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Chapter 1

Katie stepped out of the shower, the warm steam clinging to her skin as she wrapped herself in a plush towel. Moving over to the fogged mirror, she wiped a handprint across the glass, her gaze meeting her own reflection with a touch of surprise. Her blue eyes, vibrant and clear, held a different shade tonight—a depth she didn’t recognize, as if they had a secret waiting to be unveiled.

Wrapping her damp, golden hair up, she watched herself in the mirror. She’d always liked her hair, naturally blonde and thick, cascading over her shoulders like silk when it dried. But tonight, the thought flitted through her mind: Had Nathan even noticed it lately? It had been years since he’d tangled his fingers through it the way he used to, back when they couldn’t keep their hands off each other.

She picked up a second towel, pressing it softly against her skin, and let her eyes roam over herself in the mirror as she dried off. A hint of vulnerability crept into her gaze as she studied her reflection. Her thin pink lips formed a soft, teasing pout—a habit she hadn’t even realized she’d picked up. Nathan used to call her his “angel,” his “dream,” adoring every inch of her body. But now… Well, that felt like another lifetime.

She let the towel slip from her fingers, pooling at her feet as she took a step back. Her eyes lingered on her chest, tracing the curve of her large, firm breasts, her fingertips following suit in a gentle caress. She’d always considered them her best feature, a trait Nathan had once adored. He had fallen in love with her body as much as he had fallen for her, hadn’t he? She could still hear his whispered praises, the way his eyes would darken with longing at the sight of her. That hunger he once had for her seemed like a memory now, and she wondered if he even thought of her that way anymore.

Turning to the side, she ran her hands over her stomach. At 36, it wasn’t as flat as it used to be, and though she promised herself she’d get back into her gym routine, some days she felt like it was a losing battle. Nathan had always been so captivated by her figure, but the truth of it was, that interest seemed to fade over the years, slipping away like sand through her fingers.

Her gaze fell lower, down to her hips, tracing the curve of her backside. She twisted, studying her reflection from different angles. She’d always had mixed feelings about her ass. It was firm, yes, but there was a fullness to it that she couldn’t escape, no matter how many hours she spent at the gym. Some days she was proud of its shape, but Nathan’s words echoed in her mind, taunting her, needling her self-confidence. “Fat ass,” he’d joked, calling it her “ghetto butt.” He’d laugh, but the words stayed with her, lingering longer than his praise ever had.

She let out a soft sigh, an ache settling in her chest as she looked herself over. She wanted to feel like the woman he once desired, the woman he couldn’t resist. But tonight, alone in the quiet warmth of the bathroom, she wasn’t sure if he’d ever look at her that way again.

Katie turned back to the mirror, reaching for her favorite lotion, the label faded from years of use. As soon as she poured a dollop into her palm, the scent of ripe strawberries rose into the warm, mist-filled air, a subtle promise of indulgence. A small smile curved her lips as she watched herself smooth the lotion across her skin, fingers gliding over her shoulders, down her arms, savoring the silkiness that followed each touch.

With a little more lotion in her hands, she rubbed them together briskly, creating warmth, and then her fingers traveled slowly down her thighs, pausing at the sensitive skin between her legs. Her breath hitched as she slid her fingers over her pussy, feeling the warmth as she pressed the lotion along her lips, her touch sending a tingling need deep inside. Her lashes fluttered, and she let herself go there, her fingertips finding her clit, moving in small, insistent circles as the ache between her legs deepened. Her eyes drifted open again, catching sight of her own nipples hardening in the mirror, each subtle shift in her touch reflecting in the mirror’s cool, foggy glass.

Her fingers dipped further, sliding slowly into her wet heat, and she let out a soft, unbidden moan, her hips arching to meet her own touch, a flush spreading across her chest and cheeks. She watched herself with a strange fascination, as though she were seeing herself anew, her body’s desire answering her own.

“Please, let Nathan still be up,” she whispered, the words barely leaving her lips, filled with a raw need she hadn’t voiced aloud in a long time.

But then, the steady drone of the baseball game from the other room seeped through, his muffled cheers merging with the low hum of the television. Disappointment washed over her, sinking into her bones, deeper than the throbbing between her legs. She wanted his touch, his undivided attention—something she hadn’t felt from him in far too long. She let out a slow breath, casting one last look at herself, her gaze tracing her own flushed skin, the lingering sheen on her fingers.

With a quiet resolve, she lifted her hand to her lips, licking her own taste in a slow, lingering sweep, reclaiming the moment for herself. She straightened, set her shoulders, and opened the bathroom door, hoping, just for tonight, that he might turn back to her.

Katie glanced over at Nathan, lying in bed with one eye barely open, the game droning on in the background. He looked half-asleep, the flickering screen doing more to entertain itself than he was to watch it. She slipped under the covers, her movements slow, deliberate, testing if he’d notice. When he didn’t, a hint of frustration sparked within her, and she slid closer, brushing her French-manicured nails gently down his chest, savoring the warmth beneath her fingertips. She pressed her breasts up against him, feeling her own heartbeat quicken as she leaned into him.

“Honey, the game’s still on,” Nathan murmured, sounding more annoyed than intrigued.

Katie held back a sigh, letting her lips trace a whisper along his ear. “I want you, baby,” she murmured, letting her hips press into his side, hoping her need would finally rouse him.

“Can’t we wait a few?” Nathan’s question hung in the air, his tone distant, heavy with fatigue.

A dull ache settled in Katie’s chest, disappointment quickly shifting into a resolute need. Not tonight, she thought. She couldn’t let him drift off like this again, leaving her needs unmet. She needed him now, and if he wasn’t going to take charge, she was more than ready to.

She slipped beneath the sheets, her hands finding his waistband, and reached into his boxers. Her fingers wrapped around his soft cock, feeling his body tense as her touch stirred him to life. Nathan’s breath deepened, and she felt the first hint of hardness, a response that sent a surge of satisfaction through her. Licking her lips, Katie took her time, her mouth brushing over the tip, tasting him as she coaxed him to full arousal.

“Come on, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire, “get it up for me.”

Katie opened her mouth wide, taking Nathan’s semi-hard cock deep into her mouth, feeling it thicken against her tongue as she worked him, her mouth moving with steady, feverish intent. Her fingers gripped his thighs as she bobbed her head, savoring the way he responded, hardening between her lips. It wasn’t long before she could feel the telltale tension building in him, his breaths ragged, body tightening. She paused just before the edge, glancing up to find his head tipped back, eyes closed, mouth slack.

Just in time, she thought with a quick smirk. If he came now, she knew it’d be game over for the night.

Katie rose, her body pressing against his as she leaned in to kiss him, craving the closeness, the warmth of his mouth on hers. But he turned his face away, leaving her lips brushing his cheek. A familiar pang of disappointment flared in her chest, resentment mingling with the heat in her veins. Why couldn’t he kiss her after she went down on him? She pushed the thought aside, her need for him too strong to let his indifference hold her back tonight.

Determined, Katie shifted, straddling him and reaching down to guide him inside her, feeling the thickness of his cock slide slowly into her wet, aching core. A low moan escaped Nathan’s lips, his body responding as she took control, and she stilled for a moment, savoring the feeling of him filling her completely. She could feel him tense beneath her, trying to hold back, his breath shallow.

He has to be ready by now, she told herself, feeling the electric anticipation building inside her. With a deep, steadying breath, she began to move, grinding down onto him, her pace quickening as she rode him hard. Bracing herself with her hands on his thighs, she felt the delicious slap of her own body against his, the wet heat of their rhythm filling the air. Each thrust sent a shiver through her, her focus shifting as she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror across the room.

The sight sent a thrill through her, watching her own body arch and writhe, Nathan’s cock disappearing and reappearing with each push. Her mouth parted, breaths ragged as she watched, the raw intimacy of her reflection feeding her arousal, intensifying the need throbbing between her legs. This was her moment, her chance to reclaim the desire and connection she craved. And, just for an instant, it was enough.

“Oh, fuck, I’m cumming, yes baby,” Nathan shouted, his voice filling the room with a sudden burst of energy. Katie quickened her pace, grinding harder, hoping she could reach her own climax, but within seconds, she felt his body relax beneath her. He was already soft, his brief fire snuffed out as he drifted back to the comfort of his own satisfaction.

Frustration knotted in her chest as she climbed off, feeling a cold emptiness where her own pleasure had been building. Without a word, she slipped off the bed and padded to the bathroom, the disappointment sinking in as she splashed water over her face, trying to wash away the ache. When she returned to the bedroom, Nathan was dead asleep, oblivious, his breaths even and steady as though he hadn’t just left her unsatisfied.

“Fuck,” she muttered, the word slipping out in a low, angry whisper, the sting of unfulfilled desire simmering within her. She slid into bed, grabbing her phone from the nightstand, and began scrolling through the apps as if a distraction might help her frustration settle. But as her fingers moved across the screen, her thumb paused over a familiar icon, a small grin forming as an idea struck her.

Opening PornHub, she let herself scroll through the endless collection of videos, a mischievous glint sparking in her eyes. “Let’s see what we have here,” she murmured softly, a quiet thrill building as she scanned through the options. If Nathan couldn’t take care of her needs, she’d do it herself—and she was more than ready to find exactly what she wanted.

She glanced over at Nathan; he was dead to the world, sprawled across the bed without a care. Katie picked up her phone, the dim glow lighting her face as she swiped through PornHub, scrolling past familiar titles until she found something that caught her eye—a recently posted interracial video. She clicked on it, settling back against her pillow as the video began.

The scene opened with a handsome black man slowly, sensually licking a white woman’s clit, his focus intense, his movements deliberate. Katie felt a warm thrill spread through her as she watched him devour the woman, his mouth moving with such hunger it made her pulse quicken. She couldn’t help but notice the woman’s face, her parted lips, the flush on her cheeks, her hard nipples visible in the close-up. There was no way, Katie thought, that she was faking that kind of pleasure.

“Oh, yes, eat my fucking cunt,” the woman moaned, her voice needy and raw.

“Now that’s the way to eat pussy,” Katie murmured, her voice slipping out louder than she intended. Her own arousal was building, her body responding instinctively to the sights and sounds from her screen.

Without realizing it, Katie had kicked off the sheets, lying back with her legs spread wide, feet planted on the bed, and fingers slipping between her own slick folds. The camera angle shifted, and Katie’s eyes widened as the man’s full length came into view, a beautifully thick, dark cock. She felt her body clench in anticipation, her breath catching.

“Damn,” she whispered, feeling a pang of longing at the thought of something like that inside her.

Driven by her own needs, she slipped out of bed, careful not to disturb Nathan, and padded to her closet. Reaching to the back shelf, she pulled down an old shoebox where she kept her hidden stash of toys, each one an escape in its own way. She rummaged through it until her fingers found what she was looking for—the big black dildo her friends had given her as a joke at her bachelorette party. Tonight, though, it felt like anything but a joke.

She held it in her hand, feeling a thrill run through her as she returned to bed, ready to make this moment her own.

Katie returned to the bedroom, her eyes immediately drawn to the screen where the black man was slowly pressing his thick cock into the woman’s wet, waiting pussy. The woman’s body arched, her mouth parting in pure ecstasy, and Katie felt her own need pulse in response. She wanted to feel that—desperately. Holding her toy, she ran her tongue along its length, wetting it as she closed her lips around it, her imagination swirling with thoughts of the man on the screen.

With deliberate slowness, she guided the toy down, pressing it against her own entrance. The wide, rounded head stretched her, and she eased it inside bit by bit, savoring every inch as it filled her. Her gaze flicked back to her phone, where the black man thrust deeply, his intensity matching her own growing rhythm. She moved the toy in time with his thrusts, each movement driving her closer, heightening her need. The sheer size and feel of the toy ignited something in her, each push releasing a pleasure so consuming that she could barely imagine how incredible the real thing might feel.

Looking down, she saw the glistening evidence of her arousal coating the toy, the air thick with the scent of her own desire. She cast a quick glance at Nathan, amazed he was still asleep through her moans and the sounds of her movements. But her mind quickly drifted back, drawn fully into her own world as she thrust harder, the pleasure building, wave upon wave, until she was nearly lost in it. Her moans filled the room as she came, her body trembling with release, the intensity surprising even her.

Katie’s body relaxed, a satisfied warmth spreading through her limbs as she lay back, still watching the scene on her phone. The woman on the screen now knelt between the man’s legs, her mouth moving with an eager rhythm, taking him deeper each time, her lips stretched wide, face flushed with arousal. Katie couldn’t look away, captivated by the woman’s expression of sheer enjoyment, the way her eyes closed as if savoring every inch of him.

And then Katie saw it—the man’s body tensing, his breathing ragged as he finally came, spilling himself into the woman’s mouth. Katie’s breath caught as she watched the woman swallow without hesitation, her expression blissful, even proud, as she took him in completely, her body radiating satisfaction.

