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Chapter 1

James glanced at the clock on the bedside table, noticing how quiet the house had become in the past hour. It was rare these days for him and Becky to have the place entirely to themselves. With their eighteen-year-old son Jordan out with friends, the evening stretched invitingly ahead, full of possibilities. He relished these private moments, the chance to reconnect without interruptions or distractions, a brief return to when their relationship was simpler, their love newer and unexplored.

Lost in thought, he was startled pleasantly back into the moment when he heard the familiar hum of the garage door opening. A soft smile spread across his face, anticipating the quiet intimacy of having Becky home. Moments later, she walked into the room, tossing her keys gently onto the dresser. James's eyes traced over her warmly, his pulse quickening as he admired her understated beauty.

"Hey, honey," he said softly, his voice tinged with appreciation. "You look amazing."

Becky smiled back shyly, her cheeks lightly flushing, emphasizing her natural, girl-next-door charm. She wore low-rise dress pants that perfectly hugged the gentle curve of her hips, accentuating the soft, inviting shape of her bubble butt. Her snug, long-sleeved top elegantly outlined her petite frame, subtly hinting at the curves beneath without being overly provocative. James especially loved how her silky, shoulder-length blonde hair framed her face, giving her an effortlessly youthful appearance.

At forty-three, Becky had a timeless prettiness that often made people mistake her for someone much younger, perhaps even early thirties. James, at forty-one, found himself continually amazed at how effortlessly she maintained her youthful glow, each glance at her petite, graceful 5'3" figure reigniting a spark of desire he could never resist.

Becky is a project coordinator at a marketing firm, responsible for managing various client accounts and ensuring smooth communication between teams. "You logged off early today?" she asked playfully, glancing over her shoulder with a gentle smile. James worked from home as an IT consultant, allowing him a flexibility she often envied.

"Yeah...I was missing you," James murmured affectionately, stepping behind her and wrapping his arms around her petite frame. His hands drifted upward, gently cupping her firm B-cup breasts through her top.

"You're awfully frisky today," she teased, giggling softly but glancing toward the hallway with mild concern. "Are you sure Jordan's out?"

"Relax, he's definitely not home," James reassured her warmly, his voice dropping lower, more intimate. "I just love what you're wearing…you look so damn sexy. Honestly, I don't know how the guys at work concentrate when you're around."

"Maybe because they're not perverts like you," Becky joked affectionately, her voice laced with amusement as James slipped his hand beneath her top. His fingers found her breast, pushing aside the delicate fabric of her bra cup to tease her already stiffening nipple, eliciting a soft gasp from her lips.

"Come on," James whispered huskily into her ear, gently pinching her sensitive flesh again, feeling her melt back against him. "I bet at least a few of them struggle to keep their eyes off you...how could they not? You're the sexiest woman in the entire building."

Becky closed her eyes, leaning back into James as his hands continued to explore her sensitive breasts, each teasing caress sending a delicious thrill down her spine. Though she'd never openly admitted it, what James had said was true—there were men at work whose eyes lingered just a bit too long on her petite frame, their gaze traveling subtly over the curves of her body as if silently undressing her.

Part of her felt guilty, knowing it was inappropriate for her coworkers to lust after her when they knew she was happily married. Yet she couldn't deny the secret satisfaction it gave her; their stolen glances and covert admiration stroked her ego in ways she'd never expected. A couple of younger men had even asked her out, attempts she'd gently brushed off with a smile and a subtle gesture toward her wedding band, reminding them—and herself—of her commitment.

But there was one man whose attention particularly flattered her: Steve, an older, ruggedly handsome senior sales manager with an easy charm and an undeniable presence. His lingering smiles and the warmth of his gaze always sparked a subtle heat within her, though she was careful never to encourage him. Becky enjoyed the silent thrill his interest brought her, but she was resolute in her decision never to cross that line.

"Why do you keep talking about other men checking me out...wanting me?" she breathed, her voice trembling softly as James continued his intimate touches. "Doesn't it bother you at all that other guys are hitting on your wife?"

"Oh, it bothers me," James admitted quietly, his breath warm against her neck, filled with raw, intense desire. "It makes me jealous as hell. But it also fills me with pride, knowing that my wife is so incredibly sexy that other men can't help themselves around you."

His voice had dropped to a husky whisper, thick with arousal, as his fingers swiftly undid the button of her pants and slid down beneath the waistband of her panties, gently exploring her warmth. Becky let out a soft moan, her body trembling with anticipation at his possessive touch.

Becky moaned softly as James's fingers slid down her body, gently finding her clit and beginning a firm, deliberate rhythm. "God, Becky...you're so damn sexy," he growled, his voice thick with a possessive hunger that sent a thrill straight through her core. She loved this newfound intensity in her husband, a passion she hadn’t seen in him in years.

Deep down, Becky knew exactly where this new desire had come from. It all started a few months ago when she'd casually mentioned that Steve, one of the younger sales reps at work, had asked her out. James’s initial reaction had been pure jealousy—hurt, angry, yet undeniably aroused by the thought that someone else wanted her. Over time, the jealousy had softened, transforming into a powerful, erotic energy that seemed to ignite their relationship anew. She found herself dressing more carefully, more provocatively, savoring the idea of other men's lingering eyes, knowing James would later imagine how they admired her petite curves, firm breasts, flat stomach, and toned legs. It was both exciting and unsettling how strongly these thoughts now influenced their intimacy.

Their bedroom had become a playground for exploration, a space where James often pretended to be another man, seducing her, coaxing her into surrender. Becky adored this playful intensity, their passion reignited as if they'd rediscovered one another. Yet there was always a shadow of apprehension, a nagging sense that they were venturing down a path she didn't fully understand, one that blurred lines she’d always firmly maintained.

Suddenly, James tugged at her pants and panties, sliding them roughly down to her knees and bending her forward against the bed. Becky gasped, startled by the forcefulness of his movement. "Wait—James, not like this," she protested weakly, even as the breathless, trembling pitch of her voice revealed how deeply excited she was. A hot rush of embarrassment and shame flushed her cheeks; she’d always considered being bent over as degrading, a position of pure submission, reducing her to something primal, used purely for a man's pleasure. It went against every bit of her dignity, and James knew precisely how conflicted it made her feel.

But James was beyond listening to objections now. His jealousy, tempered by raw, consuming lust, was driving him. He pinned her down with one firm hand, keeping her exactly where he wanted her. Becky’s pulse raced; despite her mind's discomfort, her body betrayed her utterly. The tension, the heat, the unyielding dominance of her husband's grasp—all of it combined to leave her dripping wet, craving exactly what her intellect told her she shouldn't.

"This is exactly how you need to be fucked, Becky," James growled deeply, roughly positioning himself behind her, freeing his aching cock with his other hand. "You need this...you need me to remind you who you belong to."

Becky trembled at his words, torn between humiliation and a consuming, undeniable excitement. She squeezed her eyes shut, breathing hard as she prepared herself for him, knowing that in this moment she was completely at his mercy—and shamefully, thrillingly eager to be taken exactly as he desired.

Taking his thick, nearly seven-inch cock in his hand, James teased the swollen head against Becky's slick, sensitive folds, coating himself in her wetness. She trembled beneath his touch, every nerve in her body alive with anticipation. He held her firmly in place, savoring the sight of her perfect, heart-shaped ass bent submissively in front of him. He knew exactly how conflicted she felt about being taken like this, and that made it all the more intoxicating.

"You’re already so wet," he whispered roughly, his voice low and thick with desire, as he slowly pushed just the tip of his cock into her pussy, stretching her open bit by tantalizing bit.

Becky gasped sharply, gripping the bedsheets tightly in her fists. Her cheeks burned with shame at how quickly her body betrayed her. Her thoughts swirled helplessly—she hated how vulnerable and exposed she felt bent over like this, yet she couldn't deny the flood of excitement surging through her. It was humiliating, primal, yet she craved it desperately. She tried to steady her breath, fighting against her own conflicting emotions, but his next deep thrust robbed her of any remaining composure.

James buried himself completely inside her in one strong, claiming motion, his pelvis slapping sharply against her ass, the sound echoing through the room. Becky cried out loudly, her voice betraying the mixture of shock and overwhelming pleasure surging through her. Her pussy clenched involuntarily around his thick cock, drawing him even deeper.

"Fuck, Becky, you feel incredible," James growled, gripping her hips tightly as he began a slow, purposeful rhythm, pulling back until only the head of his cock remained inside her before plunging forward again, filling her completely with each deliberate stroke.

"Oh god, James…this feels…wrong," Becky moaned, even as her hips betrayed her by eagerly meeting each thrust. Her body wanted more, even as her mind screamed out in embarrassment and shame at how willingly she submitted to this animalistic treatment. James knew exactly how humiliated she felt, and yet he was deliberately pushing her limits, igniting desires she'd always kept carefully hidden.

James leaned forward, pressing his chest against her back, whispering hotly into her ear, "Wrong? Your pussy’s gripping me like you love this. Admit it, you love feeling dominated like this—taken like you’re mine to use."

Becky shivered uncontrollably, a fresh surge of wetness coating her thighs at his humiliating yet arousing words. She buried her face in the sheets, desperately trying to suppress how much she was enjoying the relentless pounding of her husband's cock. It felt depraved to surrender so completely, but the harder he fucked her, the more her resistance melted away.

James reached around, his hand sliding beneath her to rub her swollen clit in tight circles. "Say it, Becky. Tell me how much you love getting fucked like this," he demanded softly, pressing the sensitive nub firmly, making her body jerk and tremble beneath him.

"I—I can't…James, please," she whimpered, her breath ragged, her pride clashing violently with the intense waves of pleasure coursing through her body. She hated herself for how desperately she wanted to give in to his demand, to surrender fully to him.

"Yes, you can," James coaxed, his voice commanding yet strangely tender. "I know your body better than you do. You're close already. Just admit it."

Becky’s face flushed crimson with shame, yet she couldn't hold back her confession any longer. "Yes…yes! I love it…I love when you fuck me like this!" she finally cried out, her voice breaking into a pleading moan. Her pussy clenched tightly around him as she gave in, each word feeling like a weight lifting off her chest even as humiliation filled her mind.

James groaned in satisfaction, increasing his tempo, slamming hard and fast into her yielding pussy, taking full advantage of her submission. Becky's moans turned into wild, uninhibited cries, her body shuddering uncontrollably beneath him as she accepted the brutal, possessive fucking. Her breasts swung beneath her with every savage thrust, her legs quivering with pleasure she couldn’t deny.

Feeling her close to climax, James grabbed her hips, pulling her roughly back onto his cock with each powerful stroke, pushing her to the very brink of her orgasm. Becky’s senses spiraled out of control, consumed by the overwhelming intensity of being completely dominated, thoroughly claimed.

"I’m going to make you cum so fucking hard, Becky," James snarled breathlessly, determined to force her over the edge. "Cum for me, sweetheart. Cum while I fuck you like the slut you secretly want to be."

The degrading words shattered her last bit of resistance, igniting a violent, unstoppable orgasm. Becky shrieked loudly, convulsing beneath him as wave after wave of pure ecstasy erupted within her. Her pussy clenched down tightly on his cock, milking him desperately as she lost all control, fluids gushing uncontrollably down her trembling thighs. Her body had never reacted so intensely before, and the shameful joy of surrender only heightened her climax.

James, seeing his usually composed wife so completely undone, thrust deeply into her spasming pussy, his own orgasm following hers in seconds. He groaned fiercely, flooding her insides with hot spurts of cum, filling her to overflowing as he buried himself fully inside her warmth, claiming her body completely.

As the intensity slowly subsided, Becky lay trembling and breathless beneath him, her mind still swirling with disbelief and embarrassment at her own behavior. Slowly, she stood on shaky legs, feeling a sudden rush of embarrassment at the wetness dripping down her thighs and soaking her clothing.

"Oh my god! James, I think—I think I peed," she whispered mortified, looking down in shock at her soaking panties and trousers.

James chuckled gently, wrapping his arms comfortingly around her slender frame. "No, sweetheart, you didn't pee. You just got incredibly wet—so wet, in fact, that you might have ejaculated."

She stared at him in confusion, her flushed cheeks deepening to a darker shade. "Wait—women can ejaculate? I didn't even know that was possible," she murmured shyly, overwhelmed and embarrassed by what she'd experienced.

He smiled warmly, lifting her chin gently so she could look into his eyes. "They absolutely can, especially during an intense orgasm like the one you just had. It just shows how much you loved what happened here."

Becky buried her face against his chest, torn between lingering humiliation and an undeniable thrill. As she stood quietly wrapped in his embrace, she felt more conflicted than ever, knowing that she'd crossed boundaries she’d never imagined—yet had done so willingly, eagerly. It scared her, and excited her, and she knew it would haunt her thoughts long after tonight.

**********

After cleaning up, Becky changed into a cute, breezy summer dress that flowed gracefully down to her knees. The soft fabric felt comforting against her skin, a gentle contrast to the intensity she'd just experienced. Her cheeks were still slightly flushed, thoughts lingering on how profoundly she'd surrendered moments before.

"So, do you know when Jordan will be back?" Becky asked casually, smoothing the dress over her hips as she entered the kitchen.

"No, he didn't say," James replied, pouring himself a scotch and handing Becky a glass of wine. "He went out with Andre."

Hearing Andre's name, Becky frowned slightly, her expression instantly turning cautious. She had never been comfortable with Jordan spending so much time with Andre. It wasn't just the sagging pants or the street-inspired clothes that bothered her; it was something deeper—a sense that Andre represented a rebellious edge that she didn’t want rubbing off on her son. Still, Becky felt a genuine pang of sympathy whenever she thought about Andre’s difficult childhood and the fact his mother had abandoned him when he was just a toddler.

"I just don’t understand why Jordan insists on hanging out with Andre," Becky said softly, taking a thoughtful sip from her wine. "I feel bad for the kid, I really do, but he’s clearly a bad influence. Jordan needs to understand that."

James leaned back against the countertop, swirling the scotch thoughtfully. "Honey, you worry about it too much," he said gently. "We can't pick Jordan’s friends for him. He's going to have to figure out for himself which people are good to have around. Honestly, I think Andre's a decent kid—just a bit rough around the edges because of everything he's been through."

Becky sighed quietly, reluctantly nodding in agreement. "Maybe you're right. It’s just—I don’t want Jordan making mistakes he'll regret later."

James reached out, squeezing her shoulder comfortingly. "I get it. But he's eighteen. Part of growing up means learning these lessons for himself."

Becky smiled, reassured by his touch. "Okay, I'll try to relax about it."

She took another sip of wine, enjoying the calming warmth spreading through her body. "So," she asked with a brighter tone, "anything planned for dinner, or are we going out tonight?"

James chuckled softly. "I hadn’t really thought about it yet. I could whip something up if you prefer, or we could head out—your call."

"I think I'd prefer something home-cooked," she said sweetly, smiling warmly at her husband. "Could you please cook tonight?"

"For you, anything," James replied playfully, giving her a wink before opening the fridge and scanning for inspiration. "So, how was your day at work?"

"Pretty good," Becky replied lightly, leaning comfortably against the counter as she watched him thoughtfully pick ingredients from the shelves. "Actually a bit slower than usual, for a change."

James glanced over his shoulder at her, a teasing smile tugging at his lips. "And…any new admirers today?"

Becky rolled her eyes playfully, giggling softly. "Oh my god—you're becoming obsessed with my admirers," she teased gently, shaking her head. "And no, for your information, nobody asked me out today."

James laughed warmly, setting down a cutting board and beginning to chop vegetables. "Hey, I’m just looking out for my gorgeous wife," he teased. "Somebody has to keep track of all those guys trying to charm you."

Becky smiled affectionately, her cheeks coloring faintly as she took another sip of her wine, silently reflecting on just how complicated those admirers had made their relationship—and how much she secretly enjoyed it.

"What’s going on inside your head, James? You've never been like you were earlier," Becky said softly, her cheeks coloring slightly as she recalled the intense way he had fucked her just moments ago.

James paused, setting the knife down and turning fully toward her, concern clouding his expression. "Did I hurt you? Was I too rough?" His voice was gentle but anxious, genuinely worried he might have pushed her too far.

"No, I'm okay," she reassured him quickly, touching his arm lightly. "It’s just...you're acting different. It’s not like you."

He hesitated, his expression cautious. "Are you upset about the way I had sex with you?" James asked quietly, watching her carefully. "I know that’s never really been your thing. It’s just...I got carried away. You’re so beautiful, Becky—I just couldn't control myself."

Becky blushed more deeply, averting her gaze briefly before looking back at him, her voice soft and vulnerable. "It's true, it's never been my favorite thing—but honestly, it felt good this time. It was exciting, even if part of me still feels conflicted about it. But that's not really what’s bothering me right now. It’s all the talk about other men, about them hitting on me, wanting me...you seem almost obsessed by it."

James let out a slow, thoughtful breath, shaking his head slightly as he tried to find the right words. "Honestly, Becky, I’m not even sure how to explain it. Ever since you told me about Steve asking you out, I haven't been able to get the idea out of my head. At first, I was furious—so angry that he would disrespect me like that, disrespect our marriage. But then, I don't know why, it started exciting me, too."

He paused again, clearly struggling to articulate his thoughts, confusion and embarrassment warring openly on his face. "I keep picturing other men noticing you—the way you dress, the elegant but sexy way you carry yourself. Your beautiful face framed by your blonde hair, your amazing figure. I start imagining how their eyes follow your curves, wondering if they're thinking the same things I do, feeling jealous yet proud at the same time. It makes no sense, Becky—I'm jealous and insecure, but I’m also incredibly turned on by it. I know I'm rambling, and I'm not sure what any of it means. Do you think less of me for feeling this way?"

His voice trailed off uncertainly, looking at her with a mixture of embarrassment and vulnerability. Becky stepped closer, placing a comforting hand on his chest, looking up into his eyes with gentle reassurance.

"No, sweetheart, I could never think less of you," she said quietly, her voice soft and understanding. "I know how confusing it is—I’m feeling the same way. Part of me is unsettled by it, but another part likes what it's doing for us. Ever since I mentioned Steve, our sex life has changed dramatically. We've been having sex almost every single day, and it's been amazing." Her cheeks flushed deeper at the confession, and she glanced downward, shyly admitting the truth she'd kept buried.

James reached up, gently cupping her face and tilting her chin back up so their eyes met. "But does it scare you, Becky? Because it scares me—I never want to do anything that would damage our relationship or push us apart."

Becky nodded gently, her voice quiet and earnest as she leaned into his touch. "Yes, I'm nervous about where it might lead us. I love you, James. I don’t want us to lose ourselves in this."

James wrapped his arms around her protectively, pulling her close into a tender embrace. "Me neither, Becky. We'll be careful, I promise. We'll figure this out together."

"I know, baby…I love you too," James murmured tenderly, brushing her cheek with his thumb. "Maybe we just need to stop overthinking this and enjoy whatever it's doing for us—because it’s really fucking hot." He drew Becky into his arms, kissing her deeply and passionately, his tongue exploring her mouth as he pressed her body tightly against his own.

As his hands wandered down to firmly grip her soft, round ass cheeks, Becky suddenly gasped against his mouth. She felt his rigid cock pressing insistently against her abdomen, and her eyes widened in genuine shock. James had always been good in bed, but he'd never been able to get hard again so soon after cumming—at least not until she’d told him about Steve hitting on her. It was almost as if his cock had suddenly become competitive, driven by jealousy and an overwhelming need to possess her, repeatedly and thoroughly.

Becky couldn't deny how much she secretly liked it. A thrill of excitement ran through her as she kissed him back hungrily, her body responding eagerly to his newfound aggression and stamina.

James's breathing grew heavier as he pulled up her summer dress, exposing the curve of her bare ass cheeks beneath the thin, revealing tanga panties she’d started wearing specifically to please him. His voice dropped into a low, lust-filled growl, "I fucking love these sexy panties you’ve started wearing, Becky. You look so damn hot."

Without warning, he spun her around firmly, positioning her against the kitchen island. "Bend over, baby. Stick that gorgeous ass out—I want to admire it properly."

Becky’s breath caught in her throat. "Oh…James…no, not again," she whimpered softly, the conflicting sensations of embarrassment and arousal immediately flooding her. She resisted slightly, unsure how she felt about being treated this way. But her shock multiplied when James suddenly smacked her ass firmly, causing her to yelp in surprise. Her cheeks flushed deeply at the unexpected sting, memories flooding back from the single, reckless night she’d experienced something similar in college.

James slapped her ass again, harder this time, watching intently as her skin began to redden. "I said bend over," he commanded firmly. "Show me that beautiful ass, Becky."

A fresh wave of humiliation coursed through her, but her pussy only grew wetter at the rough treatment. Reluctantly, she submitted, leaning forward over the kitchen island, heart racing, her mind torn between shame and an undeniable surge of excitement. She felt utterly exposed and vulgar—her elegant summer dress now bunched indecently around her waist, panties barely covering her ass, her creamy thighs spread slightly apart.

James stared down hungrily at the erotic sight his dignified, graceful wife presented. His cock twitched painfully at the thought that the poised, professional woman others admired was now submissively bent over, ass offered to him willingly. His jealousy flared, but so did his arousal.

"Damn, Becky—you have no idea how hot you look right now," he groaned deeply, delivering another firm slap to her ass, then gently rubbing the stinging flesh to soothe it. "I wish your admirers could see you like this, see what I get to have."

She whimpered, mortified yet deeply aroused, trembling under his touch. When James ordered her to spread her legs, she complied automatically, embarrassed at how willingly she obeyed. He reached between her thighs and cupped her pussy through the gusset of her panties, his fingers encountering warm, unmistakable wetness.

"God, Becky, you're absolutely soaked already," he murmured in awe, pressing firmly against the saturated fabric. "I need to taste you…your pussy smells amazing."

She blushed crimson at his words, her shame spiraling even higher when he pulled aside her panties, revealing the delicate folds of her pussy and the tightly puckered entrance of her asshole. "Oh no…James, please, not that," she whispered weakly, embarrassment coloring her voice.

Ignoring her protests, James leaned down, his tongue boldly running up the cleft of her ass. Becky gasped loudly, shocked by how intense the sensation felt. "James…that’s nasty…please don't," she protested feebly, even as she instinctively pushed back against his tongue, craving more.

James dropped lower, licking her dripping pussy lips hungrily. Becky widened her stance further, moaning helplessly, the exquisite pleasure eroding any lingering resistance. Yet, despite her body’s powerful response, a nagging fear lingered in her mind.

"James, wait," she panted desperately, "Not here, not in the kitchen. Jordan might come home."

"He'll use the front door—we’ll hear him," James dismissed easily, his tongue continuing to devour her soaked pussy with insatiable hunger.

"No, James, listen," Becky protested breathlessly, fighting to hold onto rational thought as pleasure overwhelmed her senses. "Sometimes…sometimes he uses the garage door. He’ll walk straight into the kitchen…"

But James wasn’t listening. His own desire had taken control, and nothing else mattered but having Becky, right here and now. Standing up, he took out his cock, already painfully hard again, rubbing the swollen, leaking head slowly along her sensitive folds, teasing her before abruptly plunging into her waiting pussy with a single brutal thrust.

"Oh fuck! James!" Becky screamed, her voice echoing through the kitchen as his thick cock filled her completely. Her fingers tightened desperately on the edges of the island, knuckles turning white, surrendering fully once again to her husband’s newfound dominance, shockingly competitive cock, and the relentless, possessive thrusts that followed.

Suddenly they heard the knob of the side door rattle, instantly recognizing the sound of Jordan unlocking it. James immediately withdrew his hard, glistening cock from Becky's soaked pussy and hastily shoved it back into his pants, fumbling with the zipper in panic. Becky quickly straightened up, frantically smoothing her dress down over her hips, but in her hurried embarrassment, forgot entirely to adjust her panties, leaving them awkwardly twisted beneath the fabric of her dress. Trying desperately to appear casual, she snatched up her wine glass, her face deeply flushed and her breath uneven. James quickly turned towards the stove, attempting to hide the prominent erection bulging uncomfortably beneath his pants.

Jordan entered, accompanied by two of his friends, Andre and Leon. All three young men paused abruptly, sensing immediately that they'd just interrupted something intimate. Their eyes lingered briefly, flickering over Becky's flushed cheeks and nervous posture, then over James's stiff-backed stance by the stove.

"Hey Mom," Jordan said, attempting a casual tone, though his expression clearly revealed his suspicion. "You're home early. Dad, are you cooking supper? Andre and Leon are staying to eat."

Without turning around, James replied tightly, his voice carefully neutral. "Yeah, sure—no problem."

"We'll be downstairs playing video games," Jordan added hastily, sensing the awkward tension in the air. Leon quickly followed Jordan towards the basement door. "But we'll have to run out later to pick up a new game at the store."

Andre hesitated a fraction longer, his eyes curiously lingering on Becky’s slightly disheveled appearance before nodding politely and following the others downstairs. Becky offered a strained smile, murmuring a nervous hello as the boys vanished down the stairs. Her heart was racing furiously, embarrassment and lingering arousal swirling chaotically inside her.

James exhaled deeply, turning back to her once he was certain the boys were out of earshot. "Damn, that was close," he whispered, concern mingling with the lingering lust in his voice. "I'm sorry—I should’ve listened to you. I just completely lost control. Are you okay?"

Becky bit her lip, thighs tightly clenched together, her pussy still throbbing urgently from the abrupt interruption. "I’m fine," she admitted breathlessly, frustration coloring her voice. "But I was so close, James. It’s just... God, the way they looked at us—I know they knew exactly what was happening. It's humiliating."

As she said this, Becky discreetly lifted the hem of her dress and adjusted her twisted panties, her cheeks burning hot with renewed embarrassment. James watched her intently, groaning softly at the provocative sight of her adjusting her underwear.

"Don't worry," he said huskily, stepping closer and gently wrapping his arms around her again. "They're eighteen—they understand that adults have sex. That's how they got here, after all. There's nothing to be ashamed of."

He brushed her flushed cheek tenderly, looking down into her eyes with deep affection and renewed hunger. "You're the sexiest, most beautiful woman I’ve ever known."

Becky smiled shyly, playfully pushing against his chest. "Alright, that's enough," she whispered, glancing nervously towards the basement stairs. "The last thing we need is one of them coming back up and catching us again. And stop kissing my ass."

James chuckled softly, his eyes still full of warmth. "I’m only speaking the truth, Becky. But listen, I know I left you hanging—I promise I'll make it up to you properly tonight."

She smiled warmly, relaxing slightly under his affectionate gaze as he leaned in, gently pressing a loving kiss to her forehead. James glanced toward the basement stairs thoughtfully. "Maybe I should just see if the boys want pizza tonight. Honestly, I don't feel like cooking anymore after that."

Becky laughed softly, her embarrassment finally easing a little. "Pizza sounds perfect," she said, slipping comfortably back into his embrace, savoring the comforting warmth of his body against hers.


Chapter 2

As James descended the basement stairs, intending to ask the boys about dinner, he slowed when he heard their voices drifting up—loud, unfiltered, and completely unaware of his presence.

“Damn, man, your dad was trying to get some when we all burst in,” Leon chuckled crudely. “Did you see your mom’s face? She wanted it bad. She’s the hottest MILF ever.”

James froze mid-step, his heart thudding in his chest.

Andre chimed in, laughing even harder. “Yeah, no doubt we walked in right in the middle of it—thick and heavy. Man…your mama is a total smoke show. The hottest MILF, hands down.”

There was a pause, then Jordan’s voice cut in, sharp and defensive. “Shut up, man. That’s my mom you’re talking about.”

It wasn’t the first time James had overheard Jordan defending Becky from the crude comments of his friends. He remembered Becky once mentioning how she didn’t love Andre’s influence, and now James understood more clearly. Jordan had admitted before that his group of friends had even taken a vote once—who had the hottest mom—and Becky had won easily. Apparently, her polished looks, petite figure, and natural sex appeal hadn’t gone unnoticed.

Ever since that awkward afternoon in the kitchen, Jordan had noticed a shift in the way his friends talked about his mom. What had once been the occasional offhand comment had turned into a running theme—full of teasing, loaded with sexual innuendo. It had become a kind of ritual among the three of them. The jokes were crude, the remarks shameless, but underneath the bravado, it all felt like part of that familiar, adolescent locker-room rhythm: friendly jabs, exaggerated fantasies, and a bit of jealousy masked with laughter.

If Becky had been someone else’s mom, Jordan knew he’d be just as bad. Maybe worse. It wasn’t lost on him how hot she was—petite and curvy, always well put-together without ever seeming like she was trying too hard. It wasn’t her fault his friends couldn’t keep their mouths shut.

“Come on, man, it’s not my fault your mom’s the hottest MILF around,” Andre said with a grin, elbowing Jordan just enough to get under his skin. “I mean seriously, I can’t stop looking at her. Those legs, man—long, creamy, toned. Have you seen the way her ass looks in those short shorts? And don’t even get me started on the yoga pants. That’s a perfect, tight little bubble butt. Plus those tight tops she wears? Her titties are just right, man. Drives me fuckin’ nuts.”

Jordan rolled his eyes and shoved Andre’s shoulder, more amused than annoyed. “Dumbass. Why don’t you go drool over Leon’s mom and her big-ass booty? I thought you were into that kind of thing.”

Leon snorted. “Nah, your mom’s way finer. My mom’s just… yeah, no competition. She’s like, bottom of the bracket.” He grinned. “I mean, I love her, but she ain’t winning any hot mom contests.”

All three burst into laughter, the kind that only guys who’ve known each other for years can get away with. There were no lines crossed—just a blur of hormones, sarcasm, and unfiltered trash talk.

Jordan shook his head, but he was grinning too. “But you’re right. My mom is fine.”

“Damn right she is,” Andre said, winking. “Respect.”

Upstairs, James happened to hear the tail end of it. He wasn’t bothered. If anything, he found it oddly amusing. He knew the boys were all eighteen now—legally adults, but still riding that wave of adolescent bravado. He remembered being that age himself, how easy it was to get fixated on any woman who carried herself with confidence and sex appeal. There had always been that one mom in every friend group, the one who turned heads and inspired endless whispered fantasies.

For Jordan’s friends, Becky was clearly that mom.

James didn’t feel threatened—just quietly aware. His wife was desirable, even to younger men, and while he’d never admit it out loud, some small part of him liked knowing that.

James headed back upstairs, giving the boys a few minutes before returning to the basement—this time making just enough noise on the stairs to signal his approach. No sense in catching them mid-trash-talk again. "Alright," he called out casually, "I’m thinking of ordering pizza instead of cooking—sound good to everyone?"

All three boys immediately agreed with enthusiastic nods and mumbled affirmatives.

“I’ll do carry-out,” James added. “Anyone want to come with? We can stop by GameStop on the way.”

Leon perked up right away. “Yeah, I’ll come. I need to check something out there anyway.”

Jordan shrugged. “Sure, I’ll tag along.”

Andre, still lounging with a controller in hand, shook his head. “Nah, I’m good. Gonna stay back and keep playing.”

“Alright,” James said, nodding. “I’ll place the order now. We’ll head out in about twenty minutes.”

He headed back upstairs, pulled out his phone, and quickly placed the order for two large pizzas. Then he found Becky in the living room, still nursing her wine, looking more composed than earlier but still a little flushed.

"Honey, I’m going to pick up the pizza,” James said. “Jordan and Leon want to hit the video game store on the way, so they’re coming with me."

Becky raised an eyebrow. “Andre’s not going?”

“Nope. Says he wants to stay back and play.”

She frowned slightly. “That’s… kind of weird, isn’t it?”

James gave her a knowing smile and a shrug. “Yeah, well… teenagers. They’re all weird in their own way. Never know what’s going on in those hormone-rattled brains.”

Becky chuckled, shaking her head. “Alright, just don’t take too long.”

James leaned down and kissed her cheek. “We won’t. Be back soon.”

With that, he grabbed his keys and headed out the door with Jordan and Leon, leaving his wife—and Andre—alone in the house.

After they left, she went to the kitchen to pour more wine.

"Mrs. Richards… can I have a little bit of that too?" Andre’s voice came from behind her, casual but laced with a grin she could hear before even turning around.

Becky turned from the kitchen counter, wine glass in hand, to see the tall, athletic young man standing there with that familiar mischievous smile. His posture was relaxed, confident—but not disrespectful. There was something different in his tone, something smoother than usual.

"Dream on, Andre," she said with a half-laugh, arching a brow at him. "That's not going to happen. You’re too young for it."

"Come on, Mrs. Richards," he said, still grinning, stepping a little closer. "I mean—I’m old enough to vote, old enough to join the army, buy a gun... just not fair that I can’t have a sip of wine. Doesn’t seem right, does it?"

Becky gave a slow smile despite herself. His argument was… oddly reasonable. And there was a charm to the way he said it, that light, playful glint in his eyes. Any other day, she would’ve shut it down immediately with a firm, motherly tone and sent him back downstairs. But something about the way he spoke—confident, smooth, and a little bit cheeky—caught her off guard. That, and the lingering throb between her legs that still hadn’t fully faded.

“You make a pretty decent case,” she said, her voice wry but not unkind. “But still… it’s not going to happen.”

Andre picked up on the shift instantly—the softness in her voice, the glimmer in her eyes that wasn’t entirely dismissive. He leaned just a little closer, still keeping a respectful distance but letting his presence fill the space between them.

“How about just a sip?” he said, lowering his voice just enough. “I won’t tell anyone… if you don’t.”

Becky caught herself glancing at his mouth as he spoke—his smile bright and bold, his white teeth striking against his dark lips. There was something undeniably magnetic about the contrast, about the self-assured way he carried himself. She felt her cheeks warm as she looked away quickly, unsure if it was the wine or something else entirely stirring her pulse.

She gave a soft laugh, half-heartedly scolding herself. “You’re trouble, Andre,” she murmured, swirling the wine in her glass.

"You're trouble, Andre," Becky said with a teasing smirk, cradling her wine glass as she turned toward him.

Andre stepped a little closer, his grin wide and unbothered. "Maybe," he said, voice low and confident. "But I’m the good kind of trouble."

He wasn’t like how she usually saw him—loud, immature, always posturing around Jordan. There was something more self-assured in the way he stood now, something undeniably flirtatious in his tone.

"I was getting bored downstairs by myself," he said casually, his gaze lingering just a little longer than necessary. "Thought maybe I could hang out with you for a bit… until everyone comes back."

Becky raised an eyebrow but kept her tone light. “You should’ve gone with the others to the store.”

Andre shrugged, leaning against the counter. “Figured I’d rather spend some time with you, Mrs. Richards.”

She gave a small laugh, trying to keep things playful. “Why would you want to spend time with an old lady like me?”

He didn’t miss a beat. “First of all, you’re not old. And second… you’re really pretty. I like hanging out with pretty ladies.”

Becky rolled her eyes, but couldn’t stop the smile tugging at her lips. She knew it was just harmless flirting—probably just Andre being cheeky, maybe even trying to get under her skin the way teenage boys did. Still, there was something about his tone, the way he looked at her, that made her stomach flutter. It was silly. She was older, married, and definitely should have been brushing him off completely.

But the attention… the boldness of it… it made her feel something she hadn’t felt in a long time. Seen. Desired. Not as a mom or a wife—but simply as a woman.

Andre pressed on, his confidence growing as he picked up on the subtle shift in Becky's body language—the way her posture tensed slightly, the way her eyes lingered on him just a second too long. He sensed an opening and took it.

"I sure do think you’re pretty," he said smoothly, his voice lowering a notch. "And just so you know… most of my friends think you’re really hot. We actually took a vote once, back in the fall, just for fun. Hottest mom out of all our friends. You won. Hands down."

Becky raised her eyebrows, caught between amusement and embarrassment.

“You know what MILF stands for, right?” Andre added, his tone husky as he stepped closer, keeping his gaze locked on hers.

Andre wasn’t just bold—he was striking in his own right. Tall, lean, and athletic, with defined arms that filled out the sleeves of his t-shirt and a confident ease in how he moved. His dark skin was smooth, his jawline sharp, and when he smiled, his white teeth flashed against his full lips in a way that was hard to ignore. Becky felt his physical presence as he moved closer—his body heat, his height, the subtle tension in the air.

She instinctively stepped back half a pace, trying to defuse the moment with humor. “Young man, I do know what MILF stands for,” she said, eyes narrowing playfully. “And I better not hear you say what it means out loud.”

Andre grinned, his gaze never wavering. “Just making sure,” he said, voice low and teasing. “You’d be surprised how many people agree with the vote.”

Becky shook her head, laughing softly, but her heart was thudding in her chest. She could feel the atmosphere changing—charged with something more than just harmless teasing—and it left her flustered in a way she hadn’t expected.

"Don’t you boys have anything better to do than rating each other’s moms like they’re some kind of contest?" Becky asked, exasperated but trying to keep her tone light. "You all need to get jobs or hobbies—something to keep your minds off this nonsense. Maybe then you’ll stop ogling your friends' mothers and figure out how to keep your testosterone in check."

She turned and started walking away from Andre, wine glass in hand. "You should be looking at girls your own age," she tossed over her shoulder.

"You can’t blame me, Mrs. Richards," Andre called after her, his voice smooth but laced with that same bold energy. "You’re just… so sexy. You really are. None of the girls from high school even come close. They don’t have legs like yours, or the way your ass looks—tight, round, perfect. You’re not just beautiful, you're hot."

Becky froze mid-step, her spine stiffening at his words. She turned back toward him slowly, her face flushing with heat, caught off guard by his sudden, shameless directness. "Enough, Andre," she said firmly, though her voice came out softer than she intended. "Stop hitting on your friend’s mom."

But when her eyes met his, she saw it—the raw, unfiltered desire shining in his gaze. There was nothing juvenile or joking about it. It wasn’t a game to him anymore. And even though she knew it was wrong, even though everything in her told her to shut it down, she couldn’t deny what she felt in that moment.

