—she felt a deep remorse. He might not have the same muscular build as Lucas or Andrew, but his face was more striking, and his overall presence was still incredibly appealing. The risk she had taken with her family's happiness loomed large in her mind.

She wondered why she had jeopardized everything she had—a great-looking husband and three wonderful kids—for fleeting physical pleasure. The sex with Andrew and then Lucas had been fantastic, but was it worth the risk? Now, being with Scott and the boys, she realized her feelings for Andrew paled in comparison to what she felt for her husband and children.

She thought she must be oversexed or something, but she was actually looking forward to being with Scott. The presence of Lucas's cum in her pussy made the idea of mixing Scott's with it strangely exciting for her. She wondered if he would say something about how drenched she was. Despite this, she resolved to control her fantasies and actions in the future, recognizing that what she had with her family was too precious to jeopardize.

It felt wonderful to be with her family again. After putting the boys to bed, she and Scott sat out on the screen porch, catching up on what the kids had been doing during the week.

"You've really gotten tan this week, honey. And you look like you've lost some weight and have been working out as well. You probably have some little cutie up here that I don't know about," Jennifer said playfully, fully aware of the irony in her words.

Scott laughed, his eyes twinkling with amusement. "If only, Jen. I've been too busy with work and the boys to even think about that. But thanks for noticing the changes. I've been trying to get in better shape. I have been working out a little, and I've lost almost fifteen pounds on this low-carb diet I've been on. But no cutie's except for you." Scott smiled, looking into his wife's eyes. He leaned into her and kissed her with his left arm around her and his right exploring her boob that was only covered by her thin cotton top. "Why don't we go to bed." He said, smiling his handsome smile at Jennifer.

Jennifer felt a familiar warmth spreading as she anticipated Scott's touch. His physique might not match her recent lovers, but she realized he was still incredibly attractive in his own right. As soon as they closed the bedroom door, Scott slid out of his shorts, revealing his trim body and erect cock. Though noticeably smaller than Andrew or Lucas, his six inches had a nicely shaped thick mushroom head, which Jennifer found quite appealing.

Jennifer undressed and approached her husband, taking his throbbing cock in her hand. She knelt before him, her lips closing around him as he placed his hands on her head, fingers threading through her hair. The familiar taste and feel of Scott made her pulse quicken, and she felt a rush of affection mixed with arousal.

They moved to the bed, and to Jennifer's surprise, Scott positioned himself in a 69, his mouth descending to her slit. His tongue flicked and probed, exploring her folds and slipping inside her. The sensation was electric, causing her to gasp and moan. The thought of Lucas's cum being sucked out by Scott was strangely thrilling, adding an illicit edge to her arousal.

Scott's hands roamed her body, one massaging her lips while the other sought out her G-spot, applying gentle pressure that made her hips buck. Jennifer responded by taking his cock deeper into her mouth, her own excitement building as she worked him with her lips and tongue.

This was something Scott rarely did, but Jennifer loved it, feeling an orgasm building within her loins. She sucked his cock, enjoying the sensation of the thick mushroom tip. One hand roamed over his newly toned body, appreciating the feel of her husband. He was slender and somewhat defined, lacking the thick muscles of Andrew or Lucas but feeling toned and smooth under her touch.

Scott continued his work on her pussy, his tongue and fingers driving her toward the edge. Jennifer's body began to twitch as she neared her first orgasm of the night with Scott. She wanted to climax with him inside her, so she gently pulled away from his hungry mouth, guiding him on top of her. A thrill shot through her as his thick head pushed into her drenched cunt. Though the sensation wasn't as full as it had been with Andrew or Lucas, his presence still satisfied her immediate needs.

Jennifer felt her orgasm building, a powerful one. She held Scott tightly as he pumped her furiously, making up for their time apart. His cock pulsed as he climaxed, filling her with warm streams of his juices. He felt wonderful to her, a familiar and comforting presence, but in her mind, she knew that Lucas and Andrew had satisfied her more completely.

Sex with Scott was a satisfying experience, and Jennifer's orgasm left her feeling warm and comfortable inside. His cock was still throbbing within her as Scott kissed and nibbled his way along her neck and shoulders. Jennifer ran her hands up and down Scott's smooth back, feeling the firmness of his waist and the nice roundness of his buttocks. He felt good lying on top of her, and she enjoyed the sensation of his thick mushroom head nestled inside her pussy.