A strange mix of curiosity and confusion washed over Katie. How could she want it that much? How could she look so…happy? Katie had always found the idea of swallowing unappealing, something she’d never been willing to try. Even early in her relationship with Nathan, she’d made it clear that it was off the table, and he’d accepted it without much fuss. The thought alone had always felt almost repulsive, but here was this woman, clearly reveling in it, taking pleasure not only in herself but in fully pleasing her partner.

Katie’s gaze lingered on the woman’s face, absorbing every detail of her genuine satisfaction. There was no reluctance, no hesitation. It was as if the woman’s joy was tied directly to his, as if pleasing him was its own reward. Katie shifted uncomfortably, her own body stirring in response. She found herself questioning something she’d never considered before. Could she understand this kind of pleasure, this urge to satisfy another so completely?

The woman’s eyes fluttered open, meeting the man’s gaze as she swallowed the last of him with a satisfied smile, and Katie felt something unravel within herself, an intrigue taking root. The act wasn’t just physical; it was intimate, almost vulnerable, a complete surrender to desire, to connection. And for the first time, Katie wondered what it might feel like to embrace that side of herself, to let go of her hesitation and discover a new way to connect.

Katie watched, captivated, through three more scenes, her body still sensitive and tingling, exploring her fantasies until she finally drifted to sleep, deeply satisfied in a way she hadn’t felt in ages.


Chapter 2

Steve glanced at his watch as he stepped into the office, relieved he’d made it just under the wire. Traffic had been brutal, and he’d slipped in with only two minutes to spare. As he made his way down the hall, he caught sight of Katie, his boss—the “Ice Princess,” as he and the rest of the team had secretly dubbed her. She was on the phone but didn’t miss a beat, tapping her own watch and raising an eyebrow in his direction, a silent reminder of his close call. Steve felt a flicker of irritation. He knew what time it was; he didn’t need her to point it out.

He’d worked under Katie for about a year now, long enough to see that she ran a tight ship. She could be a stickler for the rules, sometimes downright icy in her approach, but she was fair and paid her employees generously. Katie demanded excellence, and she rewarded it, hiring top-tier talent and taking on projects that outmatched even some of the larger firms. Steve respected her skill and drive, even if her manner could be as cold as her nickname suggested.

An hour later, as he was deep into a design project, his phone rang. Katie’s number flashed on the screen, and his irritation resurfaced.

“Can’t this woman give me a minute?” he muttered under his breath, picking up his phone and heading to her office.

He knocked, then stepped inside. “Hey, Katie, if this is about my time…”

“No, no, sit down,” she interrupted, waving her hand dismissively. There was a lightheartedness in her tone that caught him off guard.

Steve hesitated before sitting across from her, surprised by this rare hint of warmth in her demeanor. He could hardly remember the last time she’d cracked a smile, let alone shown a playful side.

“I need you to come with me on a business trip,” Katie said, surprising him further. “We’re meeting a client.”

That was all she offered, and Steve nodded, curious but wary. Katie’s sudden change in tone had thrown him off, and he couldn’t help but wonder what had inspired this unexpected charm.



The next morning, Steve arrived at the airport gate at 6:30, right on time. Their flight was scheduled for 7:00, and he was surprised not to see Katie there already. She was usually punctual to a fault. Rising from his seat, he scanned the concourse for her, and when he finally spotted her, he nearly did a double take.

Katie looked stunning. He’d never seen her long blonde hair down before, and it shimmered as she walked, catching the morning light with each step. She wore a pale yellow one-button jacket over a matching mid-thigh dress, the ensemble highlighting her figure in a way he hadn’t quite noticed before. As she walked toward him, it felt like a scene out of a movie, her strides measured and graceful, her gaze confident.

She saw him and flashed a small smile, one that seemed to soften her usual cool demeanor. Steve couldn’t help but grin back, feeling the unmistakable tug of attraction. Her sudden warmth caught him off guard, and he was acutely aware of the magnetic pull between them.

“Damn, that is one sexy black man,” Katie thought, surprised by her own reaction. She had worked with him for a year, but today, she couldn’t ignore the effortless appeal of his six-foot frame, smooth dark skin, and confident stance. His smile was undeniably alluring, and the way he held himself—relaxed yet strong—sparked a curiosity she hadn’t felt before.

Once on the plane, a gentle jolt of turbulence brought Steve out of a light doze. He opened his eyes and found himself facing Katie’s long, silky legs, her posture relaxed as she slept with her head resting against the window. For a moment, he let himself study her, his gaze trailing from her legs up to her soft features. Without the usual edge in her expression, she looked peaceful, almost vulnerable, and he felt an unexpected urge to reach out, to touch her, to understand the person behind her icy facade.

“Damn,” Steve muttered to himself. Nathan must be hitting that every night. Then again, Katie could be one of those beautiful women who keep men at a distance, like his wife, Zara. He felt a pang of frustration at the thought; Zara rarely seemed to want him, always preoccupied or uninterested. His mind drifted back to Katie as he let his gaze linger on her retreating figure. He shook his head, clearing the thought, and let his mind relax as he drifted back to sleep.

After the first three-hour meeting wrapped up, Steve waited in the hallway while Katie chatted with their client, Melissa, near her office door. Melissa, a short and confident Latina with a curvy figure, had caught his attention during the meeting. She was flirtatious, all warm smiles and lingering glances, her eyes sparkling with interest each time she looked his way. As she spoke to Katie, her gaze slipped right past her, landing on him as she gave him a slow, appreciative look from head to toe. He couldn’t help but smirk to himself, amused by her boldness.

When Katie finally wrapped up the conversation, she and Steve walked out of the building together, planning to meet in the hotel lobby for dinner in a few hours. Katie explained she had a few things to finish up, and Steve welcomed the break, looking forward to relaxing and grabbing a quick shower before their evening out.

Dinner that night exceeded Steve’s expectations. It was comfortable and fun, the conversation easy and the wine smooth. With no work talk to intrude, they simply enjoyed the moment—good food, soft laughter, and Katie’s warm, occasional smiles. When the elevator doors slid open on their floor, he gestured for Katie to exit first, eager to catch another glimpse of her in the close-fitting cherry red shirtdress she’d changed into. The dress hugged her curves, the top three buttons left undone to reveal the smooth line of her collarbone and just a hint of cleavage. Another button just below her bust looked ready to pop, barely containing her generous curves. Her legs peeked out beneath the last two unbuttoned sections at the hem, drawing his eye as she stepped forward, her movements confident, alluring.

Steve’s gaze lingered, curiosity slipping through his thoughts as he wondered if she’d left her legs bare or if her dress concealed something more. The way her hips swayed, he almost swore she knew exactly what she was doing to him.

“Dinner was good,” Katie said, glancing over her shoulder with a casual smile. “Do you want to work on some designs now or wait until morning?”

“Why don’t we start tossing around a few ideas now,” Steve replied, his tone easy, though his pulse quickened.

Katie’s gaze held his for a beat longer, and she gave a small nod. “Sounds good.”

As Katie and Steve entered her suite, her phone began to ring. She sighed, glancing at the caller ID before walking over to answer. Steve settled onto the couch, noticing the tension in her shoulders as she picked up. He didn’t need to strain to hear the conversation—Katie was talking to her husband, Nathan. Steve watched her pace across the room, her tone shifting between frustration and calm explanations, each response sounding forced. It seemed like she was defending herself, explaining why she hadn’t called home the minute she got back to the hotel. Steve could see the way her frustration simmered beneath the surface, her free hand clenching into a fist before she finally hung up with a sigh.

Katie slammed the phone down and sank onto the couch beside him, her exhaustion visible. She looked over, giving him an apologetic smile. "Sorry you had to hear that. He can be…difficult sometimes. It’s strange,” she said, her voice laced with frustration, “when I’m home, I feel like I’m invisible to him. But the second I go anywhere or do something on my own, he suddenly needs to know every move I make.”

Steve’s expression softened, his brow furrowing as he listened. “It’s hard for me to believe he doesn’t notice you when you’re home,” he said thoughtfully. “I can see why he’d miss you when you’re away, but...”

Katie turned to him, her curiosity piqued. “Why do you say that?”

He held her gaze, his tone quiet but sincere. “You’re a beautiful, talented woman, Katie. He should notice that every day. You deserve someone who sees that, who values it.”

Katie felt a blush rise to her cheeks, a warmth spreading over her as she met his eyes. His words settled around her like a comforting weight, something she hadn’t felt in a long time. “Thank you,” she said, a small smile playing on her lips. “That means…a lot.”

A silence filled the room, but it wasn’t awkward. It was heavy, charged with something unspoken. Steve shifted slightly, then moved a bit closer, his hand reaching out instinctively. “You need a hug?” he asked softly, his voice gentle.

“Yes,” Katie whispered, barely able to get the word out, her voice laced with vulnerability.

She leaned into him, her head resting on his shoulder as his arms wrapped around her, warm and strong. His scent filled her senses—something woodsy, earthy, undeniably masculine—and she felt herself relax into his embrace, comforted in a way that she hadn’t been in years. His hand rested on her back, steady and sure, and she allowed herself to sink deeper into the warmth he offered.

Her own arms slipped around him, her grip tightening as her heart raced. She didn’t just want the comfort of his hug—she wanted more. She wanted to feel desired, needed by a man who saw her as more than an afterthought. Her pulse quickened as her thoughts drifted, wondering if Steve felt it too, the same unspoken desire stirring between them.

Steve held her just a moment longer than necessary, his hands lingering as he let her go, his gaze lingering on her face. Katie looked up, her eyes searching his, the longing evident, unguarded for the first time. The tension hung thick in the air, neither of them breaking the gaze, each daring the other to make the next move.

Katie broke the embrace slowly, her hands lingering on his back before she finally let him go. She looked up at him, her gaze filled with an apology she couldn’t quite bring herself to voice. “I’m…sorry,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “We really should get to work.”

Steve’s eyes held hers, searching, his breath shallow as he processed the hesitation in her tone. “Yes, we do,” he replied, his voice rougher than he intended. But instead of pulling away, he leaned in, his hand reaching up to cup her cheek. For a moment, he simply looked at her, his thumb brushing over her skin, and then, without another word, he closed the distance, capturing her lips in a deep, slow kiss that left no question of his intentions.

Katie’s hesitation melted away as she kissed him back, her hands sliding up his shoulders and pulling him closer, her body pressing against his in a tight embrace. She felt herself sink into the moment, her mind quieting as the warmth of his mouth on hers blocked out everything else. She wasn’t thinking of work, of Nathan, or even the consequences. All that mattered was this moment, this connection, and the way Steve’s touch made her feel—seen, wanted, desired in a way she hadn’t felt in so long.

Steve’s hands moved to her waist, guiding her gently down onto the couch. He settled over her, his gaze dark and focused, searching her face for any sign of doubt. But Katie met his eyes with the same intensity, her breath quickening as she felt the weight of his body against hers.

“Damn, you’re so sexy,” he murmured, his voice low and reverent, like he was sharing a secret meant for her alone.

Katie’s eyes fluttered shut as his fingers traced lightly over her cheek, following the curve of her jaw, then moving slowly down the length of her neck. His touch was soft, almost reverent, as though he were memorizing every detail, savoring every inch of her skin. She shivered as his hand moved lower, tracing the line of her collarbone before continuing down, his fingers brushing just over the swell of her breasts.

Her breathing grew shallow, each breath catching in her throat as he took his time, exploring her with a gentleness that was somehow even more intoxicating than urgency. She could feel her pulse pounding beneath her skin, a heat spreading through her as his hand moved lower, his fingertips grazing over her stomach, igniting a fire that left her gasping. Katie’s eyes opened, meeting his, and the intensity in his gaze took her breath away.

Steve’s hand slipped lower, his fingertips brushing the fabric of her dress, nudging it up just enough to reveal a hint of black lace. Katie’s heart raced as he continued, lifting the fabric slowly, deliberately, until her black lace thong was exposed. His eyes lingered there, and a small, appreciative smile curved at the corner of his mouth.

She felt her cheeks flush, a mixture of anticipation and vulnerability washing over her. But the way Steve looked at her, the hunger and tenderness mingling in his gaze, eased her nerves. He leaned in, his hand still resting just above her thigh, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re beautiful,” he whispered, his voice thick with emotion.

Katie’s eyes closed, her body responding instinctively to his words, her hands sliding up his back as she pulled him closer. She wanted him, needed this moment, needed to be wanted as much as she wanted him.

“No, no, no…” Katie’s voice was a shaky whisper as she pressed her legs tightly together, a final act of resistance, as if she could hold back the flood of desire that Steve had stirred within her. She felt his hand pressing gently, insistently, against her thighs, his fingers achingly close to the heat of her wet pussy. Her breath hitched, her body fighting the urge to surrender, as if she could keep him from discovering just how much she wanted this.

But Steve wasn’t deterred. His lips found hers again, the kiss deeper, filled with a hunger that made her shiver, his mouth claiming hers with a confidence that left her breathless. His hand pressed between her clenched thighs, fingers trailing up, coaxing her open with a gentle persistence she couldn’t resist. Despite herself, she felt her legs begin to relax, her desire overtaking her will as she parted her thighs for him, feeling the pulse of her own wetness, the undeniable ache begging to be satisfied.