Because that look in Andre’s eyes—it made her feel wanted. Not just admired, but craved. And part of her, the part that still felt the warm ache between her legs from earlier, liked it.

"Even though it’s very sweet—the little crush you have on me—you really shouldn’t be looking at me that way, Andre," Becky said gently, her voice soft but firm. "Thinking about me that way... it’s not appropriate. Now go on, stop ogling me and get back to your video game. You should be focusing on girls your own age."

She tried to keep her tone maternal, nurturing, but there was a slight tremble in her voice that she hoped he didn’t catch. It was easier to think of him as a harmless teenager, someone still figuring himself out. What she didn’t know was that Andre, despite just turning eighteen, was no inexperienced boy. He had charm, confidence, and the kind of street-smart sensuality that came from experience. He’d already slept with several girls—and a couple of women. The flirtation wasn’t new to him. But what made this different, and exciting, was that Mrs. Richards was off-limits. And she had no idea how far she’d already let him in.

"You’re very kind, Mrs. Richards," Andre said quietly, dropping his gaze with calculated humility. "I get what you’re saying. I do. But... I don’t think I can stop thinking about you."

His voice carried just the right amount of resignation and vulnerability. Becky, unaware of the game he was playing, felt her heart soften. There was something about his tone that touched her—a hint of sincerity, of longing, that made it easy to overlook how forward he’d just been.

"I know feelings like that can be confusing," she said, choosing her words carefully. "And I understand they’re not always easy to shake off. But you also know this isn’t right. So you have to try, okay?"

Andre gave a little nod, keeping his expression subdued. Inside, he was smiling. He’d made far more progress than he’d expected. She hadn’t shut him down cold. She’d let him talk, let him get close. And now they shared something—a secret. Something private. Something intimate. Becky thought telling him not to repeat their conversation would protect him from embarrassment. What she’d really done was give him leverage.

"And what you told me today…" she added, her voice lowering slightly. "Keep it to yourself. Don’t mention it to anyone."

"Okay," he replied, his tone soft, touched with mock sadness. "I understand."

But in his mind, it was anything but over. Now there would be looks. Glances. Subtle shifts in body language. A shared undercurrent between them that hadn’t been there before. He liked keeping secrets. Especially ones like this.

Then, as if on impulse, he asked with gentle sweetness, “Can I at least get a hug from you, Mrs. Richards?”

Becky blinked, surprised by the request. Her first instinct was to say no. But the way he looked at her—soft, disappointed, boyish—it caught her off guard. It felt like a small, kind gesture to offer a boy whose feelings she’d had to gently reject.

"Just a hug," she said quietly, almost to herself.

She told herself it was harmless. Just a comforting embrace to smooth over an awkward moment. But deep down, beneath the maternal logic and polite boundaries, there was something else. A small but undeniable desire to feel his body close to hers. To satisfy, if only for a second, the part of her that was curious.

Becky’s eyes drifted over Andre as he stepped closer. His basketball shorts sat low on his hips, revealing the waistband of his dark FTL boxer briefs. Normally, she would’ve rolled her eyes at the sagging style—but something about the way Andre wore it, with his tall, athletic frame and casual confidence, made it unexpectedly appealing. His t-shirt clung to a toned chest and broad shoulders, not quite tight, but fitted enough to hint at the lean muscle underneath. There was no trace of adolescent awkwardness in how he moved. He was built like a man who knew his body—and knew how to use it.

When he stepped in and wrapped his arms around her, Becky let herself be drawn into the hug. His body felt warm, solid, and strong against hers. She expected it to feel like comforting a kid who needed to be let down gently. Instead, it made her breath hitch. Her hands moved over his back, and without even realizing it, they slid lower—resting on the upper swell of his buttocks, over the soft cotton of his boxers where his shirt had ridden up slightly.

Andre held her gently but firmly, and when he felt her hands lingering, he responded in kind. His palms found the curve of her lower back, fingers resting just at the top of her ass in a slow, daring motion that felt less like a mistake and more like a choice.

"You smell so good, Becky," he whispered, his voice low and velvet smooth, warm against her ear.

The use of her first name hit like a lightning bolt. Becky stiffened, the moment shattered. She pulled back abruptly, her breath catching as a rush of guilt and something dangerously close to arousal surged through her.

"You don’t call me that," she said, sharper than she meant to. "It’s Mrs. Richards to you."

Andre stepped back, his expression shifting into something apologetic, though his eyes still glinted with that same quiet confidence. "I’m sorry, Mrs. Richards. I wasn’t thinking—I just… lost my head for a second."

Becky was trying to catch her breath, her pulse pounding, her body betraying her in subtle, unmistakable ways. She could still feel the warmth of his hands, the closeness of his body, and worst of all, the ache beginning to build between her legs.

"I have things to do, Andre," she said quickly, needing space more than anything. "Please… go play your video game."

Her voice was cool, but her face was flushed as she turned and hurried upstairs. She closed the bedroom door behind her and leaned against it, hand still clutching the wine glass, heart hammering in her chest. She tried to tell herself it meant nothing.

But she couldn’t stop replaying the feel of his arms around her… or the sound of her name in his voice.


Chapter 3

A little while later, James returned with the pizzas, Jordan and Leon trailing behind him. The two boys grabbed a full box and a bottle of Coke, barely pausing before disappearing into the basement, laughing about something and already talking about what game they were going to play.

James noticed Becky wasn’t downstairs. Curious, he set the other pizza on the counter and headed up to their bedroom. He found her sitting on the edge of the bed, hands clasped in her lap, staring off like she was deep in thought.

“Why are you up here?” he asked softly, walking toward her. “Everything okay, honey?”

Becky looked up slowly, her expression a mixture of confusion and guilt. “I don’t know, James. I don’t know what’s going on with me… I did something I’m not proud of.”

James sat beside her, his brow furrowing with concern. “What do you mean? What happened?”

She hesitated, then nervously recounted what had transpired with Andre—how he’d come upstairs, flirted with her, how she let the hug linger too long, how her hands had wandered. She confessed, expecting anger, maybe even disgust.

Instead, James stared at her for a long moment. Then, without a word, he leaned in and kissed her—deeply, roughly, full of heat.

“You naughty little thing,” he growled against her lips. “Flirting with a young Black man… my wife, putting her hands on him. I can’t believe it.”

Becky gasped, breathless. “You’re… you’re not mad?”

“I don’t know what I’m supposed to feel,” James admitted. “I’m jealous. But I’m also so fucking turned on. Just hearing it—picturing you like that—it’s driving me insane.”

He pushed her gently back onto the bed, his hands already moving up her thighs, lifting the hem of her dress. Becky’s breath hitched.

“You’re okay with it?” she whispered, her voice a mix of disbelief and arousal. “I can’t believe how deviant you’re becoming.”

James kissed a trail up her inner thigh, then paused just at the edge of her panties, tugging them aside.

“Not now,” Becky whispered urgently. “The boys are in the basement.”

James didn’t listen. He inhaled sharply, voice thick with lust. “Fuck… you’re soaked. You’re so fucking wet for me.”

And then his mouth was on her, tongue pressing into her folds, ignoring everything but the taste of his wife’s arousal. Becky moaned, fingers gripping the sheets, as the guilt and confusion melted into raw pleasure—and something much darker, much more thrilling, stirred just beneath the surface.

Becky gasped, her back arching as James's tongue worked her pussy with raw, unrelenting hunger. He held her thighs wide apart, his grip firm, almost possessive. His mouth moved with practiced intensity—slow, teasing licks that made her tremble, then deep, focused strokes that sent shocks of pleasure through her core. She couldn’t stop herself from moaning, hands gripping the sheets, her voice growing louder with every flick of his tongue.

As the orgasm built fast and hard, her whole body tensed. James didn’t stop—he held her down and devoured her, even as she writhed under his mouth. When the climax finally hit, it tore through her with violent intensity. She cried out, only for James to reach up and gently bite the edge of her hand, muffling her cries as her body bucked against his face. Her thighs clamped around his head as she came hard, trembling uncontrollably.

James only pulled away when her moans softened to breathy whimpers, her body sagging in the aftermath.

Still panting, she opened her eyes—and saw him standing at the edge of the bed, stripping off his pants. His cock stood thick and hard, nearly seven inches of flushed, twitching arousal, already slick with pre-cum. It bobbed slightly with every breath he took, the veins along the shaft prominent, the head swollen and gleaming.

Becky’s breath hitched. Her eyes fixed on his cock, hungry and full of awe.

"This is what you want, baby, isn’t it?" James growled, voice low and dark with lust. "Then get on your knees."

She slid off the bed without a word, lowering herself gracefully in front of him. Her eyes flicked up to meet his as she knelt before him, her fingers brushing along his thighs, admiring the strength in them. Her breath trembled with anticipation as his cock hovered inches from her lips, pulsing with need.

He rubbed the head gently across her lips, smearing a bead of pre-cum against them. She opened her mouth willingly, and just as her lips parted, he thrust forward with a rough urgency.

She gagged slightly, caught off guard, her eyes flying wide as she looked up at him in shock. But James’s expression was fierce with lust, almost feral—his jaw clenched, brow furrowed, chest rising with heavy breaths. He held her head gently, letting her adjust, his fingers threading into her hair.

Slowly, he pulled back. Becky took over, licking along the shaft, tracing the veins with her tongue, worshipping his cock with slow, deliberate care. Her hands stroked the base, guiding him as she sucked, moaned, and worked him deeper into her throat. She could feel him twitch in her mouth with every swirl of her tongue.

James let out a long groan, tilting his head back slightly. “God… watching you like this,” he muttered. “You look so fucking beautiful, baby.”

Becky’s cheeks flushed at the praise. She loved the power of it—the way he trembled from her touch, the control she had over his pleasure, even as she knelt before him. Her lips slid down his shaft again, deeper this time, until her nose nearly touched his skin. She pulled back slowly, letting her tongue drag along the underside before popping the head from her mouth with a soft gasp.

Then she looked up at him, eyes gleaming. “Tell me what you want, baby.”

James looked down at her, breath ragged, voice raw. “Lick my balls. Slowly. I want to feel that tongue on every inch.”

She smiled and leaned in, dragging her tongue down his shaft and gently taking one ball into her mouth. She sucked softly, then licked across the other, teasing them both with her warm, wet tongue. James’s legs stiffened, his hands tightening in her hair as he groaned low in his throat.

“You like that?” she whispered against his skin, stroking his shaft as her mouth continued its slow, sensuous worship.

“Fuck… yes,” he gasped. “Don’t stop.”

But in the back of his mind, even as pleasure washed over him, another image began to take form—uninvited, but undeniable. Becky, just like this… on her knees, lips wrapped around another man’s cock. A Black cock. Bigger, darker, thicker. He clenched his jaw at the image, unsure whether it turned him on or unsettled him. Maybe both.

His cock throbbed violently in her hand at the thought.

Becky noticed. She looked up at him again, her eyes curious. “You’re getting harder,” she murmured, her lips brushing his shaft. “What are you thinking about?”

James didn’t hesitate. His lust was feral now, unrestrained. He grabbed Becky’s head, fingers tangled in her hair, and drove his cock straight into her mouth. The force of it made her eyes go wide—she choked, gagging around his thickness, spitting up involuntarily as the tip slammed against the back of her throat. Her hands pushed against his thighs in reflex, but he didn’t stop. He pulled back, just enough for her to gasp for air—and then thrust in again, even deeper this time.

Becky’s world narrowed to the sound of his breathing, the rhythm of his body, and the overwhelming fullness of her mouth being used so brutally. He was fucking her mouth now, hard and relentless. Her jaw ached, her throat burned, and tears welled in her eyes as saliva dripped down her chin.

And yet… she didn’t stop him.

She couldn’t.

Because beneath the shock and humiliation, a dark, forbidden heat coiled in her belly. Her husband was completely overtaken by lust—gripping her, using her, reducing her to a hole to fuck. And the terrifying truth was that part of her liked it. No—craved it. She hated how soaked her pussy had become, hated how she was moaning around his cock. She hated that her hand had slipped between her legs without her even realizing it, fingers rubbing her swollen clit as he used her mouth like it was nothing.

She was disgusted with herself. But her body was betraying her.

Tears streamed down her face, from the gagging, from the emotion, from the sheer overstimulation. Her throat spasmed around him, and still, he didn’t let up. James was lost in it now—lost in the sight of his elegant wife on her knees, drooling, red-faced, and willingly reduced to this depraved, obedient thing. It was everything he didn’t know he wanted.

After nearly five minutes of savage thrusts, he finally stopped. Becky was gasping, coughing, her lips puffy and slick, mascara smudged at the corners of her eyes.

James pulled her up and kissed her fiercely—tasting her own saliva on her lips as he stripped the rest of her clothing. He lifted her onto the bed and pushed her onto her back. With her panties pulled off and her legs spread wide, he knelt between her thighs, his breath heavy.

Her pussy was glistening—wet, swollen, aching for release. He ran his fingers through her folds, groaning at how soaked she was.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” he rasped, not really expecting an answer. Becky turned her head away, ashamed of how desperately her hips arched toward his touch.

James leaned over her, kissed her—slowly this time, gently, like he wanted to remind her who he was. And as he held her legs back and positioned himself at her entrance, he pushed in, slow but steady, sinking his cock into the dripping heat of her pussy.

Becky gasped, her fingers digging into the sheets, her body trembling as he filled her completely.

She couldn’t deny it.

She wanted this.

She wanted him to fuck her. To claim her. To take her so thoroughly there would be no room left for guilt—only surrender.

And yet, a voice deep inside whispered: this isn’t who I thought I was.

And that was the most dangerous thrill of all.

“Oh honey… you’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever known,” James murmured, his voice hoarse with emotion and lust. He kissed her, slow and tender, his body pressed against hers as he positioned himself between her legs. “I love you so much.”

Becky felt her breath catch as his cock slid back inside her—thick, warm, still slick from her mouth and soaked with her arousal. Her legs wrapped around his hips automatically, her fingers gripping his back as he began to move with long, deliberate strokes, filling her completely each time.

He was trying to take it slow—she could tell. His jaw was tight, his breathing uneven, and every time her pussy clenched around him, she felt the way his rhythm faltered just slightly. He was already close, too close, and trying not to let it show.

James groaned softly, buried his face in the crook of her neck, and slowed his thrusts even more. “God… baby… you feel so fucking good. I’m trying… I’m trying to make it last.”

Becky moaned in his ear, her voice shaky. “Don’t hold back… just fuck me. However you need to.”

He hissed at that, pulling back to look at her face—flushed, needy, lips parted. Her words broke what little restraint he had left. He tried to push the edge away, to breathe through it, to focus on her breasts bouncing under him, the curve of her hips, the slick warmth of her pussy around his cock.

But it wasn’t enough.

The image flashed again in his mind—Becky on her knees, drooling around his cock, taking it deep like she had never done before. Her flushed face, her hand between her thighs, her total surrender.

His hips jerked.

“Shit…” he grunted, his voice cracking as his cock twitched inside her. He tried to hold still, to slow it down, but it was already too late. His orgasm ripped through him, sudden and unstoppable, his cock pulsing hard as he emptied himself deep into her, flood after flood of hot cum filling her pussy.

Becky gasped, eyes fluttering shut as she felt it. The intensity, the heat, the sensation of being taken. Owned. Even though he hadn’t lasted long, the moment felt raw, primal—almost overwhelming in its honesty.

James collapsed beside her, panting, one hand draped across her belly, the other brushing her cheek as he tried to catch his breath.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered after a moment, not looking at her. “I didn’t mean to finish so fast. I was just… so worked up.”

Becky turned toward him, studying his flushed face. She leaned in and kissed his shoulder. “You don’t have to apologize,” she said softly. “It was intense. I liked it.”

James exhaled, finally meeting her eyes, a flicker of relief in his expression.

They lay there in silence for a while, tangled in sweat-damp sheets, the room still heavy with the scent of sex. Becky’s pussy still tingled from the sudden fullness, the warmth of his cum inside her. Her body buzzed with satisfaction, but her mind was far from still.

Eventually, she stirred. Her dress was wrinkled, twisted halfway around her waist, and she was painfully aware of how soaked she was between her thighs.

“I need to change,” she said, her voice soft and a little shy.

“Why?” James asked, grinning. “I think you look perfect.”

She gave him a playful glare. “My dress is a mess. I look like I just got fucked. If I go downstairs like this, the boys will notice. Especially Andre.”

James chuckled at that, giving her hip a light smack. “Alright, alright. Go change. But don’t take too long. I’m starving now.”

She slipped out of bed, legs still weak and wobbly, and padded toward the closet. As she stepped out of the dress and reached for something fresh, she felt a trickle of cum sliding down her inner thigh, and a flush crept up her neck.

She smiled to herself, then paused.

There was something dangerous in how good it had felt—being used, filled, degraded. Something that made her want more.

And that scared her.

As Becky stood up, she felt a slow, warm trickle of cum slide from her used pussy, slipping down the inside of her thigh. She instinctively clenched her legs together, but the sensation made her pulse flutter. There was something so raw, so wickedly satisfying about it—the mess, the lingering heat, the evidence of what they had just done. It made her feel exposed and dirty… and incredibly alive.

She took a breath, cheeks flushed with a mix of arousal and disbelief. This wasn’t how she usually felt after sex. This was different. Wilder. She was surprised by how much she liked feeling this way—this version of herself that was softer, submissive, and utterly owned.

Turning back to the bed, she leaned down and wrapped her arms around James, pressing her body to his as she kissed him hard, with deep affection and lingering desire.

"What are you doing to me, baby?" she whispered, her lips brushing his. "I haven’t felt this way in such a long time."

James smiled as he pulled her close, resting his forehead against hers. Her eyes were wide with excitement, her whole face still flushed. He could see it—how much she was buzzing from what had just happened.

"I just love how turned on you get," she murmured. "You were so hungry for me… so rough." She paused, biting her lip. "I didn’t know I liked that. But I think… I do."

James looked at her with a new kind of heat. “I like it too. I’ve never seen you like this, Becky. I just wanted you so bad. I hope I didn’t hurt you… I know I got a bit rough.”

“It was okay,” she said quietly, almost bashfully. But her shy smile and the look in her eyes told him everything. She hadn’t just tolerated it. She’d enjoyed it. And something had shifted between them because of it.

He kissed her again, slower this time, savoring the intimacy. Then she pulled away, smoothing her hair, her thighs still slick with the remnants of their passion.

“I’m gonna clean up and change,” she said, her voice still warm and breathy. “Be down in a bit.”

James was halfway to the door before turning back with a grin. “Wear those yoga pants. You know I love the way they show off your tight, round butt.”

She rolled her eyes playfully, but couldn’t stop the smirk tugging at her lips.

As he left the room, Becky stood there for a moment, her heart still racing, her body humming. She wasn’t just surprised by James’s intensity—she was surprised by herself. Something had been unlocked. And now that the door was open, she wasn’t sure she wanted to close it again.


Chapter 4

James was sitting at the kitchen table, finishing his second slice of pizza when Becky walked in. She’d changed into light grey yoga pants and a snug short-sleeved top—casual, but undeniably flattering. The seam of the yoga pants dipped perfectly between the cheeks of her tight, round ass, hugging her curves with every step she took. Through the soft, thin cotton of her top, the outline of her bra was faintly visible, and her nipples gently pressed against the fabric. She didn’t seem to realize just how good she looked—or maybe she did, but was pretending not to.

James's eyes followed her as she moved around the kitchen. He couldn’t help it.

“You look very sexy, honey,” he said, voice low and appreciative, gaze shamelessly dragging over her body.

Becky blushed and looked away. “James, stop staring at me like that,” she said, her tone shy but not truly scolding.

James leaned back in his chair, smirking. “Andre’s gonna like the way your ass looks in those yoga pants.”

Her head whipped toward him, her face instantly reddening. “So that’s why you asked me to wear these?” she hissed in disbelief. “So a teenage boy could check me out? James, that’s… that’s so wrong. Let’s not talk about this anymore.”

She sat down beside him, clearly flustered. Her body was still humming from earlier, but the sudden mention of Andre sent a jolt of unease through her. It made her feel exposed—too seen.

James only grinned, unfazed, as he reached for another slice. They let the moment pass and made idle small talk while they ate, the tension cooling but not disappearing.

After they were done, James leaned back in his chair and looked at her, eyes still warm with mischief. “Why don’t you go downstairs? Check on the boys?”

Becky stared at him, eyes narrowing. “Get a hold of yourself, James. Get your mind out of the gutter. Our son is down there too.”

He raised his hands in surrender, chuckling. “You’re right, you’re right. I’ll go upstairs, get some work done. Take my mind off… things.”

She gave him a pointed look but couldn’t help the ghost of a smile tugging at her lips.

“Okay, but before you go—can you bring down the laundry basket from the bathroom? I need to do some laundry.”

“Sure, hon,” he said, getting up from the table and giving her one last appreciative look before heading upstairs.

As he disappeared from view, Becky stared at the table, then at her reflection in the kitchen window. Her cheeks were still pink. The yoga pants did cling a little more than she’d realized. Or maybe she had realized. Maybe she was just starting to admit how much she liked being noticed. Even if it made her nervous.

As James stepped off the last stair, holding the laundry basket full of dirty clothes, he nearly collided with Andre, who was just stepping out of the basement. The door to the lower level was right next to the staircase that led upstairs.

“Whoa—sorry, Mr. Richards. I didn’t see you there,” Andre said quickly, stepping back with easy grace. His voice was calm but respectful, his demeanor confident without being cocky.

James steadied himself. “It’s okay,” he replied. “I wasn’t paying attention either.”

Both of them, unknown to the other, had their minds on the same thing—Becky.

Looking at Andre, James suddenly had an idea. A strange, charged idea. The boy’s attraction to Becky had become undeniable. And instead of feeling threatened, James found the thought oddly arousing. Here was a confident, athletic young Black man practically obsessed with his wife… and the idea of showing her off—letting him see her up close—sent a pulse of heat through James’s gut.

“Actually,” James said, trying to keep his voice casual, “would you mind taking this down to the laundry room? My wife’s in there. Just hand it to her for me.”

Andre raised an eyebrow and nodded, accepting the basket without hesitation. “Sure thing,” he said smoothly. “No problem.”

As Andre walked off, James waited at the base of the stairs for a beat, then slowly followed—his footsteps deliberately quiet. He didn’t know what he was looking for. He just knew he wanted to see something. Something real. Something forbidden.

When he reached the hallway near the laundry room, he paused and peeked through the slightly ajar door.

But Becky wasn’t inside.

Only Andre stood there, the laundry basket sitting on the counter. James’s eyes widened as he watched the boy quietly reach in and pick up a pair of Becky’s panties—small, pink, lacy. Andre held them gently between his fingers, his expression unreadable. Then, slowly, almost reverently, he brought them to his nose.

He closed his eyes for a moment, taking in her scent.

James’s heart pounded.

There was something primal and unsettling about it—this quiet, focused ritual. Andre wasn’t laughing. He wasn’t being crude. He looked… serious. Hungry. Controlled.

James watched, frozen, as Andre let out a soft exhale and carefully set the panties back in the basket. There was no hand down his shorts. No movement below the waist. But the bulge pressing against the front of his athletic shorts was unmistakable.

Then Andre glanced toward the door—and saw him.

For a long second, neither of them moved. Their eyes locked. James didn’t know what expression he had on his face—shock, shame, maybe even something darker. He turned quickly and stepped back, his heart racing, unsure of what he’d just witnessed or how he felt about it.

Andre appeared a moment later, looking composed but clearly aware he’d been caught. “Mr. Richards…” he began, his voice low and controlled. “I’m sorry. That wasn’t… I didn’t mean any disrespect.”

James kept walking, not sure what to say. “It’s okay. Don’t worry about it,” he said quickly, though the words felt clumsy in his mouth.

But Andre didn’t let it go. “Please,” he said, following behind, tone sincere. “Can I have a word with you? Just a minute. I think I owe you that.”

James stopped, his pulse still thudding, unsure if he was angry, embarrassed… or aroused.

Not wanting Becky to come around the corner and stumble into an awkward confrontation, James quickly said, “Okay… let’s talk in my office.”

He led Andre down the hall, pushing open the door and motioning for him to step inside. James shut it behind them, rubbing the back of his neck as he tried to get a grip on his thoughts. He didn’t want to stretch this out any more than necessary.

“You really don’t have to say anything else, Andre,” James said, keeping his voice low but calm. “I get it. Things happen. You’re a young man… hormones, curiosity, all that. You're exploring things—it's normal. I understand.”

Andre looked relieved but still carried a flicker of guilt in his expression. “I just… I didn’t want you to think I was trying to be disrespectful. You’ve always been cool to me, and I really appreciate that. I don’t want to mess up how you see me.”

He glanced down for a second, then looked James in the eye again. “It wasn’t about anything more than a moment of weakness, I guess. I saw your wife’s panties and… I don’t even know what I was thinking. She’s just—” He hesitated. “She’s beautiful. And sexy. That’s all.”

James gave a quiet chuckle, more surprised by Andre’s honesty than anything else. “No hard feelings,” he said, settling into the chair behind his desk. “I appreciate you owning it. Becky is beautiful, and yeah—she definitely turns heads. She’s gotten male attention our whole marriage.”

Andre relaxed visibly, his shoulders easing. “Thanks, Mr. Richards. I wasn’t sure how you'd take it. You’re a lot cooler than most guys would be.”

Then, after a brief pause, he asked the question that had clearly been simmering in his mind. “So… it really doesn’t bother you when other men check her out?”

James leaned back, arms folded, considering. “There was a time it did. Big time. I used to get jealous, territorial… but over the years, I guess something shifted. She can’t help how she looks, and I’d drive myself crazy trying to police every guy’s eyes. So now? I take it differently.”

He smiled, a slow, knowing grin. “Now it kind of makes me proud, to be honest. She’s gorgeous, and if other men notice… that just means I get to go home with someone the whole room’s watching. I’m the one she loves. That’s what matters.”

James could tell Andre was fishing now. Testing the waters. Gauging his reactions. And James couldn’t help but wonder—what would he think if he knew the truth? That part of him was actually turned on by the idea of other men desiring his wife?

“Yeah… true. I get it,” Andre said, his tone measured, the hint of something unspoken beneath his words.

“I was just heading up for a Coke anyway.”

“I could use a drink too,” James replied casually. “Come on, let’s grab something.”

They walked together to the kitchen, the silence between them not exactly awkward, but charged. James opened the fridge, handed Andre a Coke, then pulled out a cold beer for himself.

As they turned to leave, the garage door creaked open and Becky stepped in. Both men looked up.

“What were you doing in the garage?” James asked.

Becky didn’t answer right away. Her eyes immediately landed on Andre—and froze. He was staring at her with open admiration, no longer bothering to hide it. And what caught him off guard wasn’t just her presence—it was what she was wearing now.

She’d changed again.

Her grey yoga pants hugged every curve of her ass, and her fitted top clung to her frame in all the right ways. She looked effortlessly hot, like she hadn’t even tried—and that made it even more intoxicating.

“I was looking for fabric softener,” she said, her voice a little tight. “Thought I had some in the garage storage cabinet… but I guess not. I’ll have to run to the store.”

She turned and walked off, the sway of her hips subtle but impossible to miss.

Her heart was racing as she left the room. She could feel Andre’s eyes on her, bold and unashamed, even with James right there. And the worst part? That forbidden thrill that shot through her chest… and lower.

James said nothing, sipping his beer, but he didn’t miss the way Andre watched her walk away.

“Damn…” Andre whispered, almost involuntarily. “Mr. Richards, your wife has one fine ass.”

James turned his head slowly, giving him a measured look.

“Andre…” His tone was low, firm, but not angry. “That’s not something you should be saying to me.”

Andre immediately looked flustered. “I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t mean it like that—it just came out. She just… looks really good in those yoga pants. That’s all.”

James let the silence hang for a second. Then he smiled faintly and said, “Well… you’re not wrong. She does look good.”

His voice carried more pride than reprimand, and Andre relaxed, letting out a nervous chuckle.

James took another sip of his beer and added, “Alright, I’ve got work to do, and your friends are probably wondering where you are. And remember—not a word about anything that happened today.”

Andre raised both hands in mock surrender, still grinning. “Not a word. I’m not looking to advertise how dumb I was.”

James nodded, watching him head back downstairs.

But even as the boy disappeared from view, James stayed rooted in place, beer in hand, heart pounding just a little faster. He had no idea where this path was leading… but he knew they were already on it.

He watched Andre disappear down into the basement, then turned and headed to his office. The room was quiet, his computer screen glowing with a half-finished document, but his mind was far from work.

A few minutes later, Becky walked in, keys in one hand, purse over her shoulder. “Do you want anything from the store?” she asked casually.

James looked up and smiled, extending a hand to her. She took it, and he gently pulled her onto his lap, making her straddle him, her yoga-clad thighs framing his hips.

“Happy now?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “I thought that boy’s eyes were going to burn a hole through my clothes.”

James chuckled, resting his hands on her hips. “Yeah… he couldn’t keep his eyes off you. And I don’t blame him. You’re going to have a lot of other guys checking you out at the store too.”

Becky sighed, half amused, half exasperated. “Don’t say that… now I’m going to be self-conscious the whole time I’m out. You make it sound like I’m out there flaunting myself—like I’m some kind of hussy in yoga pants.”

“No, not at all,” James said quickly, brushing her hair back behind her ear. “I just want you to be aware of it. That’s all. You’re beautiful, baby. You’ve got an incredible body, and there’s nothing wrong with showing it off. Be proud of it. Be a little bit of a tease—it’s okay.”

She tilted her head at him. “So that’s what I’m being now? A tease? You want your wife to be a tease?”

“You already are,” he said with a smirk. “When you wear those ass-hugging dress pants to work… or those fitted tops that show just a hint of cleavage… the tight skirts you know make men turn their heads. You wear them because you like looking sexy. It’s how you caught Steve’s attention. And you knew it.”

She stared at him for a second, lips parting in surprise—then softened. “Okay… maybe that’s true,” she admitted. “But I also want to look sexy for you.”

“You do,” he said, his hands sliding down to grip her perfect ass, squeezing gently. “Every single time.”

He kissed her, and she moaned into his mouth, feeling the firm pressure of his erection pressing through his pants, rubbing between her thighs. She broke the kiss with a smile, her voice full of affectionate disbelief.

“You’re hard again? James…” She bit her lip. “You’re becoming insatiable.”

“I can’t help it,” he murmured. “You make me crazy.”

She laughed softly, then leaned in and kissed him once more. “Well, hold on to that thought for later. I’ll be back soon.” She stood up, straightening her top and adjusting her waistband. Then she paused, glancing over her shoulder. “Do you want to come with me?”

James shook his head, his expression shifting. “No. I’ve got a few things to wrap up here. You go ahead.”

She nodded and left the room, the soft sound of her footsteps fading down the hall. The front door closed a moment later.

James leaned back in his chair, staring at nothing. His arousal lingered, but what stayed with him more was the image from earlier—Andre, standing in the laundry room, holding his wife's panties. Sniffing them. That raw, unfiltered hunger on the young man's face.

It had done something to him. Stirred something deeper than lust.

For months now, stray thoughts had crept into his mind—thoughts he’d brushed off as fantasy, as private roleplay. He’d always liked the idea of Becky being admired, flirted with. The thrill of knowing other men wanted her but couldn’t have her. He thought that was the extent of it. Exhibitionism. Teasing.

But lately... it had started to feel like that wasn’t enough.

He’d read about hotwifing before—men sharing their wives, not just as a fantasy, but for real. He never thought that would be him. He never wanted to be that guy.

But now?

Now he wasn’t sure.

The line between fantasy and desire had started to blur. And what scared him most wasn’t the thought of Becky with another man… but how much he wanted to see it.

And what that might mean—for both of them.


Chapter 5

Later that night, James made love to Becky again—slow, deep, and unhurried. The kind of sex that left her completely relaxed, her body warm and limp against him as they lay tangled in the sheets. The room was quiet except for their soft breathing, the smell of sweat and skin still lingering in the air.

Becky turned her head, resting her cheek on his chest, her voice gleeful. “I can’t believe we’ve had sex three times today. That hasn’t happened since high school.”

James chuckled, running his fingers through her hair. “I know. I wish I had it in me to go again,” he said, grinning as he tilted her chin up. “And I know you wouldn’t mind if I gave it to you one more time.”

She laughed and playfully smacked his chest. “God, you’re so bad. You make me sound like a nymphomaniac.”

“Not a nympho,” he said gently, his voice softening as he pulled her closer. “You’re just a sensual, passionate woman who loves sex. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

Becky blushed and tucked herself against him, her heart fluttering at the way he said it—not crude, not teasing. Just honest. Loving. She didn’t reply, just squeezed his arm and smiled to herself in the dark. He was right, after all. She wouldn’t have minded one more time.

By the time James woke up the next morning, the light was already filtering through the blinds. The bed beside him was empty. He sat up groggily and ran a hand through his hair, glancing at the clock. Jordan had already left for school, and Becky was almost out the door.

He walked out to the kitchen just in time to catch her pouring coffee into her travel mug.

She looked stunning.

Becky was dressed in a tailored grey skirt suit—the jacket cropped at her waist, and the skirt hugging her hips in a way that made James pause. It ended just above her knees, giving a tantalizing glimpse of leg. The fabric clung to her curves, outlining the shape of her ass in a way that made his morning fog vanish completely.

He let out a low whistle.

Becky turned her head and smiled. “Hmm… sounds like you approve of what I’m wearing.”

“Oh yeah,” James said, eyes openly admiring her. “You look amazing. Steve’s going to be pleased.”

She rolled her eyes and turned to face him, her expression playful but pointed. “I don’t care about Steve,” she said. “I dress up for you.”

James smirked. “Did your mind fall straight into the gutter the second you woke up?”

“What can I say,” he said, walking up and pulling her into his arms, “you make me feel randy.”

He kissed her gently, a sweet contrast to the smoldering thoughts running through his head. She giggled, swatting his shoulder.

“Okay, let me go, you lecherous man,” she teased. “Or I’ll get stuck in traffic.”

James hesitated for a moment, then asked quietly, “So… are you going to have some fun today?”

She paused, just for a second. Their eyes met. His voice hadn’t been joking. There was a flicker of something deeper beneath the question.

She stared at her husband, the coffee in her hand momentarily forgotten, and narrowed her eyes as if trying to read something deeper in him.

“I don’t know, baby,” she said slowly. “Like I told you… I’m trying to be more open. I am. But this isn’t as simple as you make it sound. It’s not just a little flirtatious talk or a guy saying I look good.”

She took a breath. “When a man starts admiring a woman, when he desires her… it’s never just about looking. Sometimes they touch. Flirtatiously, casually—but still… hands on my hips, a brush against my ass, or a hand lingering where it shouldn’t.” She tilted her head, watching him carefully. “Are you really going to be okay with that?”

The question hit him like a punch to the chest. His stomach fluttered uneasily. But at the same time, his pulse spiked. The image her words conjured—the idea of another man’s hands on her, groping her body, treating her like something desirable and untouchable—was both threatening and arousing.

“I think…” James hesitated, choosing his words carefully. “I think a little bit of touching is okay. I mean, if it’s playful. If it’s in the moment. I’ll be okay with it.”

Becky arched an eyebrow, testing him. “You think you’ll be okay?” she asked pointedly. “Because I don’t think you really know what it would feel like. And I’m not sure I know how I’d feel either.”

Then she shook her head, half-laughing, half-disapproving. “Forget about it. That’s not going to happen. That’s too far.”

James gave a small nod, though part of him didn’t believe either of them fully meant it.

She took another sip of her coffee and then, after a pause, added more softly, “But… you know, the way I acted with Andre yesterday… it was inappropriate. I’m almost twice his age. I’m a married woman. I shouldn’t have let that happen.”

Her voice held regret, but her eyes betrayed a different truth. A flicker of something—excitement, maybe. A lingering thrill. James saw it, even if she didn’t say it out loud. The same flicker that he felt every time the memory of that moment came back to him.

“I know,” James said quietly. His own guilt simmered under the surface. He hadn’t just let it happen—he’d encouraged it. And what haunted him more than anything was the way it turned him on when he saw Andre with her panties, the way he didn’t stop it.

“I have to go,” Becky said, snapping him out of his thoughts. She stepped forward and kissed him lightly on the lips, her perfume clinging to the air between them. “I’ll see you tonight.”

And just like that, she was gone—heels clicking across the floor, her skirt hugging her hips, her scent and her words still hanging in the room long after the door closed.

James stood there in silence, heart pounding, unsure whether he was turned on, ashamed… or both.

Once Becky arrived at work, the routine quickly consumed her. Meetings, emails, reports—the usual pace kept her mind focused, and the complicated conversation she'd had with James that morning faded into the background. But later in the afternoon, as she entered the cafeteria for a late lunch, her stride slowed.

There he was—Steve.

He was leaning casually against the counter, chatting up one of the receptionists. Tall, athletic, early fifties but still looking sharp in a slim-fit dress shirt that hinted at his toned physique. He spotted Becky and smiled instantly, his eyes lighting up as he excused himself and made his way over.

“Well, well,” he said, that same charming smirk on his lips. “Didn’t expect to see you here so late.”

“Busy day,” Becky replied smoothly, already feeling his gaze settle on her. Normally, she would have kept walking, offered a polite nod and gone to sit alone—but today, she paused.

Something about the morning’s conversation with James lingered in the back of her mind. Be a little bit of a tease, he’d said.

So when Steve gestured toward the empty table near the window, she surprised herself by walking over and sitting down.

He followed, clearly pleased.

As they ate, his eyes kept returning to her—her face, her neckline, the curve of her legs under the table. He wasn’t subtle, but there was a magnetism to him. Confident. A little arrogant. The type she’d dated in college briefly—a handsome jock who turned out to be shallow and full of himself. She’d learned quickly back then. But still, there was something undeniably flattering about this kind of attention.