As his lips traveled to her ears, a jolt of fear seized Jennifer in the darkened bedroom. She had to ensure he didn't see Lucas's mark. How would she explain it if he did? Her mind raced with potential excuses, but she quickly pushed those thoughts aside, focusing on the present moment.

To Jennifer's surprise, both she and Scott climaxed again that night, their bodies moving in perfect harmony. They fell asleep naked in each other's arms, their breath slowing in unison. Scott hadn't noticed the mark, but Lucas had been right. Each time Jennifer looked at it in the mirror, a wave of excitement washed over her body, reliving the intense experience with the incredibly built and handsome black stud.

The long weekend had been a welcome respite from the previous week's stress. Jennifer felt a twinge of anxiety about returning to work, knowing she would have to interact with Andrew. She resolved to remain professionally pleasant, nothing more.

Her thoughts drifted to Lucas. She knew she lacked the willpower to resist his advances if he made a move when he came on Thursday to service the pool. Determined to avoid temptation, she planned a day-long shopping trip. Jennifer knew she had to curb these desires and fantasies she had recently indulged in. She wasn’t sure how she would manage it, as her body still craved Lucas’s beautifully defined mocha physique and his huge, thick black shaft. But her mind insisted she must resist, for her family's sake and for her own.

Jennifer and the boys arrived home in the van, with Scott following close behind. As they entered the house, she found a "work message" from Andrew asking her to call him.

"It can't be that important," she said to Scott, dismissing the message. "I'll talk with him tomorrow."


Chapter 9

Jennifer dropped the kids off at Scott’s mother’s house by the ocean. They planned to stay there for the week while Jennifer and Scott commuted back and forth from work. After leaving the kids with her mother-in-law, Jennifer headed home feeling more relaxed. She had finally made up her mind to end the infidelities that had consumed her over the past few weeks.

As she drove, she reflected on her decision. "Sex with Scott is pretty satisfying," she thought, even though she had to admit that it didn’t compare to what she had experienced with Andrew and Lucas. Still, she loved her family and resolved to learn to deny herself the forbidden fruits she had recently tasted for the first time in her life.

Later that day, Scott was changing into his swim trunks when something caught his eye. A small edge of what looked like milk-white plastic peeked out from under the bed’s dust ruffle. Assuming it was trash one of the boys had left behind, he reached to pick it up. As he lifted it, his heart sank. This wasn’t something left by his children—it was something else entirely.

Scott’s eyes widened as he realized what he was holding: a large man’s condom, unmistakably used. Though there was no semen inside, the residual moisture from the tip to the opening confirmed its recent use. A wave of nausea washed over him, and his head began to pound. He vividly recalled a phone call to Jennifer during which her gasping and heavy breathing had puzzled him. Half-jokingly, he had asked if she was having an orgasm.

Now, standing beside their bed with the incriminating evidence in hand, Scott’s worst fears were confirmed. Jennifer had strayed, and not just anywhere—she had betrayed him in the very bed they had shared for so many years.

Physically, Scott felt a migraine beginning, knots tightening in his stomach, and a huge wave of anxiety crashing down and swallowing him. He couldn’t comprehend how his loving wife could have done this to him. But the evidence was undeniable: a used condom beside their bed meant Jennifer had been up to no good.

He felt empty. Betrayed. Completely alone. What was he going to do? What would happen to their sons? What had Jennifer done to their family? Overwhelmed by a mixture of shock and grief, Scott’s mind raced with these questions. Despite everything, a small part of him clung to the hope that Jennifer could provide some kind of reasonable explanation for the massive condom on the floor next to their bed.

Somehow, though he couldn't quite explain it, Scott managed to pull himself together. He knew Jennifer was on her way over without the boys, and he was determined to confront her. If her answers confirmed his worst suspicions, he planned to leave immediately and spend the night at his mother’s house to figure things out. Just then, Jennifer walked in.

The sight of her replaced his anxiety with a surge of anger. Holding up the condom and letting it dangle from his fingers, Scott's voice dripped with sarcasm and hurt. "Was he good, Jennifer? Looks like he's got a huge one. Is that it? Wasn’t I big enough for you?"

Jennifer's face turned pale, her eyes wide with shock. She stood frozen, as stunned as Scott had been when he found the condom. She opened her mouth, but no words came out at first. Finally, she stammered, her voice trembling, "W-what’s that? What are you talking about, Scott?"

