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The front door clicked open just as Henry finished arranging the takeout containers on the coffee table. Sarah’s perfume hit him first—jasmine and something sharper, like the snap of a rubber band against his skin. He turned, chopsticks still in hand, and felt his throat go dry.

His wife’s pencil skirt clung to the curve of her hips like it’d been painted on, the slit at the back teasing a crescent of thigh as she bent to kick off her shoes. The blouse’s third button strained against the swell of her breasts.

“Traffic was hell,” she said, tossing her leather tote onto the entryway bench. A stray curl stuck to her glossed lips.

He forced his gaze upward. “New skirt?”

“Same old.” She rolled her shoulders, making the silk ripple across her collarbones. The fabric pulled even tighter across her breasts, that third button close to letting go. “Just tighter since they forced me to go back into the office.”

Henry’s laugh came out uneven. He wanted to press his mouth to that pulse point beneath her ear, the one that fluttered when she was annoyed. He knew she was angry about Statten Electronics forcing everyone back to the office, but he had to admit, she looked damned good in her office clothes.

He nudged the lo mein towards her.

“So... how was work?” he asked, but he was pretty sure he already knew the answer. And he was pretty sure he already knew who the problem was.

Dante Masters.

“That fucking Dante,” Sarah collapsed onto the couch with a sigh, her legs splayed in a way that hiked the skirt higher. God, how Henry loved that skirt. “Three women ‘accidentally’ spilled coffee near his desk today. Three.” She stabbed a dumpling with more force than necessary. “And the way Janet giggles when he says literally anything? Embarrassing.”

He watched the sauce drip down her chin, resisting the urge to lick it off. “Maybe they’re just being friendly.”

“Don’t be cute.” She flicked a grain of rice at him. “From what I’ve heard, half of the women in the office have been more than friendly.”

“Really?” Henry leaned forward. Another thing about Sarah returning to work was the gossip. No one had gossip when everything was virtual. But now that bodies were back in the office, there was bound to be some talk. Or more than talk. Of course, to hear Sarah tell it, all the talk was about Dante.

“Yeah, really,” she snorted and blew the stray hair from her mouth, sauce still on her chin. “I heard Janet talking to one of the other women. You should have heard some of the things she said. And she’s married!”

“Like what?” Henry felt something stir low in his belly. Despite her frustration, his wife’s cheeks were flushed, which only made her cuter.

“Well,” Sarah took a bite of her food and pointed at Henry with her chopsticks. “For one thing, she said he had a big... you know.”

“Wow! Do you think Janet actually... had sex with this guy? Behind her husband’s back?”

“I don’t know!” Sarah threw her hands up in the air, a piece of chicken landing on the couch. Henry just smiled at his wife’s anger. She really was beautiful when she was upset. He slid up next to her on the couch and raised his hands to her face. “What are you doing?”

Henry chuckled and wiped the drop of sauce from her chin with his thumb, then slid his finger into his mouth.

“Oh, my God!” Sarah gasped, feeling her face. “Is there any more?”

“Just a smidge right... here.”

Henry took Sarah’s face gently in his hands and kissed her. She laughed at his obvious attempt to steal a kiss, but soon they were sharing the lo mein between them, smearing the salty sauce onto each other’s lips.

“Sorry.” Henry grinned and tucked the stray hair behind her ear. “Couldn’t help myself.”

“I see,” she purred and plucked a piece of chicken from her box and held it up for him. “Well, you’d better eat to keep up your strength.”

Henry felt his blood quicken at the promise in those words. He made a loud chomping sound as he snagged the dripping chicken from the chopsticks, chewing noisily as his wife laughed.

“I love you,” Sarah said, her shoulders relaxing into the couch. “You are just what I need after a day in that stupid office.”

“I’m glad you think so,” Henry replied and took a sip of wine. “Just wait until we’re done with dinner and I’ll show you just how much I can make you forget!”

Sarah cocked an eyebrow, then laughed again, the two of them digging into their dinner, but hungry for something else.
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THEY STARTED IN THE shower, steam rising around their slick bodies as Henry's hands massaged a lavender bath oil into her shoulders, working his way down her flat stomach until his fingers were swabbing her pussy lips. Sarah moaned, leaning back into him as he worked her pussy with slow, deliberate strokes.

She opened up for him slowly, blood rushing to her labia and clit until they were swollen and sensitive. Only then did Henry sink his fingers into her pussy, her warm tunnel clasping eagerly at them. It always took a lot of touching to get Sarah ready, but Henry was used to that. He enjoyed the feel of her body slowly melting around his fingers, the shower juices mixing with her own, until she was as hot and steamy as the water.