“So,” Steve said, leaning forward slightly, lowering his voice, “have you reconsidered letting me take you out for dinner?”

She looked down at her hand and slowly twisted the rings on her finger. With a faint smile, she raised her hand and pointed. “I thought we already settled this. I’m a married woman. You’re not supposed to ask me things like that.”

Steve’s grin widened, unfazed. “We only established that you’re a beautiful married woman. And a beautiful married woman can still have dinner with a friend. Right?”

Becky tilted her head, her voice laced with playful sarcasm. “Oh, right. That’s all I am to you—just a friend.”

He laughed, not denying it, and that made her heart race just a little. The line between innocent flirtation and something else was getting thinner, and they both knew it. But she didn’t shut it down—not this time.

She took a sip of her iced tea, letting the moment hang there longer than she should have.

And as she looked out the window, her reflection caught her eye—and for just a second, she saw it: the version of herself that James had been speaking to that morning.

The woman who liked being looked at.

The woman who might, just might, start looking back.

As they ate lunch, the easy, playful rhythm between them continued. Their conversation danced between light teasing and bolder flirtation, each comment laced with just enough suggestion to keep the tension simmering.

Steve had noticed the change in her lately—she was softer, more open, less guarded. And he liked it. A lot.

Becky, for her part, had expected him to be touchy. That was who Steve was—bold, physical, the kind of man who took liberties just shy of crossing a line. She’d told herself she’d brush it off if it happened… but when it did, she didn’t.

When his knee bumped hers under the table and stayed there a moment longer than necessary, she didn’t pull away. When his fingers lightly brushed her forearm as he made a point or touched her shoulder in mock exasperation, she simply smiled. And when his hand slid over hers for a brief moment—warm, steady, confident—her stomach fluttered unexpectedly.

She liked the attention.

More than that, she liked the feeling of being pursued. Of being seen—not as a mom, not as someone’s wife, but as a woman. Desired. Courted.

She caught herself glancing at her watch and quickly straightened. “I’ve gotta run—I have a meeting,” she said, brushing her skirt down as she stood.

“Oh come on, miss it,” Steve replied with a mock-pleading grin. “I’ll be lost here without you.”

Becky rolled her eyes playfully. “You’ll manage. You’ll just find another woman to ply your smooth lines on.”

Steve stood up too, close enough now that she could feel the warmth radiating off his body. “Is that what you think I’m doing?” he asked, lowering his voice to a husky whisper. “I’m shocked, Becky. I really care about you. Really care about that hot, tight body of yours.”

His eyes dropped boldly, deliberately, to her hips.

“That skirt looks really nice today. Really nice.”

Becky laughed, not in protest but in acknowledgment. “Thank you,” she said, smiling, the flirt still dancing in her voice.

She turned to go, and he added, “I’ll be out of town for a few days. Work trip. But when I’m back… I am taking my friend out for dinner.”

She paused in the doorway and glanced back over her shoulder.

“We’ll see about that,” she said, and walked away.

She felt his eyes on her as she moved, following the sway of her hips, and a slow, involuntary shiver ran down her spine. Her heels clicked confidently against the tile. It felt good not to be so uptight. To flirt. To let someone want her—and to stop pretending she didn’t enjoy it.

Later that evening, Becky stepped into the house, slipping off her heels with a quiet sigh and heading straight for the study. James looked up from his computer, eyes lighting up the moment she appeared in the doorway.

“How was your day, honey?” he asked, his voice warm.

She shrugged casually, setting her purse on the side table. “Just a normal workday. Nothing different.” Her tone was easy, almost too easy.

“Jordan left for work?” she added, glancing toward the living room. Their son had an evening shift at the local grocery store.

“Yeah, just a little while ago,” James replied, swiveling in his chair to face her fully.

Becky stood in the doorway, still dressed from work, her grey skirt suit fitted and professional—but James couldn’t stop the way his eyes drifted over her legs, the subtle sway of her hips even in stillness.

“So how was your day?” she asked, stepping farther into the room with a teasing lilt. “Get anything productive done, or were you too distracted imagining me being bad?”

James smirked. “It was hard to focus… I tried, but my imagination kept wandering.”

His gaze lingered. “So… just a normal day for you, huh?”

“Mm-hmm.” She raised a brow playfully. “Why? Were you expecting something to happen?”

James stood, slowly, keeping his eyes locked on her. “You just… look very elegantly sexy right now,” he said, voice low, hungry. He stepped closer and gently unfastened the button of her suit jacket, sliding it off her shoulders and letting it drop to the chair behind him.

Underneath, she wore a crisp, sleeveless white blouse that clung to her curves. The fabric hugged her slender waist, molded softly around her small, firm breasts, the silhouette of her bra faintly visible. His eyes roamed over her, admiring every line of her body.

“I know Steve doesn’t work directly with you,” he said, circling behind her, his hands brushing her hips. “But… did you run into him today? Did he get to see you?”

Becky’s heart skipped. She could feel his breath near her ear, his body close. “Yes,” she said simply.

James leaned in and whispered, “Did he like how my wife looked today? Did he say anything? Did he come on to you?”

“He did,” she said, her voice quieter now. “He told me I looked good. And he asked me out again.”

James kissed the side of her neck, slowly, his hands resting lightly on her waist. “Did you flirt back?” he asked, voice almost a growl. “Were you a naughty wife today? Did you tease another man?”

Becky shivered. She could feel how hard he was getting against her back.

“I did,” she whispered. “I flirted with him. Just like you wanted.”

James let out a slow breath, gripping her hips more firmly. “Good girl,” he murmured. “Did he try anything?”

“He wants to take me out for dinner,” she said, pausing for a beat. Then she turned her head slightly, just enough to meet his eyes. “But that’s not going to happen.”

James felt a flicker of disappointment when Becky said she’d turned Steve down—but it was quickly followed by a strange sense of relief. Still, his arousal didn’t fade. If anything, it sharpened, fueled by the knowledge that his wife had spent the day flirting, playing with fire, and now stood in front of him looking every bit the part of the teasing, elegant woman who’d wrapped a man around her finger… and brought that heat home to him.

“That’s fine,” he said slowly, circling her like a predator. “But you were really naughty today… flirting with your coworker, leading him on like that. A wife like you—who knows exactly what she’s doing—needs to be punished.”

Before Becky could respond, James grabbed her by the waist and pushed her firmly toward the desk. Her breath hitched in surprise as her thighs bumped against the edge.

“Bend over,” he growled. “Now.”

A pulse of heat rushed through her core. Her body obeyed before her mind could catch up. She placed her palms on the desk and slowly bent forward, her back arching, her round ass pushing out in a lewd, submissive pose that made her feel utterly exposed.

She turned her head, looking back at him, her mouth slightly open as she tried to catch her breath. “You really want to do this?” she whispered.

James didn’t answer with words. He walked behind her, his eyes locked on hers for a beat… then grabbed the hem of her skirt and yanked it roughly above her hips.

Becky gasped, burying her face in her arms. There was something so humiliating, so filthy about the way he exposed her—her ass bare except for the thin strip of black thong that disappeared between her cheeks. The position, the lighting, the silence of the room… it made her heart race and her pussy throb.

She should have felt ashamed.

And she did.

But that shame only made her wetter.

James’s breath was heavy as he stared down at her—his beautiful, put-together wife bent over his desk like something out of a dark fantasy. Her creamy skin, the soft dip of her waist, the firm curve of her ass barely contained by the thong… it lit something primal inside him.

He placed his hands on her ass cheeks and slowly kneaded the flesh, watching how it gave under his grip. Her body trembled slightly beneath his touch, but she didn’t pull away.

“You liked leading him on today, didn’t you?” he murmured, sliding his thumbs along the crease of her thighs. “You liked knowing he wanted you.”

Becky moaned softly, not answering—because he was right. And she couldn’t say it out loud.

“You liked the attention,” James went on, lower now, his lips near her ear as he leaned over her. “You liked being wanted. Desired. You liked being watched.”

His cock was hard and straining against his pants. And Becky could feel it pressing against the back of her thigh now as he pinned her there, teasing her with his voice as much as his touch.

And the worst part—the most thrilling part—was that everything he said was true.

She had liked it.

And now she was about to be punished for it.

And she wanted that too.

“You’re turning into such a naughty little wife,” James murmured, his voice low and charged. “First you flirt with that cocky young punk… now you’re teasing your co-worker too.”

He brought his hand down sharply on one of her ass cheeks with a crisp smack.

“Aaah—honey!” Becky yelped, her voice high and breathy. The sting bloomed across her skin, and to her shame—and surprise—her pussy throbbed with fresh arousal. The heat of it, the vulnerability of her position, all of it pushed her further into that space where embarrassment and excitement blurred together.

James leaned over, rubbing the reddening mark on her smooth skin. Then his hand came down again, harder, on the other cheek.

“Ahh—Jesus… baby,” she groaned, her body arching in response. Her thighs clenched together instinctively, but that did nothing to stem the warm slickness spreading between them.

“You like this,” James growled, voice thick with lust. “Don’t you? You like being spanked. You like knowing you’ve been bad. A teasing, flirty wife like you needs to be punished.”

Each word was punctuated by another sharp smack—his palm striking the curves of her ass until her whimpers turned to soft, aching moans. She was shaking now, more from need than pain, her pussy dripping with desire. Her face was flushed, buried in her arms on the desk, and she felt utterly exposed… yet impossibly aroused.

James knelt behind her, fingers slipping into the waistband of her thong. He dragged the delicate fabric down her thighs slowly, deliberately, until it bunched at her ankles. She stepped out of it shyly, lifting one foot and then the other, still wearing her heels.

As he straightened, he brought the panties to his face, inhaling the warm, musky scent of her arousal. Becky flushed deeper, ashamed but undeniably excited as she felt the cool air on her soaked folds.

James stepped back, undressing quickly, his cock hard and heavy with desire. His eyes roamed over her—his elegant wife bent lewdly over his desk, skirt bunched around her waist, her creamy skin flushed and trembling, her glistening pussy on display between her parted thighs.

He stepped closer, gripped her hips, and guided his cock between her legs. The thick head brushed her wet lips, dragging slowly through her slick folds. Becky whimpered, the teasing pressure making her body tremble.

She instinctively widened her stance, opening herself to him.

“Yes…” she gasped. “Yes, baby… please…”

James groaned, pressing the head of his cock against her entrance—hovering, savoring—and they both knew she was ready to be taken.

“You want it bad, don’t you?” James murmured, voice thick and husky as he slid the head of his cock up and down her slick folds. “Tell me what you want.”

Becky whimpered, her hips rocking back against him with urgency. “Don’t tease me, honey… please. Just give it to me.”

There was desperation in her voice now—thick, aching need that she couldn’t hide. Her hand reached back, fingers wrapping around his shaft, warm and slick from where he’d been rubbing against her. She tried to guide him into her, her grip trembling.

James froze for a second, stunned. His wife—his proper, graceful, soft-spoken wife—had never been like this. Never reached back, never grabbed his cock so boldly, never begged.

“Not yet,” he growled, holding himself just out of reach. “Tell me what you want. Use your words.”

Becky’s cheeks burned. Humiliation churned in her chest, but her body betrayed her completely. She was soaked, throbbing, desperate to be filled. Her pride cracked, and the weight of her desire broke through.

“I need it,” she whispered, trembling. “I need your cock… baby, please. Fuck me.”

James’s breath caught. The word—sharp, raw—fell from her lips like something forbidden. She never used that word. Not in bed. Not ever.

And hearing it now, in her voice, in that tone, was like a jolt of lightning.

“God, Becky…” he groaned, and without another word, he drove himself into her with one deep, savage thrust.

Becky immediately pushed back against him, her ass meeting his pelvis with a needy grind, trying to take even more of him inside her. The instinctive way she moved—driven entirely by need—sent a surge of lust through James’s body. He gripped her hips and slammed forward, burying himself to the hilt in her slick, clutching pussy.

“Unghh—fuck,” she gasped, her back arching, head dropping forward. The sound that left her mouth was somewhere between a moan and a cry.

James pulled back and thrust again, just as hard, just as deep. Then again. And again. The rhythm grew savage, primal. His thighs slapped against her ass with each stroke, and the wet, obscene sounds of her arousal filled the room.

“This is what you want, isn’t it?” he growled, leaning over her, his voice a low snarl in her ear. “Not soft. Not slow. You want to be fucked. Taken. Used.”

“Yes!” Becky moaned, her voice cracking with need. “Yes—baby—just like that… don’t stop…”

Her hands gripped the edge of the desk so tightly her knuckles turned white. Her mouth was open, breath coming in shallow, desperate gasps as he pounded into her from behind. Her whole body trembled, the lewd position only making her feel more exposed… more degraded… and more alive than she’d felt in years.

The pressure built fast and sharp. Her pussy clenched, her legs shook, and then it hit her all at once.

“I’m—cumming—cumming—oh my God—James!” she shrieked, her body seizing with the force of her climax.

Her toes lifted into her pumps as her hips bucked backward, trying to keep him deep inside her. Her pussy spasmed around his cock, milking him as her body quaked in waves of ecstasy.

James grunted and slowed his thrusts, holding her tight through her orgasm, feeling every pulse of her inner muscles clenching around him. But he wasn’t done. He stayed inside her, moving again, slow but deep, dragging out her pleasure until her moans turned into helpless, gasping cries.

And then—when her body started to tremble again—he picked up the pace, fucking her harder once more.

“Oh God… oh God,” Becky whimpered. She couldn’t believe her body still had more to give, but it did. He pushed her back to the edge, and just as she started to fall apart a second time, James groaned and slammed deep inside her, releasing in hot, pulsing waves.

He collapsed over her, chest pressed to her back, his breath hot against her skin. His arms wrapped around her waist as he kissed her shoulder, then her neck, holding her there as they both came down together.

Becky was still shaking, still catching her breath, her body flushed and trembling. Her pussy twitched around him, soaked and swollen, filled with the evidence of their lust.

“You okay, honey?” James whispered against her ear, gently brushing her hair aside.

Becky just nodded, still caught in the afterglow of her orgasm, her body humming with that delicious, slow-burning warmth. Her breathing was evening out, but the glow on her cheeks and the languid way she moved said everything—she was still floating.

James felt her softness against him, her breath gentle against his shoulder. As his erection slowly faded, he pulled back, and his slick cock slipped out of her wet, gaping pussy. A lazy trail of cum followed—dribbling down the inside of her thigh, warm and messy, some of it landing on the floor in a soft splatter.

Becky winced with embarrassment as she slowly stood upright, steadying herself on the desk. “What are you doing to me?” she whispered, a bashful smile creeping onto her face. “You’re just… driving me crazy.”

She turned around shyly, her flushed face glowing as she pulled her skirt back down, smoothing the fabric over her hips. Her cheeks turned crimson, but her eyes sparkled.

James smirked, stepping closer. “You’ve got it backwards,” he said. “It’s you who’s driving me crazy.”

She rolled her eyes and grabbed her discarded panties and jacket from the chair before heading upstairs. A few minutes later, she returned freshly cleaned and changed—this time in a pair of short, soft drawstring shorts and a pale tank top that clung to her freshly showered skin.

James was at the stove when she walked in. He glanced over his shoulder and grinned the moment he saw her. The shorts ended just below her ass, showing off her long, creamy legs, and the tank top hugged her chest, her nipples faintly visible beneath the fabric.

He handed her a glass of wine that was already waiting on the counter. “You look good enough to eat.”

She giggled, accepting the glass and swatting him lightly on the arm. “Stop staring at me like that—I’m not food.”

“You sure?” he teased, eyes lingering openly. “Because I’m still starving.”

“You are truly becoming insatiable,” she said, shaking her head with mock disbelief before taking a sip of wine. “So… how’s that big project of yours coming along?”

James stirred the skillet, the smell of garlic and butter filling the air. “Made a little progress today,” he said. “But then I kind of lost focus.”

Becky arched an eyebrow. “Lost focus? Why?”

He gave her a look. “You, of course. Your legs. Your voice. That skirt. Your existence. Take your pick.”

“Hey!” she laughed. “Don’t blame me for your lack of productivity.”

“Oh, I’ll absolutely blame you,” he said, grinning as he plated the shrimp. “I’ve never been more distracted in my life.”

Their laughter filled the kitchen as they moved around each other easily, exchanging playful glances and soft touches. After supper, the two of them curled up together on the couch, the TV glowing in front of them, but their attention slowly drifting elsewhere.

It was quiet. Comfortable. The kind of silence that only happens between two people who’ve shared something intense… and still want more.

“So…” James said, glancing over at her as they sat together on the couch, the soft glow of the TV flickering across their faces. “You’re really not going to let Steve take you out for dinner?”

Becky turned to him, her expression gentle but firm. “No, honey. That’s really not going to happen.”

Her tone left no room for doubt.

“Once I cross that line—once I go out with him—it won’t be just playful anymore. He’ll expect more. And I can’t lead him on like that, especially since we work together. That would just get messy.”

James nodded slowly, his jaw tightening slightly even as he tried to hide his disappointment. “Yeah… I get it,” he said, exhaling. “You’re right.”

Before anything more could be said, they both heard the faint creak of the garage side door. A moment later, it opened and closed, and the sound of footsteps signaled that Jordan was home from his shift.

“Hi honey,” Becky called out as he stepped into the living room. “How was work?”

Jordan dropped his backpack onto the floor with a groan. “It sucked. Same as always. We had some shitty customers today—people who think we’re their servants or something.”

Becky gave him a warm, knowing smile. “I know it’s rough, but it’s just temporary. A good place to learn how to deal with all kinds of people… even the difficult ones.”

Jordan flopped down into the armchair across from them. “Yeah, I guess. Still annoying, though.”

James chuckled, raising his beer. “Welcome to the real world, kid.”

Jordan rolled his eyes. “Yeah, yeah. I’m getting a taste of it, alright.”

Jordan spoke with a hint of lingering frustration in his voice. “Ugh. I’m starving. Dad, did you cook something?”

His mood shifted almost instantly at the thought of food, the irritation in his voice giving way to sudden hope.

“Yeah,” James replied, nodding toward the kitchen. “There’s dinner on the counter. Shrimp scampi. Still warm.”

“I’ll go heat it up for you,” Becky said, gently removing James’s arm from around her as she stood. “You go clean up and change out of those work clothes.”

Jordan didn’t argue. “Deal. I smell like produce and sweat,” he muttered, already heading toward the stairs.


Chapter 6

It was a quiet Saturday afternoon. James was lounging on the couch, half-watching a college football game with a cold drink in hand. Becky was moving through the house in her usual weekend rhythm—tidying up, folding laundry, humming to herself as she went. Jordan was working his shift at the grocery store.

The doorbell rang unexpectedly, cutting through the hum of the game. James frowned and got up, padding over to the front door.

When he opened it, he was surprised to see Andre standing there.

It had been over a week since the last… incident. Since James had caught him in the laundry room.

“Hey, Andre,” James said, keeping his tone neutral. “Jordan’s not here—he’s working today.”

Andre shifted his weight, looking just a little hesitant. “Oh, yeah, I know. I actually came to see Mrs. Richards… if that’s okay.”

James blinked, caught off guard by the bluntness of the request. For a moment, he didn’t say anything. Then he stepped aside and motioned him in. “Sure. Come on in. Have a seat—I’ll go get her.”

He led Andre into the living room, then turned toward the hallway.

Becky’s voice floated from the other side of the house. “Who was at the door?”

James grinned. “Your young admirer,” he called back, “Andre. He’s here to see you.”

“What?” she called out, incredulous. “Stop messing with me. Why would he be here for me?”

“No, really,” James said, walking into the room where she was straightening some cushions. He leaned against the doorframe, eyeing her with open appreciation. “He didn’t say why—just that he came to see you.”

Becky gave him a skeptical look, hands on her hips. She was wearing a pair of soft, worn-in shorts that showed off her legs, and a fitted tee that hugged her waist. Her hair was pulled up in a high ponytail, exposing the smooth line of her neck and shoulders.

James’s gaze swept over her. “You look sexy,” he said, half-teasing. “Andre’s going to like how you look.”

Becky rolled her eyes. “Oh, shut up, James,” she said with mock exasperation. “Get your mind out of the gutter.”

But even as she turned away to grab a hair tie from the dresser, her pulse picked up.

Why was Andre here?

And why did part of her feel… flustered by it?

“Hi, Mrs. Richards,” Andre said, rising from the couch the moment Becky walked into the room. His eyes instinctively flicked down her body—tracing the lines of her legs, the sway of her hips, and the gentle rise of her chest beneath the snug tee.

Becky noticed.

She felt the way his gaze lingered, and even though it made her pulse quicken, she tried to ignore it. Breathe. It’s nothing.

“Hello, Andre,” she said smoothly, offering a polite smile. “James said you came to see me? Have a seat.”

“Yeah,” Andre nodded, sitting again. “I just… I wanted to ask you something. A favor, I guess.”

He glanced at James, clearly a little nervous, then looked back at Becky. “So… prom’s coming up soon, and the thing is—I can’t really dance. I mean, I don’t know any of the formal stuff. I was wondering if maybe… you could teach me?”

Becky blinked, caught off guard. “Me?” she laughed softly. “Andre, I’m really not the person for that—I’m not much of a dancer. Just average at best.”

“Oh come on,” James chimed in from the hallway, leaning casually against the doorframe. “You’re being modest. You’re a great dancer.” He grinned. Becky shot him a look—a don’t you dare push me into this look.

Andre leaned forward earnestly. “Please, Mrs. Richards. I’d really appreciate it. I don’t want to ask any of my friends—they’ll just clown on me for it. You’re literally the only one I could think of who’d actually help.”

Becky hesitated. Her instinct was to say no—this was unusual, and frankly a little odd. But the sincerity in Andre’s face, the way he framed it as needing help rather than anything suggestive, disarmed her a little.

James, predictably, didn’t help. “Honey, I think you should help him. He’s being respectful. Just a quick lesson or two.”

She turned to him, narrowing her eyes. “Seriously?”

He just raised his eyebrows in faux innocence.

Becky sighed. “Okay, fine,” she said finally, looking back at Andre. “If it helps you feel more confident, I’ll teach you a few basics. But just the basics.”

Andre’s face lit up. “Thank you, Mrs. Richards. Really. And, uh… one more thing?”

She tilted her head. “What’s that?”

“Could you not mention it to Jordan? Please? He’ll definitely give me shit for it—and tell everyone else too. Just… I’d rather keep it between us.”

Knowing how mean teenagers could be, Becky softened. “I understand. I won’t say anything to him.”

“Uh… could I have your mobile number too?” Andre asked, shifting awkwardly. “Just to get in touch—to set up a time to meet. I don’t want to call the house and have Jordan pick up or something.”

Before Becky could even open her mouth to decline, James jumped in. “Yeah, that makes sense,” he said smoothly, rattling off her number.

Becky shot him a scowl, but it was too late. Andre had already plugged it into his phone. A second later, Becky’s phone buzzed on the side table.

“It’s me, Mrs. Richards,” Andre said with a sheepish smile. “Just making sure I got the number right. Now you’ve got my number too.”

Becky gave a tight smile and nodded.

“Thank you so much,” Andre added warmly. Then, before anyone could stop him, he stepped forward and gave her a quick hug—brief but bold—catching her completely off guard.

By the time Becky processed it, Andre was already stepping back, smiling, and heading for the door.

Once the door closed behind him, Becky rounded on James.

“James,” she said sharply, crossing her arms. “What the hell was that? What are you trying to do?”

“Nothing, babe,” James said, hands raised in mock innocence. “Just trying to help an awkward kid.”

“Then you should teach him to dance,” she snapped. “I know exactly what you’re doing—you’re pushing this. You want me to tease him.”

James gave a sheepish smile. “It’s not like that… it’s just—” He trailed off, shrugging helplessly. “It’s exciting. Seeing how he looks at you. You’re just helping him. And… maybe it spices things up a little.”

Becky shook her head, frustrated. “I don’t know about this. I don’t want to give that boy any wrong ideas. He’s too young, and he’s a friend of our son, for God’s sake.”

James nodded, but the glint in his eye hadn’t completely disappeared. “I get it. You’re just helping him. Nothing more.”

Becky sighed, knowing she was probably going to give in anyway. “Alright. Where exactly do you expect me to teach him?”

James smiled. “The basement. There’s enough room down there to practice without anyone getting in the way.”

Becky rolled her eyes. “Fine. But get your mind out of the gutter, James. It’s just a few dance lessons. That’s all. Nothing more.”

“I know,” James said, but his voice held a note of something else—something he didn’t dare say aloud.

Meanwhile, as Andre walked away from Jordan’s house, he grinned to himself. Things had gone even better than he’d hoped.

And he couldn’t shake the question that buzzed quietly in the back of his mind—why had Mr. Richards encouraged it so easily… even after what he'd seen?


Chapter 7

A couple of days later, James was sitting on the edge of the bed, flipping channels absentmindedly, when he heard Becky’s phone chime from the dresser.

He picked it up without thinking, glancing at the screen.

A text from Andre.

Andre: "So tomorrow evening is good then?"

James’s curiosity got the better of him. He swiped through the recent messages between them. Most of it was innocent enough—Andre thanking her again for agreeing to teach him, Becky responding politely. But one particular exchange made James pause.

Andre: "I know for the actual dance I gotta wear nice clothes, but when I come over to learn, can I just wear shorts and stuff?"

Becky: "Yeah, that's good, don’t expect me to wear anything fancy either." — followed by a playful smiley.

Andre: "You don't need to. You always look nice no matter what you wear."

Becky: "Thanks."

Another message caught his eye:

Andre: "When’s Jordan going to be at work?"

Becky: "Tomorrow evening."

And now, the latest text confirming their lesson.

James stared at the screen a moment longer, his mind racing with a mix of emotions—curiosity, excitement, something darker he didn’t want to name.

He got up and walked the phone to Becky, who was folding laundry in the next room.

“Andre just texted,” he said casually, handing her the phone.

“Oh, thanks,” she said, taking it quickly from him. She thumbed a quick reply without meeting his eyes.

“So tomorrow’s the first lesson?” James asked, keeping his voice light.

“Yep,” Becky said, folding a towel neatly. “Hopefully he’s a quick learner. Most young kids are.”

She smiled, and there was a warm, maternal note in her voice. “I really do feel bad for him. It’s such an awkward age—so much pressure to fit in, to act cool. He’s just trying to do the right thing.”

James watched her closely, noting the soft sympathy in her tone—the same voice she used when talking about Jordan's struggles sometimes. It made her seem even more nurturing… and made the idea of her teaching Andre, dancing with him, even more charged in his mind.

“Most likely he is,” James agreed, keeping his expression neutral. “You probably won’t need to spend too much time teaching him.”

But deep down, he wasn’t so sure he wanted it to be over quickly.

The idea of Becky dancing close to Andre, of their bodies moving together even in innocent practice… it had already started a fire in him he couldn’t quite put out.

Despite Becky’s decision to draw a firm line with Andre, James couldn’t shake the feeling that the young man would find ways to push those boundaries. And deep down, a part of him didn’t entirely mind the thought.

Trying to sound casual, he asked, “So… how was work? Anything interesting?”

Becky laughed as she picked up her wine glass. “Honey, I know what you really want to ask. Stop being so coy.”

James grinned. “Alright then—did you run into Steve today?”

She shook her head, sipping her wine before answering. “I know he’s back from his trip, but I didn’t see him today. Probably buried under work.”

Her smile turned playful, her eyes twinkling. “You know, I’m okay with you wanting me to be a little naughty, playful with other men... but when it comes to someone young like Andre?” She shook her head, her voice softening. “That makes me uncomfortable.”

James nodded, giving her a slow, understanding smile. “I know, baby. I get it.”

But he didn’t deny the flicker of heat that sparked at even the idea of it.

Trying to keep the mood light, he leaned back and asked, “So… any new admirers at work?”

Becky rolled her eyes but laughed. “You’re terrible.”

“Well?” he pressed, grinning.

She shrugged, feigning innocence. “Maybe. I’ve noticed some guys checking me out.” She tilted her head, her tone turning almost teasing. “But you know how it is at work—most guys are way too cautious now. Nobody wants to get caught up in harassment claims.”

James nodded. “Yeah… but guys like Steve?” he prompted.

Her smile widened mischievously. “Guys like Steve are different. He’s brash, aggressive… bad boy reputation and all. He wants me bad.” She winked.

James let out a low growl of appreciation and pulled her closer, his mouth finding hers in a hungry kiss. As he kissed her, his hands slid down, tugging at the drawstring of her pajama shorts until they loosened and sagged against her hips.

Becky laughed against his mouth. “Honey—where’s Jordan?” she asked breathlessly, glancing toward the hallway.

“He’s in his room,” James said, voice low and urgent as he shoved her pajama bottoms down her hips. “Studying. Don’t worry about him.”

Becky gasped softly as the fabric slid down her legs, leaving her standing there in nothing but a tiny thong. She kicked the pajama pants away and, without hesitation, pulled her top over her head, tossing it aside. Her toned body gleamed under the soft light, clad only in her thong and a lacy bra.

“Damn, baby,” James growled, letting his eyes roam greedily over her. “You look so fucking good like this. So hot.”

Becky bit her lower lip and gave him a sultry smile. “I knew you’d like it,” she whispered, her cheeks flushed.

James shed his shorts and underwear in one swift move, freeing his thick, throbbing cock. Becky’s eyes hungrily dropped to it, her pulse quickening.

She looped her arms around his neck, pulling him down into a deep, messy kiss. Their mouths clashed hungrily, tongues tangling, lips sliding wetly over each other. Saliva glistened between them as they kissed with wild, abandoned need.

Becky loved sloppy kisses—loved the raw, animalistic passion of them—and she moaned into his mouth, feeling her pussy grow wetter by the second. She closed her eyes and gave herself over to the heat, the taste, the slippery warmth of his mouth devouring hers.

After long, breathless minutes, James broke the kiss and gently but firmly pushed her down onto her knees in front of him.

“Suck my cock, baby,” he rasped, his voice rough with lust. “I want to feel those pretty lips wrapped around it. You like that, don’t you? Having your mouth stuffed full of hard cock? Letting your pretty little face get fucked?”

His crude words sent a jolt through Becky’s body, making her pussy clench. Her cheeks burned—but not with shame. With need.

Something inside her, something wild and dirty, stirred to life.

“Oh yes…” she whispered hoarsely, looking up at him with wide, desperate eyes. “I love it… love feeling your hard cock in my mouth, baby. Love sucking your balls... driving you crazy.”

Her words shocked even herself, but it was too late to pull them back.

James groaned as she leaned forward and wrapped her soft, wet lips around the head of his cock. He felt the first flick of her tongue, the silky heat of her mouth taking him deeper.

Becky moaned softly as she bobbed her head, working his shaft slowly, savoring the thick weight of him against her tongue. She reached underneath, cradling his balls with one hand, and then leaned lower, taking his heavy, hairy sac into her mouth and drenching it with saliva.

James nearly lost it.

“Fuck, baby…” he growled, his hands threading through her hair. “You’re so fucking good at this… you’re driving me crazy. You’re such a dirty little cocksucker…”

The filthy words made Becky’s mind spin. Her prim, proper upbringing screamed in protest—but the wet heat pooling between her thighs screamed louder.

She sucked harder, sloppier, letting her spit run freely down his shaft, making a beautiful, obscene mess of herself.

She wasn’t Becky the perfect wife anymore.

Right now, she was just a woman. Hungry, filthy, alive.

As Becky sucked eagerly at her husband’s cock, her tongue swirling, her cheeks hollowing, James’s lust boiled over. His hands suddenly grabbed both sides of her head, fingers threading tightly into her hair.

“Hands off,” he growled roughly. “I’m going to fuck your face.”

Before she could even process it, he barked the order again, and instinctively, Becky let go of him, dropping her hands obediently to her thighs.

The moment her hands were gone, James shoved his cock deep into her mouth.

She gagged hard, her throat convulsing around him as he rammed forward. Her eyes widened, watering instantly. The thick, forceful intrusion was overwhelming—her jaw ached from the stretch, her throat burned—and physically, it was deeply uncomfortable.

She had never particularly enjoyed giving head. Not the way some women seemed to. She had done it for James because she loved him, because she wanted to please him, but the physical act itself had never been something she craved.

And this—this brutal, relentless face fucking—was worse.

Her body jolted with every savage thrust. His cock battered the back of her throat again and again, making her spit and gag, strings of saliva stretching from her mouth to his shaft. The sound of her choking filled the room, raw and obscene.

But—and this stunned her even as it happened—her pussy throbbed harder than it ever had before.

The sheer helplessness of it—the way he held her head still, the way he used her, the way she couldn’t stop him even if she tried—struck a deep, hidden chord inside her.

It wasn’t the act itself that aroused her.

It was the powerlessness.

The submission. The surrender.

Her thighs clenched together as she moaned around his cock, her fingers sneaking between her legs, rubbing her swollen clit feverishly. She couldn't stop herself. She didn't want to.

James grunted, fucking her mouth ruthlessly, lost in the wet, tight heat of her throat.

Becky gagged again, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes, but she didn't pull away. She wanted this—wanted to be dominated, wanted to be owned.

And then James groaned loudly, jerking forward as he started to cum.

Hot, salty jets flooded her mouth, thick and pungent. Becky had always disliked swallowing. It had never been pleasant—the taste, the texture, everything about it had put her off. She had done it occasionally for James, but always with a quiet grimace afterward.

But tonight, something shifted inside her.

Swallowing his cum didn’t feel disgusting.

It felt right.

It felt like another act of submission, another piece of herself she was surrendering to him.

Without hesitation, she swallowed, gulping around his cock, taking it all.

James groaned again, his hands gentling in her hair as he felt her obediently drinking him down. He slowly pulled back, his cock slipping free from her swollen, spit-slicked lips.

Becky sat back on her heels, dazed, breathing hard, her face flushed and wet. A thin thread of saliva hung from her lip as she stared up at him, utterly debauched, utterly surrendered.

And utterly turned on.

For the first time, she understood that it wasn’t about the act itself.

It was about giving herself up.

And God help her… she wanted more.

James helped Becky to her feet, his hands steadying her as she swayed slightly from the intensity of what had just happened. She looked up at him shyly, cheeks flushed, her breathing uneven.

“I’ve never seen you so… lusty,” she whispered, almost in awe.

Her hand slid down between them, wrapping around his cock. It was still thick but already softening, spent from the brutal climax he’d just poured into her mouth.

“You’re not done with me yet, are you?” she asked bashfully, a playful, needy glint in her eyes.

“Not even close, baby,” James growled, leaning down to kiss her hungrily. He tasted himself on her lips—salty, raw, and shockingly arousing.

“Bend over the bed,” he rasped against her mouth. “I’m not gonna fuck you… but I’m still gonna make you cum.”

Becky’s body trembled at his words. She obediently turned, bending over the bed, arching her back and pushing her ass out in a way that made her feel both humiliated and electrified.

James knelt behind her, his hands tugging her thong down her thighs, letting it fall to her ankles. His face was inches from her now—her glistening, soaked pussy peeking between her creamy thighs, the scent of her arousal thick and dizzying.

He cupped her ass cheeks, kneading the soft flesh greedily, letting his thumbs dip along the curve of her hips and the tender crease where her thighs met her sex.

Then—smack—he delivered a firm slap to one cheek, making Becky yelp sharply.

The sting made her clench, and at the same time, she felt another rush of slickness between her legs. Her body was betraying her completely—turning pain into pleasure, humiliation into hunger.

Becky bit down gently on her lower lip, pressing her hips back against his hands, silently begging for more.

Seeing her so open, so needy, so submissive inflamed James’s desire again. He landed several more crisp slaps on her pert ass, watching the pink bloom across her creamy skin, hearing the delicious gasps and moans she couldn’t hold back.

“Aaahhh… baby... oh God… James, please,” Becky whimpered, her voice cracking with need.

James ran his hands soothingly over the red marks he'd left, then spread her cheeks wider, baring her glistening folds to his greedy gaze. Her pussy was glistening, dripping, practically begging to be devoured.

"You want it bad, don’t you?" he growled, the heat in his voice matching the fire between her legs.

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Yes, baby... I need it... please...”

“Beg for it,” he demanded, voice low and ruthless. “Beg for me to eat your sweet little cunt... like the wanton hussy you are.”

Becky turned her head slightly, looking back at him through half-lidded, lust-glazed eyes. Every shred of propriety she had was gone.

“Please, baby,” she whispered. “Please eat me... make me cum... I need it so bad…”

James didn’t wait another second.

He buried his face between her thighs, his tongue lapping at her swollen, slick folds with rough, hungry strokes. Becky gasped and bucked against his mouth, her fingers twisting into the bedspread as his tongue speared into her, his lips sucking greedily at her clit.

Within moments, her legs were trembling, her moans growing higher, more desperate.

James gripped her hips tightly, holding her open for his mouth, not letting her escape the intense, relentless pleasure he was giving her.

And Becky—prim, proper Becky—found herself sobbing his name, shaking, cumming hard against his mouth, her whole body convulsing as she surrendered to the raw, overwhelming ecstasy he wrenched from her trembling form.

James savagely thrust into her, bottoming out, his pelvis smacked onto her ass. She gasped and moaned loudly.

Becky was trembling, her body still riding the fading waves of her orgasm, when James gently slid his hands up her back, soothing her.

“You okay, baby?” he asked, his voice low and tender.

“Yes…” she whispered, her face still buried in her arms, her body limp against the bed. “I’m fine.”

Her voice was soft, almost dreamlike, still breathless from what he had done to her.

“Oh my God, baby…” she gasped, trying to catch her breath. “It was just so intense… I’m still getting mini-orgasms… like aftershocks after a major earthquake…”

James chuckled softly, the sound filled with affection—and just a little bit of pride.

“I guess I did good then,” he murmured.

Before she could respond, he slid his hand between her thighs again, two fingers slipping into her slick, trembling pussy with ease.

Becky gasped sharply, her entire body jolting.