Her hesitation was all the confirmation Scott needed. He stared at her, his heart pounding, the weight of betrayal settling heavily in his chest.

"Come on, Jennifer, we both know this isn't mine. And the last time I checked, the boys aren't old enough to need these yet. Can't you just cut the bullshit and admit the truth? When a guy finds a used condom on the floor next to his bed, it seems like his wife or her lover—or both—are sending a pretty clear message to him."

Jennifer burst into tears, her resolve crumbling. She couldn't lie, knowing it was pointless. "Scott, don't say anything else. I love you more than anything. If I've learned anything over the past few weeks, it's that. You have to believe me. I really love only you. And I have no idea what I was thinking, but it's over. I made that decision already. I never wanted you to find out. I never wanted to hurt you or the boys, but now I know I have. I am so sorry. But believe me, it's over, Scott. I love you and you only."

Scott heard his wife's words, but his mind struggled to process them. The shock of hearing his loving wife of twelve years essentially admitting to infidelity was too much for him to comprehend. The room seemed to close in around him, the weight of betrayal pressing down on his chest, making it hard to breathe. He stared at Jennifer, his vision blurring with unshed tears, unable to reconcile the woman he loved with the actions she had confessed to.

The reality of what Jennifer was saying finally settled into Scott’s mind, and he dissolved into tears, screaming, "Why? Why? How could you do this to us, to the boys, to me? What did I ever do to deserve this?"

Jennifer moved toward her husband, her own tears streaming down her face. "Scott, believe me, I am so sorry. You did nothing wrong. I love you, and I have no idea why I did this. But I really love only you. I never meant to hurt you, or the boys, or our family. You have to believe me that I made up my mind that this horrible part of my life is over. You are the only one I can love."

She was crying almost hysterically and was about to hug her husband when he threw his hands up.

"Don’t come near me. Don’t even think of touching me," he said, his voice shaking with rage. "You can’t possibly think that you’re going to fuck some guy in our bed, let him leave his rubber so I can find it, and then expect me to buy your story that I’m the only one you really love. Be serious, Jennifer. When did you plan to fuck him again? And who is the lucky guy anyway? Is he someone I know? Who is the fucking bastard who has ruined my life and the lives of my kids?"

Jennifer's sobbing had quieted, and she now looked at Scott with wide, fearful eyes. She couldn’t tell him about Andrew and Lucas. The thought of revealing that she had slept with both of them within a few weeks was terrifying. Scott might lose his mind if he knew, and what would he think of her sudden attraction to black men? The entire situation was unbearable for Jennifer, but she had to do whatever she could to salvage her marriage.

“Scott,” she began, her voice trembling, “he’s someone I work with. It happened a couple of weeks ago when we went out, and I ended up having too much to drink. It was a mistake that I regretted as soon as it was over. I swear I have no interest in him or anyone else but you. You have to believe me.” She pleaded with Scott, hoping to pass off her recent sexual encounters as a one-night stand with Andrew.

Scott stared at his wife, stunned. He instinctively knew it had to be Andrew, the young black guy he had met a couple of times. He remembered Andrew as very handsome and well-built. His heart sank, and his mind raced, imagining how this man had taken his wife and how she had probably loved it. The image was torturous.

“Was it that young black guy, Andrew, who fucked you in our bed?” Scott asked, his voice cracking. He almost hoped it had been someone else, someone less physically imposing.

“Scott, he’s your age, and you’ve got to understand that we had both been drinking, and he only followed me home to make sure I got home safe and I was okay. He came in, and I made us both a drink. I know now that I shouldn’t have done it, but I did. And then, I don’t know, we just got carried away. Scott, believe me, this has NEVER happened before, and I felt awful about it, and so did Andrew. Neither of us intends to do anything like it again. He is looking to move into another work group different from mine. He feels horrible, and he knows that I do.” She continued to lie, hoping that Scott would believe it had really not been anything more than just an accident that happened as the result of too much drinking.

“You know what Jennifer? This is by far the worst fucking day of my entire life. I can’t actually believe that I am standing here right now, listening to you tell me how you fucked some black stud, and it’s okay because you only did it because the two of you had too much to drink. You really are fucking evil. It’s like you have ripped my heart right out of my chest. What the fuck were you thinking? People have too much to drink all the time, but they don’t go out and fucking cheat on their husbands.