“Fuck!” she moaned, turning into him, her firm, round breasts pressing against him, her nipples like hard pebbles against his chest. She rocked her hips forward, her curly pubic hairs sliding against his cock until he felt the hard edge of her pubic bone grind into his shaft. “Take me to bed, Romeo.”

They didn’t even bother to dry off. Water dripped from their bodies as they stumbled into the bedroom, their hands all over each other. By the time they reached the bed, Henry was so hard it hurt, his cock throbbing with every heartbeat.

Sarah pushed him down onto the mattress, her hands roaming over his chest as she straddled him. Her pussy was still glistening from his teasing, and he could see the plump pink pearl of her clit swollen with heat. She bent over, her breasts grazing his chest as she plucked the condom from the nightstand. She grinned down at him as she tore it open with her teeth before sliding the cold rubber down over his shaft.

His cock throbbed, spurting a pearl of pre-cum into the tip. Henry gritted his teeth, forcing himself to hold on as she straddled him, rubbing the sensitive tip through her hot pussy lips. Then she sank down onto him, sheathing him with warm, wet heat.

Henry gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he thrust up into her, meeting her movements with desperate urgency. Her moans echoed off the walls, raw and primal. He watched her breasts bounced as she rode his cock. Sarah hadn’t been this excited in a long time.

“Henry,” she gasped, one hand braced against his chest, the other squeezing her breast, twisting the fat nipple in her fingers. “Fuck, you feel so good. I’m close—so fucking close.”

He was close, too. Too fucking close. Her tight pussy gripped him like a wet fist, pulling his cock towards orgasm. Henry tried to slow down, to keep from coming before she did. Then her body spasmed around his trapped dick, her cunt squeezing him with hungry, rhythmic pulls, and he knew he couldn’t hold back. Her body was going to make him explode.

“It’s OK, baby!” Sarah breathed, sensing his impending explosion. “Just come for me, baby! Come for me!”

The condom strained, stretched shiny with pre-cum and her juices, and Henry’s thighs trembled—a wet, hot pulse surging up his shaft as his orgasm ripped through him. “Fuck!” he groaned, back arching off the bed as his cock jerked, dumping his hot load safely into the rubber tip, his vision blurring at the edges.

Sarah closed her eyes and let out a satisfied sigh, rocking on top of him as he emptied the last of his seed into the reservoir. Then she fell on top of him, her breasts mashing like soft melons into his chest. They lay there for a while, breath slowing as the sweat cooled on their skin.

"Was it good for you?"

Sarah gave him a sleepy smile, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his chest. "Mmm, yeah," she murmured. "It was just what I needed."

Her words were a balm, soothing his insecurities and filling him with a mix of gratitude and contentment that words couldn't fully express. In that moment, her fingertips tracing patterns on his skin spoke volumes, reaffirming his place in her heart. She could have anyone, and the fact she had chosen him meant he was the luckiest man alive.

“I love you, Sarah,” Henry murmured.

Sarah didn’t answer back and a moment later, he heard a cute little whistle from her nose, as close to snoring as she ever got. It didn't matter. She was in his arms, and that was all that mattered.

He knew she loved him.

And that was enough.
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Dante Masters enjoyed being in the office at night. Wandering through the rat's maze of dark cubicles, the handful of overhead security lights the only illumination, gave him a wicked thrill. The corporate offices of Statten Electronics weren’t fancy, but they were still a long way from the place he'd grown up.

He wandered among the desks, observing the possessions the employees had brought back to work with them. Tchotchkes and knick knacks. Pictures of families, mostly white, with smiling wives hugging husbands who probably didn’t deserve them. Or maybe the women didn’t deserve their fat, rich husbands? Sometimes, even Dante got confused by his motivations.

One thing was clear. Dante loved the idea of married women—professional women, women with everything to lose—throwing their legs wide open for him because they wanted what they couldn't get anywhere else. That was what he lived for. That was why he was here in the middle of the night, long after everyone else had gone home for the day

He stopped at a neat desk, everything in its proper place. His eyes fell on a blue coral seashell suspended in a glass sphere with blue bubbles floating around it. Next to the sphere was a picture of a smiling couple on a beach tropical. The woman wore a modest white bikini top that which clung her round breasts, with a flowing blue skirt. Beside her was a skinny, bookish man, in wire-frame glasses, his skin somehow even more pale than the woman’s creamy, white body.