“Ohh… oh baby, no, I’m too sensitive…” she whimpered, but she didn’t move away. She stayed bent over the bed, her hips twitching helplessly as his fingers curled inside her, stroking her g-spot with slow, deliberate pressure.

"You can take it," James whispered against her lower back. "I want to feel you cum again for me, baby."

Becky whimpered, her legs quivering as the unbearable sensitivity built and built. Her fingers clutched the bedspread desperately as the pressure inside her grew too much to resist.

She sobbed his name, her voice cracking, and then it hit her—another sudden, wrenching orgasm that ripped through her entire body.

Her pussy spasmed hard around his fingers, hot juices gushing against his hand as her hips jerked and bucked uncontrollably. She couldn’t stop the broken, desperate sounds that spilled from her lips as pleasure overwhelmed her.

James held her firmly, working her through every last convulsion until she finally collapsed onto the bed, trembling, completely spent.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew his fingers and stroked her back again, tenderly.

Becky lay there for a long moment, breathing hard, trying to come back to herself. Then, with a soft, dazed laugh, she pushed herself up on shaky arms.

“Oh… you had me completely out of my mind,” she said demurely, her cheeks flushed and glowing.

James grinned, his heart full as he watched her straighten up, still a little unsteady.

“I need to take a quick shower,” Becky said breathlessly, brushing her hair back from her damp forehead. “Then we’ll go to bed.”

She leaned over and gave him a soft, lingering kiss—a kiss full of gratitude, surrender, and the lingering, delicious haze of being utterly, blissfully used.


Chapter 8

The next morning, Becky was in the kitchen making coffee when Jordan wandered in, looking bleary-eyed but cheerful.

"Good morning, Mom," he said, grabbing a bowl from the cabinet.

Becky turned and smiled warmly. “Good morning, honey. Did you sleep well?” she asked as she poured milk into a bowl of cereal for him.

“Yeah, Mom. Slept fine,” he said, sitting down at the kitchen table.

As he started eating, she asked lightly, “So, how’s Karen doing? Haven’t seen her around much lately.”

“She’s good,” Jordan said between bites. “Just been busy with work and classes.”

They chatted casually over breakfast, filling the kitchen with the easy rhythm of a familiar morning routine. As they were finishing up, James came downstairs, stretching and yawning.

Jordan chatted briefly with his dad, then grabbed his backpack and headed out the door for school.

As soon as the door closed behind him, James turned toward Becky, his face more serious now.

"You okay, honey?" he asked, stepping closer, his voice low and careful. "I think I might’ve gotten a little carried away last night… did I hurt you?"

Becky smiled shyly, a soft blush touching her cheeks. She rubbed her backside playfully.

“It stung a little,” she admitted with a quiet laugh. “But… it was the good kind of hurt.”

James exhaled, visibly relieved, and pulled her into his arms, kissing her forehead tenderly.

"You’re looking so beautiful this morning," he murmured. "If Steve sees you today, he won’t be able to keep his eyes off you."

Becky laughed as she stepped back, adjusting the hem of her skirt. “Only if I actually see him. He might be too busy.”

Grabbing her purse and coffee, she tossed him a teasing smile over her shoulder. “Okay, I’ve gotta go. You—” she pointed at him playfully—“try to focus on work today. Keep your mind out of the gutter.”

James chuckled as she breezed out the door, already knowing full well that was a promise he wouldn't be able to keep.

Once Becky got to work, the morning passed in a blur of meetings and paperwork. All thoughts of Steve faded into the background as she focused on the endless tasks piling up on her desk.

It wasn’t until around noon that he suddenly appeared in the doorway of her office, flashing his usual cocky grin.

"Hey, beautiful... want to go grab some lunch?" he asked, leaning casually against the doorframe.

Becky looked up from her computer and smiled. “Hey yourself. Where have you been hiding?”

"Just been busy," he said with an exaggerated sigh. "Some customers just don’t recognize a good thing when it’s staring them in the face.”

He gave her a look that made it clear he wasn’t just talking about customers. Then he added, his voice softening, “Even with all the chaos… I couldn’t stop thinking about your pretty face.”

Becky rolled her eyes, smiling despite herself. “Stop kissing my ass, Steve. I’m a little buried today. Maybe another time.”

"Come on," he coaxed, stepping closer. "Let me take you out. You gotta eat to keep working, right? Just a quick lunch. Please?"

He even gave her a mock puppy-dog face, and Becky couldn’t help but giggle at his ridiculousness.

“Okay, fine,” she relented, shaking her head. “Give me fifteen minutes to wrap something up. I’ll meet you at the front door.”

After finishing her work, Becky hesitated for a moment, then pulled out her phone and called James.

“What’s up, honey?” James answered quickly, sounding distracted.

“Hey... what are you doing? Have you had lunch yet?” Becky asked casually.

“Busy working… no lunch yet… I’m stuck on this damn problem,” he said, his voice tense with frustration.

“All right. I just called to let you know I’m going out for lunch.”

There was a brief pause on the line.

“Okay… sounds good,” James said, then added more carefully, “Wait—why’d you call to tell me that?”

There was a beat of silence, and then it clicked.

“You’re going out with Steve, aren’t you?” His voice sharpened slightly, his pulse kicking up.

Becky chuckled softly, her tone playful. “Yep. Just thought you’d like to know. Hope you can concentrate on work now.”

James gave a low laugh, filled with excitement. “You are turning into such a tease.”

“Maybe,” she said coyly. “Maybe I’m just being your naughty wife like you wanted.”

James was grinning when he hung up, the image of his elegant, beautiful wife sitting across from Steve swirling through his mind, both thrilling and torturing him in ways he hadn’t anticipated.

Steve was already waiting by the front entrance when Becky stepped outside. He flashed her a grin and opened the passenger door of his SUV with an exaggerated gentlemanly flourish.

Becky climbed inside, smoothing her skirt as she settled into the seat.

“So… where are you taking me?” she asked lightly as he pulled away from the curb.

“It’s a place I like—good food, laid-back vibe,” Steve said. “And, uh, just a heads-up… we’re meeting a buddy of mine there. Luke. He called right as I was leaving your office. Hope you don’t mind.”

Becky blinked, a little disappointed. She’d been expecting something a little more… charged. Meeting a friend would definitely put a damper on Steve’s usual flirtiness—not much of a story to tease James with later.

“No, that’s fine,” she said smoothly, covering her slight letdown.

Steve glanced over at her, grinning. “You know, you’re looking really sexy today.”

Becky arched an eyebrow. “Is that right?”

“Yeah,” he said shamelessly. “Your ass looks amazing in those pants. Fills 'em out just right.”

She gave him a mock-stern look. “That’s a very inappropriate thing to say to your co-worker.”

Steve just chuckled. “A little bit of inappropriate makes life interesting. Besides,” he added, his grin widening, “it’s true. You’re hot, Becky. Always have been.”

Becky shook her head but couldn’t hide the small smile tugging at her lips. The easy flirtation felt good—safe but thrilling, a controlled burn she hadn’t realized she missed.

They kept up the playful banter as Steve drove them across town.

But when they pulled into the restaurant parking lot, Becky’s smile faltered.

She stared at the sign, then at the line of waitresses in tiny shorts and low-cut tops milling near the door.

“Oh, this is the nice restaurant?” she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

Steve just grinned unrepentantly as he parked. “Hey, good food, great scenery. What’s not to like?”

Becky groaned under her breath, grabbing her purse.

At the front entrance, they found Luke waiting. He was a big man—late fifties, balding, with a round beer belly stretching his polo shirt. Whatever charm Steve had, Luke lacked. He greeted them with a wide, toothy grin and a bear paw of a handshake.

Becky smiled politely, already bracing herself for whatever the afternoon might bring.

"Luke, this is Becky," Steve said casually as they approached the entrance. "She works with me. And Becky, this is my good friend Luke—he’s a VP of Sales at his company."

"Nice to meet you, Becky," Luke said, eyeing her openly, his gaze shamelessly sliding over her figure.

Becky stiffened, her smile tightening. "Get a good look?" she asked, her voice sharp with annoyance.

Luke just chuckled smugly. "Couldn’t help it. You’re a beautiful woman."

Becky bit back a sharper retort as Steve clapped Luke on the shoulder and steered them toward the entrance. "Alright, alright—let’s get inside. I’m starving," Steve said, laughing.

As they were led to a table, Becky glanced around, quickly taking in the scene. The place was exactly what she had feared—a "breastaurant," packed with mostly middle-aged men eyeing the waitresses, who were all young, fresh-faced, and squeezed into tiny shorts and skimpy tank tops that flaunted cleavage with every bounce and turn.

"I love this place," Luke said, grinning as he plopped into a chair. "Good food. Better scenery."

Becky sat down stiffly, folding her hands primly on the table. "How can you two even patronize a place like this?" she asked, unable to hide the disdain in her voice. "It’s degrading to women. This whole place is about objectifying them like they’re just... meat."

Steve shrugged, utterly unbothered. "Come on, Becky. No one’s forcing them to work here. Hell, most of these girls choose it. They like the attention, the outfits, the flirting. They make good tips, they feel sexy—it's a win-win for them."

"Really?" Becky said, her voice laced with sarcasm. "Wearing revealing clothes, letting a bunch of leering guys drool over them—that’s empowering now?"

Luke leaned in with a smirk, clearly enjoying himself. "At the risk of offending you, Becky, let me ask you something."

She narrowed her eyes warily but didn’t stop him.

"You’re wearing those form-fitting pants, that snug little top," Luke said, gesturing lazily toward her outfit. "You know you look good in them. You knew it this morning when you looked in the mirror, didn’t you? You felt good about it. Probably noticed a few guys at work sneaking glances, too."

Becky’s mouth opened slightly, but no words came out.

Luke pressed on. "A beautiful body should be admired. Women like being admired—being wanted—even if they won’t always admit it out loud. It’s just human nature."

Steve leaned back with a smug grin. "He’s got you there, Becky."

Becky bristled but couldn't find a quick comeback. And deep down, she hated the flicker of truth she felt in Luke’s words—the same flicker she had felt when Steve flirted, when other men’s eyes lingered too long.

She was spared from answering when their young waitress bounced up to the table, bright-eyed and flirtatious. She leaned just a little too close to Steve and Luke as she took their order, laughing a little too hard at their jokes.

Watching the easy, teasing interaction, Becky grudgingly realized the girl was enjoying herself—playing into the attention, working it in her favor.

After the waitress left, the three of them settled into easy small talk, though both men couldn’t seem to resist slipping in plenty of sexual innuendos as they waited for their food.

"So, Becky," Luke asked casually as he chomped into the massive burger he had ordered, "how long have you been married?"

“Nineteen years,” Becky replied, sipping her iced tea. “What about you? Are you married?”

"Used to be," Luke said, shrugging. "Been divorced for about five years now. Got two boys—one’s a senior in high school, the other’s a junior in college."

"And you’ve just got one son in high school, right?" he added, giving her a knowing look.

Becky arched an eyebrow. "Seems like someone’s been talking about me," she said, glancing pointedly at Steve.

Steve just gave her an unrepentant smile.

"If I had a co-worker as gorgeous as you, I'd be talking about her too," Luke said without hesitation.

"That’s so true," Steve chimed in with a chuckle. "You’re so damn hot, Becky. I can’t help but brag about working with you."

Becky shook her head in mock disapproval. "Stop kissing my ass, Steve. I’ll just make you pay for my lunch," she said playfully.

"I'd gladly kiss that hot ass and pay for lunch," Luke said, flashing her a lecherous grin.

Becky laughed, playing along. "Hmmm... I never thought of it that way. You might have a point."

"So you must’ve gotten married pretty young," Steve remarked, leaning back in his chair, studying her over the rim of his glass. "Did you get much chance to play the field before you settled down?"

Becky blinked, caught off guard by the directness of the question. "I... did a little," she admitted cautiously, smiling despite herself.

Steve grinned, pushing a little further. "How many guys were there?"

Becky gasped in mock outrage, placing a hand dramatically over her heart. "Hey! You can’t ask me that. Even my husband never dared."

Luke laughed, shaking his head.

"Anyway," Becky added primly, "a lady doesn’t sleep and tell. Just like you two fine, chivalrous gentlemen never brag about your many conquests."

She gave them both a pointed, skeptical look, making them roar with laughter.

For a moment, Becky sat back, smiling to herself. She could feel the heat of both men's attention on her—undeniable, flattering, and just a little dangerous. And somewhere deep inside, a part of her was thrilled by it.

"You’re absolutely right," Luke said with mock seriousness. "We’re very discreet gentlemen."

Then he burst out laughing.

"Don't make me guess now," Steve warned her with a grin. "If you leave it to my imagination, I’m going to start guessing real high."

Becky shook her head, laughing despite herself. "No way. I shouldn't even be talking about this with you. I can't believe you're even asking—this is way too personal."

In truth, she probably would have told Steve if Luke hadn’t been there. But Luke’s presence made her guard go up.

"Oh, come on," Luke pressed. "Don't act all innocent now. I bet you’ve talked about this with your girlfriends, right? Same thing. We’re just your guy friends."

"You’re not my friend," Becky shot back, pointing at Luke with a teasing glare. "I barely even know you."

Still, she couldn’t deny that he had a point. The conversation had taken on that kind of playful, confessional tone that was hard to resist.

"Okay, how about this," Steve offered. "We’ll tell you our numbers first. Then you can decide if you want to share yours."

Becky smirked. "Fine. But you better not inflate your numbers. And don’t count it if you paid for it," she added slyly.

Steve laughed. "Scout’s honor. I’ve been with... twenty-six women."

"And I’ve been with twenty," Luke said, smirking proudly.

Becky’s eyes widened in shock. She stared at them, genuinely stunned. They didn’t even seem like they were lying.

"Oh my God," she said, laughing. "You two are complete womanizers. Compared to you guys, my number is nothing."

Before she could stop herself, she blurted out, "Just five... besides my husband."

Steve let out a low whistle, leaning back in his chair with a grin.

"That's so unfair," he said, mock pouting. "Only five? I think we should help you raise that number."

All three of them burst into laughter at the outrageous suggestion.

"Very generous offer, I have to say," Becky said, still chuckling. "But thank you, no. My husband is more than enough for me."

She pointed a playful finger at both of them. "And you two should quit trying to seduce innocent women and maybe focus on your wives instead."

"Nah," Luke said, shaking his head. "I like variety. Keeps life interesting."

Steve winked at Becky. "You’d like it too if you ever gave it a shot. Trust me—very experienced."

Becky laughed again but shook her head firmly. "I’ll take 'boring and stable' any day, boys."

She glanced at her watch and stood up. "And speaking of boring, I have a meeting to get to. Thanks for lunch—you two degenerates behave yourselves."

As they were about to go their separate ways, Luke grinned and said, "It was great meeting you, Becky. We should stay in touch—I'd love to have more beautiful friends like you."

Before she could react, he leaned in for a hug. Becky accepted it out of politeness, smiling stiffly as his big arms wrapped around her.

At first, his hands stayed respectfully high on her back. But then, she felt his palms start to slowly, subtly slide downward.

Just before he could reach her ass, Becky firmly grabbed his wrists and pulled back with a pointed look.

"Hands where I can see them, mister," she said lightly, raising an eyebrow at him.

Luke gave her a sheepish grin, completely unbothered. "Couldn't blame a guy for trying, could you?" he teased.

Becky laughed despite herself, surprising even herself with how playful she felt. Maybe it was the lingering buzz from the attention, maybe it was the wine with lunch—but instead of getting angry, she decided to lean into the moment just a little.

"At least you're honest about it," she said, giving his chest a little tap with her hand. "But don't push your luck, Luke. You might get more than you bargained for."

Luke chuckled, taking the playful warning in stride. "Fair enough. But seriously—you made my day, Becky."

Steve, who had been watching with amusement, shook his head. "Man, you have no shame."

"And you have good taste in friends," Luke shot back.

Becky smiled as she turned to Steve. "I'll meet you by your SUV. Don't let your friend get into any more trouble," she said over her shoulder, tossing them both a wink before walking away.

As she headed toward the parking lot, she felt her heart beating faster than she expected. It was harmless… mostly. But for the first time, she realized she liked the feeling of being a little bit bad.

And that thought stayed with her longer than she wanted to admit.

Becky was standing by the SUV, arms folded, tapping her foot impatiently as Steve walked up.

"I still can't believe you're friends with that guy," she said, but her tone was more exasperated than angry now.

Steve gave her a sheepish smile. "I know, I know. Luke can be a bit much. Ever since his divorce, he’s been... off the rails. Doesn’t excuse it though. I’m sorry."

Becky shook her head, letting out a small laugh. "Well, I guess everyone’s allowed one idiot friend."

"Exactly," Steve said, grinning. "And for what it’s worth, he’s not wrong about one thing—you do have an absolutely incredible ass."

"You’re incorrigible," Becky said, rolling her eyes with a smirk.

Steve opened the door for her. As Becky lifted one foot to step into the SUV, he placed a hand on her hip to guide her in—firm and low, right where her waist flared into the curve of her ass. It wasn’t overtly inappropriate, but it was just bold enough to make her skin tingle.

She immediately felt the subtle possessiveness in the touch. His hand started to slide lower, slow and lingering, and she quickly reached back, catching his wrist before he could go any further.

"Hands where I can see them, Romeo," she said lightly, giving him a teasing look.

Steve chuckled but didn’t pull away right away, letting the moment stretch between them before finally lifting his hands innocently.

"Can’t blame a guy for trying," he murmured with a wink.

Becky shook her head with a laugh and climbed into the SUV, feeling a little breathless but strangely exhilarated.

Once Steve slid into the driver’s seat, he glanced at her sideways, mischief sparkling in his eyes. "So... what color is that thong?"

Becky turned to him with an exaggerated glare. "Focus on the road, Steve. You’re worse than a teenager."

But despite her words, there was a lightness to her voice—a teasing, almost daring edge she hadn’t intended.

Steve grinned wider, clearly sensing it, and pulled out of the parking lot.

And Becky, staring out the window to hide the smile creeping across her lips, realized she was enjoying the attention far more than she should.

"Oh, come on," Steve coaxed. "Just tell me. What color is your thong? Describe it for me."

Becky shook her head, laughing nervously. "No, Steve... I shouldn't."

"Then let me see," he said, his voice dropping lower, more insistent.

Her heart raced. "No, Steve... no," she breathed, squirming slightly in her seat. "I really shouldn't."

But Steve, undeterred, reached for the hook at the front of her dress pants. Becky instinctively grabbed his wrists, her fingers trembling.

"Don't," she said, voice tight, her breath coming faster.

Steve just smiled at her—slow, confident, knowing—and with a bold flick of his fingers, unhooked her pants and lowered the zipper.

"Stop, Steve!" she gasped, glancing around the parking lot. "Someone might see us."

"Relax," he murmured. "Windows are tinted. No one’s gonna see."

Becky hesitated, caught in the moment. She should have pulled away. She should have demanded he stop. But instead... she let go of his wrists.

"Just look," she said quietly. "No touching."

Steve nodded, eyes gleaming, and gently pushed open the front of her pants. His breath hitched when he saw the delicate lavender thong with the lacy waistband hugging her hips.

But it wasn't enough for him.

"Lift your ass up a little," he said roughly. "Let me see you properly."

Becky froze, pulse hammering in her ears. Every instinct told her to stop—but another part of her, the reckless, tingling part, pushed her forward.

"No, Steve," she whispered, shaking her head. "I can't."

But Steve didn’t push harder—he just sat back, looking at her with that hungry, pleading expression, tapping his fingers on his thigh, waiting.

Her heart pounding, Becky bit her lower lip, feeling the heat pooling between her thighs. Slowly, almost against her own better judgment, she shifted, lifting her ass just enough.

Steve groaned under his breath and tugged her pants down to her upper thighs, exposing the smooth curve of her ass and her slender, creamy thighs framed by the lacy thong.

"Goddamn, Becky," he murmured, his eyes locked on her.

Becky could feel her pussy dampening with arousal, even as shame and excitement twisted inside her. She should have felt mortified. Instead, a dangerous thrill coursed through her.

"Get on your knees on the seat," Steve urged, rubbing the front of his jeans.

She shook her head again, voice shaky. "No, Steve... I can't..."

But her resistance was crumbling fast. She was too caught up in the intoxicating rush—the heat of being desired so shamelessly.

"Please," Steve whispered. "Just once. No touching. I swear."

After a long, agonizing second, Becky exhaled shakily, set her jaw, and slowly turned on the seat. She got up onto her knees, facing away from him, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Her creamy thighs, bare above the tangled pants, and the thin strip of lavender fabric between them were on full display. She felt completely exposed—and outrageously, shamefully excited.

At first Steve didn't touch—he just sat there, staring hungrily, breathing hard.

And Becky, biting her lip, realized how dangerously easy it was becoming to let herself be bad.

But soon, the sight of her bare ass—tight, creamy, and framed perfectly by the delicate thong—became too much for Steve. He let out a low, guttural groan and, unable to resist, reached out and gripped her ass in both hands, squeezing firmly.

Becky gasped, her whole body jolting with a sharp intake of breath. An involuntary shiver raced down her spine. For a split second, her body betrayed her, reacting with a hot, electric pulse between her thighs.

But her mind caught up just as fast. She yanked away from his touch, her face burning with shock and shame, and quickly pulled up her pants, heart pounding in her ears.

"You said no touching," she said flatly, her voice trembling just slightly as she tugged the fabric back into place, refusing to meet his eyes.

Steve started the SUV with an easy shrug, as if nothing had happened. "I know... I know... I just couldn’t help myself," he said, his voice thick with lust. "You looked too damn irresistible."

Becky turned her face toward the window, breathing hard, trying to steady herself. What had she done? She had let it get this far. She had put herself in that position. And worst of all... some part of her had liked it.

Her thighs were still trembling; her pussy was shamefully wet. She hated herself for it even as she craved the friction, the forbidden thrill.

"You know," Steve continued, his tone softening, turning almost sweet, "you're amazing. So beautiful, so damn sensual... charming, smart... God, I'm so glad I met you. Women like you are rare, Becky."

"Stop," she said quietly, cheeks flaming. "You’re embarrassing me."

He just smiled and kept driving.

Becky sat stiffly, arms crossed tightly over her chest, feeling like the walls of the SUV were closing in on her. She could hardly process what had just happened—the line she had let Steve drag her toward, the way her body had responded against every ounce of her better judgment.

"I’m late for my meeting, Steve," she muttered, desperate for an end to the ride. "Let’s just go."

When they finally pulled into the parking lot, Steve glanced over at her, casual, like nothing was wrong.

"So," he said, flashing that boyish grin, "when are you gonna let me take you out for dinner?"

Becky stared at him, still shaken. "I don’t know, Steve. I... I don’t think that’s a good idea," she said, her voice barely steady.

"Oh, come on," he coaxed. "It’s just two friends having dinner. That’s all. Just enjoying good company."

She gave a bitter little laugh. "I don’t think what happened in the SUV is what friends usually do."

Steve only shrugged, unbothered. "Sometimes it does. Sometimes friends just... have a little fun. Let their hair down."

She shook her head, trying to clear the fog of guilt and excitement that clouded her brain. This was wrong. It had gone too far already.

"I’ll be traveling next week," Steve added lightly. "But when I’m back... let’s go out. Think up a good excuse for your hubby. What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him."

He winked at her like it was some harmless joke, like it wasn’t dangerous.

Becky managed a weak, awkward smile, feeling completely torn inside. Without saying anything, she grabbed her purse, opened the door, and walked away as quickly as she could—her heart racing, her body still thrumming with a confused, guilty need.

And even as she stepped back into the cool, safe air of the office building, Becky couldn’t deny the horrifying truth pounding in her chest:

A part of her didn't want to stop.


Chapter 9

Entering her office, Becky quietly shut the door behind her. She leaned back against it for a moment, her heart still pounding. She couldn’t believe what she had allowed to happen. What she had wanted to happen.

For five long minutes, she sat motionless at her desk, staring at nothing, replaying the scene over and over in her mind—the daring, the shame, the heat. There was no denying it: it had excited her. More than anything had in a long time.

She thought about calling James, but her emotions were too raw, too tangled. Work demanded her attention, and she needed to pull herself together. Pushing the jumbled thoughts to the back of her mind, she forced herself to focus.

Meanwhile, James sat at home, staring at his phone, waiting. When it never rang, he sighed, assuming Becky had chickened out. He figured it was normal; it would take time for her to fully embrace the idea, the transformation he was pushing them toward. He told himself to be patient.

Later that evening, as Becky arrived home, she didn’t even bother to change. Instead, she walked straight toward James’s home office with purpose.

James heard the soft knock and swiveled in his chair just as Becky entered. There was a mischievous, almost guilty smile tugging at her lips. The moment he saw it, his gut tightened. Something had happened. Something big.

"How was lunch?" he asked, trying to keep his voice light.

Instead of answering, Becky moved closer, sliding onto his lap, straddling him boldly. She cupped his face in her hands and kissed him softly, lingeringly—an intimacy that immediately made his heart pound.

When she pulled back, her eyes were wide, pleading. "I was very bad today, honey," she whispered. "I don’t know what came over me... but you have to promise me you won’t be mad."

His stomach flipped. A million possibilities raced through his mind.

"What did you do?" he asked carefully, trying to sound calm even as jealousy and dread coiled inside him.

"Promise me first," she insisted, searching his eyes. "Promise you won’t get upset."

"I promise," he said, voice hoarse.

Becky took a deep breath. Her hands trembled slightly as she confessed, in halting, shame-tinged words, everything that had happened—how Steve had coaxed her, how she’d allowed him to unzip her pants, how she had even gotten onto her knees on the seat and let him look.

James’s mind reeled. He gripped the arms of his chair tightly, trying to process the tidal wave of emotions: intense jealousy... helplessness... but underneath it all, an almost unbearable surge of arousal. Hearing his wife describe it in her own words, seeing the blush stain her cheeks, watching the shy, guilty excitement in her eyes—it shattered him in the most intoxicating way.

He was furious... he was turned on... and he had never wanted her more.

Becky’s voice quivered. "I’m so sorry... I don’t even know why I did it... I just... I felt so alive. I felt wanted. It scared me... but it also..." She trailed off, unable to finish.

James's chest rose and fell heavily as he fought to get control of himself. His cock was rock hard beneath her, pressing up insistently between her thighs. His mind was a battlefield—but his body already knew exactly what it wanted.

Without a word, he cupped the back of her head and kissed her fiercely, pouring all his jealousy, all his hunger, all his confusion into the kiss.

"You complete slut," James growled against her mouth as he kissed her hard, his hands gripping her waist possessively. "You naughty, naughty little hussy… teasing other men like that."

He leaned back in his chair, tugging her tighter onto his lap. Becky gasped as she felt the thick ridge of his cock pressing urgently against her already heated crotch. She squirmed instinctively, rubbing herself against him, her body betraying her shame.

Biting her lower lip, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment and excitement, she whispered, "It seems you’re not too mad that your wife was showing off for another man."

James's eyes burned into hers, wild with emotion. "Oh, I’m mad," he said hoarsely. "I’m jealous as hell… but more than anything else, I’m so fucking aroused that my wife was such a naughty little tease."

Becky trembled in his arms, her heart hammering. She couldn't believe what she was hearing — or how much it thrilled her.

"I don't know what you’ve done to me, James Richards," she said, her voice barely a whisper. "I’m turning into... into some kind of wench. I still can't believe I let him... look at me that way." She wrapped her arms around his neck, holding onto him as if he was the only thing keeping her from floating away in shame and excitement.

"You’re not a wench," he said fiercely. "You’re mine. You’re beautiful. You’re sexy as hell. And now you’re finally starting to embrace it."

He kissed her again — deep, bruising, claiming. When he pulled back, his voice was raw with need. "Show me," he ordered roughly. "Show me how you did it. How you teased him."

Becky’s breath caught in her throat. For a second she hesitated, battling the shy, proper part of herself. But the hunger in her husband’s eyes — the absolute need — undid her.

Slowly, she slid off his lap, her hands trembling as she stood in front of him. James rose too, towering over her, his erection tenting the front of his pants so lewdly that it made her cheeks burn.

Becky shyly hooked her fingers into the waistband of her dress pants, unfastening them with deliberate slowness. She eased them down her hips, baring the lacy lavender thong that barely covered anything at all, the fabric slicing between the creamy cheeks of her ass.

With a soft, breathless sound, she climbed onto the chair on her knees, just like she had for Steve, arching her back and sticking her ass out.

James groaned low and filthy in his throat, his hands flexing into fists at his sides.

"Damn, baby," he rasped. "This is what you showed him? My beautiful, elegant wife, parading her perfect little ass for another man to drool over?" His voice was thick with jealousy, awe, and feral lust.

Becky peeked back at him over her shoulder, biting her lower lip shyly—and then gave her hips a slow, seductive little wiggle, deliberately provocative, testing her power.

That small, teasing move broke whatever fragile restraint James had left.

"You need to be punished," he growled.

Before Becky could react, his hand came down sharply on one ass cheek, making her gasp out loud. "Aaahh... ooohh... James, honey!" she whined, a wild mix of pain and pleasure racing through her.

He rubbed the stinging flesh for a moment, then smacked the other cheek just as hard. Becky whimpered, burying her face in her arms, her pussy throbbing with desperate need.

James couldn't hold back any longer. He gripped the thin strip of her thong, pulling it roughly aside to bare her soaked pussy lips. His cock twitched in his pants as he stared at how wet she was — wet from shame, from excitement, from being used and punished.

"Look at you," he snarled. "Completely soaked… you love being a bad girl, don’t you?"

Becky could only nod helplessly, moaning into her arms.

James yanked open his fly with shaking hands, freeing his thick, throbbing cock. Without any further teasing, he shoved himself into her sopping wet pussy with one brutal, claiming thrust.

Becky cried out sharply, her whole body jerking forward at the force of it, but she immediately pushed her hips back against him, hungry for more.

James gripped her hips hard enough to leave bruises and began to fuck her savagely, pounding into her, using her the way she secretly craved. Every slap of his hips against her ass sent shockwaves of pleasure through Becky’s body, erasing all doubts, all shame, until there was nothing left but pure, raw need.

And she realized with a dizzy, horrifying thrill:

There was no going back.

As James bottomed out inside her with one savage thrust, Becky gasped sharply, her whole body jolting forward against the chair. Her fingers clawed at the backrest as she whimpered, overwhelmed. The brutal, claiming sensation of her husband's thick cock filling her sent her tumbling instantly into orgasm.

She moaned loudly, her body spasming uncontrollably, hips jerking back against him as if begging for more. James grabbed her hips roughly, his fingers digging into her flesh with possessive force, and kept pounding into her — hard, fast, relentless. The slap of his pelvis against her ass echoed obscenely through the room.

"You like this, don't you?" he growled savagely into her ear, his voice thick with lust and jealousy. "You like being used...fucked hard...like you’re nothing but a fucktoy."

Becky could only nod frantically, whimpering and sobbing in pleasure, her pussy squeezing and milking his cock as she rode out the endless waves of her orgasm.

But James wasn’t finished with her.

Pulling out with a slick sound, he yanked her up roughly by the arm, spun her around, and pushed her back onto the desk. Becky lay sprawled on her back, legs spread wantonly, her pants tangled around her thighs. James loomed over her, wild-eyed, his cock slick and throbbing.

He grabbed the neckline of her blouse and yanked it down, forcing her bra cups to spill her small, firm breasts free.

Without warning, he latched onto one nipple with his mouth, sucking hard—too hard—until Becky cried out. Pain flared sharp and bright, but it melted immediately into a searing bolt of pleasure that shot straight to her clit.

"Ahh—James! Baby...oh my god!" she gasped, arching her back off the desk, offering herself up to him.

He sucked and bit at her tits hungrily, leaving marks, claiming her, branding her. Becky clutched his head desperately, holding him against her chest, overwhelmed by the roughness, by the feeling of being completely possessed.

"You're mine," he growled against her skin. "Mine. No one else gets this."

"Yes!" she sobbed. "Only you, baby...only you."

With a snarl, James shoved his cock back into her dripping cunt, bottoming out in one brutal thrust that made Becky scream.

There was no rhythm now, only need — raw, animalistic, frenzied. He hammered into her hard enough to rattle the desk, to make her tits bounce and her body jerk with every savage thrust.

Becky wrapped her arms and legs around him, clinging to him as he fucked her mercilessly, feeling her second orgasm coiling tighter and tighter inside her like a live wire ready to snap.

"Cum for me," James snarled. "Cum with me...show me who you belong to."

Becky cried out, her whole body locking up as her orgasm ripped through her. "I'm cumming...baby I'm cumming!" she screamed, her nails digging into his back.

James let out a feral groan and drove himself deep one final time as his cock erupted inside her, flooding her pussy with thick, hot cum. Becky felt every pulse, every shudder, and her orgasm exploded harder, her pussy milking every drop out of him.

They clung to each other, shaking and panting, drenched in sweat and lust, lost in the violent, beautiful chaos they had created together.

Slowly, after what felt like forever, Becky’s spasming body relaxed. She lay limp on the desk, shivering with aftershocks, a dazed, blissful smile on her flushed face.

James slowly pulled out of her, his cum leaking messily from her swollen pussy, smearing down her thighs.

Becky stood up shyly, her knees trembling. She wiped between her legs with a tissue, her face crimson, and bent down to pull up her pants when her phone beeped.

They both froze.

Becky grabbed her phone and read the message. It was from Andre, asking what time he should come by.

"Oh shit," Becky said, wide-eyed. "I completely forgot about Andre coming over today."

James chuckled hoarsely, still breathless from their brutal fucking. "Tell him to come in an hour," he said with a wicked grin. "That’ll give you plenty of time to clean up...and maybe grab something to eat."

Becky blushed furiously, still feeling James’s cum slowly trickling out of her as she texted back.

And for the first time, she wondered if she was starting to enjoy this dangerous new side of herself a little too much.

"Yeah...that sounds good," Becky said as she quickly texted Andre back, confirming the time. She set the phone down, then frowned thoughtfully. "What should I wear, I wonder?"

James leaned back in his chair, admiring the curve of her hips as she shifted weight from one foot to the other. "A nice dress with heels would be perfect for formal dancing," he said casually. "The girl he’s taking to the dance will be wearing something fancy...and it’s his first real formal dance. It’ll help him feel like he's really practicing for the real thing."

"Yeah, you’re right," Becky agreed. She moved toward the kitchen, nibbling her lower lip in thought, then grabbed a light snack before heading upstairs.

A little while later she descended the stairs again, smoothing her dress over her hips. "So...this looks okay?" she asked with a shy smile.

James turned from his computer—and froze.

Becky stood there in a casual but elegant printed dress that ended just at her knees, paired with short-heeled pumps that made her calves look even longer and more graceful. Her hair was still up in a simple twist, her face fresh and glowing. She looked stunning — so pretty, so effortlessly classy, the perfect "girl next door" fantasy come to life.

"You look..." James’s throat worked. "You look very, very nice."

He stood up, moving toward her. The front of his pants was visibly tented, and Becky’s eyes widened slightly as she noticed. Flushed with bashful pride, she gently cupped the hard bulge through his pants.

"You’re still hard," she said teasingly.

"Yeah," he grinned. "Apparently having a naughty wife does wonders for my libido."

She laughed softly, slipping her arms around his neck. They kissed, a warm, tender kiss that soon deepened as the heat between them reignited. She felt James’s hands slide down to cup her ass through the soft material of her dress.

Without a word, James pushed her gently but insistently down onto her knees.

"James," she murmured, glancing toward the clock, "Andre will be here soon—"

But he was already opening his pants, his thick, flushed cock springing free. It was crusted with a thin, pearly coating—the dried mingling of her pussy juices and his earlier cum.

"Don't use your hands," he growled. "I’m going to feed it to you."

Becky swallowed hard, trembling with arousal and apprehension, then opened her mouth obediently. James nudged her lips with the dirty tip, smearing it across her lips before sliding in between them.

Slowly, he fucked her mouth, moving in and out, savoring the sight of her pretty, flushed face, her shining eyes looking up at him. Then, unable to resist, he grabbed the back of her head with both hands and thrust harder—deeper—until she gagged around him.

Becky spluttered and whimpered, but she didn’t try to stop him. Some deep, hidden part of her thrilled at the roughness, the sheer claiming of it.

James let up briefly, then shoved himself deep again, face-fucking his elegant, pretty wife like she was nothing but a hole for his pleasure. Becky’s mascara was smudging slightly at the corners of her eyes, her breathing ragged as spit dribbled down her chin.

After a minute of brutal thrusts, James finally withdrew, helping her stand up.

Panting, cheeks flushed, Becky clung to his shoulders. "I can tell Andre to come another day, baby," she whispered urgently, her whole body thrumming with need. "I want you so bad..."

James cupped her face and kissed her hard. "No," he said roughly. "It’s okay. After he leaves, we’ll finish this properly."

He reached under her skirt, feeling the heat between her legs. She was wearing pale blue bikini panties, the front already darkened with a damp, telltale wet spot.

"You’re so wet, baby," he murmured, pulling the gusset aside to stroke her swollen, slick pussy lips. Becky moaned softly, shivering.

James tugged the panties back into place and looked her straight in the eye, his voice low and commanding. "Change into something even sexier. A skimpier pair. I want you to feel how naughty you’re being the whole time you're dancing with him."

For a moment Becky just stared at him, her mind torn between scandalized shock and wicked, pulsing excitement. Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

Without saying a word, cheeks flaming, she turned and hurried upstairs to change.

James watched her go, his cock aching with need and his heart hammering with anticipation.

Moments later, just as Becky was picking through her lingerie drawer upstairs, the doorbell rang.

James opened the door to find Andre standing there, wearing jeans and a clean polo shirt, looking both eager and a little nervous.

"Hey Mr. Richards," Andre said with a wide grin. "Thanks again...I really appreciate you guys helping me out."

"No problem at all," James replied, stepping aside to let him in. "Believe it or not, I was your age once too. I still remember my first formal dance... thought I was gonna trip over my own feet."