“Oh yes…” The words slipped from her lips, almost involuntarily, as her legs opened wider, her body arching to meet his touch, every inch of her alive with need.

Steve’s hand slipped between her legs, his fingers sliding over her wet pussy, warm and slick under his touch. He paused, his gaze locking on hers as his fingers explored her slowly, savoring the softness of her folds, the way her body responded to him with each subtle movement. He let his fingers slide down, tracing over her, feeling her tremble as he finally pushed one finger inside, her wet heat clenching around him in response.

Katie gasped, her hips rising to meet him, her breath coming faster as she felt his touch deepen, his fingers finding a rhythm that matched the slow, deliberate movement of his lips as he trailed kisses down her neck, over her collarbone, and lower still. His mouth traced over her stomach, each kiss a promise, building the anticipation as he moved further down, his breath warm against her skin.

She felt his fingers slip out of her, his hands gripping her thighs as he spread her legs open, exposing her fully to his gaze. The vulnerability of it made her cheeks flush, but the hunger in Steve’s eyes, the way he looked at her like she was something to be worshipped, sent a thrill through her. She could feel herself growing wetter, her pussy practically throbbing with need, aching to be touched, to be claimed.

Steve leaned in, his lips pressing softly to the inside of her thigh, moving slowly, his mouth inching closer to the heat of her pussy. Katie’s breath caught, her hands gripping the edge of the couch, her entire body alive with anticipation. When his tongue finally brushed over her clit, a jolt of pleasure shot through her, making her cry out softly. He circled her clit slowly, his tongue gentle at first, teasing, each stroke sending ripples of sensation through her.

“Oh god…” she whispered, her body arching as he continued, his tongue finding a rhythm that left her gasping, her hips moving instinctively against his mouth, needing more. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open as he devoured her, his tongue exploring every inch of her wetness, the pressure increasing as he pushed deeper, his mouth working over her like he couldn’t get enough. He moved with skill and patience, his every touch measured, intensifying her pleasure until her body was trembling beneath him.

Katie’s moans filled the room, her hands tangling in his hair as she pressed him closer, needing his mouth on her, his tongue inside her. She was lost in it, in the sensation of his lips, his tongue, the way he took his time with her, tasting her, his mouth moving over her pussy with unrestrained hunger. She could feel the tension building inside her, the heat spiraling out from her core, every nerve alive, her entire body tightening as he brought her closer and closer.

Her thighs trembled as she opened them wider, her back arching as she felt herself on the edge, the pleasure almost too intense to bear. Her breath came in shallow gasps, her body begging for release, her hips grinding against his mouth as he kept going, his tongue flicking over her clit with a relentless rhythm that left her nearly incoherent with need.

“Oh, I’m going to cum,” Katie panted, her voice a desperate plea. “Eat my fucking pussy.”

Steve’s mouth moved faster, his tongue plunging into her, sending her over the edge. Katie’s body tensed, her legs spread wide, her fingers gripping the pillow beside her as the wave of heat exploded within her. Her orgasm crashed through her, every muscle tightening, her breath caught in her throat as her heart pounded in her ears. She could feel the pulse of pleasure radiating through her, each wave leaving her more breathless, more spent, the ecstasy lingering as her body trembled in the aftermath.


Chapter 3

When she finally opened her eyes, Steve was looking up at her, his lips glistening with her arousal, a satisfied, almost reverent expression on his face. Katie’s body lay still, her mind hazy, her skin tingling, and she met his gaze with a smile that held a mixture of satisfaction and longing. She knew, without a doubt, that this was only the beginning.

Katie’s eyes fluttered open, her vision sharpening on Steve’s face above her, his expression tender yet intense. For a fleeting moment, reality crashed over her—what they were about to do, the boundary she was crossing. Her mind flashed to Nathan, the years they’d spent together, the comfortable routine of his presence. But that comfort now felt hollow, weighed down by the memory of his touch that had grown uninspired, his desire fading with every hurried, unsatisfying encounter.

But then Steve leaned down, his lips meeting hers, the kiss deep and urgent, pulling her into the moment. Her hands reached up instinctively, gripping his shoulders, her body betraying any lingering hesitation as she felt herself melt into him, surrendering to the irresistible pull of his touch. Steve’s body was strong, solid, his bare skin pressed against her softness with a heat that left her breathless. She felt the hard, unyielding length of his cock pressing against her thigh, a promise of the pleasure to come, and a thrill raced through her as she realized how much she wanted him.

A voice in her mind whispered that she should stop, that this was wrong, but her body rebelled. She wanted him with a need that drowned out every thought, and as his hips shifted, she felt his cock brush against her, thick and ready. She let out a soft gasp, feeling herself grow wetter, her body responding eagerly to his warmth and strength.

She remembered Nathan—his rushed, clumsy touches, his premature release that had left her yearning, feeling unfulfilled and forgotten. Each disappointing memory only fueled her desire for Steve, each memory of unquenched need replaced by the thrill of his hands moving over her body, of his fingers exploring her curves with the careful attention she had craved for so long.

And then, finally, Steve pushed forward, his cock pressing into her, stretching her as he filled her slowly, every inch a deliberate, tantalizing invasion. Katie’s hands tightened on his shoulders, a shiver running through her as she felt him enter her, her body wrapping around him, welcoming him in as she arched up to meet him, feeling the fullness of him inside her.

“God, you’re so tight,” Steve whispered, his voice rough with desire, his gaze never leaving hers as he began to move, his thrusts slow, deep, each one filling her completely. Katie’s breath hitched, her hips lifting to meet him, her body instinctively matching his rhythm, savoring the feel of his rock-hard cock sliding in and out of her, the friction building, igniting a pleasure so intense it left her trembling.

The guilt lingered, a faint voice at the back of her mind, reminding her of the betrayal, but the sensation of Steve’s cock, thick and unyielding, stretching her with each deep thrust, silenced any resistance. This wasn’t Nathan’s hurried, unsatisfying fumbling—this was intense, deliberate, every movement designed to pull her deeper into sensation. Her hands roamed over his back, gripping him, her nails digging in as she surrendered to the pleasure, letting herself feel, truly feel, in a way she hadn’t allowed herself in years.

Katie’s breath came in shallow gasps, her moans filling the room as Steve drove into her, his pace unhurried yet powerful, every thrust pushing her closer to the edge. Her body responded to his touch, her hips grinding against him, her mind drowning in the feeling of his cock stretching her, filling her, taking her in a way that left her undone. She could feel the heat spiraling within her, the tight coil of pleasure building, ready to snap, each thrust amplifying the ecstasy that surged through her.

“Oh, god…” she whispered, her voice laced with desperation as she looked up at him, her eyes heavy with desire. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His thrusts grew deeper, his gaze intense, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled her closer, his cock pressing into her over and over, the rhythm bringing her closer, her body responding to him with unrestrained need. Katie’s head fell back, her fingers clutching at him, her mind surrendering completely as the waves of pleasure crashed over her, her heart racing as she allowed herself to let go, to be taken, to feel wanted, in a way she’d been yearning for far too long.

“Oh yes,” Katie cried out.

Steve’s cock filled her deeply, stretching her in a way that left her craving every inch of him. With each long, slow thrust, Katie could feel herself growing wetter, her body responding to him with a need that went beyond anything she’d ever felt. The slickness between her legs made each stroke smoother, deeper, the sensation of his thick, rock-hard cock pushing inside her sending a rush of heat through her veins. Every move he made seemed deliberate, as if he was savoring every inch of her, and it made her want to surrender to him completely, to let go of every last ounce of restraint.

Her hands roamed over his back, feeling the taut muscles under his skin, his strength wrapping around her as he took her, claiming her with each deep thrust. She wanted more, craved more. She wanted to give herself to him fully, eternally, her body his to control, to possess, to bring to the edge and beyond.

“You want to be fucked, don’t you?” Steve’s voice was rough, commanding, his gaze intense as he looked down at her, his dark eyes filled with desire.

Katie looked up at him, her eyes blazing with her own raw hunger. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice a throaty plea. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard.”

Steve’s lips curved in a slight smirk, but he kept his movements steady, increasing his pace only a little, his cock moving in and out of her with maddening precision. His hands gripped her legs, pulling her knees open as he held her in place, leaving her completely exposed to him, vulnerable to every inch of his powerful thrusts. Her breath came in shallow gasps as she watched him, her body writhing under his touch, her breasts rising and falling in time with his rhythm.

Steve’s gaze lingered on her body, his eyes taking in every curve, every shudder of pleasure that ran through her as he drove into her. He looked down at their bodies, watching the contrast of his dark cock sliding into her creamy white pussy, the sight almost surreal as he thrust in and out, the heat and wetness of her pussy enveloping him, drawing him deeper. He could feel his heart racing, the beat pounding in his temples as he began to move harder, his own need building, intensifying.

“You like that cock, don’t you, Katie?” he murmured, his voice thick with hunger, each word a command. “You like that fucking dick, don’t you?”

Katie’s eyes met his, her mind fogged with pleasure, the intensity of his gaze sending a thrill down her spine. She didn’t want to hold anything back; she wanted to give herself over, to let him know how much he was making her feel.

“Oh shit…fuck my fucking cunt!” she gasped, her voice raw with desire. “Fuck my fucking cunt with that big, black dick. It’s yours, Steve. It’s all yours!”

The words tumbled out of her, her voice echoing through the room as she clutched the edge of the couch, her knuckles white as her body moved against him, meeting each thrust with a desperation that drove her closer to the edge. Every inch of her was his, every moan, every gasp a testament to how he was unraveling her, piece by piece, taking her somewhere she’d never gone before.

Steve’s pace quickened, his grip on her tightening as he felt her pussy clenching around him, her body trembling with each hard thrust. The wet, tight heat of her wrapped around his cock was almost too much, the sensation pushing him to the brink as he watched her, taking in every expression, every arch of her back, every desperate cry of pleasure.

“You’re mine, Katie,” he growled, his voice a low, possessive rumble. “All mine. I’m going to fuck you until you can’t think, until all you know is this cock.”

Katie’s mind spiraled, her body feeling almost weightless, as if she were floating outside herself, witnessing the sheer intensity of the pleasure he was giving her. The world around her blurred, her vision hazy as she felt her release building, a powerful, all-consuming wave that crept over her, ready to detonate. She was right on the edge, every nerve, every inch of her body alive, begging for release.

“Oh, I’m cumming…oh yes, yes!” she cried, her voice rising as her body tightened, her legs trembling as the orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clenched around his cock, her body convulsing as the pleasure surged, flooding her senses. The intensity of it made her entire body go taut, her mind blanking as she clung to him, feeling herself unravel completely.

Katie lay there, her body spent, her heart racing as she tried to catch her breath, the aftershocks of her orgasm leaving her skin tingling, her body still pulsing with the remnants of the pleasure he’d given her.

Steve’s thrusts grew harder, each one deep and deliberate, sending Katie closer to the edge. Her body still trembled from her climax, and she lay beneath him, feeling as though she was floating, her limbs heavy, her mind reeling from the sheer intensity of it. She had never, in her entire life, felt anything like this. Her skin prickled with aftershocks, her pussy still pulsing around his cock, so sensitive that every inch of him inside her felt electrifying.

Katie was in complete disbelief. She had known pleasure before, but never like this. She thought of Nathan’s rushed, fumbling attempts, his short-lived satisfaction, the way he would come too soon, leaving her stranded, unfulfilled. But Steve…he had taken his time, stretched her in ways she didn’t think possible, his thick, relentless cock filling her to the brim, bringing her to an orgasm that had left her breathless, her mind spinning.

As Steve’s thrusts quickened, she felt his grip tighten, his hands pulling her hips closer, his cock driving deep into her, hitting a place inside her that sent shivers through her spine. She could sense he was close, the tension building in his body, the rhythm of his thrusts growing unrestrained. She felt his cock swelling, stretching her as he buried himself one last time, and then the first hot pulse of his cum shot inside her, filling her, sending a new wave of heat flooding through her body.

Katie’s eyes widened, feeling the warmth of him spreading, a primal satisfaction flooding her as she watched him climax, his face etched in pleasure. But just as he began to pull back, his cock still throbbing, she found herself moving instinctively. Without a single thought, she pushed him back, her hands firm on his hips, guiding his cock from her pussy straight to her mouth.

It was almost as if she were watching herself from a distance, stunned by her own actions as she opened her mouth wide, taking him in, feeling his thick length stretching her lips, filling her mouth in a way she could barely believe. She could taste herself on him, the slickness of her own arousal mingling with the salty tang of his skin, her mouth working around his cock as she sucked him in deeper.

And then, the first hot pulse of his cum hit the back of her throat, catching her by surprise, so warm, so thick, that she almost gagged. But instead of pulling back, she found herself moving forward, swallowing as he filled her mouth. Another hot jet of cum shot from his cock, and she felt it slide down her throat, coating her tongue with its unmistakable taste.