Sarah Rampling thought she was so perfect, so clever. Working hard, then going home to her hubby like a good little wifey. She was probably home right now, making pitiful lover to her scrawny ass husband. But the frame with the photo was here, and that meant Dante was with her in spirit. Soon, he’d be there in body, too. For now, he’d settle for Sarah's perfect little office space—and the plump little whore laughing behind him in the dark.

Janet, his supervisor, had once been prim and proper, just like Sarah. Older than Dante, but that didn’t make her more experienced. She'd only spread her legs for one other man, the same man who'd put two kids in her but never made her cum like Dante did.

Like he was going to do tonight.

“Oh, my God!” Janet giggled as she slipped into the cubicle. “What are you doing in here! That’s Sarah’s desk.”

The sound of Janet’s gasping laughter only made him want her more. She always played the professional in the office, wore those business suits like a suit of armor, hair perfectly styled. She was a career woman and the mother of two kids, but it was Dante's thick black shaft, not her family, that she wanted.

“Come back to my office,” Janet giggled again, and slid her round, fat breasts against his arm as she gently tried to pull him away from Sarah's desk. Fuck! Loving wife and mother, his boss, and she was on him like a bitch in heat.

Dante settled a palm on Sarah’s desk, the dark skin smooth against the white birch. The rest of the office thought Sarah was so prim, but he knew Sarah would spread her cunt for him. Just like Janet. He set the picture down and turned his attention to his supervisor. "I know," he said. “I want to fuck you on someone else’s desk.”

"Oh, you are so bad!" The woman’s lips pursed together to stifle a giggle, but she couldn't, laughing and bouncing like a schoolgirl who'd just gotten asked to the fucking prom.

Dante felt his cock stir in his pants. He thought of that bitch Sarah’s smug look in the office, always giving him sidelong glances like she didn't want him, like she was satisfied with her little husband. Dante knew better. He always knew better. Janet was the same way. Pretending to be satisfied. Dante imagined Sarah squirming under him, his fat black cock splitting open her tight married pussy. She would teach her a lesson, just like he had taught Janet.

Dante pushed Janet back roughly and dug his hard fingers into her arms and she gasped, then laughed again. “Dante, what—”

Dante kissed the words away, let his thick tongue doing the talking for him, swirling around her mouth in a brutal tongue fuck, making the married slut melt against his hard frame. Dante pulled away from the older woman, leaving her panting and leaning on the desk, looking up at him like he was the only man in the world.

"I've been thinking about this all day!" Janet gushed, lips red with his kiss, trembling at the thought of Dante's thick fucking shaft stretching her lips the same way. "God, you're such a man!"

"Take it off," Dante said. "Take it off, Janet, and let me see why you’re here and your husband and kids are home, waiting for you."

A shiver of pleasure ran up Dante's spine as her schoolgirl simper faded when he forced her to think of her family. “Please don’t be mean, baby!” That didn’t stop her from slowly opening her blazer, peeling off the professional armor that hid her massive breasts, straining under her blouse. Fuck! She was all woman! Why the fuck would she hide it?

She unbuttoned her shirt next, and Dante grinned as she pulled back the silk to reveal two heavy, round globes of pale flesh held back by a lace bra straining under the weight. Someone else might call her fat, but to Dante she had the motherly body of a woman who had had two children, suckled them with those fat, red nipples, nurtured them for years, only to sneak in to the office and let Dante squeeze them, bite them. Fuck them. All the while thinking of the family she was betraying.

Dante felt his cock stir in his pants as the older woman let her clothes fall to the floor, then sat in Sarah’s chair, legs spread and begging. This was the woman who thought she was in charge of him? He laughed to himself. But he’d seen right through the slut's expensive office wear and wedding band to the squirming, creaming woman beneath.

"You want me to—" Janet said, breathing heavy, her face flushed with excitement. "Want me to use my fingers while you watch?"

“No,” he growled and stood up, loosening the buckle of his belt. “I have a better job for you!”

He loomed over the squirming woman and pulled his pants down slowly, watching her eyes grow bigger, her lips parted, tongue already flicking out as if she could taste him. Finally, his heavy black shaft sprang free, smacking her on the forehead with a meaty tthwack,then rolling over her cheek, leaving a tear of pre-cum just beneath her left eye.

“OH MY GOD!” she moaned and reached up to catch his bouncing black cock. Pale fingers wrapped around the dark, throbbing flesh, her wedding ring shining against the brown skin. The sight of that symbol of fidelity made Dante’s cock throb again and Janet moaned, feeling the pulse of his heart against her palms.