Andre chuckled. "Yeah, man...that’s what I’m worried about."

They shared an easy laugh as James led him toward the living room. But as they walked, Andre cleared his throat, glancing sideways at James.

"Uh...you know...I just wanted to say again," Andre started, his voice a little more hesitant now, "I'm real sorry about that thing...you know, in the laundry room."

James looked over at him, keeping his expression neutral. "Forget it, Andre. Water under the bridge."

Andre rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly, then grinned. "It's just...your wife’s real fine, Mr. Richards. Hard not to notice, you know?"

James chuckled lightly, shaking his head. "Yeah, I know. I’m used to it."

Andre hesitated again, then said, "You meant what you said the other day? About not getting mad if some dude’s checkin’ her out?"

James raised an eyebrow, studying him for a moment. "Yeah. I meant it. Doesn’t bother me. Depends on Becky too...most of the time she’s fine with a little harmless flirting. Honestly," he smirked, "sometimes it just makes her all frisky for me."

Andre laughed, looking relieved. But he wasn’t done fishing. "Yeah but...like...what if some dude actually, you know, flirts with her? Not just looking...like kinda gets a little bold?"

James gave a low chuckle, sensing exactly where this was going. "Well, like I said...depends on Becky. Sometimes my buddies get a little playful with her—touch her arm, joke around, whatever. If she’s fine with it, I’m fine with it. If not...well, then it’s a different story." He gave Andre a look that was both casual and just faintly warning.

Andre nodded, grinning. "Man...you’re real cool, Mr. Richards. Like...most dudes would freak out."

James shrugged. "Maybe when I was younger. You learn to pick your battles."

Andre laughed again, easing into a more relaxed posture. "Good to know. Now I don't gotta worry about you tackling me if I’m just admiring Mrs. Richards a little bit." He gave a playful wink, trying to keep it light.

James smirked, letting him have the moment—but inside, he was curious how far Andre would dare to go once Becky joined them.

"Hello, Andre...you ready to learn some dancing?" Becky called out lightly as she descended the stairs, a warm smile on her face.

Andre looked up and immediately grinned, his eyes shining. "Hi Mrs. Richards...you’re looking real pretty today," he said, his voice a little deeper than usual.

"Oh...thank you, Andre," she replied, a little flustered by the compliment. She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "Let’s head down to the basement—plenty of room to practice there." She glanced at James. "Honey, you want to come down and watch?"

James shook his head, chuckling. "No, you two go ahead. It's Andre's first lesson—don't want to make the kid self-conscious with an audience. I'll join next time."

"Yeah, that’s probably best," Andre agreed quickly, looking visibly relieved.

"Alright then...come on, Andre," Becky said with a playful edge to her voice. "I don't have all day." She was eager to get this over with—a little uncomfortable, but trying to push through it.

In the basement, Becky had already set up a small playlist of slow songs. She walked Andre toward the open space between the couches and the pool table, the upbeat music softly playing from a speaker in the corner.

The contrast between them was stark. Becky, the poised, sophisticated 39-year-old woman, looked effortlessly elegant in her casual printed dress and low heels. Andre, still very much a teenager despite his athletic build, looked almost comical by comparison in sagging shorts that showed the waistband of his dark FTL boxers.

"Alright," Becky said, clapping her hands lightly. "Take my hand in yours—gently—not like you’re about to crush it," she teased, giving him a wink.

Andre laughed awkwardly and reached out, taking her smaller hand into his. Becky guided his other hand to her waist, feeling a strange flutter in her stomach as his warm palm settled there—bigger than she expected, even a little rough.

She rested her other hand on his broad shoulder. "Now, just follow my lead...and try not to step on my toes," she said with a mock sternness.

They started moving. Andre was stiff as a board, his steps jerky and unsure. Twice he stepped directly on her foot, making Becky wince.

"Andre!" she scolded, laughing a little despite herself. "You have to pay attention. Move with the music... and definitely off my toes if you want a dance partner."

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Richards," he said sheepishly, grinning in a way that somehow made it hard for her to stay annoyed. "Guess I'm used to...uh, different kind of dancing."

Becky smiled, softening. "It’s okay. Just relax. Don’t overthink it—feel the rhythm, and trust me to lead you."

Her voice was gentler now, and Andre, picking up on her encouragement, visibly relaxed his grip a little. The second time around, he moved more easily with her, still a little clumsy but no longer rigid. Becky found herself guiding him smoothly across the floor, their bodies moving closer than she’d expected.

For a moment, she was acutely aware of the strange intimacy between them. The feel of his hand pressing slightly more firmly at her waist, the heat coming off his body, the contrast of his youthful strength against her own more refined, feminine frame. She quickly pushed the thought aside, focusing harder on the steps.

Still, the flush creeping up her neck wasn’t entirely from exertion.

Andre's eyes stayed glued to her face—occasionally flicking down to her body when he thought she wouldn’t notice—and Becky wasn’t sure whether the nerves in her belly were annoyance... or excitement.

"That’s it," she said breathlessly as they finished another slow circuit. "You're getting better already."

"Only 'cause I got a good teacher," Andre said with a flash of a smile that, Becky had to admit, was pretty charming.

"Flattery will get you nowhere," she teased, stepping back to adjust the music.

But even as she laughed it off, she realized how much closer they were standing than when they started—and how much easier it had become to forget the careful boundaries she had promised herself she’d keep.

To Andre it seemed only a few minutes had passed but it was close to an hour. "It is enough for today Andre...you have made quite a bit of progress...we will pick up where we are letting off day after tomorrow, Thursday evening, Jordan is working that evening." Becky said to him.

"Thank you, Mrs. Richards...I really appreciate you doing this for me," Andre said, beaming.

After he left, Becky turned to James. "I think it went pretty well...a couple more sessions and he should be ready."

James smiled, already unable to hide the hunger growing in his eyes. "Come here, my naughty wife..." His voice was low and thick with need.

Becky laughed softly as she moved into his arms, feeling his erection press urgently against her belly. Without wasting a second, he captured her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. She moaned as she felt herself melt into him, her body already betraying her.

"So you like teasing other men...flashing your panties...being such a bad, bad girl," he growled against her lips, grabbing a firm handful of her ass through the thin material of her dress.

Becky nipped playfully at his lower lip. "And you like it too...you like your wife being a tease," she whispered.

James didn't respond with words. Instead, he scooped her up in his arms and carried her swiftly toward the bedroom. Becky clung to him, heart hammering, the thrill of his urgency making her dizzy.

Once inside, he set her on her feet by the bed and tugged her dress up over her head, baring her in one quick motion. She was left standing there in nothing but a pale blue bikini thong, her breasts bare, nipples already hard.

"Get on the bed, baby," he rasped, his voice thick with lust.

Obediently, Becky climbed onto the mattress, sprawling out on her back. James stripped quickly, his cock standing thick and proud, the veins bulging, already glistening with a bead of precum at the tip.

He knelt on the bed and guided her legs apart, then crawled up over her body. His mouth found hers again in a bruising kiss before he shifted higher, offering her his cock. Becky opened her mouth willingly, wrapping her lips around the swollen head and drawing him deep, tasting the faint salt of his need.

At the same time, James lowered his head between her thighs, breathing in her musky scent before he licked her pussy with one long, slow stroke.

Becky whimpered around his cock, the dual sensations overwhelming her instantly. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked harder, determined to give him as much pleasure as he was giving her.

James growled low in his throat as he licked her, his tongue dragging over her clit again and again. His fingers slid into her wet heat, curling up to find that sweet, spongy spot that made her hips jerk off the bed.

He didn’t go gently either. He was rough, greedy, devouring her like he couldn’t get enough. Becky moaned helplessly around his cock, her thighs trembling. Her own pleasure was building quickly, surging through her like a wildfire.

James rocked his hips forward, pushing deeper into her mouth. Becky gagged slightly but forced herself to stay relaxed, breathing through her nose, letting him use her. She had never particularly enjoyed the physical act of sucking cock—but this was different. Being pinned down, being helpless, being utterly at his mercy ignited something primal inside her.

She moaned around his length, swallowing around him, and felt his cock twitch in her mouth.

He pulled his fingers free from her pussy, spreading her open wider with his hands, and pressed his tongue directly against her clit, flicking it rapidly. Becky cried out, muffled around his cock, as an orgasm ripped through her with brutal, uncontrollable force.

Her entire body spasmed, her hips jerking wildly against his mouth. She gasped and whimpered around him, her orgasm going on and on, wave after wave battering her senses.

James didn’t let up. He licked her hungrily, even as she squirmed and sobbed with pleasure.

Becky redoubled her efforts, sucking him harder, needing to bring him to the edge too. She stroked his shaft with one hand while she sucked and licked the head, swirling her tongue around the tip. She loved feeling him pulse in her mouth, loved knowing how close he was.

James groaned roughly and thrust deeper into her mouth. Becky opened her throat as best she could, her hands squeezing his thighs for support.

When he came, it was a sudden, violent flood. His hot, thick cum filled her mouth in heavy spurts, and for a second her old instinct was to pull away—but she didn’t.

Instead, she swallowed him down greedily, gulping him down, feeling every thick pulse of it slide down her throat. It was filthy. It was degrading. And it made her feel deliriously powerful in her submission.

When he finally collapsed back, pulling his softened cock from her mouth with a wet pop, Becky wiped her lips with the back of her hand and rested her flushed cheek against his thigh.

James ran his hand lovingly through her messy hair, still panting. "Goddamn, baby...you were incredible."

Becky just smiled against him, dazed and sated, feeling more alive—and more depraved—than she ever had in her life.


Chapter 10

For the next couple of days Becky did not see Steve. Later that day, after getting home from work, Becky changed into a soft, floral sundress before Andre was due to arrive.

"You look very nice, honey...very pretty," James said, admiring her as she came down the stairs.

"Are you saying that just because you love me?" she teased, smoothing the skirt with her hands.

"That too...but you truly are looking gorgeous." He pulled her into his arms, kissing her cheek. "Andre will like it."

She rolled her eyes in mock annoyance. "Why do you keep saying such things? I already told you, sweetheart — I'm not going to play games with him. Steve is enough."

"I know, baby...I know," James murmured, trailing his hands down her sides. "But it’s just...there’s something so erotic about the thought of a strong, athletic young man lusting after a beautiful, married woman like you. So taboo. So wrong." His voice had turned low and rough.

"So now it’s not just a crush? Now he’s lusting after me?" she said, but there was a faint excitement in her voice she couldn’t hide.

James grinned. "Yeah...and can you blame him? Look at you."

"What kind of panties is my naughty wife wearing under that sundress?" he asked, his eyes gleaming.

"Why don't you look for yourself," Becky answered softly. She turned around and bent over the back of the living room couch, arching her back just slightly, sticking her round ass out for him.

James groaned at the sight. He lifted her dress, revealing a tiny tanga panty hugging her cheeks. "Fuck, baby..." he rasped. "Your ass looks unbelievable. And this is what you're wearing for that tall, athletic young man who's been eyeing you."

He smacked her ass lightly, making Becky gasp and wiggle under his hand.

"Aaah! No, baby... I wore it for you! For you," she protested, breathless.

"I know, baby," James murmured, squeezing her ass cheeks greedily, "but it’s so fucking hot thinking about him seeing you like this...thinking about how he must imagine it."

He leaned closer, his voice a dark whisper against her ear. "You know he's thinking about peeling these panties off you...about what it would be like to sink that big, hard cock into you. Stretching your tight pussy open. Watching you moan for him."

"James..." Becky whimpered, scandalized — but she was trembling now, her body betraying her. Her nipples had stiffened under the thin fabric of her dress. Her pussy throbbed with a deep, shameful ache.

"You can picture it, can’t you?" he pressed, his hand tracing the waistband of her panties. "That thick, black cock...so dark against your pale skin...pushing deeper and deeper until you can't take any more."

"Stop it..." she whispered, barely able to breathe — but she didn’t move away.

James finally let her go, smoothing her dress back down. Becky turned to face him, her cheeks flushed, her breathing shallow. She took his face in her hands and kissed him lovingly, needing to ground herself.

"You need to get these depraved thoughts out of your head," she scolded softly. "This is just too taboo. Very wrong."

"It’s just naughty fantasy, baby," he reassured her with a grin. "Just words...nothing real."

Trying to compose herself, Becky said, "Are you going to come down with us and watch?"

James smirked. "No... I like the idea of him spending time alone with you."

Becky shook her head and rolled her eyes at him, but her stomach fluttered nervously — and not entirely in a bad way.

Just then, the doorbell rang. James kissed her cheek one last time before she went to let Andre in, still feeling James’s dirty words swirling in her mind, making her legs weak.

"Hello Mrs. Richards... Hi Mr. Richards," Andre greeted them, flashing his confident, boyish smile.

Becky smiled back, smoothing down her dress unconsciously. "Hi Andre. Come on downstairs," she said, leading him toward the basement.

She was still a little breathless from her earlier conversation with James. She wasn’t sure what had come over her — but she knew she felt different today. Bolder. Naughty, even.

During their first session, Becky had kept things formal, proper — maintaining a respectable arm's length as they danced. But it hadn’t looked right. It had looked stiff, awkward. And now, standing there with Andre, she decided it was time to let that barrier down a little.

After a few minutes of the same awkward distance, she stopped and placed her hands on her hips. "Andre," she said, smiling warmly, "you and your partner are going to look very stiff if you keep so much distance. Formal dancing isn't supposed to be like holding someone at arm’s length. You need to bring your partner closer... move together as one."

Andre’s heart skipped a beat. This was exactly what he had been hoping for but had been too cautious to attempt himself.

"Oh... okay... I didn't think of that," he said, trying to sound casual. But the gleam in his dark eyes betrayed his excitement.

As the music started again, Andre stepped in closer this time. Much closer. His hand on her waist slid naturally to the small of her back. His other hand took hers, gently but firmly, drawing her arm in until their bodies were almost touching.

Becky could feel the difference immediately. The warmth of his body, the faint scent of his cologne — fresh and youthful — and the strong, athletic line of his chest just inches from her breasts.

And then... she felt it. The back of his hand brushing, just barely, the side of her breast. It was subtle. So subtle she could have pretended it hadn't happened. But her breath hitched ever so slightly.

"That’s better," she said, her voice a little tighter than before. She cleared her throat. "And remember — in formal dancing, the man is supposed to lead the lady. Last time, I was leading you. But now you know enough that you should be leading me."

Andre grinned broadly. "It’s only because I have such a wonderful teacher," he said, flashing his charming smile.

Becky laughed lightly, but inside, her stomach twisted into a knot of tension — half nervousness, half forbidden excitement.

They began moving across the floor again, and this time Andre took the lead. It was clumsy at first — he stepped on her toes once, and she yelped softly — but quickly he found a rhythm. Soon they were gliding more smoothly, the friction of their bodies sending little jolts of awareness through her.

She became hyper-aware of every point of contact: his broad hand pressing into the small of her back, the firm but careful grip of his hand around hers, the almost imperceptible brush of their hips as they moved. His body was hot through his clothes. Muscular. Youthful.

Her nipples hardened beneath her bra, and she prayed it wasn’t noticeable through her thin dress.

They turned and moved together, and Becky felt a part of her — the part that had awoken lately — stir again. She shouldn't be feeling this. It was wrong. He was so much younger. He was her son’s friend.

But God help her, it made her feel alive.

Andre, for his part, was doing his best to stay controlled, but feeling the elegant Mrs. Richards' soft body pressed against his, feeling her breasts just barely brush his arm as they danced, was sending lightning through his veins.

As the song faded and a new one began, Becky took a tiny step back, needing a moment to breathe.

"You're doing great, Andre," she said, forcing a smile. "Much, much better."

"Thanks to you, Mrs. Richards," he said smoothly, but he didn't release her hand right away. His thumb lightly stroked her knuckles before he let go.

Becky's stomach flipped at the small, intimate touch. She tried to laugh it off. "Well...let's keep practicing. I want you to be the best dancer at that prom," she said, her voice a little too bright.

And as she stepped back into his arms, her body betraying her better judgment yet again, she couldn't help but wonder if James was right — if some dark part of her liked the idea of being desired by someone she should have stayed far, far away from.

They continued moving slowly to the music, Becky guiding him more with subtle touches now, encouraging him. The two of them stayed pressed closely together. She could feel the warmth of his body through his t-shirt, the strength of his chest and arms as he steadied her with his hand on her lower back.

At first, she thought she was imagining it.

A slight pressure — a different kind of contact — low against her lower belly. As they swayed, it shifted, pressing firmer against her.

Her heart skipped a beat.

Andre stiffened — and not just in the literal sense. His body tensed up, and he instinctively tried to pull back from her, his hand loosening from the small of her back.

Becky looked up at him, startled, and caught the look on his face — a mixture of panic and sheer mortification. His cheeks flushed darker, and he gave her a sheepish, almost helpless smile.

"I’m... I’m really sorry, Mrs. Richards," he stammered. "It just... kinda happened."

His embarrassment was so raw and real that Becky's instincts kicked in to soothe him. But inside, her own emotions were a chaotic swirl. Her skin felt electric where their bodies had been touching. She had felt it — thick, hard, pressing insistently against her.

It had been a long time since anyone — even her husband — had made her feel that kind of sudden, illicit thrill.

Andre started to back away further, but Becky surprised even herself by reaching out and stopping him, her hand resting gently on his arm. She took a slow, deep breath to steady her racing heart.

"Don't," she said softly, forcing a reassuring smile. "It happens to a lot of men when they dance close like this. It's perfectly normal."

Andre still looked unsure, like a boy who had been caught doing something forbidden. Becky gave a small, nervous laugh, trying to ease the heavy tension hanging between them.

"Just relax," she said, her voice a little breathier than she intended. "You'll get used to holding a partner like this. It'll subside."

Then, before she could overthink it, she added playfully, "Besides... it's kind of a compliment to a woman. If it happens with your real date at prom... well, she might be secretly pleased."

The words left her mouth before she could take them back.

Andre blinked at her, stunned. Then a slow, grateful smile crept onto his lips.

"You're really cool, Mrs. Richards," he said softly.

They moved back into position, closer this time, and Becky felt it again — thick and insistent between them. Andre tried desperately to angle his hips away slightly, but there was no hiding it completely.

And now that she was aware of it, Becky couldn't not feel it.

Her body responded in ways she wished it wouldn't — a flush creeping up her neck, her nipples tightening against the soft fabric of her sundress, a slow, guilty warmth blooming between her thighs.

She tried to focus on the steps — tried to focus on the music — but her mind kept slipping back to the hard outline of his cock pressing against her.

God... it felt big. Much bigger than James. Bigger than anyone she had been with.

When she dared a quick, shameful glance downward, her heart gave a startled jolt. The bulge in Andre's shorts was unmistakable. Thick, prominent — even partially obscured by the bagginess of his clothes, it was obvious.

She jerked her eyes back up, flushing scarlet.

Neither of them said anything. They just kept dancing, their movements slow and awkward and so thick with tension that it was almost unbearable.

Andre’s hand slid slightly lower on her back, not by design but just from the natural gravity of the dance. His fingertips brushed the top of her buttocks, and he immediately corrected himself, clearly terrified of crossing a line.

But Becky... Becky couldn't help the involuntary shiver that went down her spine at that accidental touch.

What was happening to her?

Was she actually enjoying this? The feel of a much younger man’s hard cock against her? The helpless way he was trying to be respectful but couldn’t hide what she was doing to him?

She knew she should stop. Knew she should pull away, laugh it off, create some space.

But instead, she kept her hand lightly on his shoulder, kept moving with him to the soft music playing in the background, pretending that everything was normal.

Pretending that her panties weren’t growing damp with every slow, friction-filled step they took together.

Andre started to relax as they continued to dance. The initial awkwardness faded, replaced by a smooth rhythm between them. He grew bolder, pulling her closer again, though this time he was careful not to press his hips directly into her body. His whole intent now was to make her feel safe — to show her he could be trusted to hold her, to move with her, without pushing the boundaries she hadn't offered.

Still, the heat between them was impossible to ignore. Every sway of her hips, every soft brush of her breasts against his chest, sent a pulse of electricity through him.

And through her too, though Becky fought desperately to hide it.

Gradually, as the minutes passed and the music carried them along, the stubborn tent in Andre's shorts subsided. She felt it, even though neither of them said a word about it. A part of her was relieved — and another part... was almost disappointed.

Trying to lighten the moment, Andre gave her a crooked grin. "So... you like that I’m complimenting you?" he asked, his voice low, playful.

Becky gave a nervous, almost motherly laugh and immediately tightened her grip on his shoulder. "Andre... don't even go there," she said sharply, though not unkindly. Her heart was hammering in her chest. She couldn't let this slide too easily. She was already on shaky ground herself.

"Focus on your steps," she added, injecting a bit of sternness into her tone to cover the flutter she felt inside.

Andre wisely didn't push his luck.

Instead, they shifted to practicing a few more formal moves she had prepared for him — a dip, a spin, a little playful flair to impress a girl at a big event like prom.

He took to it quickly, his natural athleticism shining through. Becky couldn't help but smile genuinely at how fast he picked it all up, how easily he adapted to the rhythm of her body guiding his.

Before she knew it, an entire hour had flown by. When she glanced at the clock, she blinked in surprise. It had felt like no time at all.

"Okay," Becky said, clapping her hands lightly, trying to bring her own fluttering emotions back under control. "I think you’re ready, Andre. Your date is going to be very impressed with you."

Andre beamed, thrilled — until he caught the subtle finality in her voice.

"You really think so?" he asked hopefully.

"I know so," she said with a teasing smile. "And not just with your dance moves." Her voice dipped slightly, a sultry note slipping in almost unconsciously. "Your partner... she's going to love it when you hold her close. Really love it."

She couldn't help it — her gaze dipped, just briefly, to where his shorts had earlier betrayed him. Andre caught the glance, and the heat that had been simmering between them flared hotter for a moment.

Becky quickly turned away, pretending to busy herself with turning off the speaker. Her cheeks burned, but inside she felt that dangerous, delicious thrill again — the thrill she hated admitting even to herself.

"Come on," she said briskly, her voice a little too loud, "let's go upstairs."

Andre followed her, his mind racing with hope and disappointment all tangled together. He had been so careful, so patient, thinking there would be more lessons, more time to get closer to her. Now it seemed like this might be the last time he'd be this close to her again.

When they reached the main floor, James looked up from the couch where he had been pretending to read.

"So," James said with a grin, "did you two have some fun?"

"Yeah, it was fun," Becky answered, brushing a lock of hair behind her ear. "It's nice teaching someone to really dance properly."

She smiled warmly at Andre, though there was a flicker of something else in her eyes — something softer, almost guilty.

"I think Andre’s good now," she continued, shooting a proud glance at James. "He's a quick study where dancing is concerned. He’s ready for the limelight on the dance floor." She paused just a beat longer than necessary, then added, "He doesn’t need any more lessons."

The words struck Andre like a punch to the gut.

He managed a polite smile, but inside, his heart sank. This was it. He wasn’t going to get another excuse to hold her, to feel her body pressed against his, to lose himself in the scent of her hair and the feel of her warmth. All the careful plans he had made — shattered in an instant.

James was caught a little off guard. "What do you mean? That’s it? He doesn’t need any more practice?" He blinked, clearly surprised that Becky was ending the lessons so soon.

Becky shrugged, smoothing down her sundress. "Yeah, he's pretty good at it now," she said casually, though a faint blush colored her cheeks. "You should have seen him today... he was leading me. I showed him how to do dips, spins... he handled it really well."

James glanced over at Andre, who gave a modest shrug, trying to play it cool but still looking a bit uncertain.

"No," James said thoughtfully, "I think he could use a bit more practice. One more session wouldn't hurt."

He turned to Andre. "What do you think? You ready for the dance, or could you use a little more practice?"

Andre hesitated, throwing a quick glance at Becky. "I mean... Mrs. Richards thinks I'm ready," he said, trying to sound confident. "But... I wouldn't mind a little extra practice, just to be sure."

Becky sighed, knowing when she was outnumbered. She turned to face her husband, giving him a little scowl. "Okay, fine," she said, her voice tinged with mock exasperation. "Jordan works on Saturday... so Andre, come back Saturday afternoon for another practice session. But that’s it."

She paused, thoughtful. "Wait — I have my hair and nails appointment that morning. Let me check the time."

She pulled out her phone and quickly checked her schedule. "Okay, it’s early enough. I should be back by noon. So come around two."

Andre beamed, grateful. "Thank you, Mrs. Richards. I really appreciate it."

Becky smiled back politely, but her heart was beating faster than she cared to admit. She couldn't deny the electric tension that had built between them downstairs, or the complicated mess of emotions still swirling inside her — guilt, excitement, curiosity.

James smiled too, but behind his casual nod was a sharp edge of arousal and anticipation. He could read his wife better than anyone — the slight flush to her cheeks, the way she couldn’t quite meet his eyes just now.

Everything was moving exactly the way he had hoped.

After Andre left, Becky went about tidying up the living room while James lingered nearby, watching her with a barely disguised grin. He could tell she was flustered, the way she kept straightening things that didn’t need it.

Finally, she turned to him with a resigned sigh. "Alright...I know you’re dying to ask," she said, crossing her arms under her chest.

James leaned casually against the wall, smirking. "So...how did it go today? Anything...interesting happen?" His voice was teasing, but there was an unmistakable hunger behind it.

Becky hesitated, chewing her bottom lip. She knew there was no way out of this conversation now. "It was fine...we danced...he’s improving."

James raised an eyebrow. "Just fine?"

She huffed, clearly irritated. "Okay fine...something did happen." She avoided his eyes for a moment, then forced herself to look at him. "He...uh...he got a little excited while we were dancing."

James straightened up, his grin widening. "Excited how?"

"You know how!" she snapped, her face flushing. "He...he got hard, alright?"

James let out a low whistle. "While dancing with my beautiful wife...can't blame the guy."

Becky shook her head, annoyed at how amused he was. "I told him it was normal...that it happens sometimes. Tried to make him not feel embarrassed."

James stepped closer, voice dropping lower. "You felt it, didn’t you?"

She squirmed. "I didn’t have a choice...he was pressed against me." She tried to wave it off casually but the deepening color in her cheeks betrayed her.

James's eyes darkened slightly. "Was it...big?"

"James!" she exclaimed, scandalized.

He chuckled, undeterred. "Come on, baby...you can tell me. Was it?"

Becky glared at him. "I don't know, alright? I didn’t measure it!"

"But you felt it...you had to notice." He pressed, stepping even closer, almost crowding her. "Was it...bigger than mine?"

Becky turned her back to him, pretending to fuss with a cushion. "I'm not having this conversation."

James slipped his arms around her waist, speaking softly in her ear. "Did it turn you on, feeling it pressing against you?"

Becky froze for a moment. Then she shook her head stubbornly. "No...of course not."

"Liar," James whispered, nuzzling her neck. "I can tell when you’re lying, baby. You’re blushing...your nipples are hard right now under that little dress."

"Stop it, James," she said, her voice shaking a little.

"Tell me the truth," he coaxed. "Did it make you...wet?"

Becky clenched her fists at her sides, trying to resist. But deep down she knew he was right. She had gotten wet. The memory of Andre’s hard young body pressing into her, the forbidden thrill of it...it had left her throbbing between her thighs.

Finally, she snapped, spinning around to face him. "Fine! Yes, okay? It made me wet!" she hissed, mortified.

James’s breath caught. "God, that's so hot," he muttered.

But he wasn't finished.

"Did you want to see it?" he asked lowly. "Not just feel it against you...did you want to look?"

Becky gasped, stunned. "You’re unbelievable!" she cried.

"You thought about it, didn’t you?" he pressed, his eyes gleaming with hungry excitement.

Becky felt like her skin was on fire. Shame, arousal, anger — it was all tangled together inside her. "I don’t know!" she blurted. "Maybe! For a second! There, are you happy?"

And before he could say another word, she stormed off toward the stairs, her heart pounding wildly, her cheeks burning with humiliation — and undeniable, lingering excitement.

James stood there grinning to himself, rock hard, knowing full well that the lines they were tiptoeing along were only getting blurrier...and hotter.

James waited about an hour after Becky stormed upstairs before following her up. He climbed the stairs slowly, unsure if she would still be furious—or secretly turned on like he hoped. As he reached the bedroom door, he paused.

There she was.

Becky was lying across the bed on her stomach, completely naked, idly scrolling through her phone. The soft afternoon light streamed through the window, highlighting the elegant curves of her back, the gentle swell of her hips, and the perfect slope of her round ass. Her legs were bent at the knees, feet kicked up casually in the air.

For a moment James just stood there, staring, his cock instantly stiffening.

He cleared his throat lightly. "Wow...this is a hell of a sight to walk into."

Becky didn't even look up from her phone. "Still mad at you," she muttered stubbornly, her voice muffled by the comforter.

James grinned, undeterred. He crossed the room and knelt down on the bed beside her, running his fingers lightly up her spine. "You know I didn’t mean to upset you," he said softly, placing a kiss between her shoulder blades.

She gave a noncommittal hum but didn’t pull away.

Taking that as encouragement, James continued. He kissed her again, lower this time, just below her neck. Then he moved to the side, planting kisses along her shoulder, his hand slipping down to cup the side of her breast.

Slowly, deliberately, he kissed his way down to her side and around to the front, coaxing her to roll slightly toward him. Becky shifted lazily onto her back, still holding her phone up with one hand, but her body now exposed to him.

James didn’t waste any time. His lips found one of her small, firm breasts and he sucked her nipple into his mouth hard enough to make her gasp, sending a jolt straight to her core. He flicked his tongue over the stiff peak, then moved to the other breast, lavishing attention there too.

Becky stubbornly kept scrolling through Facebook, pretending to ignore him—but her breaths were getting heavier.

James trailed his mouth down her flat stomach, scattering kisses and soft licks, until he reached the line of her hip. He paused there, sliding his hands up the inside of her thighs, slowly pushing them apart.

Still holding her phone, Becky gave a shaky little laugh. "What's got you so worked up, babe?" she said teasingly, finally setting her phone down beside her and gazing at him with a soft, amused smile.

Without answering, James grinned wickedly and buried his face between her legs, inhaling her scent deeply before setting his tongue to work, determined to make her completely forget why she'd ever been angry in the first place.

James settled between Becky’s thighs, running his hands along her smooth inner thighs, kissing the soft skin just above her mound. Becky propped herself up on her elbows, her expression shifting from teasing to something more predatory.

She watched him with a sly smile as he kissed closer, his hot breath making her shiver. "Mmm, you want this bad, don’t you, baby?" she murmured.

James didn’t answer. He was too busy savoring the way her scent filled his nose, too lost in the sight of her glistening folds.

Becky wasn't going to let him off so easy. She gently ran her toes along the back of his neck, urging him to look up at her. "No, not until you admit it," she said, voice low and sultry.

James hesitated, his mouth poised just inches from her aching pussy.

"Admit what?" he asked gruffly, even though he knew exactly what she was getting at.

"You know what," she said, dragging it out, enjoying how flustered he looked. "Admit that hearing me say Andre has a bigger cock...it turned you on."

James swallowed hard. His cock throbbed just from hearing her say it again. Still, he hesitated, his pride clashing with his arousal.

Becky spread her legs wider, cradling his head between her thighs. She could feel how hard he was without even touching him. "Come on, baby...you’re already halfway there," she whispered, teasing him by slowly running her fingers through his hair. "Say it."

He groaned, the tension unbearable. "It turned me on," he finally admitted, voice thick with lust and shame.

Becky smiled wickedly, tightening her thighs around him. "Good boy," she whispered. "Now imagine it for me."

He froze.

"Imagine his big, hard, black cock...stretching me open...filling my tight little pussy," she whispered, her voice like silk. "Think about how deep he'd get, how I'd moan...how you'd hear the wet, filthy sounds of it every time he pushed inside me."

James moaned helplessly against her thigh, completely broken down by the image she was painting.

"And now," she said breathlessly, "lick me while you picture it, baby."

That was it. Something inside him snapped. James dove into her pussy with a hunger he had never felt before, his tongue working furiously, as if trying to erase the image even as it made him harder.

Becky threw her head back, gasping loudly. His mouth was relentless — sucking, licking, devouring her like a man possessed. She grabbed fistfuls of the sheets, her hips jerking uncontrollably against his face.

"That's it...fuck, yes...eat your little slutty wife," she moaned, completely losing control.

James slid two fingers inside her, curling them up as he licked her swollen clit, every flick of his tongue sending lightning bolts through her body.

Her orgasm hit her hard — a violent, body-shaking climax that tore a scream from her throat. She arched off the bed, grinding helplessly against his face as waves of pleasure rolled through her. James didn’t stop, lapping up everything she gave him, worshiping her body until she finally sagged back against the mattress, boneless and gasping for breath.

For a long moment, neither of them moved, both overwhelmed by what had just happened.

Becky finally let out a soft, trembling laugh. "God...what are you doing to me, James Richards?" she whispered, reaching down to tangle her fingers in his messy hair.

James lifted his head, his mouth and chin wet with her juices, his eyes dark with devotion and raw need.

Becky slowly sat up, still flushed and glowing from her intense orgasm. She tugged gently at James’s arms until he sat upright with her on the bed, his cock hard, throbbing, desperate for attention.

Without saying a word, she straddled his lap, but instead of guiding him inside her, she reached down and wrapped her soft hand around his slick, needy cock.

James groaned at the first touch, his hands instinctively reaching for her hips, but Becky shook her head slowly, a teasing smile playing at her lips. "No, baby," she whispered. "This is about you listening...just feeling."

She started to stroke him — slow, agonizing strokes that barely allowed him any relief. As she did, she leaned in and kissed him tenderly, sweetly, her mouth soft and warm against his.

Breaking the kiss, she whispered against his lips, "You know what’s still stuck in my head, baby?"

James whimpered as her hand tightened a little around his shaft. "Wh-what?"

She smiled sweetly, nipping his bottom lip with her teeth. "Thinking about Andre’s big, hard, black cock," she purred.

James's entire body stiffened. His cock twitched helplessly in her hand, betraying him.

"Poor baby," Becky teased, dragging her thumb lazily over his leaking tip, smearing it around the swollen head. "You know...I don't even think my fingers would fit all the way around his cock."

To drive her point home, she exaggeratedly wrapped her hand completely around James's cock, showing how easily her fingers met around his girth. James closed his eyes, a mixture of humiliation and pure, burning arousal shooting through him.

Becky kissed his throat, moving slowly, languidly. "I’d need both hands just to stroke him properly," she whispered into his ear, her voice dripping with sensual cruelty. "Can you imagine it, baby? That thick black cock stretching my lips...making me drool while I tried to suck it all?"

James moaned brokenly, his hips twitching involuntarily, fucking into her tight fist. Becky grinned wickedly, sensing how close he was — sensing how her words had completely unraveled him.

She pumped him a little faster now, still whispering filth into his ear. "I'd choke on it...gag around it...maybe I wouldn’t even be able to take it all." She kissed along his jaw, her hand relentless. "It would be so much bigger...so much thicker...than your sweet little cock."

James shuddered, his pride in tatters, completely enslaved by her teasing, her words, the intoxicating feel of her hand on him.

"You're so close, aren’t you, baby?" she cooed sweetly. "Thinking about me sucking that big cock while you sit here, helpless, stroking your little white cock?"

He tried to deny it, but all he could do was gasp and whimper. Becky kissed him hard, silencing his shame with her mouth as her hand jerked faster.

And then it happened — he came with a choked, broken cry, his cock pulsing and twitching violently in her hand as thick ropes of cum spilled over her fingers, coating her hand and wrist.

Becky milked him through every last shuddering pulse, her smile wicked and satisfied.

When he finally sagged against her, spent and humiliated and overwhelmed, she kissed him again, slow and sweet, as if to soothe the ache she'd so deliciously created.

"You’re mine," she whispered, licking a stray drop of his cum off her wrist with a slow, sensual flick of her tongue. "Always mine."

James could only nod, utterly wrecked by the woman who knew exactly how to unravel him — and who, he knew deep down, would take him even further next time.


Chapter 11

Becky stood at the kitchen sink, staring blankly out the window, her mind far away. She wasn’t really seeing anything — she was adrift in thoughts about Steve, about Andre, about how much her world had changed in just a matter of weeks.

The casual flirtation, the forbidden thrill, the way her husband encouraged her to explore this side of herself... it was dizzying. Her life had once been predictable, stable — now it was filled with excitement, tension, temptation. And the sex… the sex had become explosive. She was rediscovering herself — not just as a wife, or a mother, but as a woman who was still deeply, viscerally desired.

She was so lost in thought she didn’t hear James walk into the kitchen.

"Good morning, honey," James said softly, his voice startling her from her reverie.

Becky jumped slightly, then turned, smiling sheepishly. "Good morning...you’re up already," she said, a little flustered. "I think I’m running late."

James leaned casually against the doorway, his arms crossed. His eyes roamed over her — the simple blouse and skirt she wore somehow made her look even more delicious, almost effortlessly sexy.

"So," he said with a teasing grin, "are you going out for lunch with anyone today?"

Becky laughed softly and shook her head. "I don't know, James... Steve’s been busy, I think. I haven’t heard from him since that day in the SUV." Her voice grew a little quieter, a flicker of guilt passing through her. "Sometimes I can't even believe what I let happen… I keep thinking, what must he think of me? Flirting like that. Acting that way."

James moved toward her and slid his arms around her waist, pulling her close. "Did I ever tell you Steve’s in his early fifties? Almost ten years older than me." His voice was low and intimate against her ear. "Maybe he’s thinking he’s the luckiest bastard alive."

Becky blushed and looked away. "You really think that’s how he sees it?"

"I know it is," James said, his hands stroking lightly up and down her back. "And you know what, baby? Knowing that you’re flirting with an older, experienced man like him..." His hand dipped lower, just grazing the curve of her ass through her skirt. "It turns me on even more. Makes it even dirtier. Even more forbidden."