The taste was intense, and for a moment, her mind rebelled. She thought of how she had always hated it, how the few times Nathan’s cum had ended up in her mouth, she’d shuddered, the bitter saltiness making her pull away. But this was different. She kept sucking, her lips stretched around the thickness of Steve’s cock, feeling each pulse as he continued to release into her mouth. The sheer size of him, the way his cock throbbed as it pumped hot, heavy spurts of cum onto her tongue, was overwhelming, and yet she couldn’t stop. Her mouth moved over him, her tongue swirling around his head, her lips tight as she took in every last drop.

“Yes…that’s it,” Steve murmured, his voice thick with pleasure, his hand resting gently on the back of her head as he looked down into her eyes. “Suck that fucking dick, Katie. Swallow every bit of my cum.”

Katie’s eyes met his, her gaze hazy with a mixture of disbelief and raw desire as she continued, her cheeks hollowing with each pull, her mouth filled with the taste of him, the warm jets of his release coating her tongue, her throat. She couldn’t stop. She didn’t want to stop. She felt his heavy balls in her hand, cupping them, feeling their weight, her fingers pressing into the soft skin as she milked him, coaxing every last drop from him.

With Nathan, she had always pulled away, the thought of swallowing even a drop repulsive. But with Steve, the act felt different, an intimacy she hadn’t allowed herself to experience before. Her mouth worked over him with an enthusiasm she didn’t know she possessed, licking and sucking with a hunger that shocked her. She took him as deeply as she could, her lips sliding over his shaft, her tongue tracing every inch, as if savoring the taste of his pleasure, the salty warmth lingering on her tongue.

Her hand moved up and down his length, her mouth worshipping his cock, her head bobbing as she took him in again and again, wanting more, needing to feel him, to taste him fully. She swallowed each thick, warm spurt as he came, his cock pulsing with each release, her mouth stretched wide as she took him to the hilt, still not spilling a drop. Katie was relentless, her mouth and tongue exploring every inch, her body alive with the thrill of the act, with the forbidden pleasure of giving herself over completely.

When he finally softened, she released him slowly, her lips lingering as she pulled back, a soft gasp escaping her as she caught her breath, her body still tingling, her mouth still tasting the lingering saltiness of his cum. She looked up at him, her eyes dark, her mind whirling with the shock of what she’d just done, and the knowledge that she would do it all over again if she had the chance.


Chapter 4

Somehow, against all odds, Katie and Steve managed to pull themselves together, turning their focus back to the project for Melissa, their client. They worked side by side, their expressions calm, their tones professional, as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened. And yet, every glance, every accidental brush of their hands carried an undeniable undercurrent, a shared memory simmering just beneath the surface. Katie found herself flushed, her body still tingling, her mind replaying their intimacy in vivid detail.

But the strangest part was that she didn’t feel an ounce of guilt. She knew she should, knew that any semblance of loyalty to her husband should leave her wracked with regret. But all she felt was a heady confidence, a sense of satisfaction she hadn’t experienced in years. She had never felt so desired, so utterly feminine and submissive. Steve had brought out something within her she hadn’t realized she’d been suppressing, a hidden side that craved this attention, this intense pleasure.

As the silence between them thickened, Steve’s voice cut through with a low, commanding tone. “I want you to take off that robe and get on the bed,” he said, his words a quiet but powerful demand.

Katie didn’t hesitate. She rose slowly, her gaze locked with his as her hands moved to the belt of her robe. She slipped it free, letting the fabric fall from her shoulders, pooling around her feet, leaving her bare. Her skin prickled under his gaze, her cheeks flushed as she held herself exposed before him, every curve on display. The look in his eyes told her everything she needed to know; he wanted her, and she was more than willing to be wanted.

Turning, she walked slowly to the bed, her hips swaying deliberately, aware of his eyes following her every move. She climbed onto the mattress, crawling to the head of the bed with her ass high in the air, feeling the cool sheets against her skin, her body alight with anticipation. She sensed Steve moving behind her, the soft rustle of his robe hitting the floor as he shed it, his bare presence only adding to the thrill coursing through her.

Katie sat back against the headboard, bringing her knees up to her chest, her heart pounding as she waited for his next command. Steve’s gaze roamed over her, taking in every detail, his expression dark, hungry. His cock was hard, fully erect as he sat in the chair beside the bed, his eyes devouring her, claiming her with just a look.

“Open your legs for me,” he instructed, his voice deep and authoritative. “I want to see your pussy. Lie back, and spread yourself open. Show me all of you.”

A shiver of anticipation ran through her, her body responding instantly to his command. Katie leaned back, parting her thighs as her hands moved down, her fingers slipping between her own folds, exposing herself to him, opening herself completely under his gaze. Her breath quickened, her cheeks flushed with the vulnerability of it, the intimacy of letting him see her like this.

Steve watched her intently, his eyes dark and focused as he took in the sight of her, the way her fingers parted her wetness, leaving nothing hidden. The air between them crackled with tension, the anticipation almost unbearable as he sat back, naked, his cock hard and ready, his gaze never wavering from her exposed pussy.

“So,” he began, his voice low, almost conversational, a stark contrast to the intensity in his gaze. “What did you do after the meeting today, Katie?”

The question caught her off guard, the casual tone almost at odds with the vulnerable position she found herself in. Her breath caught, her heart racing as she tried to find words, her body still thrumming from the thrill of following his command.

Katie’s body went rigid, her pulse pounding as Steve’s question hung in the air. A shockwave rippled through her, leaving her breathless, her eyes widening as her heart raced. How could he know? The thought flickered through her mind, panic blending with a strange thrill. Her gaze darted to the nightstand beside the bed, where her secrets lay hidden. She struggled to find words, her cheeks flushing under his gaze.

“I… I…” Katie’s voice faltered, her mouth dry, unable to form a coherent answer as she watched him approach. Steve took a step closer, his bare, muscular body illuminated in the soft light of the room, his cock rock-hard and throbbing, an undeniable reminder of the power he held over her. She felt her cheeks burn, a blush creeping across her skin as her own arousal stirred.

“What were you doing, Katie?” he asked again, his tone low, his voice steady as he moved toward the nightstand. She followed his gaze, biting her lip as he reached down, picking up the TV remote. He turned on the television, and the adult channel flickered to life on the screen, unmistakable moans and provocative visuals filling the room. Katie felt her stomach tighten as Steve’s eyes shifted back to her, catching her reaction.

And then, with a knowing glance, he opened the drawer of the nightstand, revealing her private stash—her large dark brown vibrator, her smaller pink one, and a half-used bottle of lube. Her eyes darted to his, wide and full of shock. She had always kept these items hidden away, a quiet indulgence she indulged in only when she was truly alone. And yet, here they were, exposed to his gaze, her secret desires laid bare.

“Oh, you’re a nasty little girl, aren’t you?” Steve murmured, his voice laced with amusement as he held her gaze, the intensity of his brown eyes pinning her in place. His words sent a shiver through her, a mixture of embarrassment and exhilaration washing over her.

“How did you…?” Katie’s voice was barely a whisper, her mind racing. She wondered if he had somehow followed her to the adult store, if he had seen her buy these intimate supplies, if he had known about this side of her all along. But Steve shook his head, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“I didn’t,” he replied, his voice thick with authority. “But when you were in the shower, I turned on the TV.” His eyes never left hers as he extended a hand, picking up her toys and placing them in her trembling fingers. “Now, I want you to show me exactly what you did when you were alone. Go on, Katie. Play with yourself for me.”

Katie’s breath hitched, her body responding to his command despite the lingering shock. Her heart pounded as she felt the weight of the toys in her hands, her fingers curling around the familiar shapes. The embarrassment was intense, yet it heightened her excitement, her body alive with the thrill of his authority. She glanced up at him, her cheeks flushed, and then, slowly, she spread her legs, positioning herself so he could see everything.

Her hands trembled as she brought the dark brown vibrator down, trailing it slowly along her inner thigh, feeling the cool material contrast with the heat of her skin. She caught her breath, her eyes flicking up to meet his, her pulse racing at the intensity of his gaze. She pressed the toy against her pussy, feeling the anticipation build as she allowed herself to surrender to his watchful eyes, knowing he was taking in every detail, every movement of her body.

Steve’s eyes darkened as he watched, his gaze locked on her every motion, his cock twitching with arousal. He leaned back, one hand loosely stroking his length, his eyes never leaving her as she began to work the toy in slow, teasing circles, her own arousal pooling between her legs as her pussy grew wetter with each second. The room was filled with the scent of her, a soft, musky aroma that only heightened the tension.

“Yes, yes… just like that, baby,” he murmured, his voice a low, approving growl that sent a wave of heat through her. Katie’s breath quickened, her body responding eagerly to the praise, the authority in his tone pushing her further into her own pleasure. She let her head fall back, her moans growing louder as she pushed the toy inside herself, feeling the satisfying stretch as it filled her. The sound of her wetness was unmistakable, a slick, rhythmic sound as she moved the toy in and out, letting herself fall deeper into her desire.

Her free hand moved to her clit, circling it slowly, her body rocking with each thrust of the toy, her breathing ragged, her skin flushed. She felt her pleasure mounting, each stroke of the toy and each circle over her clit driving her closer to the edge. Her gaze found Steve’s once more, his dark eyes heavy with lust, watching her with an intensity that made her shiver. The sight of him stroking his cock, his eyes riveted on her, made her body tighten, her pleasure intensifying as she pleased herself for him.

The tension built, every nerve alight, her mind hazy as she heard him speak again. “You’re so fucking hot,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Now get on your knees.”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Katie stopped, the toy slipping from her fingers as she shifted her body, turning onto her knees, her back arched as she presented herself to him. Her heart raced as she felt his hands on her hips, his grip strong and sure, pulling her back against him. His cock pressed against her entrance, the heat and hardness of him igniting every inch of her, making her body tremble with anticipation.

“You’re mine, Katie,” he whispered, his hands spreading over her hips as he guided himself into her. She gasped as he filled her, the sensation of his thick cock stretching her making her toes curl, her body surrendering completely as he drove into her. Her mind spun, her desire overtaking her as she gave herself to him, wanting nothing more than to feel his control, his authority, his power.

Katie had given Steve everything. Things she had sworn she would never do, things she had once thought repulsive or unappealing, he had taken from her without question. And, to her surprise, she had loved every second of it. Over the hours they had spent tangled in each other, he had drawn out pleasures she didn’t know her body was capable of feeling, made her cum in ways that left her trembling, spent, and wanting more. Steve hadn’t needed to ask for her permission; he had taken what he wanted with a surety that left her weak, that fed into a part of her that craved this—craved to be desired, craved to be his. And, lying there in the aftermath, she knew she would give herself to him again, without hesitation.

As dawn’s light began to filter through the curtains, Katie lay still, her body languid and sated, the scent of sex lingering in the air around them. She inhaled deeply, a satisfied smile spreading across her lips as she stretched, feeling the pleasant ache in her muscles, the reminder of Steve’s relentless, passionate touch. She felt different—changed, as though he had unlocked something deep within her that she could never close off again. Steve watched her as she stirred, his gaze warm, possessive, a satisfied smile on his face. He reached over, greeting her with a slow, tender kiss, pulling her into a tight embrace that felt as comforting as it was exhilarating.

In that moment, Katie realized something profound and undeniable—she would do anything for him. The thought settled deep within her, stirring an excitement that thrilled her as much as it humbled her. She felt truly alive, a woman desired, cherished, and respected in a way she had never felt before. Steve wanted her—all of her—and the way he looked at her now, as though she were everything, made her heart race. She returned his kiss, her fingers threading through his hair, her lips pressing against his with renewed passion.


Chapter 5

Just then, the piercing ring of her phone shattered the morning quiet. Katie froze, the sound pulling her harshly back to reality. She didn’t need to look at the screen to know who it was. Her heart gave a guilty twist, but she felt no urge to cover up, no rush of shame or regret. Instead, a wicked thrill ran through her as she glanced down at Steve, his dark, warm eyes meeting hers with a hint of amusement.

Katie reached across him, her bare skin brushing against his toned body as she stretched to grab the phone. Steve’s firm torso was warm beneath her hand, and she let her fingers linger, enjoying the contrast between the softness of her touch and the strength beneath his skin.

“Hello, Nathan,” she spoke into the phone, her voice calm, collected, but with an undertone of satisfaction she couldn’t hide.

“Hi, sweetie, are you up yet?” Nathan’s voice sounded almost distant, oddly out of place in the intimacy of this morning, his tone gratingly cheerful.

Katie barely suppressed the roll of her eyes as she settled back against Steve, the warmth of his body making her want to sink further into him. Oh, it’s sweetie now, she thought to herself, an edge of bitterness lacing her thoughts. With a tired sigh, she answered, “Yes, I’m up now. I really need to get ready for work, Nathan.” She kept her voice low, languid, knowing Steve could hear every word, his hand slipping around her waist, pulling her closer.