That was Janet. A wife. A mother. A boss bitch. And none of it mattered, not while she had Dante’s thick, black shaft in her hands. She panted as she kissed her way up its enormous girth. Her big, green eyes stayed locked on his, mouth opening and closing as she alternated between hot, sloppy kisses on his head and breaths that came as fast as her pulse.

“It’s so big,” she moaned, as if she had forgotten. “So much bigger than my husband!”

Dante barely held in a groan of pleasure. She knew he liked to hear her bad mouth her husband, loving the look on her face as she slobbered over the dark length of his cock while trash talking the father of her kids. A fat, pearly dollop of pre-cum bubbled up from the purple-black head of his cock and he pressed the oozing tip to her mouth, smearing her lips with his lewd lip gloss. He grinned as he imagined her kissing her husband later, sharing his cum with the man she was supposed to love.

“Don’t be shy, baby,” Dante murmured, pushing his cock against her lips, forcing her to open up. “Show me how much you love this cock!”

Dante’s fat, spit-smeared cockhead glistened under the flickering security light as he gripped Janet’s hair, yanking her head forward. Her moans turned to gurgles as she shoved his cock deep down her throat.

”That’s it, boss!” he growled, hips pistoning as her throat convulsed around him, the wet *glrk-glrk-glrk* of her gag reflex music to his ears. “Tell me how your husband’s limp dick feels compared to this.” He bottomed out hard, balls slapping her chin, relishing the way her wedding ring glittered as she clawed at his thighs as if she could stop him. As if she even wanted to stop him.

“H-he’s... he’s nothing compared to you!” Janet choked, drool pooling on her tits as he let her surface for half a breath, her swollen lips glistening spit and pre-cum. She would never have been able to take his cock when they first met. But that was weeks ago, and he’d turned her into his slut by now. She wasn’t shy or awkward anymore. Not when he had his cock in her mouth.

Dante thumbed the tear tracks on her cheeks, shoving two fingers past her ruined lipstick to play with her tongue. “Tell me who you want, slut.” He snapped his hips upward again, watching her nostrils flare as his veiny monster threatened to split her face in half. “Tell me whose cock you’d rather have-me or your husband?”

Janet’s sob of humiliation turned into a sloppy gurgle as Dante fucked his cock into her throat. The feeling of being completely sheathed in her mouth sent pleasure coursing through him. Finally, he pulled back, letting the spit explode from her wet, messy lips.

“You... oh, God... I want you!” she rasped when she could breathe again. “I want you!”

Dante felt a surge of triumph at her admission. He’d turned her from a woman with a wedding band and superior job into a slut with a schoolgirl crush on his dick. Now she was all desperation and need, no longer pretending to be the respectable career woman he first met in the office. Dante wanted her hungry for him. Janet, Sarah, every other married bitch in the fucking world. He didn’t care. If he stretched their tight little holes and sprayed his jizz on their pretty little faces, he mattered. He wasn’t satisfied until the women he fucked couldn’t tell whether they were supposed to be ashamed or proud of the cum dripping from their cheeks. Until they couldn’t get off unless he was degrading them in the worst possible way.

Dante felt his cock throb again and plunged forward, watching Janet’s green eyes roll up into the back of her head. He held it there, the huge crown of his meat stretching her throat until he saw tears in her eyes. Then he pulled out, the thick head gleaming with her spit.

“Oh, Dante,” Janet moaned, looking up at him with eyes filled with an adoration that was as close to love as Dante ever got. She wasn’t thinking about her husband anymore, or her two little brats. All she was thinking about was what Dante was going to do with her next.

And Dante wasn’t done. Not now, not until she was filled, stretched, and left to leak his cum when she went home to her husband. Not until he made her beg, made her lay beside her husband at night and squirm, unsatisfied, unable to look at the stupid fucking wedding ring on her finger and remember the life she had before his fat cock ruined her.

Dante’s dark hands dug into Janet’s hair, and he pulled her to her feet. He sank his fingers into her creamy ass;her dimpled flesh spilling over his knuckles as he hoisted her onto the edge of Sarah’s polished desk. Her heavy tits jiggled like water balloons as he finally rammed his swollen cock into her sopping cunt without warning.

“You want me, huh?” he snarled, sweat dripping off his forehead onto her heaving breasts. Her wedding band glinted under the office fluorescents as she clawed at his forearms, her shrill screams bouncing off the cubicle walls. “You want me to ruin you for your piece of shit husband?”