Becky felt her heart race. His words, his hands, the way he looked at her — it all made her stomach flip with a hot, guilty pleasure she couldn't deny. "You are so kinky," she whispered, half scolding, half teasing. "It turns you on more because he’s older?"

James smiled wickedly. "Oh yes. Don’t tell me it doesn’t excite you too, baby... flirting with an older man, feeling his eyes on you. Or knowing young men like Andre can’t stop thinking about you either."

Becky opened her mouth to protest — but no words came. She felt her cheeks heat up. It did excite her. More than she wanted to admit. That gnawing awareness when Steve had looked at her with open hunger, or when she’d felt Andre’s erection pressing against her thigh — it thrilled her in a way she hadn’t been ready for.

Instead of answering, she kissed James — a slow, lingering kiss full of things she couldn’t yet say out loud.

James deepened the kiss, pulling her tightly against him. "You don’t have to say it," he whispered against her lips. "I can feel it."

"I’m going to be late..." Becky said breathlessly, her body pressing involuntarily closer.

"Go then," James chuckled, releasing her reluctantly. "But just know... you’re going to drive me insane all day thinking about you tempting every man you walk past."

She grabbed her purse and laughed, tossing her hair over her shoulder. "You need help," she said playfully. Then, more softly, "See you tonight, baby."

James watched her leave, his heart pounding, his mind racing with fantasies he never could have imagined just a few months ago.

Tonight, he promised himself. Tonight he would take her even further.

Saturday morning, Becky had already left for her hair and nail appointment. Being a weekend, Jordan slept in late, finally coming downstairs just before noon, grabbing his keys and backpack on the way out.

He was about to head through the garage door when James called out from his office. "Jordan, hold up a second — I need to talk to you."

Jordan stopped, a little impatient, and turned around. "Yeah, Dad?"

James came into the hallway, casually leaning against the doorframe. "So... you're about to graduate soon. Feeling excited?"

Jordan smiled. "Yeah, it's pretty cool. I'm really looking forward to going to California for a couple of months after graduation, save up some money before college in the fall."

James nodded thoughtfully. "That's gotta be exciting. Big changes ahead."

"Yeah, I can't wait," Jordan said, shifting on his feet like he was ready to bolt. "Anyway, I gotta—"

"One more thing," James interrupted. "Have you thought about throwing a graduation party? Invite some friends over, celebrate a little?"

Jordan shrugged. "I don't know, Dad. I haven’t really thought about it. Not sure if I’m feeling it."

James chuckled. "Fair enough. But if you change your mind, let me know. Would be nice to celebrate you a little."

Jordan smiled awkwardly. "Thanks, Dad. I’ll think about it."

James lingered a little longer, clearly not done. "Hey... how's Karen doing? Haven't seen her around much lately."

"She's good," Jordan said. "Just busy with work and school. We’re both pretty slammed right now."

There was a beat of silence before James casually added, "I was also wondering... your friend Andre — what’s he planning after graduation?"

Jordan blinked, caught off guard by the question. "Andre? Uh, yeah... he’s heading to college, actually. Out of state. Got some kind of sports scholarship."

James raised his eyebrows, genuinely interested. "Really? Good for him. He’s a good kid."

Jordan nodded. "Yeah, it's a pretty big deal, especially for him. His dad's janitorial business is doing okay, but they’ve never had anyone go to college in the family before. His dad even offered to pay if he needed to. But I think Andre wants to get out, see some different places, you know?"

"Yeah, I get that," James said, his voice even, but his mind racing. "Good for him. New start, fresh experiences."

Jordan glanced at his watch. "Alright, I really gotta go or I’m gonna be late."

James patted him on the shoulder. "Go. Be safe."

Jordan gave a quick wave and headed out, leaving James standing there, alone with his thoughts.

James smiled faintly to himself. So Andre was leaving soon. That added a new kind of urgency to the chaotic mix of feelings brewing inside him — anticipation, jealousy, curiosity.

And excitement.

Always, under it all, a growing, gnawing excitement.

After Jordan left, Becky came back a little later, stepping inside with a fresh glow. "How does it look, James?" she asked, turning her head slightly to show off her new hairstyle and flashing her French manicured nails and toenails with a little flourish.

James's eyes lit up immediately. "You look beautiful, honey. The salon did a great job." His voice was genuine, full of admiration. "I’ll run you a nice hot bath... bubbles and all. You can just relax and soak for a while."

Becky gave him a playful, suspicious look. "Aww, someone’s being awfully nice to me. What did you do this time?" she teased, narrowing her eyes mock sternly.

James grinned sheepishly. "Nothing... just wanted to show you how much I appreciate you. You've been incredible lately... and after getting you upset the other night, I felt terrible."

"It wasn't really you, James," Becky said warmly, stepping closer. "I’ve just been feeling a little overwhelmed, that’s all... everything happening so fast... all this naughtiness you’ve pulled me into." She smiled lovingly at him, her tone tender but tinged with emotion.

"You do like it, though, don’t you?" James pressed softly, looking into her eyes. "You like being naughty... you like being my little tease."

She bit her lower lip, her cheeks flushing slightly. "Yeah," she admitted shyly, "I can’t deny it anymore. It’s exciting... I like the attention. I love how it’s bringing us closer, making us so wild together. I like doing it for you... for us." She hesitated, her expression turning a little serious. "But it still scares me sometimes. I don’t want to lose control... it’s thrilling but it feels dangerous too."

"You think too much, baby," James murmured, cupping her cheek with a gentle hand. "You should just enjoy it."

She laughed softly and shook her head. "One of us has to stay pragmatic, since the other’s mind is permanently floating in the gutter," she teased, her tone affectionate.

"Fair enough," James chuckled. "Come on... let me draw that bath for you. You deserve a little pampering before your young dance partner shows up."

Becky rolled her eyes at his cheeky grin but followed him upstairs, her heart racing in a confusing, delicious mixture of excitement and nerves.

"You must be really looking forward to seeing your wife wrapped up in the arms of that young, muscular Black guy," Becky said slyly, trying to push James’s buttons as she leaned against the sink, watching him fill the tub.

James chuckled low in his throat. "Oh, I am... want to see you in his arms, see the way he looks at you like he wants to devour you," he said, adding bubbles to the water.

She narrowed her eyes at him but couldn’t suppress her smile. "Well, after today you better not try to set anything else up, mister. No more secret little schemes... no more putting me in that boy’s path. I’m serious." She pointed a finger at him but her voice had lost all real sternness.

James grinned wickedly. "Alright, alright... after today. But just for now, babe... I want you to dance with him properly. Let him hold you close, feel that perfect body rubbing against him... give him something to think about tonight." His voice was thick with lust as he reached for her top and slowly pulled it up and off.

Standing in front of the full-length mirror, Becky stood in just her yoga pants, blushing slightly as James knelt down and tugged them, and her panties, down her legs. She lifted her feet for him, one by one, feeling completely naked under his gaze.

"You shouldn't be asking me to do that," she said quietly, her voice trembling with the same nervousness she felt buzzing through her body. But she didn’t say no.

James stood up behind her, pressing his hard cock against her ass as they both looked at their reflection. "God, baby... you're perfect," he whispered, running his hands up her smooth sides, squeezing her small, firm breasts, then tracing lazy circles over her belly.

She bit her lower lip as his fingers grazed lower over the soft stubble on her mound. His cock pulsed against her as he felt it.

"Shave it all off," he murmured against her ear, making her shiver. "I want you silky smooth... like a pretty little sl... like something special for him to touch."

"Honey, don’t say that," Becky protested, her cheeks flushing deeper.

James ignored her, too inflamed by the image in his head. "You got your hair done, your nails, your toes... looking like a goddess. All for Andre. Making yourself irresistible for that big, hard young cock."

"James!" she gasped, scandalized, but also undeniably aroused.

"You like it too, don't you?" he teased, sliding his hand between her thighs. "You like the idea of him feeling you... seeing what you’re hiding under those pretty dresses."

She groaned low in her throat, eyes fluttering shut for a moment.

"So you'll do it?" he pressed. "Just once. Look so hot he won’t be able to hide how bad he wants you?"

"Fine... just this once," she murmured reluctantly, her heart racing, "but you better make it worth my while after."

"I will," James promised, his voice a growl. "You’re going to cum so hard tonight you’ll forget your own name."

He kissed the side of her neck and reluctantly pulled away. "Now go soak, relax. I’ll pick something perfect for you to wear... something that'll make his cock hard the moment he lays eyes on you."

As James turned to leave, Becky reached out and caught his hand.

"Honey," she said in a small voice, her eyes soft and vulnerable, "don’t push it too far, okay? Pick something... decent." She managed a nervous smile. "And let me have a few minutes alone. I need to calm myself... mentally prepare. I can’t afford to panic today."

James kissed the back of her hand tenderly. "You’re going to be amazing, baby. Just have fun with it."

Then he left her to soak, his mind spinning with dark, thrilling fantasies.

As she slid deeper into the warm, fragrant water, Becky closed her eyes, letting the bubbles drift around her bare skin. The heat of the bath calmed her muscles, but not her mind. She couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling twisting in her stomach. She had agreed to something she would have found unthinkable not long ago—indulging her husband’s darkest, kinkiest fantasies. And yet, a small, guilty part of her liked how much it turned him on. Liked how alive it made her feel.

James reappeared a few minutes later, balancing a glass of wine. He leaned down and kissed her temple, smiling warmly, before setting the glass beside the tub and leaving her alone again. Becky watched him go, her heart pounding. She needed this time alone. She needed to get her head right.

Meanwhile, James was practically buzzing with excitement. He couldn't stop picturing it—his beautiful wife, dolled up, dancing closely with the tall, athletic Black teenager, Andre's hands sliding around her slim waist, maybe even lower... the thought made him throb with lust.

He had already picked her outfit: the mint-colored, v-neck fit-and-flare cocktail dress that she wore for their anniversary last year. It hugged her figure perfectly at the bodice, then flared playfully over her hips, ending several inches above her knees. Innocent but so, so sexy.

For underwear, he laid out a sheer black bra that subtly showed through the lighter fabric, and a delicate black lace thong. Then strappy, open-toed heels to complete the look, showing off her perfectly manicured toes.

Satisfied, James tried to occupy himself downstairs. He flipped channels aimlessly, browsed the news, scrolled through sports scores. Nothing could hold his attention. Every few minutes he found himself glancing at the clock, wondering how much longer Becky would need.

Unable to resist, he finally padded back upstairs and cracked open the bathroom door. The steamy air smelled sweet and floral.

"You doing okay, Becky?" he asked gently.

Her voice, full of exasperation, floated over the bubbles. "James! Honey! I’m kind of freaking out here, thinking about dancing with that boy... letting him hold me like that while you watch." She sounded stressed. "I need to relax... get my head straight. Seeing you pacing around like an anxious little boy isn't helping."

"Sorry, sorry," James said sheepishly, backing toward the door. "I'll leave you alone."

But before he could slip out, she added, "Actually, could you get me another glass of wine? I think I’m going to need it today."

"Right away." James grinned and hurried to fetch it.

Returning quickly, he placed the fresh glass of wine by the tub without saying a word, blowing her a kiss before backing out again. Becky took a long sip, closed her eyes, and sank back under the bubbles.

She needed to calm her racing heart. She needed to remember who she was.

But deep down, she knew she was going to walk downstairs today in that skimpy, teasing little dress... and make a young man hard for her. And her husband was going to love every second of it.

And that knowledge, terrifying as it was, sent a thrill through her body she couldn't quite suppress.

After about forty minutes, Becky finally called out for him. James hurried upstairs, his heart hammering in his chest. As he entered the bedroom, he stopped dead in his tracks.

Becky was standing naked beside the bed, her creamy skin glowing from the bath, her body glistening slightly from the lotion she had already started applying. She stood there looking almost shy, framed by the clothes he had laid out: the mint-green anniversary dress, the sheer black bra, the lace thong, and the delicate strappy heels.

"So this is what you want me to wear?" she asked, turning to face him, her voice tinged with nervousness and a little bit of excitement.

"Yes... why? You don't like it?" James asked, feeling breathless.

"No... I like this dress... you bought it for me... it’s just... kind of sexy." She bit her lower lip. "You sure you want me to wear this for him?"

"Absolutely," James said, unable to stop grinning. "You’re going to look amazing. Too amazing for him to handle."

She gave him a teasing little smile, feeling a strange thrill zip through her body. "Alright then. Help me get ready for Andre." Her voice was almost a whisper, but there was mischief hidden in it. "Get my body lotion... make me pretty for him."

James practically pounced at the chance. He grabbed the bottle and squirted lotion onto his palms, warming it. Slowly, reverently, he began rubbing it into her shoulders, her arms, her back—taking his time to admire every curve, every little twitch of her muscles under his hands.

He moved lower, massaging the lotion onto her flat stomach, her slim hips. When he reached her pussy mound, he felt no stubble at all, just silky-smooth skin. He couldn't help but linger, his fingers slow and almost worshipful. Becky shivered and shifted slightly, her breathing growing heavier.

Getting down on his knees, James worked his way down her legs, lovingly coating her long, shapely thighs, her calves, and even her dainty feet. Becky closed her eyes briefly, feeling almost drunk from the sensation of being pampered so intimately.

"I don't think I missed anywhere..." James said finally, his voice low and hoarse.

"No," Becky said with a shaky little laugh. "You did an excellent job. Maybe I should make you put lotion on me every day."

James chuckled but there was heat in his eyes. "Maybe you should dress up for other men every day."

She playfully rolled her eyes but didn’t respond, letting the comment hang between them.

Biting her lip again, she reached for the black lace thong, stepping delicately into it as James crouched and pulled it up her smooth legs, letting his fingers linger just a little longer than necessary. Next came the sheer black bra—James hooked it carefully behind her, letting his hands graze her back.

Then, finally, she slipped the mint-colored dress over her head, adjusting it on her body, the soft fabric hugging her curves like it was made for her. She turned her back to him. "Zip me up, baby."

James moved behind her and slowly zipped up the dress, savoring every inch of her.

"You know..." Becky said coyly, glancing over her shoulder at him. "I'm actually enjoying you helping me dress up. You seem very... invested."

"I wonder why," James said, grinning.

Once zipped up, she turned and smoothed the dress down over her hips. "Okay, you picked everything... but no jewelry? No earrings? No bracelet?"

James paused, realizing he hadn't even thought that far ahead. "Earrings, definitely. No bracelet... but an anklet. Definitely an anklet. Something that will draw his eyes to those gorgeous legs."

Becky shook her head and laughed softly, the butterflies in her stomach growing. "You’re terrible... but okay, pick the earrings you want me to wear. And I’ll find an anklet."

Watching her move toward her jewelry box, James felt like the luckiest—and most depraved—man alive.

And Becky, as she sifted through her earrings with trembling fingers, realized she wasn’t just doing this for James anymore. A small, dark part of her wanted to see the way Andre would look at her, wanted to feel that forbidden thrill again.

James quickly chose a pair of dangling diamond earrings and a delicate heart charm anklet.

"Put the anklet on while I put in the earrings," Becky instructed softly.

James got down on his knees again, fastening the anklet carefully around her smooth ankle while Becky slid the earrings into place. She watched him in the mirror, feeling her cheeks flush. When he was done, she pointed down at the heels.

"Now, put the heels on my feet," she teased.

Without hesitation, James slipped the strappy, open-toed heels onto her feet, his fingers lingering as he admired her perfectly manicured toes. Once both shoes were secured, he leaned in and pressed kisses up the length of her smooth legs, inhaling her fresh, clean scent.

By the time he stood up, he was rock hard, and the lust burning in his eyes was impossible to miss. He pulled Becky tightly into his arms and kissed her hungrily, his hands roaming over the curves of her dress.

"Someone is really turned on," she murmured against his lips, trying to sound playful but feeling the butterflies fluttering madly in her stomach.

"Yeah," James breathed, his voice thick with lust. "I love this, baby...getting you primped up for another man. Watching you getting so gorgeous...and knowing it's driving me insane." He kissed her again, almost desperately. "I can't wait to ravish you once Andre leaves."

Becky clutched his shirt, hesitating for a moment. Her heart pounded with nerves. "We could just...skip all this, baby," she said hopefully. "Cancel the whole thing. You can ravish me right now." Her voice cracked slightly, betraying how badly she wanted him to say yes, to call the whole thing off.

James kissed the side of her neck, inhaling her scent deeply. "I know, baby...I know," he murmured. "But just one more time... I just want to see you dance with him. See him hold you. Watch you tease him...tease me." His voice was so low and hungry it sent a shiver through her. "You know what it does to me...and how you reap the benefits afterward."

"Yeah...I know," Becky whispered, her stomach sinking. She felt trapped between fear and excitement, a deliciously terrifying line.

Trying to shake off the nerves, she asked with a soft, shaky smile, "You want to help me with my makeup too?"

James laughed gently and shook his head. "No way. I'll only ruin that pretty face. You’re on your own for that part, baby."

Becky smiled faintly, biting her lip. "Okay...go downstairs then. Wait for me."


Chapter 12

James went downstairs to wait for his wife to come down. It was almost two o'clock, and Andre could show up any minute. Now that the moment was so close, James was beginning to feel a little bit uneasy. The reality of seeing his sexily dressed wife in the arms of the young, athletic black man stirred a swirl of excitement and nervousness in him.

Nearly twenty minutes passed while James sat there, feeling more and more antsy. Then the doorbell rang, and he felt a pit form in the bottom of his stomach. Now that everything he had imagined was about to happen, a wave of apprehension washed over him. But despite the second thoughts tugging at his mind, he didn’t want to stop it.

He opened the door and found Andre standing there, grinning broadly.

"Hey Mr. Richards...how are you?" Andre said with his easy, youthful charm.

"Hey Andre...I'm good, how about you?" James responded, forcing a relaxed smile.

He couldn't help but notice Andre's outfit—sagging basketball shorts revealing his dark-colored FTL boxers and a tight wife-beater shirt that clung to his broad chest and muscular arms. James had a flash of dismay. This was the guy he had primped his beautiful, elegant wife for? His stunning, sophisticated Becky, with her soft blonde hair and classy dress, would soon be in the arms of this cocky, athletic young man.

The contrast was jarring—but also thrilling in a way James couldn’t quite admit to himself.

"Just chilling, Mr. Richards...glad I can get in some more practice for the big night," Andre said, looking genuinely cheerful.

"Yeah...should help you," James replied, trying to keep his voice steady.

"So...are you going to watch us today, Mr. Richards?" Andre asked with a grin.

"Oh yeah...think of it like your final exam," James said, laughing a little too loudly. "I’ll be judging if you pass or not."

"Sounds good to me, Mr. Richards," Andre chuckled.

As they stood making small talk, they heard the soft, rhythmic click of Becky's heels descending the stairs. When Andre caught sight of her, his eyes widened and his mouth fell open slightly.

"Wow, Mrs. Richards... you are looking really beautiful," he said, his voice filled with genuine awe.

Andre's gaze remained locked on her, shamelessly running up and down her body, taking in every inch of her elegant curves, the way the fitted bodice hugged her figure, the way the skirt flared around her hips. James was staring too, though his gaze was filled with pride—and an undercurrent of excitement he couldn’t deny.

Becky blushed under their intense attention. She smiled, a little shyly, and said, "Come on, both of you, stop staring at me like that... you're embarrassing me."

"My bad, Mrs. Richards," Andre said with a bashful smile, though his eyes continued to drink her in. "You just look so pretty... kinda hard not to look at you."

Becky waved her hand dismissively and teased, "It’s James’s idea... he thought it would be a good idea for you to experience a real formal dance. Your date will be wearing a pretty dress and look even more beautiful than I do. I'm old, Andre. I can’t compete with the young girls."

"Oh no, Mrs. Richards... no way," Andre said quickly, his voice sincere, almost breathless. "You’re way more beautiful than any girl I know."

Becky smiled at him, her cheeks still tinged pink. Then her eyes dropped to his casual outfit, and she tilted her head thoughtfully. "I have to say though, Andre... I’m a little disappointed. This being your last session and all, I thought you’d dress a bit sharper."

Andre immediately looked sheepish. "Sorry, Mrs. Richards... I didn’t think. I can go home real quick, change into something nicer, and come back." His eagerness to please her was obvious.

Becky hesitated, chewing her lower lip—part of her was tempted to let him leave, to buy herself some time to regain her composure. The electricity she felt just standing this close to him was rattling her more than she wanted to admit.

But James, seeing right through her hesitation, quickly interjected, "Come on, babe... it’s fine. Don’t make the poor guy drive all the way back. He’s already here."

Andre looked relieved, flashing another wide smile. Becky just nodded, smoothing her dress as she tried to calm the fluttering in her chest.

"Okay fine... get ready for your final session, Andre," Becky said, flashing a smile that barely masked her nerves. "I just need something to drink first."

She turned and headed toward the kitchen, needing another glass of wine to prop up her courage. As she walked away, the soft clack of her heels echoed on the wood floor, and her dress swayed with each step, the flared skirt dancing over her thighs and hips.

Andre couldn't help but stare openly, his eyes glued to her round, swaying ass. His tongue lightly darted over his lips before he muttered under his breath, "Damn, Mr. Richards... she looks so fine... you sure have one fine woman."

James didn't respond. His stomach twisted with a mixture of jealousy, fear, and a raw, aching arousal.

Andre glanced at him sideways, emboldened by the silence, and said with surprising boldness, "Her legs in those heels... man, if she was my girl, I wouldn’t let anyone near her. Wouldn’t even let anyone dance with her."

He paused, then turned fully to look James straight in the eye. There was no mistaking the knowing look in his expression when he added, "But I think you like that."

For a second, James could only stare at him. His throat was dry. His heart pounded. The boy knows, he thought. Andre understood more than he should. James realized with a jolt of fear that this was no longer harmless. The tension was crackling between them. Transgressions could happen now—real ones that could never be undone.

Before either could say anything else, Becky returned, a fresh glass of wine in her hand. She didn't notice the charged silence between them.

"Oh good, you're still here, James," she said breezily. "I need to talk to you for a second."

She turned to Andre with a gentle smile. "Andre, why don't you go on down and wait for us? We'll be there in a minute."

Andre nodded and gave Becky one last admiring look before disappearing down the basement stairs.

As soon as he was gone, Becky’s smile dropped. She clutched her wine glass tightly in both hands as she faced James, her eyes serious and a little wild.

"James... honey..." she began in a low, shaky voice. "This is the last time I’m going to ask you. Are you really sure you want me to go through with this? Do you really want to see him hold me that close? Our bodies rubbing against each other?" She paused, swallowing hard. "I’m feeling very uneasy. I’m scared."

James was scared too—terrified even—but the deep, forbidden arousal that had driven everything to this point burned hotter than the fear. He nodded, voice hoarse. "Yes. I want to see it."

Becky looked at him for a long moment, her breathing shallow. She could see the hunger in his eyes, the same hunger she sometimes felt deep inside herself when she thought about how Andre had looked at her. It both terrified and thrilled her.

"Alright, James," she said quietly, her voice trembling slightly. "If this is what you want... but remember, you can never blame me later. You can't regret this. You can't have buyer’s remorse, because once we cross certain lines, there's no undoing it."

James just squeezed her hand in silent answer, feeling like he was stepping over the edge of a cliff—and taking her with him.

Without another word, still holding his hand, Becky let him lead her slowly downstairs, the clack of her heels sounding impossibly loud in the heavy silence that had fallen over them both.

Andre was waiting near the bottom of the stairs, standing a little stiffly but trying to look casual. His eyes immediately locked onto Becky as James led her slowly down the steps. Andre’s lips parted slightly, drinking in the sight of her in the mint green cocktail dress and heels. She looked like something out of a dream—elegant, poised, so different from any girl he knew.

James gave Becky’s hand one final squeeze before stepping back to let Andre step forward. Andre wasted no time. He gently took Becky’s hand in his, his dark, strong fingers completely enveloping her smaller, delicate hand. His other hand slid lightly onto her waist, settling there with a firm but careful grip.

Becky tilted her head back to look up at him and offered a nervous smile, trying to ignore the shiver that ran through her body at the feel of his big hand on her body.

"Okay, honey... start the music," she said to James, her voice a little shaky.

James’s heart skipped a beat as he pulled out his phone and tapped into Spotify, queuing up the slow dance playlist they'd put together earlier. As the soft, slow music began to pour out of the speakers, he felt lightheaded with anticipation, his eyes never leaving the pair standing together.

As soon as the music filled the room, Andre immediately pulled Becky close—closer than before, closer than what would normally be considered appropriate for just dancing. His large frame almost enveloped her slender form. Becky smiled up at him nervously, pressing her body lightly against his as they began to sway.

They moved surprisingly well together, Becky following his lead easily now that he had grown more confident. Andre's hand on her waist was firm, guiding her, while their joined hands stayed loosely between them. James watched, fascinated, as his wife and Andre moved together with a slow, sensual rhythm, their bodies brushing with each step.

The contrast between them struck James hard now that he saw it up close: Becky, porcelain-skinned, elegant, and every bit the refined, sexy woman in her fitted dress and heels; Andre, youthful, muscular, his dark skin gleaming under the lights, wearing sagging basketball shorts and a snug wife-beater that clung to his broad chest.

Despite his casual clothes, despite everything that should have made it feel ridiculous, James had to admit—there was an undeniable chemistry between them, a tension he could almost taste in the air.

Becky soon felt the inevitable press of Andre's growing hardness against her lower abdomen. She stiffened slightly, her cheeks flushing. She tilted her head to glance over at her husband, her lips parting in an awkward smile, trying to silently ask him, Is this really what you wanted?

James, for his part, looked completely mesmerized, almost entranced, as he stood there watching. His eyes were locked onto them, unblinking. He gave a tiny, almost imperceptible nod—encouraging her to keep going.

Feeling the weight of his stare—and the heat of Andre’s body pressed against hers—Becky swallowed hard and let herself keep moving with the music, trying not to think about the thick, obvious bulge she could feel against her stomach... or how hard her own heart was hammering inside her chest.

When the song ended, Becky stepped away from Andre and walked back over to her husband, her cheeks flushed from dancing—and from everything else she was feeling.

"So how was it?" she asked playfully, tilting her head and flashing him a teasing smile.

"Very nice..." James said, trying to keep his voice steady. "You two danced really well together. Andre, your date’s going to be very impressed. You’ve definitely got some nice moves."

"Thanks, Mr. Richards..." Andre grinned slyly. "Mrs. Richards is an awesome teacher. I owe it all to her."

James chuckled and locked eyes with Becky. "Yeah, I agree... she's one hell of a teacher."

Becky laughed lightly, and with a dramatic little curtsy said, "Oh, thank you, kind sir. But what about you? How about a dance with your favorite student?" She reached for James’s hand just as another slow song began.

Without waiting for an answer, Becky placed her arms around James’s neck and began swaying to the music, pulling him into the dance. "Come on, baby... dance with me," she coaxed softly.

James wrapped his arms around her waist but couldn’t help glancing over Becky's shoulder at Andre. The teenager hadn't moved—he was standing stock still, his eyes fixed hungrily on Becky. James immediately noticed the clear, heavy bulge pressing at the front of Andre’s loose shorts.

The sight twisted something sharp and hot inside him.

James instinctively pulled Becky closer against his body, their hips brushing, their bodies pressing together more intimately than was necessary for the slow dance. Becky smiled up at him warmly, but James, feeling bold, lowered his face and captured her mouth in a slow, deliberate kiss—one that was tender at first but quickly deepened.

Becky stiffened for just a heartbeat, startled, then melted into the kiss. Her fingers slid into his hair, clinging to him.

When James finally pulled back, he whispered roughly against her lips, "I thought you were going to dance with him the same way you dance with me... just like this."

Becky’s eyes flew open wide and she shook her head quickly in alarm, her heart hammering. "Not like this, baby... not like this," she whispered fiercely, almost pleading.

But James wasn’t finished. As they continued to sway, he deliberately moved his hands lower down her back until his palms cupped the upper swell of her ass, pulling her tight against his erection.

Becky's breath hitched audibly. She darted a panicked glance toward Andre and caught him still watching—staring, really—his mouth slightly open, his eyes dark with obvious arousal.

"Don't! Behave yourself, he’s watching!" she hissed urgently into James’s ear, trying to pull his hands back up—but he only grinned devilishly, his grip possessive.

"You love it," he whispered back, his breath hot against her neck. "You love knowing he’s watching us... wanting you."

Becky's face burned with shame and excitement. She tried to glare at him, but her hands tightened in his hair instead of pushing him away, her thighs unconsciously clenching together.

Across the room, Andre shifted slightly, adjusting himself, still not taking his eyes off her.

And Becky realized with a helpless thrill—James was right.

James just grinned at her wickedly and slid his hands down to cup her ass cheeks, squeezing them openly, shamelessly. Becky gasped softly, her eyes wide with shock and heat. Over her shoulder, James met Andre’s gaze directly.

"You’re up, Andre," he said roughly. "Show me those other moves you’ve been learning—dipping, spinning... all of it." He separated from Becky with a firm, possessive pat on her hip.

Her face turned crimson, her pulse pounding wildly as she just stared at her husband in disbelief. For a moment, she was frozen in place, stunned by how casually he was handing her over.

But Andre wasted no time.

Moving forward with a confidence that took her breath away, he slid his arms around her waist from behind and gently, but firmly, pulled her toward him. Becky gasped audibly as her back pressed against the rigid hardness tenting the front of Andre’s shorts—his erection nestling high against the upper swell of her ass.

A sharp, electric tingle shot up her spine, her whole body stiffening for a heartbeat. The sound of her quick, shaky breath seemed loud in the charged stillness of the basement.

Without hesitating, Andre turned her to face him. They began moving together to the slow, sensual beat, their bodies brushing and pressing with every step. Becky tried to focus on the rhythm, but she was hyperaware of how her dress swirled around her thighs, the silky hem brushing higher with every graceful turn.

Andre led her through a spin, and for a dizzy moment, Becky felt the hem of her cocktail dress billow up around her hips. She caught a fleeting glimpse of herself—her creamy thighs flashing, the lace edge of her thong peeking out—before Andre caught her and pulled her flush against him again.

The thrill of exposure ripped through her, shame and excitement battling inside her chest.

Andre’s dark eyes raked hungrily over her bare legs, lingering on the glimpse of ass cheek and the panty-covered curve of her crotch. His grip tightened slightly as he brought her back into him, his hard body pressed to her backside.

Now facing her husband across the room, Becky locked eyes with James. Her face was burning, her breathing ragged, and she could see the raw, tortured arousal written all over her husband's face.

Behind her, Andre nestled his nose into her soft blonde hair, just above her ear, his warm breath feathering against her sensitive skin. His arms wrapped securely around her, his hands resting just below her breasts, close enough that the heat of his touch seemed to brand her skin.

Becky whimpered quietly, biting down on her lower lip, her body trembling against the teenager’s muscular frame.

James shifted uncomfortably, his hand going to adjust the bulge straining the front of his pants—never breaking eye contact with his wife.

Looking over Becky’s shoulder, Andre noticed James’s subtle movement—adjusting the thick bulge straining against his pants. A wicked grin spread across Andre’s face. Taking it as a green light, he pressed his hips more deliberately into Becky’s soft, round ass.

Becky gasped sharply, her body jolting at the bold contact. James’s eyes immediately snapped to Andre, seeing the cocky grin on the young man's face. The air between the three of them became electrified, thick with unsaid words and dangerous, throbbing tension.

Andre twirled Becky again, spinning her twice. This time, his hands were bolder. His palms swept shamelessly over her sides and, with a brazen confidence, he briefly cupped each of her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress during the second turn. His thumbs grazed her hardening nipples, sending a bolt of shameful pleasure down her spine.

When he dipped her low on the final turn, Andre’s thigh slid confidently between her parted legs. Her crotch pressed tightly against his muscular thigh, and Becky whimpered softly, her entire body trembling.

Pinned against him, she could feel the strength in his legs and the blatant hardness pulsing just above her ass. The pressure against her pussy was overwhelming. She knew she should pull away—but her traitorous hips rocked slightly against his thigh instead, seeking more friction.

Her panties dampened instantly, a shameful heat spreading across her lower belly. She tried to catch her breath, but her dress stayed bunched up scandalously high around her thighs, baring nearly everything to James’s stunned, ravenous gaze.

Andre slowly pulled her upright, but he kept his thigh firmly between her legs, grinding it subtly against her pussy as he brought her body flush to his. Becky bit her lower lip to stifle a moan, her pulse racing out of control.

Her eyes lifted to meet Andre’s—bold, hungry, full of raw male need. Her heart pounded so loudly it drowned out the music still playing. She tried to speak, to say something—anything—to end this madness.


Chapter 13

"Okay, Andre..." she said shakily, voice ragged with the effort of self-control. "You’re good now...that’s enough dancing for today."

But Andre didn’t step away. His dark gaze devoured her flushed face, her parted lips, the heavy rise and fall of her chest. His voice was low, vibrating with naked desire.
"You are so hot, Mrs. Richards."

Before she could react, he leaned in, closing the last few inches. His full, dark lips brushed hers—just a whisper of a kiss, but enough to set her nerves on fire.

Becky gasped and stumbled back, her fingers brushing her tingling lips. She spun around instinctively to face her husband, heart hammering so hard she thought it might burst from her chest.

James stood frozen, his chest rising and falling heavily, his face a raw mask of lust. His eyes were dark, burning with a need so fierce that it scared her—and thrilled her.

Her legs trembling, Becky stepped up to him, her breath catching. "Let’s stop this madness, honey..." she said desperately, her voice ragged. "Before we do something we can’t take back."

But James didn’t respond with words. He seized her face in his hands and crashed his mouth onto hers, kissing her with a force that knocked the air from her lungs.

Despite every rational protest screaming in her mind, Becky surrendered.

She opened her mouth to him, kissing him back hungrily, desperately, grinding her soft, overheated body into his. Her panties were soaked, her pussy throbbing, her nipples aching. She needed him—needed to be touched, ravished, possessed.

Her body wasn’t listening to her mind anymore.

Lost in passion, husband and wife kissed each other with an almost feral hunger. Their mouths open, tongues tangling, moaning into each other as they greedily sucked and exchanged saliva. Becky was lost in the moment—until she felt another set of hands on her hips. Another mouth, hot and eager, on the side of her neck.

Her body jolted at the sudden realization: she was sandwiched between two lust-crazed men. One was her husband, the other was Andre—a young, strong black man not even half her age, his hard cock pressing firmly against her ass through the thin fabric of her dress.

A dizzying pulse throbbed in her pussy at the sheer wantonness of the situation.

Becky gasped and instinctively pulled her arms from around James’s neck, trying to reach back and push Andre away. But James grabbed her wrists gently but firmly, shaking his head with a wild, dark look in his eyes.

"James...this is so wrong," Becky whispered, her voice trembling with a cocktail of fear, guilt, and raw, electric excitement. "We need to stop."

But James just held her wrists tighter, his breathing heavy, his erection pressing against her stomach.

Andre’s lips moved hungrily along her neck, sucking on her soft skin, trailing kisses down to her shoulder, brushing his mouth along her jawline until he captured her earlobe between his teeth.

"You’re so sexy...so beautiful, Mrs. Richards," Andre growled hoarsely against her ear.

Becky moaned despite herself, her body betraying her better judgment. She shook her head, whimpering, "Oh my God...this is so wrong...this shouldn’t be happening..."

But her legs were trembling, and when Andre's hands boldly moved to the hem of her dress, tugging it up over her hips, she didn't stop him.

The air left her lungs in a shallow gasp as she felt the cool air brush against the exposed skin of her thighs and ass. Her panties—a sheer black thong James had picked out for her—barely covered anything, leaving her cheeks bare for Andre’s hungry gaze.

With one hand, Andre bunched up her dress at her waist, and with the other, he began to knead her ass cheeks possessively, squeezing and spreading the soft, creamy flesh like he owned it.

"God damn, you got one fine booty," Andre murmured in awe, his deep voice reverberating through her bones. "This is one hot white ass."

Becky could feel the roughness of his palm on her smooth skin, feel his fingers toying with the thin strip of lace nestled between her cheeks. A helpless, shuddering moan escaped her lips.

Her heart was pounding so hard she thought it might burst. James’s hands still trapped her wrists, keeping her from pulling away—or maybe from doing something even more dangerous: giving in completely.

Andre's fingers traced along the edge of her panties, and Becky realized with a wave of helpless arousal that her soaked pussy was mere inches from his touch.

James stepped back from his wife, giving space to the young, athletic black man. Andre immediately noticed and moved in, enveloping Becky in his strong arms. He pulled her tight against his hard, muscular body, pressing his sculpted chest against her back and his stiff cock against the upper swell of her ass. Becky whimpered softly, feeling the heat of his arousal.

James watched in awe as his beautiful, elegant wife surrendered into the arms of this younger, powerful man. His own cock throbbed, leaking precum at the forbidden sight.

Andre turned Becky's face sideways, trying to claim a kiss. She hesitated, turning her head away at first, but Andre was insistent. He guided her to face him, cupping her cheeks in his large hands, and pressed his full lips against her soft pink ones. Becky gasped into his mouth, overwhelmed by the sheer hunger of his kiss.

For a heartbeat she resisted, but the heat between them was too much. With a trembling sigh, Becky parted her lips for him, letting his thick tongue invade her mouth. Their tongues entwined, dancing wetly, hungrily. Lost in the raw passion of the moment, Becky moaned and began sucking on his tongue, pulling him closer.

Her hands slid over Andre’s powerful back, then down, grabbing and squeezing his firm ass as their kiss deepened, shameless and consuming.

James stood frozen, overwhelmed by a rush of jealousy and dark, primal arousal as he watched his beautiful wife lost in a messy, hungry kiss with the young black man. Their mouths moved greedily against each other — lips open, tongues twisting, exchanging saliva in a wet, needy tangle that was far too intimate, far too raw.