But Nathan, oblivious as ever, continued to talk, going on about nothing, his words blending into a background hum as Katie’s focus shifted back to Steve. Her eyes drifted down to his bare chest, her fingers finding their way to his nipple, flicking over it, watching the way his skin responded to her touch. She felt a thrill of forbidden excitement, a delicious tension tightening her body as she toyed with him, letting her fingertips trace small circles around his nipple, enjoying the warmth of his skin and the way his breathing changed beneath her touch.

She could feel Steve’s cock stirring beneath her, growing hard against her thigh, the heat and hardness an unmistakable reminder of the pleasures they’d shared through the night. The thrill of Nathan on the phone, his unknowing presence as she felt Steve’s arousal build, sent a wicked shiver through her. She pressed herself against him, her body instinctively reacting, her hips shifting to feel more of him, her desire reigniting as she looked up into his eyes, seeing the dark hunger there that mirrored her own.

Steve’s hand moved slowly along her back, his touch sending sparks across her skin as he met her gaze with a smirk, his eyes twinkling with mischief. He leaned in, brushing his lips against her ear, his voice a low, tantalizing whisper, “Are you up, or are you… occupied?”

Katie stifled a giggle, biting her lip as she glanced back at the phone. Nathan was still talking, his voice oblivious, oblivious to the way her body was coming alive under Steve’s touch, oblivious to the man lying next to her, his cock hard and pressing insistently against her thigh. She shifted, pressing her hips into Steve’s hardness, feeling her own arousal stir as she let her hand wander down his chest, her fingertips trailing down to his lower stomach, teasing.

Katie watched as Steve mouthed the words, “Ride my cock, Katie.” Her breath caught, her heart racing as she tried to steady herself, but the command sent a jolt of excitement through her, and she nearly dropped the phone in her lap.

“Are you okay?” Nathan’s voice crackled through the line, oblivious to the scene unfolding.

“Yes, yes,” Katie replied, quickly regaining her composure. “Just…trying to get dressed,” she managed, feeling her cheeks flush even as her body buzzed with anticipation.

Nathan continued talking, his voice a steady hum of mundane details about work, his boss, and some issue that barely registered with her. She felt her mind drift, her focus entirely on Steve as she reached down, her hand wrapping around the thickness of his cock. The weight of him, warm and firm, filled her hand, and she felt her own body respond, a rush of arousal pooling between her thighs as she began to guide him against her slick entrance.

“Put it in,” Steve whispered, his voice a low growl that sent a thrill down her spine.

Katie’s lips parted, a soft gasp escaping as she angled her hips, pressing herself down onto him, feeling the slow, stretching sensation as he filled her inch by inch. She bit her lip to keep from moaning, her free hand gripping his chest for support as she took him deeper, feeling the satisfying fullness of his cock stretching her, claiming her. Her body tingled with the delicious friction as she began to move, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles, her movements fluid, her body adjusting to his size as she began to ride him.

“Are you sure you’re alright?” Nathan’s voice broke through, and she heard the concern in his tone. “You sound like you’re… breathing hard.”

Katie paused for a second, swallowing hard, struggling to keep her composure as she continued to move, her hips grinding down onto Steve’s cock. “Yes, yes,” she replied, her voice breathless. “I’m just… trying to get dressed in a hurry. This project I’m working on is… really big, and hard,” she said, glancing down at Steve, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I really need to give it my full attention.”

She could feel Steve’s chest vibrate with a quiet laugh, his hands moving to her hips, steadying her as she increased her pace, rolling her hips, savoring the way his cock filled her, stretched her, the exquisite fullness making her breath come faster. She fought to keep her voice steady, but the thrill of what they were doing—of Nathan’s oblivious presence on the phone—only heightened the pleasure coursing through her.

Nathan’s voice came through the line again, tinged with a casual curiosity. “Well, is Steve helping you at all? It sounds like you’re doing all the work.”

Katie’s lips curled into a smile as she met Steve’s intense gaze, his dark brown eyes locked on hers, his expression filled with hunger. She tightened her grip on the phone, choosing her words carefully. “Oh, Steve has been a huge help,” she murmured, unable to hide the amusement in her tone. “I had no idea how good it would feel… to work with him. He’s shown me skills I didn’t even know he had.”

A smirk played across Steve’s face as she spoke, and he tightened his grip on her hips, urging her to ride him faster, deeper. Katie’s breath hitched, her body responding eagerly, her movements becoming more urgent, her thighs burning as she moved up and down his length, the pleasure building with each thrust. She struggled to keep her breathing steady, but her body was betraying her, the pressure in her core intensifying, making it nearly impossible to stay composed.

“I’m glad things are going well for you,” Nathan replied, his tone warm, entirely unaware of the scene unfolding on the other end of the line.

Katie barely heard his words, her mind clouded with the overwhelming sensations of Steve’s cock filling her, his hands guiding her movements, his touch both firm and possessive. She felt herself losing control, the thrill of secrecy, the delicious rebellion of giving herself to Steve with Nathan unknowingly on the other end of the phone. She pressed her body against Steve’s, her hands gripping his chest, her fingers digging into his skin as she let herself surrender, riding him harder, her pleasure building to an uncontainable crescendo.

“Are you sure you’re okay, Katie?” Nathan’s voice broke through once more, but she barely managed a response, her body teetering on the edge of release.

“Yes… I’m… oh, Nathan, I’m… just… finishing up.” Her words were barely a whisper as she felt herself tip over the edge, her body shuddering as she rode out her climax, biting her lip to keep from crying out as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her.

Katie shivered as she felt Steve’s warm hands on her ass, squeezing and kneading the sensitive flesh before his fingers wandered lower, brushing over her backdoor with a deliberate, teasing touch. She felt a twinge of tenderness from the night before, a lingering sensitivity that only heightened her pleasure now, the ache reminding her of the boundaries she had crossed, the thrill she had discovered in giving herself to him entirely.

Her mind flashed back to last night, a blur of passion and surrender. Steve had explored every inch of her, his hands, his mouth, his cock leaving no part of her untouched. She had felt his fingers probing there, teasing, coaxing, until she had given herself over, opening up, craving him in a way she had never imagined. She remembered how she had clawed herself open, her hands pulling her cheeks apart, silently begging him to take her ass. She had experienced anal sex only twice before, both times during hazy, half-remembered college nights. Nathan had hinted a few times in the early years, but she had always shut him down, uninterested in sharing that part of herself with him.

But with Steve, it had been different. There was no hesitation, no question. His presence, his authority, his hunger had awakened something in her she couldn’t deny. She had begged him to take her, to fuck her harder, to fill her in that way until she was gasping, moaning, her body writhing with need. And when he finally came, spilling his hot cum inside her, filling her completely, she had felt a rush of power, of femininity, that left her euphoric. She had become that woman—the kind her friends would warn their husbands about, the one who could have any man she desired, with just a look. With Steve, she had surrendered to that version of herself fully, embracing the pleasure and power of it.

The memory sent a thrill through her, and she barely noticed Nathan’s voice still buzzing in her ear. But then she heard Steve’s low command, his tone filled with authority, snapping her back to the present.

“Turn around and work on my dick, Katie,” he murmured, his eyes gleaming with raw desire. “Work on my fucking dick. I want to see that ass.”

Katie’s heart pounded as she hung up the phone without another word to Nathan, her hands trembling as she tossed it aside. She turned, positioning herself over Steve, her movements instinctive, her body obeying without a second thought. She straddled him, her legs spread as she fed herself onto his cock, feeling the warm, thick stretch as he filled her, every inch pressing against her walls, igniting a fire deep within. She braced her hands on his strong thighs, arching her back as she began to move, her hips rolling, her pussy drooling over his length with every deep stroke.

She ground down on him, her breath catching as her body moved in perfect rhythm, her pussy gripping him, slick and eager as she rode him harder, faster. She watched her arousal coat him, her juices glistening as they trickled down, pooling around his balls, marking him as hers. The sight alone made her moan, her movements becoming more desperate, her mind lost in the sensation, the power of taking him in so fully, of giving him everything he wanted.

“Oh yes,” Steve growled, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her down onto him with each thrust. “Fuck that cock harder, Katie. Fuck it like you mean it.”

Katie’s body responded without hesitation, her hips snapping against him as the slap of their bodies grew louder, the sound echoing through the room like a drumbeat. She rode him like a woman possessed, her fingers digging into his thighs as she leaned forward, every thrust pushing her closer to the edge. Her mind flickered back to the last time she had been in this position with Nathan, the disappointment of his premature climax, his body spent before she had even begun to feel the first hints of release. But with Steve, she knew that wouldn’t happen—his stamina, his strength, his hunger were unrelenting, matching her need, feeding her desire.

Desperate for release, Katie slipped a hand between her legs, her fingers finding her clit as she circled it in time with her movements, her body bucking as the pleasure built, spiraling, until she was gasping, her breaths coming in short, sharp pants. She felt Steve’s hands tighten on her ass, his fingers digging into her flesh as she rode him, their bodies moving in perfect, primal harmony.

“Oh, fuck, I’m cumming! Shit! Fuck!” Katie cried out, her body shuddering, her head snapping back as the orgasm tore through her, every muscle tensing, her fingers digging into his thighs as she ground down onto his cock, prolonging her release. Her vision blurred, her senses overwhelmed as wave after wave of pleasure consumed her, leaving her spent and breathless. She collapsed onto his chest, her body still trembling, her skin slick with sweat.

Katie felt a flush of satisfaction as she looked down at him, her eyes widening in awe as she realized he was still hard, his cock throbbing beneath her, an unwavering testament to his own desire. Steve moved out from under her, his gaze steady, his voice filled with pride as he spoke.

“That’s all you got for me, Katie?” he asked, a smirk playing at his lips. “I thought you were going to work it.”

“No, no… it’s yours, baby,” Katie murmured, her voice soft, almost apologetic, as she caught her breath.

She moved slowly, shifting onto her knees, her body still tingling from the intensity of her release. She watched as two beads of sweat dripped from her forehead, catching the light as they fell onto the sheets, cool against her warm skin. Without another word, she bent forward, her hands sliding down her thighs as she arched her back, presenting herself to him, offering herself completely. She felt the cool air against her pussy, a shiver running down her spine as she waited, her body aching for his touch.

A gasp escaped her as she felt his hot tongue glide over her pussy lips, the sensation sending a ripple of pleasure through her already sensitive body. Her fingers dug into the sheets as his tongue explored her folds, savoring every inch, his nose pressing against her as he tasted her, the heat of his breath mingling with her own arousal. She pushed back, her hips moving to give him more, desperate to feel him, to be filled again.

But just as she thought he would enter her, he pulled away, leaving her trembling, craving more. She arched her back, opening herself wider, silently begging for him. And then, finally, she felt it—the smooth, warm head of his cock pressing against her entrance, his presence filling the empty ache within her. She moaned as he slid inside, a creamy flood welcoming him, her body responding instantly as he filled her, stretching her, taking her to the edge once more.

"Please, baby, it’s yours… please," Katie whispered, her voice thick with need, her body fully surrendering.

Steve’s eyes glinted with satisfaction, a dark, possessive smile tugging at his lips as he took her in, his strong hands gripping her hips as he plunged deep into her, claiming her with each thrust. "Is that pussy mine?" His voice was low, commanding, the question vibrating through her as he buried himself to the hilt.

“Yes! It’s yours, Steve… it’s yours!” Katie cried out, her voice trembling with the thrill of submission, giving herself fully to him.

Steve moved within her, each thrust powerful, unapologetic, filling her completely as he let his mind wander briefly to Zara, his wife. She had once given herself to him with that same energy, that same hunger. They had been insatiable, two or three times a day, their connection passionate and raw. But now, Zara’s passion seemed to have shifted elsewhere, her drive focused on her work and the money it brought, the relationship they had once shared falling into the background. Here, though, was Katie—matching his passion, her every movement screaming of need and desire. How could a man like Nathan not treat this woman right?

Steve’s hands tightened around her hips, pulling her back, his cock filling her fully as he pressed her forward, tilting her down to take her from behind. "Work it. Don’t cheat me. I want to see that ass working it, Katie," he demanded, his voice thick with lust.

Katie responded immediately, her body moving to his rhythm, her hips circling, grinding against him, giving him everything. She could feel his thick cock sliding in and out of her, each thrust sending a jolt of pleasure through her. She let her gaze drift down, watching the way his black cock filled her, stretching her, the stark contrast only amplifying her arousal. She reached a hand between her legs, her fingers sliding up to stroke his balls, her body arching as she moaned out, “Oh yes, Steve… it’s all yours. Fuck me, cum inside this cunt!”

The words pushed Steve closer to the edge, her raw, uninhibited plea making his body tense, his hands gripping her hips as he balanced himself, driving into her harder, deeper. He could feel her tightening around him, her pussy gripping his cock as if demanding every drop, her body eager, hungry, her moans filling the room as their bodies slapped together in a perfect rhythm. The sounds, the feeling, the sight of her body open and willing beneath him—all of it drove him closer, his own control slipping as he felt her climax approaching.