I’m not sure what really went on between you two. And honestly, I don’t even know if what you’re telling me right now is the truth or how much of the truth. For all I know, this might have been going on for months. There might have been more; perhaps you’ve had a whole line of fucking guys. Maybe you have a thing for black guys. I mean, how would I know? I’m just your fucking husband, right? Did you fuck Lucas, the pool guy? After all, he’s black too.

Jennifer's heart skipped a beat, and panic gripped her even more tightly. "Scott, I didn’t do anything with Lucas or anyone else," she begged, her voice shaky. "You have to trust me. This was a mistake, and I really hate myself for it. I don’t even recall most of it; I was so drunk." She was crying almost hysterically, scared that her worst nightmare was about to come true.

Scott’s face contorted with a mixture of rage and pain as he glared at Jennifer. “But you were sober enough to let his cock inside you, and you're not saying he raped you, so you must have let him do it willingly. I hope you enjoyed it, Jennifer. I hate you. I hate you, and I wish I never married you. You're nothing more than a whore. You know what, Jennifer? You can have Andrew or any other man you want—black, white, Asian, Latino—I don’t care. But you know who you can’t have? You can’t have me.”

He paused, his voice shaking with barely controlled fury. “I loved you. We have three wonderful boys together. I’ve been faithful to you, always. Never once did I stray. And now I find a used condom by our bed because my wife has been screwing a black stud. I’m going to my mother’s tonight. Don’t even think of following me. Call your friend Andrew if you want company because, as far as I’m concerned, you’re not my wife anymore.”

Scott's head pounded, and his heart felt shattered. His anger had fueled him just enough to deliver his tirade without breaking down. But inside, he was devastated. He had been deeply in love with Jennifer, and the betrayal cut him to the core.

Jennifer's heart pounded in her chest as she reached out to embrace Scott, her voice trembling with desperation. "No, Scott! Please don't say those things! I'm sorry, I'm so sorry. Please give me another chance. We can't throw away our family, everything we've built together."

But Scott recoiled, refusing her touch. "You made your choice, Jennifer. I loved you. I loved you with everything I had. You'll never know how much. I'll always maintain civility for the sake of our boys, but understand this: I regret ever meeting you. You might as well be invisible to me when our sons aren't around. I'm going to my mother's tonight, and I'll be back to get my things tomorrow. But be ready, Jennifer. I won't give up our sons."

He gathered his belongings as Jennifer pleaded hysterically for him to stay, her words echoing off the walls of their shattered home.

In the days and weeks that followed, the pain lingered like a heavy fog, enveloping Jennifer, Scott, and their boys, as well as their extended families. Scott wasted no time in filing for divorce, leaving Jennifer in a state of shock over the sudden and complete collapse of her life. Weeks passed before she could even contemplate returning to work, crippled by anxiety and depression in the wake of Scott's departure.

Once warm and welcoming, mutual friends now treated her with polite detachment. Their icy demeanor was a stark reminder of the wreckage she had wrought upon her family. She felt the weight of their judgment, sensing their disdain for the pain she had inflicted on Scott and their boys.

Both Andrew and Lucas extended their support to Jennifer, willing to do anything to help her through her turmoil. But she couldn't bear the thought of involving them further in her life. The spark of desire extinguished within her, leaving only a hollow ache where attraction once thrived. Despite finding them both still appealing, she couldn't muster any interest beyond reclaiming Scott.

Returning to work and tending to her children became her sole focus, yet the ache for Scott lingered incessantly. Self-loathing gnawed at her, a constant reminder of the irreversible changes she had wrought upon her life.

Jennifer's persistent attempts to win back Scott's favor were met with unwavering rejection. Scott retreated to his mother's seaside abode, adhering to the court-ordered joint custody arrangement for their boys. Though they longed for their father's presence at home, the boys adjusted to the new normal, their bond with Scott undiminished by distance.

Scott shielded his sons from any negativity towards Jennifer, maintaining civility in her presence for their sake. Jennifer, misinterpreting his amiable demeanor as a glimmer of hope, continued her attempts to reach him. Yet, in private moments devoid of their sons, Scott remained resolute in his silence, his gaze never meeting hers.

In the depths of solitude, Scott grappled with his conflicting emotions. Tears often stained his cheeks as he wrestled with the enormity of his love for Jennifer and the betrayal he endured. Though moments of doubt crept in, he steadfastly resisted any notion of reconciliation.