It was the kind of kiss he and Becky only shared when they were out of their minds with lust — and now she was giving it to someone else.

Andre had her dress pulled up again, both hands squeezing and kneading her smooth, creamy ass cheeks, his fingers boldly spreading them apart. The sight was obscene and intoxicating. James’s cock leaked precum uncontrollably at the vision of his elegant, slender, porcelain-skinned wife being devoured by the muscular, coal-black young man. It felt so forbidden, so filthy — and he couldn't tear his eyes away.

The kiss seemed endless. Becky moaned softly into Andre’s mouth, lost in the sensation. Her knees wobbled slightly as she clung to him, her body trembling.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Andre broke the kiss. Becky gasped for breath, her lips swollen and glistening. She turned her head to look at James, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her face flushed with heat and confusion.

Their eyes locked — husband and wife — trapped in a haze of guilt, lust, and disbelief. Neither knew what to say. The only thing that was clear between them was the raging, uncontainable arousal.

Andre didn’t give her a chance to recover. He grabbed Becky’s hand, pulling her toward the couch with eager impatience. She instinctively resisted, her heels skidding slightly on the floor.

She glanced pleadingly at James, her eyes wide, silently begging him to intervene — to stop this — to say something. Anything.

But James just stood there, breathing hard, rooted to the spot, his silence as loud as a command.

Becky’s heart hammered against her ribs as she felt Andre tug harder. With a trembling sigh of surrender, her fingers loosened, and she allowed herself to be led by the younger man to the couch.

The room seemed to close in around them, the tension thick enough to choke on. Every step Becky took toward the couch felt like a point of no return.

Becky whimpered as Andre’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her thong. Feeling the rough tug at the delicate lace, she instinctively reached back, grabbing his wrist. Her body was shaking, her mind a storm of guilt, lust, and confusion.

She turned her head and looked at James, her face flushed, her eyes wide and pleading. "James... honey... is this what you still want?" she breathed out, her voice trembling but steady. "Are you sure?"
She needed to hear it — needed to know he wasn’t frozen, wasn’t regretting everything already. Because even though she was burning with shame and wild arousal, she cared deeply about him, about them.

James's face was taut with emotion, his fists clenched at his sides. His mouth was dry, but he nodded. Once. Firm. His voice came out rough. "Yes, baby... if you want it... I want it too."

Her chest rose and fell with deep, shuddering breaths. She squeezed her eyes shut tightly, summoning every last bit of courage. No one was making her do this. It was her choice.
And she wanted it.

Slowly, her hand slid from Andre’s wrist. Instead, she brought her own shaking fingers to the waistband of her thong. Biting her lower lip, she hooked the lace herself and, with a trembling breath, began to peel the tiny garment down over her hips.

James stood there, heart pounding, as his beautiful wife exposed herself fully. Becky stepped out of her panties, leaving them puddled on the floor, and bent back over the armrest, spreading her legs slightly apart in a silent invitation.

"I’m choosing this," she whispered, not looking at either man now. Her voice was hoarse with emotion but clear. "I want to feel it... I want to know."

Behind her, Andre groaned low in his throat, hands grabbing at her lush, creamy ass, spreading her open to reveal her soaked, glistening pussy. His fingers stroked along her folds, making her gasp and shiver.

Becky buried her face into the cushions, overwhelmed, trembling, but achingly aroused. Her heart thundered in her ears. She had crossed the point of no return — and deep inside, a dangerous, exhilarating thrill bloomed.

"Oh god...Holy fuck I’ve wanted this for so long," James said hoarsely, his voice thick with emotion. As he said it, a pit formed deep in his stomach. His beautiful, elegant wife — the woman he adored — was about to be taken by another man. Not just another man, but an eighteen-year-old. The thought twisted inside him, a violent knot of jealousy and arousal tangled together, burning in his gut.

He lowered himself onto the couch, sitting directly in front of where Becky was bent over, exposed and trembling, her hair cascading down one side of her face, her dress bunched high around her hips.

Becky let go of Andre’s wrist, her breathing ragged, her hands clutching the couch cushion. Without hesitation, Andre hooked his fingers into the thin strip of lace and tugged her panties all the way down her long, creamy legs. Becky shyly lifted each foot one at a time, letting him pull the garment completely away. She was utterly bare now, exposed to both men, her pussy glistening under the room’s soft light.

James reached forward and kissed his wife's flushed cheek tenderly, his thumb stroking the corner of her mouth. Becky whimpered into the kiss, overwhelmed by shame and arousal. Then she turned her head, burying her face in the couch cushion, not wanting to see the look on her husband’s face.

Behind her, Andre sank to his knees, mesmerized by the sight before him. He ran his hands reverently over the smooth, perfect globes of her ass, squeezing them gently, feeling the heat radiating off her skin. Then he leaned in and started to kiss the backs of her thighs, working his way upward.

Becky shuddered violently at the first kiss, the feel of his full lips so intimate, so wrong and thrilling. She moaned into the cushion, trying to stay still, but her body betrayed her, hips subtly rocking backward toward the sensation.

Andre kissed higher, then across her ass cheeks, his tongue darting out to taste her. Without warning, he nipped at her soft flesh, making her gasp loudly.

"Aaahhh...!" she cried, lifting onto her toes instinctively.

Andre grinned against her skin and spread her ass cheeks apart, exposing the soft, hidden line of her butt crack. Without hesitation, he pressed his mouth into it and began to lick slowly up and down.

"Unnhh...don't...stop..." Becky whimpered helplessly, her voice trembling as she said the opposite of what she really meant. Her body betrayed her even more shamefully — she pushed her ass back against his face, silently begging for more.

Andre's thick fingers traced along her swollen, slick pussy lips, so wet they glistened even without the light catching them. Becky gasped loudly, her thighs trembling uncontrollably as she spread her legs wider, offering herself without even thinking.

"Unnnnhhhh...Unnnnhhhhh...what are you doing to me?" she moaned, overwhelmed. Her mind screamed that it was wrong, but her body — her soaking, aching body — wanted everything.





Chapter 14

James watched in stunned, agonized arousal. His heart hammered against his ribs as he saw his wife fall deeper into lust before his very eyes, her body surrendering to the black teenager worshipping her with his mouth and hands.

Andre, kneeling behind her, ran his wide palms up her trembling thighs, spreading them even farther apart. Becky moaned softly into the cushion, feeling the obscene openness of her body, the cool air ghosting over her swollen, needy pussy.

Without warning, Andre brushed his thumb over her tumescent clit, sending a bolt of electric pleasure through her. Becky cried out, her knees almost buckling. Her hips jerked forward instinctively, trying to chase the sensation, her wetness glistening under the room’s soft light.

Andre bent lower, his face inches from her dripping pussy. He inhaled deeply, savoring the musky, intoxicating scent of her arousal. Then he extended his tongue and licked a long, slow stripe up her slit, from her leaking entrance all the way up to her throbbing clit.

Becky whimpered loudly, her whole body jolting. She spread her legs even wider in response, her heels slipping slightly on the floor as she braced herself over the couch. Her mind screamed at her to stop, but her body was acting entirely on its own now. She pushed her ass back toward his mouth, shamelessly seeking more of the pleasure he was giving her.

Andre growled low in his throat at the eager way she moved, as if begging for him. He licked her again, more firmly this time, flicking his tongue against her clit. Becky gasped and rocked her hips against his face, her pussy releasing another gush of slick heat that coated her inner thighs.

Watching from the couch, James was in a daze of conflicting emotions — jealousy, awe, overwhelming lust. His cock throbbed painfully inside his pants as he watched his refined, elegant wife writhing under the attention of another man. A younger, stronger, hungrier man.

Andre couldn't take it any longer. His need to possess her, to claim her body, was overwhelming.

He stood up behind her, towering over her bent form. Becky peeked over her shoulder, saw him looming behind her — and then saw him pulling his shorts down.

"I'm gonna fill up this tight white pussy," Andre growled, his voice thick with animal desire. "This hot fucking MILF pussy... I've been dreaming about this for so long, Mr. Richards. Dreaming about stuffing your wife’s sweet little pussy full of my cock."

His hand reached down, and with slow, deliberate strokes, he began jacking his cock. Becky stared, mesmerized and horrified at once. It looked huge in his hand — thick, dark, glistening at the tip. Far bigger than James. Far bigger than any cock she'd ever taken.

Her mouth went dry and her pussy clenched instinctively, desperate and terrified at the same time.

Andre stepped closer, slapping his heavy shaft against her bare ass, dragging it teasingly between her cheeks. Becky whimpered and shuddered at the feel of it — hot, thick, heavy against her soft skin.

James leaned forward, transfixed, unable to tear his eyes away as Andre lined up his cock against Becky’s soaked pussy lips, rubbing the broad head up and down her slit, coating it with her juices.

"Feel how wet you are for me, Mrs. Richards," Andre murmured smugly. "Your pussy's just begging for my cock."

Becky squeezed her eyes shut, panting into the couch cushion. She was shaking all over, her mind spiraling out of control. Everything in her screamed wrong, wrong, wrong — and yet her body betrayed her utterly, pressing back against him, hips tilting up in invitation.

James could only sit there, heart pounding, breath shallow, watching his beautiful wife humiliate herself for another man — and knowing she was about to be filled like never before.

As Andre looked at James, it was like the world had paused—like the room itself was holding its breath, heavy and silent, waiting for him to say something. And then, without realizing it, the words spilled out of his mouth.

"Take it, Andre… take my wife's pussy," James said, his voice thick with hunger.

"Oh honey… this is so wrong… we're being so bad," Becky moaned, her voice trembling with arousal and disbelief.

When Andre rubbed the swollen head of his cock against her slick folds, she instinctively reached back, needing to feel it—needing to know. Her hand closed around his shaft, and the sheer size of it made her gasp. It throbbed in her grip, hot and heavy, impossibly thick.

"Oh God… this is so thick, too big… I can’t take it," she murmured, stunned. There was fear in her voice, but it was laced with awe. She had never seen anything like it—never felt anything like it.

She’d suspected he was big when she first brushed against him through his clothes, but now, with that monstrous Black cock in her hand, exposed and real, it was overwhelming. Her fingers didn’t come close to wrapping around it.

“Suck it, Becky… make it nice and wet,” James blurted out.

She whipped her head around to look at her husband, her expression unreadable—torn between hesitation, heat, and something deeper.

Hearing James’s words, Andre felt a surge of satisfaction. He’d assumed the polished blonde MILF might hesitate—might shy away from doing something so filthy in front of her husband. But now, with that invitation hanging in the air, he seized the moment.

“Yeah… suck it,” Andre said, his voice low and confident. “It’ll make it easier for you.”

He guided her roughly, but not without care, turning her around and pressing her down onto her knees on the thick rug. She sank reluctantly, glancing up at her husband as if still needing his approval—still trying to understand how far this was really going.

Andre shoved his shorts and underwear down to his knees in one motion.

Becky’s breath caught.

Her eyes widened as the full length of his cock came into view—charcoal black, thick and heavy, with a prominent head that gleamed with precum. It was so much larger than James’s—longer, fatter, more intimidating. Thick veins pulsed along the shaft, feeding into the swollen crown. His foreskin stretched tight over the engorged mushroom tip, and his full, dark balls hung low between his thighs, hairy and heavy like a prize stud bred for fucking.

She had never seen a cock like this. It wasn’t just big—it was impossibly big.

And the scent… raw, masculine, animal. A deep musk clung to him, earthy and pungent. It hit her all at once—but instead of recoiling, her arousal sharpened. It made her dizzy. The thick, primal scent pouring off this man’s cock awakened something dark and hungry in her.

Almost in a trance, Becky reached out with her left hand and curled her delicate fingers around the thick, pulsing shaft. Her palm slid along the slick skin, spreading the sticky precum over the dark head. She stroked him slowly, reverently, peeling the foreskin back and watching it bunch beneath the glans. The weight of his cock in her hand made her tremble. It felt alive.

Across from her, James’s cock pulsed, twitching with every slow stroke of his wife’s hand. His heart hammered in his chest. He couldn’t take his eyes off the way her creamy, slender fingers—tipped with polished nails—worked over that thick, veiny shaft. Her engagement ring and wedding band flashed at the base of another man’s cock, gleaming atop skin so dark and swollen it made her grip look delicate by comparison. She couldn’t even close her hand around it.

The muscular Black eighteen-year-old placed a firm hand behind her head, his fingers curling into her blonde hair as he gently, but unmistakably, pulled her face toward his throbbing cock.

“Take it in your mouth, Mrs. Richards… taste it,” he murmured, his voice thick and hoarse with desire.

She hesitated, a flicker of resistance in her eyes—but it melted quickly into curiosity, into heat. Slowly, she extended her tongue, pressing it against the glistening black crown. The taste of his precum hit her tongue—salty, raw, electric—and her pussy clenched, a fresh rush of wetness dripping between her thighs.

“Fuck… this is a dream come true,” Andre groaned. “You licking my cock… now take my dick into that pretty mouth.”

He tugged more insistently this time, guiding her closer. Becky opened her mouth wide, lips trembling, and took the broad, swollen head between them.

“Oh damn… that’s it… that’s it… take it all,” he growled, excitement surging as he pushed deeper.

The thick shaft forced its way past her lips, stretching her jaw. Her throat fought it. Becky gagged around the veiny girth, sputtering as her eyes watered. Spit ran from her lips as she tried to breathe through her nose. She finally pulled back, gasping, the massive flared head still nestled between her lips, her mouth stretched wide around it.

Becky looked up at Andre. The Black young man towered over her, his eyes dark with lust, watching her every move like a predator savoring its prey. He guided his cock back into her mouth, slower this time, the thick head parting her lips with steady pressure.

“That’s it, Mrs. Richards… your lips feel real good around my Black dick. Play with my balls,” he murmured.

Becky reached up obediently, her fingers curling around the heavy, hairy sack. She gently rolled his full, pendulous balls in her palm, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him in deeper. He began to slowly rock his hips, easing in and out of her mouth in a steady rhythm, fucking her face with a gentleness that only made the act more obscene.

But then, as her tongue slid down the underside of his shaft, something clicked in her mind.

Wait... he’s uncut?

She hadn’t noticed before—not with how overwhelmed she'd been by the sheer size of him. But now, with her mouth and hands exploring every inch, she realized it clearly: his cock was uncut. The thick foreskin, dark and velvety, rolled back and forth over the swollen head with each movement. She froze for half a second, stunned.

She’d always hated the look of uncut dicks. They’d grossed her out in porn—fleshly and strange. But now? With the thick, black foreskin sliding along her tongue and the musky heat of his cock flooding her senses… she didn’t feel disgusted. She felt… owned.

James sat silently nearby, eyes locked on the scene, his cock bulging beneath his shorts as he watched his beautiful wife worship another man’s dick.

“Lick the shaft, top to bottom… get it nice and wet. Spit on it,” Andre ordered, his voice low and commanding. “Yeah… that’s it. Keep licking, girl.”

She obeyed, dragging her tongue along the veined, onyx shaft, tracing each ridge and pulse. Strings of spit stretched from her mouth to his cock as she worked. He kept talking, feeding her praise laced with dominance.

“Good girl… you’re doing so good,” he said, grinning down at her. “Spit some more on it… yeah, just like that. You’re doing such a good job on my Black dick, girl.”

Becky kept licking, trailing her tongue over the thick veins, across the flared corona, and finally to the ridged edge of his foreskin—something she would have once recoiled from. But now, it felt strangely hypnotic, almost intimate.

James couldn’t believe what he was hearing—how this young man, barely eighteen, was calling his wife a girl like she was just some eager slut. And worse, how casually he praised her, like she was doing him a favor by sucking his cock.

“Now go down lower… lick my big, Black balls, girl… suck on my nutsack,” Andre growled, the authority in his voice absolute.

Becky hesitated. Her eyes flicked up at James for a split second—uncertain, maybe even pleading. But before she could decide, Andre’s strong hand landed on the back of her head, pressing her face down into his thick, sweaty balls without a moment’s hesitation.

James watched, frozen.

Part of him screamed to get up, to pull her away, to stop this before it went any further. But the other part—the darker, more twisted part—was paralyzed with arousal. Watching her submit to this young, muscular Black man. Watching her nose buried in his hairy sack, licking and sucking on those big, heavy balls like it was something she’d always known how to do.

She looked ashamed—ashamed and flushed and completely overwhelmed. And still… she obeyed.

Her soft lips wrapped around one testicle at a time, slurping and sucking as she stroked his cock steadily with her free hand, precum glistening on her fingers. The lewd sounds of her mouth working over his sack made James’s ears burn.

“Oh fuck… fuck… keep doing that,” Andre groaned, his head rolling back in pleasure. “Damn, girl—you’re a natural at it.”

And then he looked up—right at James.

“She’s so good at it, Mr. Richards.”

James didn’t speak. Couldn’t. His throat was dry, his jaw tight. He just kept staring—staring at his beautiful, refined wife, kneeling on the floor with her hand wrapped around that massive cock, her tongue and lips worshipping the low-hanging balls of a young man she barely knew.

The sight was obscene. Humiliating. And yet…

It was the most intensely erotic thing he’d ever seen. His elegant, educated wife—his equal in every way—reduced to a submissive plaything, slobbering over the cock and balls of a man half her age. A young Black man who hadn’t asked for permission—who had simply taken what he wanted.

After a little while, Andre guided his thick, Black cock back toward Becky’s mouth. His hand was firm but slow, coaxing her lips open again as he gently eased himself between them. This time, he tried to push in deeper—testing how much she could take.

She gagged almost immediately, her throat tightening as she choked on the sheer girth. Spit bubbled at the corners of her mouth as she pulled back, coughing softly, trying to catch her breath.

“Just relax, baby… you can take more of it. Relax your throat… spit on it,” Andre said, his tone condescending, almost playful. Like he was talking to a girl half her age, coaching her through her first time on her knees.

Becky’s eyes were glassy, dazed. She nodded faintly, then leaned in again. She spit messily on the monstrous, charcoal-black shaft, saliva dripping down the thick length. She stroked it slowly, her fingers sliding over wet skin, then leaned in and began licking—long, reverent strokes up the pulsing shaft, circling the head, tracing the thick veins with her tongue.

More precum oozed from the slit, clear and slick. Becky hesitated only a moment before licking it clean, her tongue savoring the taste.

“Oh… you like that, don’t you? The taste of my precum,” Andre teased, watching her intently.

He brought the glistening crown back to her lips, tapping it against her mouth until she opened again. He pushed forward, trying to feed her more of his cock, but she could still only manage a fraction of the shaft—mostly just the thick, swollen head. Her lips stretched, her cheeks bulged, and James could barely breathe watching the obscene sight.

His cock ached, leaking precum into the fabric of his shorts as he stared at his wife with another man’s cock in her mouth—a cock that filled her more than he ever could.

Andre began to move his hips, slowly thrusting into Becky’s mouth with controlled precision. Her head rocked gently with the rhythm, her golden hair swaying with every stroke.

“Damn… Mr. Richards,” Andre said, smirking as he looked over at James, “your wife really likes sucking cock. Her pretty pink lips look so damn good wrapped around my Black dick.”

He kept going, thrusting steadily, using her mouth like it belonged to him.

After three or four minutes of using Becky’s mouth like it was made for his pleasure, Andre finally pulled his glistening cock from between her lips. A thick strand of spit clung to the head before snapping loose.

“I need to fuck you now… you’re my dream girl, Mrs. Richards,” he said, breathless with need, as he helped her up off the rug.

She swayed slightly on her feet, dazed, then gasped as he turned her around—positioning her to face her husband.

“Bend over your husband,” Andre commanded, voice deep and sure.

Her eyes met James’s. There was a flicker of shame there… but also something else—something raw and uncontrollable. She bent forward over his lap, placing her trembling hands on his shoulders for support. Her breath hitched as she felt Andre behind her again, tugging her dress up, bunching the fabric above her hips to expose her bare ass.

A shiver ran through her body.

Andre patted the inside of her thigh. “Spread your legs, baby… show me that hot, wet MILF pussy properly.”

She shuffled her feet farther apart, her heels clicking softly against the floor.

“Yeah… just like that,” he growled. “Your pussy smells so fucking good. You want it bad, don’t you? I’ve wanted you for so long… and today I’m finally going to fuck your married pussy.”

The words made her heart pound. She could feel how wet she was—how humiliatingly ready she was.

She whispered, “James, honey… this is so wrong. Letting this young Black man fuck me…”

Her voice trembled, caught between shame and something dangerously close to exhilaration.

“Is this really what you want? To watch your wife get mounted like an animal… by a man half my age?” Her voice faltered. “I’m old enough to be his mom.”


Chapter 15

The words hung in the air, filthy and impossible to take back. Hearing them out loud made her stomach tighten. Her pussy throbbed.

“Yes… that is what I want,” James whispered, his voice raw with lust. “I want him to fuck my woman… You’re a cougar now. A hot MILF making this young Black man’s fantasy come true.”

He looked up at Andre suddenly, as if trying to anchor himself in reality. “When did you turn eighteen, Andre?”

“Eight months ago, Mr. Richards,” Andre said with a smirk. “Don’t worry—I’m legal. You ready for me to fuck your pretty wife now?”

As he spoke, he pressed the slick, swollen head of his cock against Becky’s glistening folds, rubbing it slowly up and down her soaked slit.

“Yes… fuck her good for me, Andre,” James breathed. “Own this fine white pussy.”

He leaned forward and kissed Becky—hard. Their mouths met hungrily, desperately. The same lips that had just wrapped around Andre’s cock were now pressed to his. He tasted it—him—on her. The salty tang of precum lingered on her breath, on her tongue, and it ignited something even darker inside James. He kissed her harder, groaning into her mouth.

Becky kissed him back with just as much heat—her shame momentarily lost in the overwhelming sensation.

Then she suddenly gasped into his mouth.

“Oh… fuck… fuck… he’s inside me,” she whimpered. Her voice was strained, breathless. “So thick…”

She turned her head slightly, looking back at Andre, her brow furrowed as the thick crown of his cock split her open.

“Take it slow, Andre, honey… you’re very thick,” she said, her tone a mixture of awe and nervous anticipation. Only the broad, mushroomed head had entered her.

“Don’t worry…” Andre said with a cocky grin, one hand gripping her hip. “I’ll take it easy at first. Gotta get that MILF pussy used to my big Black dick… stretch out your hot, white married pussy nice and slow. Then I’ll fuck you properly.”

Her eyes locked onto James’s—wide, searching—as Andre began to push deeper, inch by inch. Her pussy quivered, gripping him tightly. The pressure built as the thick shaft filled her, and soon the entire length of his cock was buried inside her.

Her slick pink lips stretched tight around the Black cock now lodged deep in her cunt, holding him snugly as her body adjusted to the impossible fullness.

As Andre’s pelvis pressed firmly against Becky’s ass, she winced, instinctively shifting forward to ease the pressure. But he wasn’t having it. His hands clamped tightly around her hips and pulled her right back onto him, burying every inch of his thick cock deep inside her again.

“Where you goin’, girl?” he growled. “Back that ass up… take all of my Black dick. I’m gonna stretch out this tight white pussy.”

Becky grunted, eyes squeezed shut, her face twisted in pain as she felt him bottom out inside her. Her mouth hung open in a silent gasp.

“Does it hurt?” James asked softly, his voice filled with a strange mix of concern and desire.

Becky nodded, her voice barely more than a ragged whisper. “Yes, baby… I’ve never been filled like this… I’m so stretched… it’s really tight, it hurts… he’s so big…”

Her breath came in short, shallow bursts, body trembling from the strain of being opened so wide.

James leaned in, watching her closely. “Does it feel good too?”

She hesitated, then gave a small, shy nod. Her expression was vulnerable—conflicted. The pain was real, but so was the pleasure blooming beneath it.

“Good…” James said, his voice thick. “You’re enjoying getting blacked for the first time.”

The words hit her like a jolt. She bit her lip, unsure if she was more humiliated or aroused. Maybe both.

Andre held himself fully inside her for a moment, letting her body adjust, letting the fullness settle deep. Then, slowly, he began to move—pulling out halfway, then easing himself back in with practiced control.

Becky moaned, her body twitching with each deliberate stroke. The pain was still there, but it was blending now with pleasure, twisting into something sharper, deeper.

This young man—this powerful, self-assured lover—was taking his time with her. Not rushing, not brutal. Just slow, steady domination. Like he’d done this before. Like he knew how to break a woman in for a cock like his.

For minutes, he worked her gently. Each thrust pulled a little more of his cock out before sinking it back in—deeper, smoother each time. Soon, he was withdrawing nearly all the way, leaving just the thick, swollen head inside her, then gliding his full shaft back into her slick, stretched pussy with aching slowness.

“Oh… James, baby…” Becky gasped, panting as her body rocked beneath each slow thrust. “He’s fucking me… your wife is really taking his Black cock.”

Her voice trembled—half disbelief, half desperate need.

“This is what you wanted?” she asked, looking over her shoulder at him with wide, tear-bright eyes. “You still love me?”

James leaned forward and kissed her tenderly, pressing his lips to hers with aching affection. “Yes… I love you. You’re doing so well. This is exactly what I wanted.”

Andre grunted from behind her, his voice rich with satisfaction. “Damn, Mr. Richards… your wife’s pussy feels amazing. So wet… so tight. Like it was made for me.”

James's jaw clenched, but he nodded, his voice low and hoarse. “Use her, Andre… that’s my wife, and she’s all yours right now. She’s a prime piece of ass.”

Becky moaned, biting her lip hard, her body shivering under the weight of Andre’s cock. He stared down, watching the way her stretched pink lips clung to every inch of him as he moved in and out, the slickness coating his shaft like warm silk.

“Yeah…” Andre murmured, entranced. “That’s it… such a juicy fuckin’ pussy. And that ass…” He reached out and cupped one pale cheek, squeezing it. “Such a fine, thick white ass.”

James couldn’t stop himself. “Spank her, Andre. Spank my wife’s ass—she likes it.”

Becky let out a soft cry. “No, baby… don’t—Andre, please…” Her voice was pleading, but weak, her body already anticipating it.

“Naughty little MILF likes to act shy,” Andre said with a smirk.

He brought his hand down hard, smacking both cheeks in quick succession, making her yelp as the sharp sting bloomed across her soft skin.

Becky yelped, her cry sharp and raw. “Andre, honey… no… oh God, no,” she whimpered, her voice laced with shame and disbelief. The sting on her ass burned, but what burned more was the awareness that this young man—half her age—was spanking her like she was his.

The humiliation made her breath hitch… and made her pussy clench around him. She could feel herself dripping, her arousal betraying her.

“Damn…” Andre groaned, gripping her hips tighter. “What an ass. That’s a phat ass, Mrs. Richards.”

He brought his hand down again—once, twice, harder. The sharp slaps echoed in the room. Her pale skin bloomed pink beneath his fingers, the faint outlines of his handprints now marking her.

“Shit…” he muttered, almost in awe. “Your pussy’s leaking all over me. Look at that cream—soaked.”

He pulled back slightly to watch the slick glisten around his shaft, then plunged back into her with a deep, satisfied grunt. “This pussy’s wet like it wants to be owned.”

Slowly, Andre withdrew his cock, dragging the thick length from her body until only the swollen tip remained, poised between her slick, swollen lips. But this time, he didn’t thrust back in—not like before, not with the slow, patient rhythm he’d used for the last five minutes.

Becky stayed frozen, her breath hitching. Her body, despite the ache, wanted him to fill her again—to stretch her open, to feed her that brutal mix of pain and pleasure that had her trembling. Her pussy pulsed around nothing, wet and wanting.

She looked back over her shoulder, her gaze catching his.

Andre wasn’t looking at her face. His eyes were locked on her ass, wide with hunger. Raw, unfiltered lust burned behind them. In an instant, she understood.

Her chest tightened. Her breathing turned shallow, panicked. She turned her head toward James, eyes pleading, searching his face. But before she could say a word, she felt Andre’s fingers clench around her hips like steel.

And then—he drove forward.

His pelvis crashed into her ass with a savage slap, forcing the entire length of his cock back into her in one brutal thrust. He used her hips as leverage, burying himself to the hilt.

Becky screamed, the sound breaking from her throat like a sob. The impact knocked the breath from her lungs, slamming her forward into her husband’s chest. Her hands clawed at him for balance as her face twisted in a grimace of raw, overwhelming pain.

“Ow… oh God… aaah—ahhh… ngghh… no… no, no… please…” Becky gasped, her voice breaking between sharp cries. “Stop… Andre, stop… not like this… please—not like this…”

She was panting hard, her body locked in a storm of unfamiliar sensations. The pain was real, sharp and invasive—but beneath it, something else was beginning to stir. A pleasure so raw it confused her. It felt wrong… and yet unbearably good.

James watched her face closely—watched it twist into something he’d never seen before. Her eyes wide and glassy, lips parted in a breathless mix of panic and pleasure. It was fear, yes—but also surrender. Agony… and need.

And to him, it was beautiful.

That expression—so exposed, so unguarded—it was the look of a woman being truly, completely fucked. Not softly. Not politely. But deeply, thoroughly, and without apology.

“Becky,” Andre growled from behind her, his voice low but edged with restraint. “Say the word… just one word, and I’ll stop. You want me to stop?”

There was silence. Her mouth opened as if to speak, but all that came out was a shaky breath. Her eyes flicked to James—panicked, unsure—but still, she said nothing.

Andre stared at her for a heartbeat, then smirked. “Didn’t think so.”

He grabbed both her wrists and pulled them behind her back, pinning them with one powerful hand. His other hand gripped her hip like a handle. With a deep grunt, he slammed forward, burying his cock in one savage thrust.

Becky cried out—a raw, unfiltered moan that sent a bolt of heat straight through James. Her body rocked forward, breasts jiggling, her head jerking back as she gasped.

Then Andre began to fuck her.

Hard.

Deliberate.

Each thrust was a statement—a claim. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, her ass rippling from the impact of his hips. Becky whimpered and grunted with every stroke, her body being pushed forward again and again, only to be yanked back onto his cock like she was made for it.

James sat just inches away, his eyes locked on the scene. His heart pounded, cock throbbing under his shorts. He couldn’t look away.

His wife was bent over in front of him, helpless, utterly taken. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, the nipples stiff and flushed red, pointing downward as if begging to be touched. Her face—God, her face—was a shifting portrait of disbelief, shame, and growing ecstasy. Her mouth stayed open, lips slack and wet, occasionally mouthing silent cries as the cock inside her sent shockwaves through her body.

Becky’s legs began to tremble, her heels struggling to stay grounded. James could see the tension in her thighs, the way her knees knocked slightly, the glimmer of sweat beginning to form along her lower back. Her skin flushed a deep pink. Her breathing came fast, shallow, broken by little gasps each time Andre buried himself to the hilt.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” she murmured in a trembling voice, as if reminding herself. “Oh God… I shouldn’t…”

But she never said stop.

Andre’s cock glistened with her arousal every time he withdrew, only to vanish again into her stretched pink folds. Her pussy clung to him like a glove, wet and swollen, each thrust producing slick, obscene sounds. It was more than sex—it was possession.

“I’m gonna ruin this pussy,” Andre growled, his pace unrelenting. “Make sure it never forgets me.”

He reached forward, grabbed a fistful of her hair, and yanked her head back slightly. Becky let out a moan that was almost a sob. Her whole body writhed beneath him, torn between pleasure and humiliation.

James’s eyes dropped lower. Her inner thighs were soaked. Her pussy was visibly creamy now, her juices trailing down Andre’s shaft with every thrust. Her body was betraying her completely.

And then came the moment James would never forget.

Becky’s voice cracked. “James… baby… I can’t—I can’t hold it…”

She clawed at his shoulders, pulling herself into his lap, her body still being pounded from behind. Her nails bit into his skin. Her head dropped onto his shoulder, lips brushing his ear.

“I’m cumming, baby… I’m cumming so fucking hard…”

James wrapped his arms around her, feeling her tremble, hearing the animal moans pouring from her lips. Her body seized up… and then she screamed.

A gush of warm fluid erupted around Andre’s cock, splattering audibly against his thighs. Becky’s pussy pulsed uncontrollably as she squirted for the first time in her life—soaking her husband’s lap, Andre’s cock, and the floor beneath them.

“Oh God—” she gasped. “What’s happening to me?”

Andre kept going, slowly now, dragging out every ounce of her release. Becky’s body spasmed in James’s arms, her thighs twitching, her nipples hard as pebbles against his chest. Her face was dazed, lips parted, eyes half-closed in shock and surrender.

James could feel it—how completely she’d given in. And he knew, without a doubt, that no part of her wanted him to stop.

Not now.

Not ever.

“Damn… that’s it… cum on my cock,” Andre groaned, his voice ragged with disbelief and excitement. “Keep cumming, baby. Fuck… this tight-ass MILF squirts, too? Shit… look at that mess.”

He kept pounding into her, relentless, using the full strength of his body to keep her trembling and stretched beneath him. The wet sounds of their bodies colliding echoed off the walls. Her release—thick, glistening, unmistakable—was leaking around his cock and splashing down her thighs, dripping onto the rug in loud, sticky drops.

James watched from just inches away, wide-eyed and breathless, as his wife writhed against him, overwhelmed by sensations she had never known before. Her pussy was spasming visibly, milking the thick Black cock still driving into her with rhythmic desperation.

Becky moaned helplessly, her voice hoarse and unfiltered. Her hips jerked involuntarily with every thrust, her inner thighs shining with slickness, her body completely undone. Her flushed breasts pressed against James’s chest, nipples like stone, her skin damp with sweat and heat.

Andre grunted, tightening his grip on her hips. “Fuck… I’m gonna cum…”

His pace quickened—harder, deeper. Then, with a final growl, he slammed into her one last time and held there, buried to the base.

James felt it—the moment it happened.

Andre’s cock twitched inside her.

Becky’s eyes fluttered. She let out a choked cry as she felt the first spurt of his cum. It was hot. Heavy. She felt every pulse of it—deep, primal, obscene. Her mouth opened but no words came out. Her pussy clenched tightly around him, holding him there, claiming every drop of his release.

She could feel it: the thick, molten heat flooding her, coating her walls, pooling around her cervix. There was so much. Warmth spread through her belly as he emptied his load inside her married cunt without hesitation or apology.

James just held her, dazed and hard as stone beneath her, as his wife took another man’s seed—still quivering, still dripping, still twitching with aftershocks.

“Fuck…” Andre groaned, still catching his breath. “That hot-ass MILF pussy just drained my balls… completely. Oh damn…”

His chest rose and fell in heavy gulps of air as he slowly withdrew his cock, now slick and glistening with their mixed fluids. Though softening slightly, it still looked thick and heavy as it slid free, followed by a slow, messy stream of cum that spilled out of Becky’s overstretched pussy and dribbled down her thighs.

Becky stayed where she was, bent over, her face buried in her husband’s shoulder. Her body trembled with aftershocks, each tiny spasm wracking her limbs. She clung tightly to James, nails biting into his skin, her breath hot and unsteady against his neck.

He held her gently, then guided her down into his lap. She collapsed into him, spent, her arms wrapping around him as if needing to anchor herself. Her breasts pressed against his chest, nipples still hard and sensitive, her entire body limp but alive with residual heat.

He could feel the tremors still rippling through her.

James cradled her, stroked her back, and whispered softly in her ear, “Aftershocks?”

In response, Becky only clung to her husband tighter, her body still twitching with residual tremors. Her palms patted weakly against his back—not to push him away, but like her body didn’t know what else to do. She was still cumming, in slow, uncontrollable waves that left her shuddering in his arms.

James felt the warmth of her arousal and Andre’s cum seep against his thigh, thick and wet beneath the hem of her dress. Gently, he lifted the fabric to look—and what he saw made him pause, stunned.

Her pussy was a wreck.

Red and swollen, her lips remained parted, gaping from the brutal stretch they had just endured. A slow, creamy drip of mixed fluids—his cum, her juices—oozed from between them, glistening in the light. Her entire mound was smeared, messy, marked. Trails of fluid coated her thighs in slick streaks, and her inner flesh looked raw, spent, and impossibly used.

Completely ravished.

James couldn’t take his eyes off it. This was his wife—his elegant, beautiful wife—and she looked like she’d been owned.

He glanced up and found Andre still standing in front of them. The young man’s shorts and dark FTL boxers were still bunched around his knees, and to James’s amazement—but not surprise—his cock was already stiffening again.

Coated in slick white streaks of cum and pussy juice, the charcoal-black shaft glistened, still glutted with the evidence of what he'd done to her. And his eyes were locked on Becky’s pussy, staring at it like it was something he wasn't done with yet.

Noticing James watching him, Andre finally turned his gaze toward him. Their eyes locked.

“Mr. Richards,” he said casually, though there was a weight behind it, “I need your wife’s pussy again. I’m not done with her yet.”

Without hesitation, he kicked off his shorts and boxers, letting them fall to the floor in a careless heap. Then he reached for the hem of his white ribbed tank and peeled it off, revealing his toned, sweat-slicked chest.

James’s eyes dropped involuntarily. He couldn’t help but stare.

Andre’s cock—still wet, still coated with a creamy sheen—was hanging heavy between his thighs. It had softened slightly after cumming inside Becky, but not by much. It still looked thick… intimidating… ready. The foreskin, now loose and slightly rolled forward over the head, made him look even more animal, less like something James could compare himself to and more like a force of nature.

James blinked. He just came inside my wife… and he’s still hard.

James had never stayed hard after an orgasm. Not even close. There had always been a moment—recovery, reset, something. But Andre looked like he could go again without missing a beat. It was both terrifying and impossibly arousing.

Becky was still curled in James’s lap, her face buried in his neck. But when she heard Andre strip down, she couldn’t help glancing back.

Her eyes fell on Andre’s cock.

And she froze.

Her first thought was instinctive—God, uncut dicks are so ugly. Something about the soft skin partially covering the head, the wetness, the rawness—it should have repulsed her.