“Y-yes! Ruin me! I don’t care anymore!” she bleated, her swelling ass cheeks slapping against the wood with every brutal thrust, the desk creaking under their bodies.

He leaned back, letting her look at his glistening black body as he thumbed her clit—hard—until she squealed. “Bet your hubby’s limp dick never fucked you like this,” he spat, pulling her thighs to his chest and digging into the ample flesh with his fingers. His eyes flicked to the picture of Sarah and her husband as it shook with each pounding shove. He closed his eyes and let the married woman’s screams drown out every other sound in the office, imagining it was Sarah on this desk, begging him to fuck her better than her husband ever could.

Janet screamed, her cunt convulsing around Dante’s cock—so fucking greedy- and he pistoned into her with jackhammer precision. The desk groaned, pens and Post-its fell to the floor.

“Cum for me, slut!” he growled. “Come for me!”

Janet came with a guttural shriek, her fleshy body thrashing, but Dante didn’t let up. He continued to pound into her, her ass smearing sweat on Sarah’s desktop. Janet’s wail dissolved into wet, slobbering sobs as she twitched on the desk, knocking the picture over so that Sarah was looking up at him as if she too was lying there, smiling encouragement.

Dante let out a strangled growl as he tore his cock from Janet’s sloppy cunt, her married pussy lips still quivering around nothing as he loomed over her.

“Open wide, you cheating whore,” he snarled, his fist jacking his slick shaft with brutal strokes, the purple crown leaking ropes of pre-cum that splattered her flushed cheeks. “I want your husband to taste me when you kiss him tonight!”

His balls clenched, cum churning, and the first volcanic blast erupted—thick, pearly ropes of jizz sprayed across Janet’s face, gluing her eyelashes shut, clogging her nostrils, pasting her gasping lips in a sticky seal. “MMMMPH!” she gagged, her tongue darting out to catch his salty essence, her fingers frantically scooping globs from her chin to smear across her heaving tits, nipples pebbling under the slimy glaze.

He lifted the shaft, his cock still pulsing, and aimed a shot at the framed photo on the desk—Sarah’s pristine smile, her bland husband’s arm around her, now drowned under a torrent of Dante’s cum. Thick wads splattered the glass, oozing down their faces like frosting, their eyes reduced to milky pools beneath the mess.

“Fuck, that’s good!” Dante grunted, slapping his dripping cock against Janet’s tongue, forcing her to suckle the last spurts as she gazed up at him through his cum. She smiled through the mess, pleased that Dante was happy, never knowing that she wasn’t the only reason he had come so hard.

Dante extended a hand to Janet, pulling her up from the mess on Sarah's desk. Janet's face was a canvas of smeared lipstick, flushed cheeks, and his dripping cum. She looked down at Sarah’s ruined desk and gasped.

“Oh, my God! We can’t leave her desk like that!”

Dante grinned. He would like nothing more than to leave Sarah’s desk exactly the way it was, to let her know he had marked her territory as easily as he had marked Janet’s face. But it was too soon for that.

All in good time, he thought.

“I’ll get this cleaned up,” he said and slid a finger up Janet’s chin, scooped a huge mess of his jizz and pushed it into her mouth. She moaned, sucking his cum off his finger like it was ambrosia. “You go get washed up.”

“Yes, sir,” Janet giggled, and he watched her ass jiggle as she carried her ruined suit and dripping body to the restroom. Dante looked down at the desk and picked up the cum stained photo of Sarah.

“Oh, and Janet?”

Janet stopped and looked over her shoulder at him, her green eyes alive with post-orgasmic bliss and her face dripping with his cum.

“Yes?”

“Remember. Don’t clean off your lips,” he said. “I want Patrick to taste my cum tonight.”

“Oh, my God, Dante-baby! You are so bad!” Then she cocked her head as if thinking about it. Finally, she grinned with through the slimy mess. “But you know I’ll do whatever you want me to do.”

“I know,” Dante said, wiping cum from Sarah’s picture with a tissue, talking more to the woman in the photo than to Janet. “I know you will.”
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Asmall huff of anger burst from Sarah’s mouth as she rearranged her desk. Again. Someone, probably the cleaning crew, had messed with her desk. The books had been moved, her mouse was on the wrong side of her keyboard, and her favorite pen was missing. As if being back to work wasn’t bad enough, now she had to deal with this crap!