Katie’s mind spiraled as her body edged closer to release, her pleasure building with every powerful thrust. She began to rub her clit, her fingers moving in time with his thrusts, the sensation overwhelming her as she felt her body surrender, her muscles tightening, her breath catching. She was right on the brink, her climax building as Steve’s cock drove her to the limit.

“Oh fuck, I’m cumming!” she shrieked, her body shuddering, her back arching as the orgasm exploded through her, her body clenching around him, milking him as he thrust harder, finally giving in to his own release. Steve’s cock pulsed deep inside her, filling her with his hot cum, each spurt coating her walls, his moans mingling with hers as they rode out their climax together.

Katie could feel every pulse of his release, her body reacting to the warmth filling her, their shared release prolonging her pleasure, leaving her breathless, her hand shaking as she cupped his balls, savoring the way he filled her completely. She collapsed against him, spent, her body tingling as the last waves of pleasure left her trembling.

When she finally looked up, she saw him lying beside her, his chest heaving, his eyes closed in satisfaction, his half-hard cock glistening with their mingled juices. She felt a fresh thrill at the sight, her fingers lightly tracing his skin as she took in his strong body, the way he looked perfectly spent yet utterly satisfied. With a slow, deliberate motion, Katie sat up, her own arousal still simmering as she began to smooth their shared cream over her skin, trailing her fingers from her pussy up to her breasts, her hands kneading the mixture into her skin, savoring the feel, the scent, the memory of what they’d just shared.

Steve’s eyes opened, his gaze fixed on her, a soft smile curving his lips. "That’s it. Work it in slow," he murmured, his voice rich with satisfaction.

Katie inhaled deeply, letting the scent of their bodies, the unmistakable smell of sex, fill her senses. Her hands moved over her breasts, her fingers pinching her nipples, her eyes never leaving his as she slowly brought her hand to her mouth. She slid two fingers between her lips, tasting their combined essence, letting it linger on her tongue, savoring the intimacy, the rawness of it, her eyes holding his gaze the entire time.

"You are one nasty girl," Steve said, his smile widening with amusement and pride.

“Nope, I’m your nasty girl,” Katie replied with a smirk, her voice low, her tone brimming with lust and satisfaction. "Giving it to you just the way you like it—hot and nasty."

Steve reached out, his strong arms wrapping around her waist as he pulled her close, pressing his mouth to hers in a deep, lingering kiss that left her breathless once more.

“You know we have to go,” he murmured, pulling back slightly, a teasing glint in his eye. "We don’t want to be late for the meeting with Melissa."

Katie sighed, her lips forming a small pout as she looked at him, reluctant to break the moment. "Yes, I know," she replied, her voice carrying a hint of playful defiance.

She watched as he rose from the bed, his body still radiant from their passion, his every movement exuding a confident masculinity that made her pulse quicken all over again. Katie lay back, savoring the sight, letting her mind drift as she watched him disappear into the bathroom, the sound of the shower turning on pulling her back to reality.

But the thought of his body, wet and soapy, filled her mind with fresh desire. She pictured his strong arms slick with water, his chest glistening, his cock hard under the stream, and a new wave of longing surged through her. Unable to resist, Katie slipped out of bed, feeling like a kid running toward her favorite treat. She padded across the room, her body already anticipating the warmth of the water, the feel of his skin against hers.

With a grin, she opened the bathroom door, her eyes meeting his as he looked over his shoulder, his own smile widening as she stepped into the steam-filled shower. The morning was far from over, and Katie had every intention of savoring every moment of it.


Chapter 6

Melissa was beaming, clearly impressed with the ideas Katie and Steve had presented. As the meeting drew to a close, Katie glanced down at her phone and saw an I-page notification from her office. Her brow furrowed as she read the message.

“I have to take care of something—Steve, would you mind handling this?” she asked, handing the page over.

Steve nodded, glancing briefly at Melissa, who pointed him toward the next conference room. “You can speak privately in there,” she said, gesturing down the hall. As he left, Melissa shut the door softly behind him, her movements calm and measured. But the moment the door clicked shut, she turned back to Katie with an intensity that caught her off guard.

“So…” Melissa said, a smirk playing at the corner of her mouth as she crossed the room and sat down beside Katie. “You fucked him last night, didn’t you?”

Katie’s mouth dropped open, the color draining from her cheeks. “What?” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper, her pulse quickening.

“Oh, don’t play coy.” Melissa leaned in, her gaze sharp, amused. “You heard me. You fucked him. And here I thought you said you weren’t screwing him yesterday.”

Katie’s eyes widened, and she felt herself start to fumble, barely holding onto her composure. “I… I don’t think that’s any of your business, Melissa,” she said finally, lifting her chin as she tossed her hair back, trying to project confidence. “Besides, I’m married.”

Melissa let out a laugh, the sound rich and knowing. “Oh, that’s a yes,” she teased, folding her arms across her chest. “Girl, I’m married too, and I’d fuck him in a heartbeat. So, are you going to give a girl the details, or are you keeping all the fun to yourself?”

Katie bit her lip, glancing down, the memories of the night flashing vividly through her mind, leaving her flustered. She tried to shake it off, putting on a casual smile. “Like I said… I’m married. And so is he. And you are too,” she added, forcing her voice to stay steady, hoping Melissa wouldn’t press further.

Melissa arched an eyebrow, giving Katie a look that was half-amused, half-knowing. “Shit, he was hot as hell.” She shrugged, rolling her eyes. “Okay, Katie, you don’t have to say anything. I’m not here to spill your secrets.” Her gaze softened, her grin turning conspiratorial. “Trust me, it’s not like I haven’t cheated on Anthony before. You just… have fun, Katie. Life’s too short for regrets.”

Katie barely had time to process Melissa’s confession before the door swung open, and Steve reentered the room.

“It was just Jennifer overreacting again,” he said, casting a quick glance at Katie, whose relief was palpable.

Saved by Steve. Again, she thought, letting out a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. She was dangerously close to confessing everything to Melissa, too close. And the revelation that Melissa had cheated on her husband left Katie reeling, wondering about the kind of lives others hid beneath their polished exteriors.

“Looks like we’re all set here,” Katie said, standing up and reaching out to shake Melissa’s hand.

Melissa grasped her hand with a firm shake, holding it just a moment longer than necessary. “I’ll be up your way in the next few weeks,” she said, her eyes flicking to Steve with a mischievous smile. “I’ll make sure to stop by and see how things are coming along.”

Katie raised her eyebrows, keeping her tone polite. “It’s not really necessary, but if you’d like to drop by, that’ll be fine.”

Melissa’s gaze slid back to Steve, her eyes lingering. “Oh, yes, it is,” she replied, her tone low and flirtatious, her eyes gleaming with open interest.

Katie’s smile wavered, but she said nothing, merely tightening her grip on her bag as she and Steve exited the room. Behind them, Melissa watched their retreating forms, her expression tinged with envy. She was certain now—Katie was fucking Steve. And all she could think about was having him herself. Sharing was hardly an issue; she’d take him any way she could get him.

As she strode back to her office, her mind swirled with vivid fantasies, each one more intense than the last. She barely noticed her administrative assistant as she passed, her mind occupied with a delicious, wicked thought: Steve, on his knees under her desk, his mouth moving over her with the same intensity she’d seen in his eyes when he looked at Katie.

“Emma, could you please hold all of my calls? I need to get some work done, and I don’t want to be interrupted,” Melissa said, her tone crisp and businesslike.

“Sure thing,” Emma replied with a smile, her eyes brightening. “If you need help with anything, I’d be happy to assist.”

Melissa held back a smirk, giving Emma a knowing wink. “Not this time, Emma,” she murmured, turning to head into her office.

Melissa’s mind lingered on Emma as she closed the door, appreciating the young assistant’s eagerness. Emma was a rare find—26 years old, standing barely 5’1” but with a striking presence, her mixed Black and Asian heritage giving her striking, exotic features: deep, alluring eyes, long black hair, and curves that defied her petite frame. Emma had big, natural breasts that seemed impossible for her size and a shapely ass that complemented her figure. She was the perfect assistant, willing to go the extra mile, and Melissa had quickly learned that Emma’s loyalty and devotion went far beyond office work. Emma would willingly cover for her without question, and her discretion was flawless. She kept Melissa’s secrets, especially the ones about her extra-marital affairs. Emma even went as far as to satisfy Melissa’s more personal needs, joining her in discreet threesomes and eagerly pleasing her alone whenever asked. Melissa knew she had struck gold with Emma.

Sitting down in her plush leather chair, Melissa stretched out, crossing her legs and letting her heels rest on the desk, her fingers tracing a slow path down her thigh and under the hem of her skirt. She had foregone panties, as usual, and her fingers found her bare, slick skin, pressing against her warm, wet pussy. Her eyes drifted shut as she slid her fingers between her lips, trailing up to her clit, tracing lazy circles as she imagined the night she could have had with Steve. The thought of him, his mouth working her over, his strong hands pinning her down, his cock filling her, was enough to make her quicken her pace. She bit her lip as a small gasp escaped, her fingers teasing and coaxing her clit as her pleasure built, her mind conjuring images of Steve taking her from behind, her legs thrown over his shoulders, even the forbidden thrill of him taking her ass. With a final, shuddering gasp, she came, her body arching as her climax rolled through her, leaving her breathless.

Once composed, Melissa unlocked her desk drawer, reaching for her strap-on dildo—the one she saved for Emma. She slipped it into her bag with a satisfied smile before stepping out of her office.

“Emma, I’m heading to lunch. Care to join me? My treat,” she said smoothly, keeping her tone professional.

Emma’s gaze flicked to the bag, her eyes lighting up with anticipation. She knew what that bag held, and her excitement was barely concealed. “Thank you; I’d love to,” she replied, her voice a touch breathless as she stood and followed Melissa toward the elevator. Her nipples hardened under her blouse, and she wondered if anyone could sense the excitement that thrummed through her. Emma couldn’t wait to give her boss exactly what she wanted, and she knew Melissa wouldn’t be disappointed.

Meanwhile, Katie’s eyes drifted shut in Steve’s car, her mind replaying the final night of their business trip. She could still feel the hum of the Brazilian wax she had gotten just for him, Steve’s hands moving over her smooth skin as he admired every inch of her with hungry eyes. They had spotted a lingerie boutique on their way back to the hotel, and she’d modeled everything he picked for her: leather bras, thongs, sheer catsuits, each outfit hotter and bolder than the last. Steve had purchased several of the outfits and even stopped to get her a pair of "fuck-me" heels that made her feel unstoppable.

When they returned to her hotel room, she hadn’t even let him fully close the door before she was on him, their night a blur of desperate, raw passion that left them exhausted, sated, and only pausing for room service once. They had stayed up so late that they nearly missed their flight the next morning, forcing her to call Nathan and say Steve would drive her home since it was “on his way.” The thought of Nathan’s obliviousness brought a twinge of guilt, but her satisfaction quickly chased it away.

Her eyes fluttered open as the car jolted over a bump in the road, her gaze settling on Steve, who glanced over at her, his eyes warm, a hint of amusement in his smile.

“So, what’s on your mind, Katie?” he asked, giving her a quick, knowing look.

“Oh, nothing,” she said, her voice low as a playful smile tugged at her lips. She bit her lip, her eyes lingering on him. “Just… thinking about last night. How good it was.”

Steve raised an eyebrow, his grin widening. “So, you enjoyed yourself?”

Katie let her fingers drift over her lips, her gaze dropping to his lap before returning to his eyes. “I didn’t want it to stop,” she admitted, her voice husky. She paused, feeling a flutter of anticipation as she lowered her voice even more. “I still don’t want it to stop.”

Steve’s eyes darkened, his jaw tightening as he took her in, his gaze sweeping over her body, lingering on her legs as she crossed them slowly. She let the silence stretch, savoring the charged tension between them before finally speaking.

“So…” she continued, her voice barely a whisper, her tone both vulnerable and bold. “Will you continue to fuck me now that we’re back?”

Steve’s eyes narrowed slightly, his gaze unwavering as he glanced over her, a smirk playing on his lips. “Do you want me to keep fucking you?” he replied, his voice low and commanding, the words sending a thrill through her.

Katie shifted, her body warming under his gaze, her pulse quickening as she held his gaze, her desire clear. “I don’t want you to ever stop,” she admitted, her voice filled with a longing she couldn’t hide. “I never thought it could feel this good.” She gave him a sultry smile, her confidence growing as she held his gaze. “I just want this to carry on… forever.”

Steve’s smile softened, his hand reaching out to rest on her thigh, giving it a reassuring squeeze as he met her gaze. “Forever, huh?” he murmured, his tone both teasing and serious. “Guess I’ll just have to make sure you never regret it, then.”

Katie’s heart raced as she looked out the window, a small, satisfied smile on her lips. She had no idea where this journey with Steve would lead, but at that moment, she didn’t care. All she knew was that she never wanted it to end..