But it didn’t.

Because right behind that thought came another.

That cock made me cum like I’ve never cum in my life.
That cock made me squirt.
That cock is still hard for me.

Her pussy fluttered, still sore but suddenly curious again. And just like that, the thought of how it looked disappeared. Replaced by how it felt.

Andre took a step forward. “Come on, Becky… you want it too.”

The sound of her first name from his lips still sent a strange ripple through her—part embarrassment, part submission, part… something deeper. But she didn’t argue.

Andre reached for her arm and gently pulled her upright.

She let go of James. Slowly. Like it cost her something. Her fingers left his back one at a time, and she rose to her feet in silence. Still flushed, still leaking, still stunned by what had just happened—but moving again.

She didn’t meet James’s eyes. She didn’t even look at Andre.

But she didn’t stop him.

Andre didn’t force her this time.

Instead, he took her hand and calmly guided her toward the sofa, his expression unreadable but purposeful. Becky followed on unsteady legs, her thighs still trembling, her pussy still leaking from the brutal orgasm he’d just coaxed from her. She didn’t speak. She didn’t look at James.

When they reached the couch, Andre sat down first—legs spread wide, cock glistening and standing tall, thick with leftover cum and slick from her body. Then he looked up at her and simply said, “Come here.”

Becky hesitated, her breath shallow, her body flushed and trembling. She glanced once at her husband—eyes wide, lips parted—but said nothing.

Then she straddled Andre.

Her knees sank into the cushion on either side of his hips. Her dress rode up high around her waist, exposing her bare, used pussy. James watched as she reached down, wrapped her fingers around that impossibly thick shaft, and guided it to her entrance.

And then, slowly, deliberately, she lowered herself onto it.

James saw everything.

He saw her stretch again—open around that monster cock. Her pink pussy lips parted, already raw and swollen, struggling to accommodate the girth. She gasped softly, mouth falling open, her brows knitting together as she sank inch by inch onto him.

Her breath hitched. Her legs shook. But she didn’t stop.

Andre let out a low groan as she slid down his cock, her slick heat enveloping him. James watched her take more than he thought possible. Her body trembled, but her hands braced on Andre’s chest, and she moved with purpose—she was in control now.

“Oh God…” she whispered, eyes fluttering. “I can feel everything…”

She paused when she reached the base, fully impaled. For a moment, she just sat there, motionless, filled, her thighs trembling. Her chest rose and fell as she adjusted to the stretch—her nipples rock hard and visible through the thin fabric of her dress. Her head tilted back, lips parted in a quiet moan.

James couldn’t breathe.

He was watching his wife—his wife—ride another man’s cock. Not just any cock. A cock that dwarfed his own. A cock that had just made her squirt for the first time in her life. And now, Becky was slowly starting to grind on it.

Not helpless. Not being taken.

She was using it.

“Oh God… oh God…” she murmured, her voice breathless. “I shouldn’t be doing this…”

But she didn’t stop. She lifted her hips slightly, then dropped back down, and again—finding a rhythm. Her face twisted in something that looked like pain but melted quickly into deep, guttural pleasure.

James watched her face—her flushed cheeks, parted lips, the way her eyelids fluttered shut. She looked drunk on sensation, possessed by it.

He looked down at the place where they were joined.

Her pussy clung to Andre’s cock with every motion, stretched tight around the thick shaft. Each time she lifted off, a ring of slickness followed. With every downward thrust, more of the creamy mix of cum and arousal spilled out, running down over Andre’s balls, dripping between his thighs and onto the couch.

The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room—obscene, animal. Becky moaned louder, her hands clawing at Andre’s chest, her back arching as she bounced on him harder, faster.

James was frozen, stunned.

It wasn’t just sex anymore. It wasn’t even domination. It was Becky fucking another man—riding him with abandon, taking everything he had to offer and loving it. Her pussy was red, messy, and impossibly stretched, her movements raw and urgent.

And the worst part—the most humiliating part—was how beautiful she looked doing it.

“Damn, Mr. Richards…” Andre groaned, gripping Becky’s hips as she rode him slowly, deliberately. “This is one fine pussy. Some good fucking pussy. Your wife… she’s the hottest MILF I’ve ever had.”

Sweat glistened across Andre’s dark, muscular chest as his head leaned back, eyes half-lidded in bliss. His thick, charcoal-black cock pulsed inside her, coated in their shared slickness. Becky rocked her hips in slow, grinding circles, her body in total control now—riding him like she owned him.

James watched in stunned silence, sitting just feet away.

He couldn’t believe it. Andre had already cum once—deep inside her—but his cock was still thick, still hard, still inside his wife, barely softened at all. In fact, it had only softened just enough for his foreskin to roll back over the flared head, now stretching Becky all over again. James had never been able to stay hard after cumming. The sight of it made his stomach twist with envy—and arousal.

Becky’s eyes dropped briefly to the cock still buried in her. She paused for just a heartbeat.

God, it looks so ugly like that. The foreskin, the slickness, the way it glistened wet and raw...

But then she shifted her hips just slightly—and the thought vanished.

The feeling of that cock inside her overruled everything else. The thick stretch. The fullness. The way it rubbed her in places James never could. It sent a tremor through her thighs and made her gasp.

She surprised even herself by wanting it again.

And she started to move.

With her hands braced on Andre’s slick chest, Becky began to ride him harder. She lifted herself almost entirely off his cock, her swollen, glistening pussy lips stretching around the head—and then dropped back down, taking all of him again in one smooth, wet plunge.

Andre’s hands tightened on her waist as he groaned. “Shit, girl… ride that dick… ride it deep.”

Becky didn’t respond. Her face was twisted in effort and lust. Her nipples jutted stiff and red through the fabric of her dress, her skin flushed and glistening with sweat. Her thighs trembled with every bounce, the slap of skin on skin echoing through the room as she took him again and again.

James stood now, transfixed, watching it all.

From his angle, he could see everything—her ass rising and falling, the way her body stretched to take Andre’s cock, how her pussy wrapped around that thick shaft like it was molded for it. Every time she dropped down, more slick cream leaked around the base and onto Andre’s dark, hairy thighs.

Becky moaned louder now, riding harder, faster—grinding her hips in slow circles before lifting again. She threw her head back, eyes closed, her hands sliding from his chest to her own body, grabbing her breasts through the dress, tweaking her aching nipples.

Andre looked up at her, breathing hard. “You like being on top, don’t you, Becky? You own this dick.”

Becky shuddered, her breath catching in her throat.

James’s mouth was dry. His wife—his elegant, quiet, beautiful wife—was riding a younger, stronger Black man’s cock like her life depended on it, her ass flexing with every drop, her body wet, flushed, and insatiable. She was taking him deeper than James had ever managed—and doing it with power.

It wasn’t just that Andre was fucking her anymore.

She was fucking him.

James stood just a few feet away, his hand unconsciously stroking the bulge beneath his shorts. He was completely mesmerized.

Becky was still riding Andre, her pace slowing now, hips rocking in slow, deep circles as she dragged that thick, ebony cock inside her over and over. Her flushed breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples straining through the fabric of her bunched-up dress. Her mouth hung open, moaning softly, head tilted back in something close to bliss.

And James couldn’t stop watching.

He watched the thick, charcoal-black shaft disappear into his wife’s used pussy, then reappear coated in a glossy layer of her white cream. Each time it slid out, her stretched lips clung to it, visibly trembling, glistening. Her inner thighs were soaked. She looked like a woman possessed—utterly consumed by the cock she was riding.

His cock throbbed beneath his shorts, harder than he could ever remember. But beneath the lust, something else burned—jealousy. He had never made her look like this. He had never pulled those raw, ragged sounds from her throat. Never seen her lose herself like this.

Her face was so contorted with pleasure it was almost unrecognizable. She loves it, he thought. She loves it too much.

After a while, Andre exhaled heavily and gently slowed her movements. “Come here, baby,” he murmured, lifting her off him. She gasped as his cock slid out with a slick, wet sound.

He stood and helped Becky up, her body trembling from exertion. Her legs were barely holding her up. Her hair clung to her damp face, and her expression was dazed—completely fucked-out.

James could hardly believe this was the same woman who’d kissed him goodnight just days ago with quiet, wifely affection.

Andre guided her down onto the rug in front of the couch, laying her gently on her back. Becky didn’t resist. She simply sank into the soft fibers, letting her legs fall open instinctively. Her slick, red, distended pussy was exposed without shame—wet, swollen, still dripping.

James swallowed hard, unable to move, unable to look away.

Becky looked up at Andre, then briefly turned her gaze toward James. He was still standing, hand resting on his crotch, his breathing ragged. She liked the look on his face—aroused, stunned, conflicted. Her husband was helpless, watching as she surrendered herself again to the man who had already made her body sing like it never had before.

Biting her lower lip, she whispered, “Yes, Andre… give it to me.”

Andre grinned and knelt between her creamy thighs. He took his time, rubbing the head of his cock against her glistening slit, teasing her. Her hips twitched beneath him.

“Say it again,” he murmured, pressing the crown against her entrance.

Becky locked eyes with James, then turned back to Andre and moaned, “I want it. I want your Black dick inside my married pussy.”

That was all it took.

Andre leaned in, kissed her deeply, and began to slide inside. Slowly. She gasped into his mouth as the stretch returned—familiar and overwhelming. Her hands clutched his back, then moved down to grip his ass, pulling him deeper into her.

James watched every inch vanish into her heat.

Becky broke the kiss, panting hard. Her arms wrapped around Andre’s shoulders as he began to thrust—slow, deep strokes that made her shiver and moan. She lifted her legs higher, wrapping them loosely around his hips, welcoming him back in.

“You like this… don’t you?” Andre whispered in her ear. “You like my Black dick stretching you out… and your husband loves watching it.”

Becky moaned, her mouth trembling. “Yes… yes I do…”

Andre kissed her again—long, possessive—and she returned it hungrily, sucking on his tongue, her body rising to meet each thrust. All hesitation was gone now. No more shame. Just want. Just heat.

And James… watched it all. Powerless. Hard. Burning.

And more turned on than he had ever been in his life.

James was completely transfixed.

Just a few feet away, Andre was buried between his wife’s spread thighs, his thick, dark body pumping rhythmically into Becky’s pale, trembling form. Her dainty hands clutched at his hairy ass, her rings flashing each time her nails dug into his skin. She was kissing him hungrily—mouth open, lips swollen, moaning into every thrust like she couldn’t get enough.

Every time Andre’s hips drove forward, his muscles clenched, and Becky whimpered in perfect sync—her body rocking with the force of each deep, deliberate stroke. She was drenched, her pussy stretched wide, audibly wet. The lewd sounds of their bodies colliding were constant and unmistakable. James was painfully hard, his cock pulsing under his shorts, leaking precum he didn’t even realize was there.

Andre shifted his weight and began to thrust harder, faster, slamming up into her with a new intensity. Becky’s breath hitched, her back arched, and her moans turned desperate.

“Oh God… oh God…” she gasped. “I… I can’t—Andre—I’m cumming!”

Her entire body tensed. Her legs quivered. Her hands clawed at his back. She let out a choked scream as the orgasm overtook her—violent, full-bodied, a release so powerful it left her shaking beneath him.

Andre didn’t slow.

He leaned in close, his voice a low growl in her ear. “Tell me, Becky… you ever cum like that with your husband?”

She whimpered, trying to catch her breath.

“Be honest,” he pressed, slamming into her again, deeper.

Her eyes fluttered open, dazed and wild. She turned her head slightly toward James—then looked away just as quickly.

“No…” she whispered.

Andre smirked. “Say it.”

“I’ve never cum like this with James,” she said, the words barely audible.

“Why?”

She hesitated… then sighed, completely undone. “He’s big… or… well, I thought he was. Until this.”

The confession cut through the room like a knife. James felt it hit his chest, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t.

Andre grinned, pounding into her again. Becky gasped, trembling beneath him.

He fucked her through the aftermath of her orgasm, slower now but still deep—his cock still rock-hard, stretching her wide with every thrust. Her pussy made wet, sucking sounds around him, creamy and slick from how many times she’d cum for him.

James watched the thick Black cock slide in and out of his wife—still glistening, still in command of her.

And then Andre’s breathing changed.

His strokes grew heavier, shorter. He was close.

He looked down at Becky, then up at James, and smiled with dark amusement.

“You think he’s gonna make you cum after this?” he asked her, cock twitching inside her.

Becky let out a soft, involuntary laugh—breathless and sharp. “There’s no chance,” she murmured. “It’ll take a lot more than seven inches tonight.”

James felt his heart stop.

And then Andre came.

With a deep, guttural grunt, he buried himself fully inside her, his balls slapping against her soaked, stretched pussy. Becky gasped as she felt the first pulse—then the second—and then the flood. Hot, thick spurts of cum shot deep into her, coating her walls, filling her completely. She whimpered again as her pussy clenched around him instinctively, trying to milk every last drop.

Andre stayed still for a moment, his cock still twitching inside her.

Then, slowly, he pulled out.

James watched a thick string of cum stretch from Becky’s gaping hole to Andre’s glistening cock, then break, splattering across her thigh. Her pussy remained open, leaking steadily, her legs still spread, her body slack.

She just closed her eyes and laid back, an arm flung over her face. Her dress was bunched around her waist, her breasts exposed, her body heaving with each breath. She looked completely used—owned.

Andre stood.

Without a word, he reached for his tank top and pulled it over his head, then grabbed his shirt and slipped it on. His cock, still slick and semi-hard, swung heavily between his legs, still hanging out—bold, dark, and shameless. He didn’t reach for his shorts yet. He just stood there, half-dressed, looking down at Becky’s wrecked body like it was something he might return to.

And James could feel the unspoken challenge in it.

No words were needed. That cock was still there. Still wet. Still bigger.

Still the last thing Becky’s pussy had truly felt.

Becky finally opened her eyes.

She looked at her husband—and her gaze dropped to the front of his shorts. There was a dark, sticky patch spread across the fabric.

James had cum in his pants.

No one had touched him. Not even himself.

And the humiliation of it flushed hot across his face as Becky blinked up at him—silently, knowingly—before letting her eyes drift shut again.

James didn’t know what to do with himself.

He stood awkwardly, trying to regain some sense of control, as Andre finished dressing. The younger man finally pulled his boxers and shorts back up, tucking himself away as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened—while James still felt like the air had been knocked out of him.

Without a word, James gestured toward the stairs and started walking him to the door.

When they reached the top, he turned to Andre, his voice quiet but firm.

“I hope I can trust you not to say anything about this,” James said. “No bragging. No talk.”

Andre’s expression shifted instantly to something serious, almost respectful.

“I ain’t stupid like that, Mr. Richards,” he said. “I’m not telling nobody. This stays between us.”

And by the tone of his voice—calm, measured—James believed him.

He nodded. “Thanks, Andre. You’re… a good man.”

Andre smiled faintly. “You’ve always been real cool with me.”

There was a beat of silence, then Andre tilted his head slightly. “So… you think this could happen again?”

James swallowed, hesitated. His mind was still spinning. He glanced toward the basement—toward Becky.

“Honestly? I don’t know,” he said truthfully. “I don’t know if Becky will let it happen again.”

Andre just nodded, as if he understood more than he let on. “That’s cool, Mr. Richards.”

He offered a casual wave and let himself out, leaving James alone in the quiet house, the scent of sex still heavy in the air… and the image of his wife’s used body still burning behind his eyes.


Chapter 16

James closed the door behind Andre and stood there for a moment, unsure whether he wanted to go back downstairs at all. His pants were still damp with the mess he’d made—his own mess. He hadn’t even been touched.

But the pull was too strong. He descended the basement stairs slowly, breathing shallowly, not ready for what he might see.

And then he saw her.

Becky hadn’t moved.

She was sprawled across the sofa, completely naked now. Her dress was gone—discarded or pushed aside. One leg was draped over the backrest, the other bent and splayed across the cushions, her pussy still wide open, still leaking Andre’s cum. Her nipples were hard, small pink stones on her flushed breasts. Her hair was wild. Her body glistened with sweat, streaked with drying slick.

And she was smoking.

A cigarette rested lazily between two fingers, glowing at the tip as she took a drag, her head leaned back, her expression dazed and satisfied.

James stopped dead in his tracks. Fury flared in his chest.

“Are you seriously smoking in the house?”

Becky turned her head slowly and looked at him. She exhaled a long, elegant stream of smoke, completely unfazed.

“Relax, it’s just one.”

“You quit years ago.”

“You know I still have one now and then, when I’m out.”

“Out, Becky. Not in the house. Not…” His voice cracked. “Not like this.”

She smirked at him and took another drag.

“You’re really going to make a scene about this?”

James stared, rage blooming behind his eyes. “I can’t believe this is what you’re doing right now.”

That’s when she sat up slightly, her tone suddenly sharper, more deliberate. She locked eyes with him, something wicked burning behind her smile.

“Wait a fucking minute,” she said, laughing as she spoke. “So let me get this straight… the part of this scene that’s got you all worked up… is that your wife’s having a cigarette?”

She took another drag, slower this time, eyes never leaving his.

“Not the part where my cunt is leaking a Black man’s cum all over your couch? Not the part where I just got fucking destroyed by a cock twice as thick as yours? Or maybe the fact that his huge dick made me squirt all over your floor for the first time in my life?”

She tilted her head, smirking. “No. The cigarette is what’s got your tighty-whities in a twist.”

James’s mouth opened, but nothing came out.

“Unbelievable,” she added, shaking her head.

He finally found his voice. “You don’t have to act like you don’t care.”

“Oh, I care,” she said with a grin. “I care that you’re being such a little bitch about this.”

James clenched his fists.

Becky glanced down at the front of his shorts, then slowly back up.

“You know,” she said, her tone turning sly, “if you hadn’t just cum in your fucking pants, you’d probably be crawling on top of me right now, trying to prove something. Trying to make me cum after what he just did to me.”

James flushed, but said nothing.

Becky leaned forward, grinding out the cigarette in a little dish on the side table, then flicked her eyes back to his.

“So… are you really not going to do anything?” she whispered, her voice almost teasing. “After seeing what he did to me? You’re not even going to try to make me cum?”

James swallowed hard. “Becky…”

She smiled—a slow, wicked, knowing smile.

She spread her legs wider. A fresh dribble of cum oozed from her still-gaping pussy.

“I mean… look at this mess,” she purred. “You’re just going to let me sit here like this? After that?”

James hesitated, trembling with shame and lust and something else he couldn’t name.

Becky raised an eyebrow. “Or are you going to compete, baby?”

His body moved before he could stop himself. He dropped to his knees between her thighs, face inches from her wrecked, messy cunt.

She looked down at him and bit her lip, then mouthed the words slowly, deliberately:

“Well… fucking lick it then.”

Then she leaned back against the sofa, plucked a fresh cigarette from the pack beside her, lit it with a slow flick of the lighter, and took a long, indulgent drag—her eyes never leaving his.

Becky took one last drag of her cigarette and exhaled a plume of smoke toward the ceiling, still spread out on the sofa like a queen after a feast. Her thighs were glistening, slick with sweat, cum, and the afterglow of multiple orgasms. Her pussy was red, gaping slightly, a steady stream of Andre’s thick load still oozing from her swollen entrance. The scent in the room was unmistakable: sex, sweat, and another man.

James was still on his knees in front of her, staring.

“Strip,” she said coolly.

He blinked. “What?”

She looked at him—calm, smug, half-lidded eyes. “Strip. All of it. Now.”

There was no mistaking the command in her tone.

James hesitated for only a second before pulling off his shirt, then his shorts, then the sticky, damp underwear that clung to his skin. His softening cock was smeared with precum and shame.

Becky tilted her head as she watched him. “Pathetic. You didn’t even get touched… and you came in your pants. You know how fucking pathetic that is, right?”

James flushed, but said nothing.

She stretched her legs wider, slowly dragging her fingers along the inside of one thigh, toward the slick mess of her pussy. A thick drop of cum fell from her hole to the sofa cushion below.

“Look at this mess. You’re gonna leave me like this?” she said, voice playful now. “After everything Andre did to me? After what he gave me?”

James’s throat tightened. “What do you want me to do?”

She smiled, slow and wicked.

“I want you to get your face in there and clean your wife’s pussy.”

James swallowed hard. The scent was sharp, heavy, undeniable. He could see the creamy mix still clinging to her folds, gathered in the crease between her ass and thigh. And underneath it all… her. Still wet. Still swollen. Still throbbing.

He leaned in.

The first lick nearly made him recoil.

It was thick—salty, sharp, with the unmistakable taste of another man. The cum coated her lips, her folds, even the creases of her thighs. There was so much of it. His stomach lurched. His tongue faltered.

Becky noticed.

“Aww, what’s wrong?” she cooed. “Not what you were expecting?”

James didn’t answer. He just went lower.

He dragged his tongue slowly from her entrance up to her clit, gathering everything he could in one humiliating pass. The taste made his eyes water. His face twisted, but he kept going. He pushed his mouth against her, licking hungrily, desperately, trying to get past the taste, past the shame—to her.

Becky moaned softly. “That’s it… that’s my dirty little husband. Cleaning up the mess another man left behind.”

Her voice was getting breathier, less mocking. James could feel her body responding.

He licked faster, deeper, circling her clit, dipping his tongue into her soaked entrance, sucking softly on her folds. He could taste it all—Andre’s cum, her juices, the sour tang of sex—and still, he couldn’t stop. He was driven, possessed, clawing back a piece of her one frantic lick at a time.

Becky’s legs began to tremble.

“Oh my God…” she gasped. “You’re really trying to outdo him, huh? Trying to make me cum harder than he did?”

James moaned into her pussy, mouth open, tongue relentless.

She grabbed his head, pulling him tighter against her.

“Do it. Fucking do it. Make me cum, you filthy fucking cuck.”

Her voice cracked with pleasure now. Her hips began to buck, grinding against his face. He could feel her getting closer—her thighs clamping around his ears, her pussy twitching, her moans getting louder, less controlled.

He wasn’t licking anymore. He was devouring her.

His mouth was soaked. His chin was dripping. He sucked on her clit, fast and steady, while one hand gripped her thigh to keep her spread wide and open for him.

Becky screamed.

Her body arched, her hands clenched the back of the sofa, and then it hit her—again. The orgasm tore through her like a storm. Her pussy clenched, released, clenched again—and then gushed.

James barely had time to register it before it hit his face.

A second stream of liquid erupted from her pussy, shooting across his mouth, his nose, his cheeks. She squirted hard, her entire body shaking violently as wave after wave of release overtook her. She cried out, guttural and raw, her eyes squeezed shut, her fingers tangled in his hair.

James didn’t stop.

He kept licking, sucking, swallowing, even as his face was drenched, even as his tongue grew numb, even as he choked slightly on the volume of her juices. He wanted more. He needed more.

And then—finally—her body collapsed.

Becky slumped into the sofa, completely spent. Her chest heaved. Her skin glowed. Her legs trembled, splayed open, cunt still twitching in the aftermath. James knelt there, dripping with her cum and Andre’s, breathing hard, staring up at her like a man who had just been baptised in filth.

Becky looked down at him through heavy-lidded eyes.

And with the faintest, wickedest smile, she whispered:

“…Good boy.”

Becky was still catching her breath, her body limp and glowing in the aftermath of the orgasm James had just dragged out of her with his mouth. Her hair clung to her damp forehead, her skin flushed, her legs lazily spread open as slick continued to leak from her pussy in messy, sticky rivulets.

She was barely paying attention when James stood.

But when she looked up and saw him—hard again—her eyebrows rose in open surprise.

“Oh?” she said with a crooked smile, cocking her head. “Is your willy trying to compete, babe?”

James said nothing.

“I mean, Andre stayed hard after cumming, sure, but you... you didn’t stay hard.” She grinned. “But look at you now—you got hard again. That’s new.”

That was all it took.

James didn’t speak. He didn’t laugh. He just stepped forward, grabbed her by the thighs, and in one swift, unexpected motion, flipped her onto her back. Becky let out a surprised gasp as her body hit the cushions.

“James!”

But he was already on top of her, his cock pressed against her messy, used entrance. And a second later, he shoved himself inside her.

Becky moaned aloud as he buried himself to the hilt.

He fucked her hard, instantly. No build-up. No tenderness. Just raw, animal rhythm—hips driving forward, hands gripping her thighs, his jaw clenched.

Becky gasped under him, hands grabbing the sofa for balance. He felt different—shorter, yes, but also familiar. Still big. Seven inches of thick, determined cock driving into her like it had something to prove.

But it wasn’t the same.

Not after Andre.

He wasn’t as deep. He didn’t stretch her the same way. And she could feel that—how loose she still was. How her pussy didn't grip him the way it normally did. The soft slap of their bodies colliding was wetter, less tight, her hole stretched and sloppy from being wrecked earlier.

James could feel it too.

The heat, the wetness, yes—but not the resistance. Not the snug, welcoming pull of her pussy around him. She felt... open. Roomier. Used.

Still, he kept going. He needed this. Needed to fuck her. To remind himself she was still his.

But the tension built too fast. Too desperate.

His breathing quickened. His thrusts grew frantic. And before he could stop himself, he groaned out loud—and came.

It hit him like a jolt.

His cock pulsed hard, pumping into her in short, deep jerks, and he groaned with a mix of relief and regret as the orgasm tore through him.

Becky held him as he finished, her hands on his back.

But James didn’t feel triumphant. He felt... cheated.

He stayed inside her, breathing hard, forehead pressed to her shoulder.

He hadn’t made her cum. He hadn’t even tried. And all he could think about was Andre’s voice in his ear, asking Becky if she thought James could make her cum after that.

She’d laughed.

James pulled back slightly, looking down at her. “I didn’t...”

“I know,” Becky said softly.

“I didn’t make you cum.”

She stroked his hair, smiling gently. “Honey… I didn’t think anyone could make me cum after what you did with your mouth.”

It was meant to reassure him. It didn’t.

Because underneath the softness in her tone, James still felt the echo of her earlier words. Her laugh. Her comment about “seven inches not being enough tonight.” And the raw memory of how her body had convulsed when she’d squirted all over his face—because of what he’d done with his tongue, not his cock.

He laid there, still inside her, surrounded by the heat and scent of Andre’s lingering presence, and wondered if that would be the last time he ever truly satisfied his wife.

They lay tangled in the sheets, their bodies still warm from everything the day had taken—and everything it had given. The bedroom was quiet now, lit only by the soft amber glow of the bedside lamp. James was on his back, one arm behind his head, the other resting against Becky’s hip. She was curled against him, her hair splayed across his chest, bare legs draped over his.

They hadn’t said much for a while.

But eventually, James broke the silence.

“So,” he said softly, “we really did that.”

Becky laughed under her breath. “Yeah… we really did.”

James turned slightly to look at her. “You okay?”

She nodded. “More than okay. You?”

He exhaled slowly. “Honestly? I think I’ve never been more turned on and insecure at the same time in my life.”

Becky gave a soft laugh. “Yeah… I get that.”

There was a pause.

“So,” James said, “you wanna talk about it?”

Becky raised her head a little and rested her chin on his chest. “What part?”

“All of it,” James said. “But… maybe start with the obvious.”

She smiled slowly. “His cock?”

James nodded, a little smile playing at the corner of his lips. “It was big, huh?”

“Huge,” Becky whispered. “Like… insane. I didn’t think I could take it at first. But that made it even hotter.”

James felt a rush of heat in his chest. “And the fact that he was eighteen?”

Becky’s eyes twinkled. “Don’t even get me started. It was so fucking wrong. And that’s what made it… unbearable. Like… the fact that he was that young, and Black, and cocky… and knew exactly what he was doing… it drove me wild.”

James nodded slowly. “It really got to you.”

She shrugged. “It was like my brain said no, but my body didn’t care.”

James hesitated, then asked, “So how much bigger than me was he?”

Becky bit her lip, then held up both hands a few inches apart. “Honestly? Not double or anything crazy. You’re… what, seven?”

“Yeah.”

“He had to be nine. Thick, too. I mean, I still felt you,” she added quickly, reaching down to stroke his chest. “It’s just… different. Andre’s was brutal. Yours feels like home.”

James smiled faintly. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

He hesitated again, then said, “So, the whole uncut thing…”

Becky blushed slightly. “I knew you were going to bring that up.”

“You used to say you hated how it looked. You said you’d never even touch an uncut dick, let alone suck one.”

“I know.” She groaned into his chest. “I don’t know what happened. I think I was just so turned on, I didn’t even realize it at first. And by the time I did notice, it was already in my mouth.”

James raised an eyebrow. “And?”

Becky smirked. “I mean… it wasn’t as bad as I thought. Not my favorite thing, but… I got used to it.” She reached down and stroked his cock gently. “Still prefer yours, though. Looks better. Feels better. Cleaner.”

That made James smile more honestly.

“But,” he said, “can I ask something else?”

“Anything.”

“Did you really cum harder from what I did with my mouth… than what he did with his cock?”

Becky looked at him with surprising softness. “Yes. I really did. Andre was incredible. But you made me cum so hard I couldn’t breathe.”

He swallowed. “Okay. That… helps.”

There was a little silence.

James tilted his head toward her. “And the cigarette?”

She laughed. “Oh, that? That was completely deliberate.”

His eyes widened. “What?”

“I knew you’d lose your shit. I figured if you were going to come down here and see me dripping with another man’s cum, I might as well give you something else to focus on. And it worked. You got mad, I played along, and boom… five minutes later, your face was between my legs.”

James shook his head, grinning despite himself. “You’re evil.”

Becky winked. “You love it.”

He chuckled. “Yeah… I kind of do.”

Another pause.

“So,” Becky said softly, “do you think we’d ever do it again?”

James was quiet for a long moment.

Then, “Do you want to?”

Becky hesitated, then nodded slowly. “I think I do. I mean… I didn’t expect to feel so alive. So out of control. It scared me. But I also… I want more.”

James turned to face her more directly. “I do too.”

Becky smiled, then rested her head against his chest again.

“I was thinking…” she said after a while.

“Uh oh.”

“So,” she said casually, “about Steve…”

James turned his head toward her, eyebrows raised.

“I wasn’t totally making it up,” she continued. “He has been flirting with me. For a while, actually. My cocky older colleague… you know the one.”

James blinked. “Steve from the office? The guy with the loud laugh and the ego?”

She grinned. “That’s the one. Harmless on the surface, but he’s been persistent. Little compliments. Double entendres. Long stares.”

James stayed quiet, listening.

Becky rolled over slightly and reached toward her phone on the nightstand. “You want to see what he sent me last week?”

James felt his cock stir again, almost involuntarily. “You kept it?”

“Oh yeah.” She smirked, unlocking the phone with a few quick taps. “Check this out.”

She held it up. There was Steve, standing in front of a gym mirror, totally naked and fully hard. One hand around the base of his cock, a smirk on his face like he knew how good he looked. It wasn’t particularly long—maybe six inches—but it was thick. Thick enough to look obscene. Circumcised. Smooth. Heavy.

“Jesus,” James murmured.

“I know, right?” Becky said with a low laugh. “He’s not huge… but look at that girth. That thing would fill my mouth instantly. I bet it’d feel amazing just stretching my throat.”

James shifted under the covers. He was hard again. Fully.

Becky glanced down and smiled. “Look at you. Just the idea of another cock and you’re already ready to go again.”

Her hand slipped under the sheet, fingers wrapping around his shaft with that familiar, easy grip. She started stroking him slowly, rhythmically, her eyes still on the image.

“I mean, imagine it,” she whispered. “Me down on my knees in that hotel room he mentioned… hands behind my back… looking up at him while I swallow that thick, white cock.”

James groaned softly, his hips lifting into her hand.

Becky leaned in, kissing his neck, still stroking. “He wants to meet me this weekend, you know. He already texted earlier—wants to know if I’ll come to his hotel.”

Her hand moved faster now, her thumb grazing the tip, smearing precum.

“You want to see the message?”

James nodded breathlessly.

Becky pulled it up and held the screen in front of him while still working his cock. “Look at that. ‘You free Saturday night? I’ll be at the Hilton. Bring that smart mouth of yours, and leave the panties at home.’”

James moaned.

She smiled. “Should I reply?”

James tried to hold back, tried to hold on—but it was too much. The image of Steve’s cock. The thought of Becky sucking it. The feel of her hand, confident and relentless.

He groaned—and came.

Hard.

His cum spurted across his belly, streaking up toward his chest, his hips jerking beneath her touch as he gasped through clenched teeth.

Becky just watched with that same quiet smile, milking the last few drops from him before letting go.

James sank back into the mattress, chest rising and falling, his mind spinning with the sharp edge of post-nut clarity.

Becky didn’t move.

Instead, she reached for a tissue, wiped her hand, then looked at him with that same amused smirk.

“Oh baby,” she said softly, “you were so keen a minute ago.”

James opened his mouth, but she cut him off.

“But now you’ve cum, I don’t think it’s fair to change your mind.” Her tone turned playful, but there was steel underneath it. “I mean… you’ve had your fun, haven’t you?”

She leaned in closer, whispering against his cheek.

“Now I want mine.”


Epilogue

The clock on the wall read 2:04 a.m. when James heard the front door click shut.

He’d been lying awake for hours, naked under the sheets, his body restless, mind spinning. He knew where she was. He knew who she was with.

He just didn’t know how it would feel.

He slid out of bed quietly, heart pounding, and padded downstairs barefoot, his body bare in the soft hush of the house. The glow from the kitchen spilled into the hallway like a silent spotlight.

And then he saw her.

Becky stood at the counter, facing away from him, one hip cocked, one heel kicked lazily out to the side. She was still wearing the dress she’d gone out in—a tiny, black, slutty thing that clung to her curves and barely covered her ass. The straps had slipped down her shoulders. Her long legs looked endless. Her skin glowed.

In her left hand, she held a half-full glass of red wine and slowly, almost deliberately she lifted the glass and slowly sipped a mouthful.

James stood there, naked and speechless, his cock twitching at the sight.

She turned, as if sensing him.

“Oh,” she said, voice low and lazy, “You’re up.”

James nodded slowly. “Couldn’t sleep.”

Becky took another sip then smiled.

“I wondered if you’d be waiting.”

She walked past him toward the living room, the click of her heels muffled against the wood floor, her dress riding high up the curve of her ass. Her wine glass swirled lazily in her hand. She moved with a relaxed confidence that James had never quite seen in her before.

She was glowing.

She dropped onto the sofa, legs spread just enough to tease, dress bunched high. She set the wine down and for a second she just stood.

Then she looked up at James with a slow, knowing smile.

“Well?”

James stood frozen in the doorway, staring at his wife—barely dressed, freshly fucked, still tasting of another man—and felt the hunger rise all over again.

She leaned back, brushed her hair from her face, and held his gaze as she took one last indulgent sip.

Then she pointed lazily between her legs, grinning.

“It’s not going to lick itself.”
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Watching His Wife Go Black: A Husband Watches His Wife's First Big Black Experience 

I couldn’t believe the sudden rush of emotions that hit me as Jenny knelt in front of him. I knew this was the point of no return. If she unzipped his pants, there’d be no going back.

I paused for a second—this had been my biggest fantasy for years. I’d lost count of how many times I’d imagined my pretty little wife on her knees in front of a well-hung Black man. But suddenly, it wasn’t a fantasy anymore. It was real. It was happening.

Jealousy hit me hard for a moment, sharp and unexpected, as she unzipped his pants and pulled out a thick Black cock that made my own look embarrassingly average.

But then something else took over. As Jenny leaned in, her mouth just inches from his shaft, I realized how hard I was. I couldn’t make sense of the storm of emotions—jealousy, anxiety, arousal—blurring together in the most intense way I’d ever felt.

Nothing could have prepared me for seeing it. But this was my fantasy, not hers. At least, that’s what I thought—until I saw just how eagerly she wrapped her lips around his big, black cock.

His Fantasy: When His Fantasy Becomes Her Reality

Six weeks ago, Rob would never have believed this was even possible. Sure, he had always fantasized about his wife, Katie, doing something like this. But after all these years, he hadn’t even managed to persuade her to be just a little more daring. Try as he might, he couldn’t even get her to wear something a bit sexier on a night out or maybe let a guy buy her a drink. And she certainly had never considered flirting back—until now.

So how did they get from that to this?

To the moment where Katie is on her knees, sucking another man’s cock with more enthusiasm than she’s shown in years—while Rob watches, aching with a mixture of arousal, humiliation, and disbelief?

How does a loving, faithful wife become such a slut?

And now, as Rob watches her take another man’s bigger cock inside her for the first time, he has to ask himself—was this really what he wanted all along? Or has he unleashed something he can never take back?

You Wanted This: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Brutally Exposed

As Ben sat in the living room, he could feel his heart rate rising second by second. He had just heard his wife Leah turn her key in the door, but tonight was different. Tonight was going to be very different. Leah wasn't the only person about to walk through the door. Leah had brought Carter with her. And this wasn't a social visit. Carter was there for one reason and one reason only. He was there to get his cock inside Leah.

He knew it, Leah knew it, and Ben definitely knew it. But as Carter walked into the living room, Ben's feelings of excitement and arousal suddenly vanished as his feelings of jealousy and insecurity overtook him. Did he really want to go through with it? Did he really want to watch his pretty little wife get on her knees in front of this stranger?

The thing is, Ben didn't really have a choice. A few weeks ago, Leah had discovered his fetish. She had discovered all of his fantasies about her with other men, and she had agreed to explore them.

"You wanted this, babe," was the last thing she said as her lips closed around Carter's big hard cock only a few feet in front of Ben.

But that was only the beginning, and all of Ben's deepest, darkest cuckold fantasies were about to be brutally exposed by Leah.

OEBPS/image_rsrc2MW.jpg
Blgger,
Younger, -
Blacker

A White Wife's Journey
Into A New Dark Fantasy

Scarlett Duffy





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		Chapter 11

		Chapter 12

		Chapter 13

		Chapter 14

		Chapter 15

		Chapter 16

		Epilogue

		Books By This Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246