The picture of her and Henry was crooked, like everything else in the office today. Even the photo itself was marred. She picked it up and saw a white film over Henry’s face. Perfect. She scraped away the white scum with a nail.

She squinted at it, turned it this way and that. What was it? Had she picked it up after donut Monday with sugar glaze on her hands? At this point, anything seemed possible. She felt herself smile as she put the frame down, slightly more crooked than before. She smiled at the couple in the photo. She and Henry had been so happy that day.

The beach had been beautiful, and she remembered the way Henry smiled at her as she ran from the ocean, her dark hair flying out behind her, her bikini stuck to her round breasts and bottom like a second skin. He looked at her like she was a gift. Even now, so many years later, he still saw her that way.

I’m lucky, she thought. Lucky to have Henry. Her smile widened as she remembered the night before. No fireworks. No explosive, jaw-dropping orgasms. Not that time. Not ever. It had been nice, though. Really nice. Isn’t that what married sex was supposed to be like? Comfortable. Consistent. Safe. Maybe she had spent too long in the office, listening to rumors. She gave the frame a final, affectionate wipe with her thumb.

“Well, well! Just can’t be away from hubby, huh?”

Sarah looked up, grateful for the interruption. Kate Winslow stood in front of her desk, a teasing grin on her freckled face. Her brassy curls bounced around her shoulders as she pulled her full lips into a mock pout, hips out to one side, showing off her tight, little body to whoever happened to be passing by.

“Oh, and I suppose you don’t miss Ron?” Sarah laughed.

“Of course I do!” Kate blinked innocently. “But you know what they say! Absence makes the heart grow fonder!”

“You are so bad!”

“I know, right?” Kate grinned. “Besides, it’s lunch! Wanna get outta here?”

“Oh my God, yes!” Sarah said and jumped up from her seat so quickly she almost knocked over her chair. She steadied herself while Kate watched her, chuckling.

“Come on, then. Let’s blow this pop stand.” Her green eyes flicked over Sarah’s outfit. “I’m so hungry, I could eat you up!”

Sarah laughed off Kate’s comment. The crazy girl was always saying stuff like that and with her innocent green eyes, smattering of freckles, and coppery hair, she always got away with it. Kate was the only good thing about being back at work.

Sarah grabbed her purse, gave a final look at the mess on her desk, and followed her friend. The elevator was waiting when they rounded the corner, doors sliding open like an escape. But before they could get in, someone stepped out.

Dante Masters.

His wide, dark shoulders filled the space. He had on a white dress shirt opened at the collar and rolled up to reveal a broad chest and toned forearms wrapped in gleaming ebony skin. His eyes immediately fell on Sarah and his lips pulled back in a white, almost predatory smile.

“Sarah,” he said, dragging her name out in a long drawl. He dipped his head as she moved by, his warm eyes boring into her.

“Dante.” She nodded.

Dante was close enough she could feel the heat radiating off him. She felt her heart skip a beat as she edged by, and caught a whiff of his musky, masculine scent. He didn’t move, so her arm brushed a wide shoulders as she passed. She shivered. A traitorous heat trickled down into her belly. A need. A hunger.

She pushed it down, deep down, and ignored him as she stepped into the elevator.

Kate, however, was not ignoring him. She let out an audible gasp, the breathy rush of a girl meeting a movie star or a long-lost lover. “Hi, Dante!” she said, one hand rising to flutter at her chest.

Dante turned his attention to Sarah’s friend. “Hey, Kate. Looking good.”

Sarah stood to the side, her mouth open slightly, a small smile on her lips as she watched her friend go full Kate on him. A light flush appeared on her freckled nose at once innocent, and flirty.

“Oh, I’ll bet you say that to all the girls.” Kate’s tiny pale hand rested on Dante’s forearm, her wedding ring glittering against the intern’s dark chocolate skin.

Dante’s laugh was like a growl. “Only the pretty ones.”

Kate closed the distance between them, her gaze locked with his. Sarah was shocked by how small her friend looked next to the tall, muscular black man. Her skin, pale and luminous, seemed to glow against his rich ebony complexion.

She giggled again, tilted her head, exposing her creamy white neck to him. Sarah flushed, just watching them together.

“I’m gonna blush if you keep it up.” Her hand lingered a moment too long on his arm, like a snowflake on a dark tree branch.

Sarah cleared her throat. Kate’s hand flew to her lips in a fit of laughter.

“Oh, my! Sarah looks absolutely ravenous! We’d better go!”