As time passed, Scott's grief ebbed, replaced by a cautious acceptance of his new reality. The allure of his bachelorhood beckoned, drawing the attention of admiring women. It took six long months before he ventured into the realm of dating once more. Initially awkward, he gradually found solace in the companionship of others, reclaiming a semblance of normalcy in his life.

About nine months post-breakup, Jennifer found herself in a familiar haunt—a restaurant once cherished by her family. As she nibbled at her meal, a wave of nausea swept over her at the sight of her boys, accompanied by a stunning young woman—undeniably Scott's new flame. She managed a strained greeting to her sons before fleeing the scene in tears, her heartache palpable as Scott remained indifferent to her distress.

A year elapsed, marking the finalization of their divorce. Jennifer's inquiries to her sons about their father's relationship status confirmed her worst fears. She had remained resolutely single despite Andrew's persistent attempts to coax her back into the dating scene. Though her desire for him flickered with time, she reserved her affection for Scott, clinging to a faint hope of reconciliation. Yet, with each passing day, the reality of her shattered family life became increasingly undeniable.

The boys, however, embraced Scott's new girlfriend with genuine affection. A former student of his, she effortlessly endeared herself to the boys with her warmth and beauty. Nearly two years post-split, the boys returned from their time at the beach house with news that sent Jennifer reeling—“Daddy’s getting married.” The announcement struck her like a physical blow, leaving her reeling from the sudden onslaught of pain and disbelief.

But like all emotions, pain and suffering are ultimately fleeting, and in time, Jennifer’s life moved on, too. Kids' birthdays began to feel more normal again, as she stood there and watched Scott and Angela laughing together, a picture of wedded bliss.

But deep down in her, what had been awoken never really left, and although it was almost two years later if you met Jennifer today, you’d probably be meeting her with Clive, her fiancé. 6’2, black, and a former professional football player. But there was one thing that was different. Clive didn’t have a cock like Andrew or Lucas. In fact, he was probably no longer than Scott. Six inches was really all it took to keep Jeniffer satisfied. Well, it was when it was the width of a Coke can!

The End
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You Wanted This: A Husband Starts to Question His Cuckold Fantasy

Then, all of a sudden, I watched in shock as my wife leaned forward until she was completely out of sight. I waited for her to quickly pop back up, as if she had been picking something up from by her feet, but she didn't.

I knew it meant only one thing. My innocent wife was currently sucking his cock. From conversations we'd had in the past, I knew my cock had been the only one she had ever even seen in person. Yet now, here she was, getting very familiar with a new cock; it was something she only did with me on special occasions, and I guess this was a special occasion, in a way. I quickly glanced at my watch and noticed the time was 11:55 PM. It meant he was getting my anniversary blowjob instead of me.

Big Black Surprise: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Dark Secret

If you had asked me what was going to happen on this vacation, I would have told you. Lots of sun, lots of drinking, and, of course, lots of sex.

But I never would have said that sex would be between me and my best friend, Chloe. I'm entirely straight. Well, I thought I was. But then, if you had told me I'd be sucking her husband Jordan's big black cock I would have said you were crazy too. None of that was ever even a possibility. I mean, sure, I guess I could have seen myself maybe sucking his cock, in some sort of crazy alternative reality where I like sucking cock, and he wasn't married to my best friend. But it was still crazy talk.

But the bit that I would have said wasn't even a possibility in an alternate reality was seeing my husband, Taylor, on his knees, with Jordan's massive black cock in his mouth. Sure, we were drunk, and yes, it was a dare, but there was no way this should have happened. And there was definitely no way Taylor should have got a boner doing it!

This vacation really has been a big black surprise for both of us!

The Question: A Simple Question Exposes A Cheating Wife

Baby, have you ever thought about having an affair?"

I guess that might seem like a very loaded question, and to an outsider, I can see why you'd think that, but I asked it in all innocence, just like all the other questions I've asked over the years.

"Why do you think clouds don't fall?"
"If Jesus were to return today, what would be his thoughts on modern Christianity?"
"Why demolish two perfectly functional office buildings to construct a new one downtown?"

But none of those questions ever prompted the same reaction from my wife. As soon as I saw it I knew she was guilty of something, I just didn't know what and I was determined to find out.

But is it ever truly possible to recover from a betrayal like that? Will I ever be able to look at my wife's naked body again without remembering what he did to her?

That is the question.
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