Katie leaned back in the passenger seat, a sense of satisfaction spreading through her. Everything is going to work out just fine, she thought, a small smile tugging at her lips. She could have the best of both worlds—the comfort of her life with Nathan, and the thrill, the raw satisfaction, that Steve awakened in her. The thought filled her with a dangerous excitement, and she felt a surge of confidence that left her almost giddy.

She glanced down, noticing Steve’s strong, dark hand resting on her knee, his fingers brushing lightly against her skin. The contrast between his dark skin and her own fair complexion sent a thrill through her, intensifying the desire already building within her. Slowly, she let her hand travel down, fingers brushing against his as she interlocked them with his, savoring the warmth and strength of his grip. The intimacy of the gesture, the silent promise held within it, left her breathless.

They were nearing her neighborhood, the familiar streets passing by, and she felt a pang of reluctance. She wasn’t ready for this to end, not yet.

“Could you make a right into the park there?” she asked, her voice soft, almost a whisper, the sweetness of her tone laced with invitation. “Drive down to the last parking lot.”

Steve raised an eyebrow, his expression darkening with interest as he followed her instructions, steering into the quiet park and guiding the car to a secluded spot beneath a sprawling oak tree at the edge of the lot. The shade enveloped them, casting the car in a soft, dappled light that seemed to intensify the intimacy of the moment.

Without a word, Katie leaned over, her fingers reaching for his belt, her movements quick and eager. She undid his pants, her anticipation building as she caught the first glimpse of him, her breath catching as his thick, hard length came into view, rising to meet her touch. She felt a rush of desire as she wrapped her fingers around him, marveling at the warmth, the weight of his cock in her hand. Steve let out a low moan, the sound sending a thrill through her as she brought her lips close, her eyes fixed on him as she traced her tongue slowly around the tip, savoring his taste.

Steve’s hand found its way into her hair, his fingers threading through her blonde strands, guiding her gently, and the sensation of his touch left her body humming with pleasure. She took her time, letting her tongue explore, tracing along the sensitive underside of his cock, feeling him throb beneath her touch. She moved slowly, relishing the feel of him in her mouth, coating his length with her wetness, each movement deliberate, attentive, as if worshipping him with every stroke.

Katie felt herself slipping into the rhythm, her hand moving to the base as her lips closed around him, sliding down slowly, inch by inch. She could feel Steve’s breathing grow heavier, his body tensing, his grip tightening in her hair as she took him deeper, her lips pressing against him as she worked her way down, her mouth surrounding him, warm and wet.

As she moved up and down his length, she could sense his control beginning to waver, his hips shifting slightly, pressing up to meet her as she quickened her pace. She loved the power she felt, the way he responded to her, the soft, approving murmurs that escaped him with each stroke, each flick of her tongue. She felt his hands tighten, guiding her, urging her deeper, and she responded, letting herself be lost in the act, the pleasure of pleasing him consuming her completely.

Katie’s thoughts drifted to the life waiting for her just a few blocks away, the responsibilities, the familiarity. Yet here, in this hidden moment, she felt alive, a rush of freedom and pleasure that made her crave more, that left her willing to take any risk. She let herself go, her hands and mouth moving over him with purpose, each movement drawing him closer, each sound he made fueling her desire.


Chapter 7

Katie’s mind buzzed with a delicious realization. She could have it all. Nathan, her predictable husband, and Steve, her secret, thrilling escape. She could balance the two worlds, indulge her desires, and savor the best of both. A smile played at her lips as she looked down, noticing Steve’s hand resting confidently on her knee. His fingers were long, strong, his dark skin a striking contrast against her pale thigh. The sight alone made her pulse quicken.

Katie’s fingers moved almost instinctively, her hand sliding down to cover his, intertwining her fingers with his in a silent acknowledgment of the connection they had shared, of what they were about to do. Her skin tingled where their hands met, and she felt a warmth spreading through her, an excitement that left her feeling alive, daring. She glanced up, catching his gaze, her own eyes sparkling with mischief.

They were close to her neighborhood now, just blocks away from her tidy, well-kept life. But Katie wasn’t ready to go home, not yet.

“Could you make a right into the park there?” she asked, her voice soft but laced with a playful, seductive tone. “Go down to the last parking lot.”

Steve raised an eyebrow, but the corners of his mouth lifted in a knowing smile. He made the turn without question, his grip on the wheel tightening as he navigated through the park’s winding road. They reached the far edge, where an old oak tree provided a sheltered spot, the branches casting dappled shadows over the car. He parked, turning off the engine, the silence amplifying the tension between them, the hum of anticipation thick in the air.

Katie didn’t hesitate. Her hands moved swiftly to his belt, fingers deftly undoing it, the thrill of her own boldness making her heart race. She heard his breath hitch as she slid the zipper down, her eyes meeting his as she leaned forward, her lips curling into a smile.

As she reached inside his pants, her fingers wrapped around the thickness of him, feeling the familiar heat, the weight that sent a thrill through her. He was hard, achingly so, and the sensation in her hand only fueled her desire. She guided him out, marveling at the way his cock seemed to spring to life, rising as if in response to her touch.

Steve let out a low, appreciative moan, his eyes darkening with desire as he watched her. His fingers found their way into her hair, threading through her silky blonde locks, giving them a gentle tug that sent a shiver down her spine. She loved the way he touched her—possessive, confident, unreserved. She loved feeling the warmth of his hand, the subtle command in the way he gripped her hair, as if encouraging her, guiding her.

Katie’s lips parted as she leaned down, her tongue flicking out to circle the tip of his cock, tasting the first hint of his arousal, savoring the contrast between the cool air and the heat of him on her tongue. She moved slowly, taking her time, enjoying the texture, the weight, the way he felt against her lips. She let her tongue glide over him, tracing every inch, wetting him with long, deliberate strokes, moving from the sensitive head all the way down to his balls, her mouth leaving no part untouched.

Steve’s breath grew heavier, his hand tightening in her hair as he watched her, his chest rising and falling in rhythm with her movements. Katie looked up at him, meeting his gaze with a mischievous glint as she took him deeper, feeling the fullness of him pressing against the back of her throat. She loved the way he filled her mouth, stretching her lips, the sensation both thrilling and consuming.

Each stroke of her mouth grew bolder, her rhythm building as she took him in, letting her lips slide down his length before pulling back, her tongue swirling around the tip before she sank down again. She could feel his cock throbbing against her tongue, his pulse quickening with every wet, eager pull, and it fueled her desire to please him, to make him lose himself completely.

Katie’s hand moved to the base of his cock, her fingers tightening as she stroked in time with her mouth, her lips gliding over him, her tongue pressing and swirling as she took him deeper, savoring every inch, every reaction. She felt his hand tense in her hair, a soft groan escaping him as she bobbed her head, her mouth growing wetter, leaving him slick and glistening.

With each descent, she took him further, letting her throat relax, her lips sealed tightly around him, her movements unhurried, savoring the way he filled her, the way his body responded to her touch. She glanced up, watching the intensity in his eyes, the way his head leaned back, his jaw clenched as he tried to hold back, his self-control fraying with each moment.

Steve’s voice was barely a whisper, rough with pleasure. “Damn, Katie… just like that.”

The sound of his voice, the raw need in his tone, made her heart race, her own arousal building as she continued, her mouth and hands moving in perfect rhythm, giving him everything he desired. She could feel her own pulse racing, a thrill running through her as she tasted him, every movement a silent promise, a reminder of the night they’d shared, of the nights still waiting for them.

Katie’s fingers traced down his length, exploring every vein, every ridge, her mouth moving with a focused, hungry rhythm as she brought him closer, every movement precise, deliberate. She could feel his restraint slipping, his hand in her hair tightening as he groaned, his hips beginning to move in time with her, unable to hold back.

Her own excitement grew with his, the heat between them intensifying as she took him deeper, her mouth working him with unrestrained eagerness, a silent pledge to keep him wanting, to leave him craving her as much as she craved him.

"That’s it. I’m going to fucking cum," Steve growled, his voice low and rough, each word filled with urgency. His hand slammed against the steering wheel, his knuckles white as he braced himself, his entire body tensing with the pleasure building within him.

Katie felt her own excitement spike, the thrill of his release igniting something primal within her. She gripped his cock firmly, her hand pumping as her lips worked around the swollen head, her tongue flicking over the sensitive skin. She felt the heat of him against her mouth, her movements becoming more urgent, desperate to coax every last drop from him.

Suddenly, she felt the first hot, thick pulse of his cum hit the roof of her mouth, the sensation sending a shiver through her body. She moaned softly, the sound vibrating around him as she took him deeper, savoring the taste, the heat, the unmistakable essence of him. Steve’s voice rose, a guttural yell as he gripped the wheel even harder, his entire body shuddering with the force of his climax.

Katie’s body responded instinctively, her thighs pressing together tightly, a rush of pleasure sparking between her legs, her own arousal heightening as she felt him throb against her tongue, each pulse filling her with satisfaction. She swallowed eagerly, her body leaning into the thrill, her heart pounding as she took every drop, relishing the feel of his release coating her mouth, her tongue.

As the last tremors of his climax faded, she looked up at him, her mouth still working over him, her tongue gently tracing over his now sensitive skin as she licked him clean, her lips savoring every inch. "You’ve made me cum," she whispered, her voice barely audible, a soft admission filled with lingering desire.

Katie pulled back, wiping the corner of her mouth with a finger, her gaze meeting his as she flashed him a satisfied, playful smile. "You’re the best tasting chocolate," she murmured, her tone teasing yet sincere, as she leaned back in her seat, a soft blush coloring her cheeks.

Steve took a deep breath, his chest rising and falling as he recovered, his own grin spreading across his face. He pulled into her driveway, slowing as he neared her walkway, and parked the car. His hand lingered on the steering wheel, but his eyes stayed on her, the mischievous glint in them unmistakable.

"This was a very enjoyable trip," he said, his grin widening, a hint of laughter in his voice.

Katie chuckled, reaching over to trail her fingers along his arm, her touch soft yet suggestive. "To say the least." She paused, giving him a smirk. "It was a pleasure having you—or should I say, you having me?" Her wink was playful, her smile lingering as she held his gaze.

Steve laughed softly, his hand moving to cover hers, giving her fingers a gentle squeeze. "Well, I hope to be having you again very soon," he murmured, his voice filled with promise. He tilted his head, giving her a thoughtful look. "So, do you want some gum or something before you go in?" he asked, a playful smirk tugging at his lips.

Katie leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper, her lips brushing against his ear. "Nope," she said softly, a sultry edge to her tone. "I want to have you on my lips and tongue all night."

Katie’s lips tingled with the urge to kiss Steve, but her gaze flicked to the front door, where Nathan stood, watching her with a warm smile. Suppressing the rush of adrenaline, she smoothed her hair and crossed the lawn with a bright smile, greeting her husband with a warm hug and a kiss on the lips, her manner calm and collected. It was as if nothing had happened, as if she had not just tasted another man moments before.

“Hi, sweetheart,” she murmured, her voice soft, her expression carefully practiced. Nathan seemed oblivious, wrapping an arm around her shoulders as he smiled over her shoulder toward Steve.

As Steve got out of the car, he met Nathan halfway, extending his hand for a firm handshake.

“Thanks for taking care of Katie,” Nathan said, his tone casual, unaware of the double meaning lingering in Katie’s mind. “I hear you guys had an excellent trip.”

“Oh, it was no problem, man.” Steve gave a casual smile, his tone easy. “It turned out to be a very good trip, better than Katie and I had expected.” His words held a subtle undertone that only Katie would understand.

Steve’s eyes flicked briefly past Nathan’s shoulder, catching sight of Katie. She had a mischievous glint in her eyes, her two fingers lingering on her lips in a small, silent tease, her tongue flicking out as if to taste the remnants of their recent tryst. He felt a fresh surge of desire as he watched her, his mind racing with possibilities. He knew he’d find a way to be alone with her again—and soon.

Inside, Katie made her way to the bedroom, her heart pounding with the thrill of secrecy as she unpacked her things. She tucked the four new, scandalous outfits and the seductive high heels deep into the back of her closet, her pulse racing as she imagined the nights they would see. Her fingers brushed over her hidden shoebox, and with a sly smile, she added her new toys to her collection. She couldn’t believe she’d snuck them by Nathan so effortlessly, and a rush of excitement filled her as she thought of what she had gotten away with.

Once the bags were hidden and everything was safely tucked away, Katie made her way to the bathroom. She closed the door behind her, her heart still racing as she looked at her reflection in the mirror. Slowly, she began to unbutton her blouse, letting the fabric slip from her shoulders, her gaze focused on herself as she let each piece of clothing fall to the floor. Her skirt dropped next, and she caught sight of her soaking wet white lace thong clinging to her, the fabric sticking to her skin, a testament to her lingering arousal.

Katie’s hand drifted down, her fingers brushing against the damp fabric, feeling the warmth radiating from her own body. She let out a small gasp as she pressed her hand against herself, savoring the sensation of her own touch through the thin, soaked material. Watching her own reflection, she slowly peeled the thong down, letting it drop to the floor as she took in the sight of her freshly waxed skin. She lifted her leg, propping her foot up on the countertop to get a better view, marveling at the smoothness, the softness of her bare skin.