Kate sashayed into the elevator, grinning at her friend, her wide green eyes anything but innocent. Dante’s eyes lingered on Kate’s tight little ass, his grin definitely predatory. As the doors shut, however, his eyes flicked upwards and caught Sarah looking at him. She felt a rush of heat swirl in her belly and was glad when the door slid shut.

“Was he watching me?” Kate laughed, only turning around when the elevator began to descend.

“You’re shameless!” Sarah laughed. “Yes, he was watching you all the way!”

Heat still pooled in her belly, threatening to creep lower, but she forced it down. She did not tell Kate about Dante locking eyes with her as the door shut.

“You’re awful,” Sarah laughed. “You’re not falling for his act, are you?”

Kate ran a hand through her hair. She had the satisfied look of a cat just finishing up a bowl of milk, sweet and supple, a line of white cream on its lips. “Are you jealous?”

“What?” Sarah scoffed as the door opened onto the lobby, the heat in her belly rising to her cheeks. “Of course not!”

“Sure!” Kate laughed and Sarah followed her out of the lobby and into the noontime sun.

Her mind buzzed like an angry wasp wondering at Kate’s behavior and her own reaction, both scandalized and aroused. She was relieved when they finally ducked into a café. It was busy inside, filled with the sharp scents of coffee and hot sandwiches. The crowded room matched Sarah's state of mind. Kate, on the other hand, was unfazed. She led them to a booth in the back and plopped down, green eyes twinkling and a grin on her lips.

"Not you too!" Sarah blurted.

Kate arched an eyebrow. “Not me what?”

Sarah put a hand on her forehead. The heat from Dante’s gaze still seemed to linger there. She sighed and said, “The way you were acting back there! Kate, you’re married!”

“So what?” Kate laughed. “I can’t flirt? I’m married, not dead!”

Sarah’s mouth dropped open in disbelief. She was about to respond, but a waitress came over and dropped menus in front of them. The small disruption made her outrage falter.

"Hi there!" the waitress said. “I’ll be back in just a second to get your order.”

They nodded, and as soon as the waitress was out of earshot, Sarah leaned in and whispered, “This isn’t funny, Kate. Dante is...”

Kate’s smile widened. “Is what? Sexy? Gorgeous? Black?”

“What? No! This has nothing to do with him being black!“ Sarah looked around to see if anyone was listening, but all the patrons were too busy scarfing down their sandwiches so they could get back to their own offices. She leaned forward and kept her voice low any way. “You’ve heard the rumors about Dante. He doesn’t stop at flirting.”

Kate leaned forward and placed a warm hand on Sarah’s. “Come on! I’m just having fun. It’s not like I’m going to do anything!”

Sarah shook her head, hoping that was true. “He’s bad news, Kate. You’re married. To Ron. A great guy.”

The laughter in Kate’s eyes didn’t die down. It twinkled at the corners. “I know! That’s the fun part! I get to flirt and nothing happens! I’m not Janet.”

Sarah sat back. Kate had all but confirmed the rumors about their supervisor. Janet was a gorgeous woman with two kids and a successful husband! If she could fall for Dante...

Well, anyone could.

She felt another flash of heat in her belly and could not stop it from sinking lower, the place her thighs slick with a moist heat. Sarah clamped her legs together, trying to squeeze away the unwanted arousal.

She was relieved when their waitress finally arrived.

“You ladies ready?”

They ordered their usual sandwiches, and, when the waitress walked away, Sarah leaned back in.

“So is it... is it true? About Janet?”

Kate crunched down on her pickle, relishing the saltiness as she slowly chewed, then swallowed, drawing out the suspense.

“For a month!” she said finally, laughing at Sarah’s shocked expression. “From what I heard, she couldn’t help herself! He’s evidently hung like a horse and can go all night!”

“Kate!” Sarah gasped, suddenly sorry she asked. “She’s been married for ten years! She has two kids!”

“Didn’t stop her. Or him.” Kate had an excitement in her voice that bordered on gleeful. Her freckles crinkled as she laughed, her curls bouncing in rhythm.

“And you think it’s funny?”

“I think it’s funny that you don’t.”

Kate sipped her drink, a smirk on her lips. Sarah’s mind wandered to the night before. To Henry. Henry had been so eager. So excited. He couldn’t control himself, didn’t last more than a few moments. That in itself had been... nice. Knowing she did that to him. Made him weak with wanting.

Sure, the sex was quick. But wasn’t that okay?