Her fingers trailed over her skin, lingering on her silky, hairless pussy, gliding over her clean, sensitive flesh, her touch feather-light as her heart raced with a mixture of excitement and anticipation. She traced small circles over her clit, a shiver running through her as she indulged in the memory of Steve’s touch, his hands on her, his body pressing into hers. The contrast between his raw, commanding presence and Nathan’s predictable gentleness filled her with a strange, almost guilty pleasure.

Katie’s fingers drifted lower, teasing herself, dipping between her folds as she let her mind wander. She wondered, almost daringly, if Nathan might walk in on her right now, if he would see her here, exploring herself in the privacy of their bathroom. Would he be shocked? Turned on? Would he finally take what was his, with a passion and urgency that matched Steve’s?

A thrill shot through her at the thought, her fingers pressing harder, a soft gasp escaping her lips. She wanted Nathan to be that man, to catch her here, to claim her with the same raw need Steve had shown her. She wanted him to see her like this, to make him take what was his with a hunger she hadn’t seen in years.

Katie emerged from the bathroom, her bare skin still tingling from her earlier exploration, carrying her clothes in her arms as she crossed the bedroom. She nearly bumped into Nathan, who seemed lost in his routine, already reaching for the remote as he settled onto the bed. His fingers brushed her shoulder absentmindedly, a small smile passing between them, though his attention was quickly absorbed by the TV screen.

Katie deposited her clothes in the laundry basket, her mind a whirl of thoughts and emotions. As she made her way to the dresser, she paused in front of it, her hands resting on her hips, her legs slightly parted. She caught Nathan’s reflection in the mirror, his gaze drifting over her before refocusing on the TV, his hand flicking through channels, seemingly unaware of her presence. Look at me, she thought, her frustration simmering beneath the surface.

"So, what did you do here while I was on my trip?" she asked, her tone light, hoping to draw his attention.

Nathan’s eyes didn’t leave the screen. “Oh, you know… all the stuff at work, then just crashed when I got home,” he replied, his voice casual, indifferent.

Katie suppressed a sigh, her eyes narrowing slightly. She bent over, her movements slow and deliberate as she pretended to search for something in her drawer, her bare skin on full display, knowing he couldn’t help but catch a glimpse. She arched her back, offering him a perfect view of her bare, freshly waxed skin, lingering just long enough to give him the chance to notice.

"On the phone, you sounded like you missed me, Nathan," she said, her voice soft, hopeful.

Katie straightened slowly, glancing into the mirror, but her heart sank as she saw him refocus on the TV. He barely looked her way, his attention seemingly divided, his gaze shifting back to the screen as if nothing was amiss.

“You know I miss you when you’re not here,” he replied offhandedly, his eyes barely flicking her way before returning to the screen. “Things always get a little crazy without you around.”

Katie leaned back against the dresser, crossing her arms, her legs still parted in a subtle invitation. Just look at me, she pleaded silently, her frustration building. She was practically serving herself up to him, her body open, eager, ready. But he seemed oblivious, his focus entirely on the flickering TV. She felt a surge of anger, a mix of disappointment and resentment that he couldn’t—or wouldn’t—see her for the woman she was, for the needs she had.

If Nathan wanted her, he wasn’t showing it. Katie’s mind flashed back to Steve, his intense gaze, the way he claimed her, made her feel desirable, wanted, his hands and mouth exploring every inch of her without hesitation. She wanted that here, now, wanted Nathan to look at her with that same hunger, to take her to the edge of pleasure. She longed for him to pull her close, to whisper his desire, to press her against the mirror, filling her while their reflections showed them entwined.

But she knew that wasn’t going to happen. Not tonight. Not any night.

“Yes, I know, honey,” she replied, her voice tight with disappointment. “I’m going to take a shower.”

She glanced at him, wondering if he’d even registered her words. But Nathan was focused on the screen, barely acknowledging her as she turned and made her way back to the bathroom, her heart heavy with unmet longing.

The bathroom door closed, and Katie leaned against it, her breath coming out in a frustrated sigh. As she stepped into the shower, the hot water cascaded over her, soothing her tense muscles, the steam wrapping around her like a comforting blanket. She closed her eyes, letting her thoughts drift away from Nathan, away from the hollow routine of their marriage.

Her mind wandered to Steve, his commanding presence, his strong hands. She imagined him here with her, his hands on her body, his mouth tracing a path down her skin, his touch confident, unrestrained. Her fingers moved almost instinctively, trailing down her stomach as she leaned back against the cool tiles, letting her legs part under the rhythmic spray of water.

She raised one leg, pressing her foot against the wall for balance, her hips tilted forward to meet the soothing stream of water that now pulsed against her sensitive skin. The pressure of the water danced over her clit, heightening her arousal as her hands moved down, one slipping between her thighs to part her wet lips, the other gliding back, her fingers pressing into the cleft of her ass. She lathered her hands, her movements slow and deliberate, the slickness enhancing every sensation as she explored her own skin, her mind filled with memories of Steve’s hands, his mouth.

Katie’s fingers dipped inside her, the warmth of her own touch mingling with the heat of the water. She gasped softly, the sound echoing in the small, steamy space. Her other hand slid further back, her fingers pressing into the tight ring of her ass, a thrill running through her as she remembered Steve taking her there, claiming her with a dominance that left her trembling, undone.

Images flooded her mind, fantasies of Steve doing everything she craved, fulfilling needs she hadn’t known existed. She imagined him here, in the shower with her, pressing her against the wall, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust into her, hard and relentless. Her breath came faster, her body trembling as her fingers worked in and out, each movement bringing her closer to the edge, each thought of Steve intensifying her need.

Katie’s body arched as she found her release, a shuddering climax that left her gasping, her fingers pressed deep, the pleasure radiating through her as she leaned back against the wall, spent. She let her hand fall to her side, her chest heaving as the water washed over her, cooling her heated skin.

As her breathing steadied, she wondered how long it would be until she could have Steve again, until she could experience that raw, consuming passion that left her feeling alive.


Chapter 8

Katie opened her eyes, her gaze drifting out the kitchen window to the lively scene unfolding in her backyard. It was a perfect day for her company’s annual pool party, and everything had fallen into place beautifully. The Caribbean island theme had transformed the yard, with vibrant decorations, tropical cocktails, and an island-inspired buffet that was a hit with everyone. Katie watched her colleagues mingling, laughing, and enjoying the sun, feeling a private sense of accomplishment.

From her vantage point, she could see Alex in the pool, his arm around his latest girlfriend. A redhead this time, which was a surprise—Alex usually had an undeniable preference for blondes. Katie chuckled as she spotted Chloe, her petite coworker, trying to flirt with Nathan. Clad in a little white bikini and floral wrap, Chloe was doing her best, tossing her hair and giving Nathan her full attention. But Nathan hardly noticed, his eyes skimming right past her, beer in hand, clearly trying to catch a glimpse of Alex’s girlfriend, whose D-cup bikini top was leaving little to the imagination. Katie shook her head, a quiet laugh escaping her lips as she leaned a bit closer to the window.

Her gaze shifted until she caught sight of Zara, Steve’s wife, standing near the edge of the pool with a group of colleagues. Zara looked incredible in her wine-red bikini, her dark, smooth skin glistening in the sunlight, accentuating her toned figure. Her large breasts bounced subtly as she animatedly spoke, her hands gesturing, and Katie could only imagine how many heads were turning to admire her beauty. Katie felt a pang of understanding for Steve’s frustration. How could anyone resist a woman like that walking around the house? She looked over Zara with a mix of admiration and curiosity, wondering how Steve must have felt knowing that the spark between them had cooled.

Katie’s thoughts began to wander, a vivid mental image of Steve and Zara flashing through her mind. She imagined them together, the two of them tangled in sheets, her husband’s lean, strong frame pressed against Zara’s curvaceous body, their chemistry reigniting. Her own pulse quickened at the thought of witnessing them, a voyeuristic thrill creeping over her. Mmm, yes, she whispered under her breath, her gaze lingering on Zara as the fantasy unfolded in her mind.

As Katie shifted her hips, her thoughts turned from imagination to memory. She thought of Steve, the past three months they’d shared, their secret, stolen moments, each one more exhilarating than the last. No one suspected a thing—not Nathan, not Zara, not a single person at the party. The thrill of secrecy, the thrill of the forbidden, only intensified her excitement. Katie’s spine tingled with anticipation, knowing that every time they stole away, they both craved it even more.

She closed her eyes, a shiver of pleasure running through her as she felt the memory of Steve’s hands on her, his fingers gripping her hips, the tip of his cock poised at her entrance, her body eager, ready. She reached back, sliding her bikini bottom further to the side as she imagined him taking her again, her body arching as he filled her, his low growl in her ear.

"Take that pussy, baby. Take it," she whispered, her breath catching in her throat as the vivid memory washed over her.

She could practically feel his hands tightening around her waist, his body pressing against hers as he thrust deep, his climax building as he drove her to the edge. Her body shuddered as she relived the moment, the intensity of their connection, the way she could feel him pulsing inside her as he released, their pleasure mingling in that single explosive instant. Her own heart pounded as she remembered the warmth of his body against hers, her lips whispering his name as she reached the height of pleasure.

Katie opened her eyes, the ghost of a smile on her lips as she refocused on the party outside. She watched Steve emerge from the house, carrying a fresh tray of drinks, blending seamlessly into the crowd. No one suspected a thing. Her gaze followed him as he handed Nathan another beer, his expression casual, friendly, giving nothing away. She saw him exchange a quick word with Zara, who was still deep in conversation, oblivious to what had just happened. The thrill of it—the secret knowledge only she and Steve shared—made Katie’s pulse race.

“What’s her loss is my gain,” Katie murmured to herself, a smug satisfaction settling over her as she watched the man who had become her obsession return to the crowd.

After a deep breath, Katie composed herself, smoothed her swimsuit, and joined the guests outside. She slipped effortlessly into her role as hostess, greeting people warmly, checking in on the caterers, and refilling drinks. The thrill of her recent encounter with Steve left a glow on her skin, a gleam in her eyes that made her feel unstoppable.

Taking a knife to her wine glass, she tapped it gently, ringing it like a bell to gather everyone’s attention. Gradually, the laughter and chatter softened as people turned toward her, curious and expectant. Katie held her glass high, a confident smile on her lips as she took in the crowd.

“Is everyone having as good a time as I am?” she called out, her voice filled with genuine enthusiasm.

A chorus of cheers erupted, guests raising their glasses in response, smiling, laughing. Katie’s gaze drifted over to Steve, her smile deepening as she caught his eye. He held his own glass, a subtle, knowing look shared between them that made her heart race anew.

To everyone else, she was simply the gracious hostess, but she knew the truth. Only Steve knew how much she was really enjoying herself—and how much more they had yet to come.
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Bigger: A White Wife Discovers Size Really Does Matter 

As Sophie looked down at her husband's face looking up at her from between her legs, she noticed it. Something different, a look she hadn't seen before. She couldn't quite place her finger on it. Fear? Terror? Disgust?

And then it hit her. He hated the taste of cum just as much as she did!

And for a moment, just a split second, she thought about stopping. This was her husband, the man she loved between her legs. And then, as Sophie reached back and wrapped her hand around his little cock she knew she wasn't going to stop. Sophie wanted to cum again. Even though Lucas's big black cock had made her cum multiple times that night, she wanted to cum again.

She wanted her husband to make her cum with his mouth the way his cock never could.

Sophie had experienced Bigger. And now she knew. Size really does matter.

Lucy's Big Black Itch: A Young Wife On Vacation Struggles To Fight Temptation

Guilt is a funny thing, isn't it?

Guilt can make people do crazy stuff, it can make them feel crazy things. It's almost like guilt is a crazy emotion.

Well, it certainly was for Lucy, as she knelt down in her hotel room in front of the black photographer. She had never felt so guilty in all her life. Her husband was on a boat, miles from the coast, enjoying a day fishing with his friend, and here she was, betraying him. Her she was sucking D'Andre's big black cock.

She felt so guilty. So guilty that she was betraying him like that. So guilty that she was enjoying it so much, so guilty that she was comparing D'Andre's eight thick black inches to her husband's five.

But worse than that, far worse than any of it was her feelings of guilt because she knew this wasn't going to be the last time.

Lucy had caught the Big Black Itch and she knew there was no turning back

Big Black Bull: A BBC Bull Takes His Prizes

“Look at my pussy, baby. I’m just sat here gaping wide open.”

With that, Sarah consciously contracted her vaginal muscles, and a second later, a thick stream of cum started to flow out of her.

“Look at all his cum, baby. How does it feel to see your wife’s pussy filled with black bull cum? How does it feel to see it there and know you’re now a cuckold? I bet you loved it as much as I did, you little cuck bitch.”

Stuart could only nod at first, but after a few seconds, he eventually choked out his reply.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I love it. I love being cuckolded by a huge black cock. It’s incredible."
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