Kate let the silence fill the space between them for a moment. Her smile softened. She studied Sarah’s face. She had known her long enough to know that Sarah wasn’t as okay with things as she pretended.

“You know, I was just kidding, right?” Kate asked. “I love Ron, but it’s fun to fantasize once in a while, you know what I mean?”

“I guess so,” she said and thought again of Henry, his loving smile, his eagerness to please. “But I have it good with Henry. I would never want to give that up.”

“Good for you,” Kate said, as their sandwiches arrived. “You be a good girl and I’ll distract big, bad Dante.”

Sarah couldn’t help but laugh, but the heat lingered between her thighs.

[image: ]


BACK AT HER DESK, SARAH tried to focus on work. The rest of the office buzzed around her, but she felt distant. Detached. She saw the crooked picture of her and Henry and tried to straighten it again, the little motion calming her nerves just a bit. But not for long.

“Sarah.”

The voice was like a deep, rolling thunder. She jumped in her seat and looked up to see Dante at the edge of her desk, holding some mail. A completely innocuous gesture, but with the conversation she had with Kate still vivid in her mind, she couldn’t help but shiver.

“Oh!” she said. “You scared me.”

“Didn’t mean to.” His low chuckle suggested otherwise. He was close. Too close. He handed her the mail, long, dark fingers grazing her pale, white ones.

“Um... thanks,” Sarah said, her voice breathy and unsure. She could feel the heat from his skin on her fingers.

“Glad I caught you.” Dante smiled. The smile had a thousand meanings, none of which Sarah was prepared for.

She tried to focus on the mail, flipping through it and hoping he’d take the hint and leave. He didn’t. He just stood there, towering, dark, confident, his eyes moving over her in a way that made her skin flush.

She felt small. Exposed.

“Uh, was there something else?” She finally asked, trying to sound casual.

“Just wondered if you heard about the party.”

Sarah was surprised. What party? Was there a birthday she had forgotten? An anniversary? She hadn’t heard anything. “Party?” she said, trying to forget what Kate had told her. Janet. Dante. A new rush of color flooded her cheeks.

“Yeah. The bosses are throwing it to thank everyone for coming back to the office.”

Sarah shook her head. She had to take a breath to gather her thoughts. “So... what? We’re supposed to celebrate coming back to work? I mean, they made us come back!”

Dante grinned, white teeth against dark skin.

“Well, I’m glad they did,” he said, leaning forward, lowering his voice. “Means I got to meet you.”

Her heart skipped again, this time harder, more insistently. The words hung in the air between them. She could almost see them, like the fire she saw in his eyes.

“I, uh,” she stammered, feeling like a foolish virgin speaking to a boy for the first time.

“You are so cute when you blush, Sarah.” Dante’s voice was amused, mocking. He leaned back, but didn’t leave.

“What? I’m not... I’m not blushing!” she spat, but her hand fluttered to her face, to hide her the pink rising to her cheeks. She cursed herself and forced her hands back to her desk. Her mouth opened to protest, to deny, to deflect, but before she could say anything, Dante reached out and took the picture of her and Henry.

“Cute couple,” he said, a trace of sarcasm in his voice as he traced the frame with his long, dark fingers. One tip, lighter than the rest of his hand, brushed her face in the picture and she could almost feel it on her skin.

She felt a flash of anger, knowing what he was doing. He was mocking her and her marriage.

“Please, put that back,” she said coldly, hating her politeness, yet not wanting to cause a scene. People were probably already gossiping about her and Dante.

She thought about her boss, Janet, and suddenly imagined those long, dark fingers stroking creamy, married flesh.

“Put it back now!” she hissed.

“Of course,” he said, and placed it on her desk. To her frustration, he placed it perfectly straight, her and Henry’s faces beaming at her. “See you at the party, Sarah.”

It was a promise, an invitation. She felt the hidden meaning like a touch and hated herself for the way it made her feel. And she hated him for making her feel it.

Dante turned and walked away, his back filling the small confines of the office, his presence leaving a mark, his scent leaving a trail.

Sarah sat there, staring at the picture he had touched, wondering how she could let him affect her so much. Her hands shook as she adjusted it, but it was already perfect.

She decided, then and there, that she wasn’t going to the party.

She opened her email, and the first message was about the party. She opened it, read the words “highly suggested you attend,” and slumped in her chair, that slow, deep heat pulling in her core.

“Fuck,” she muttered under her breath.
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Henry watched Sarah pacing, her body tight with frustration as she walked from the living room to the kitchen, then back again. She didn't have to say anything. Sarah had never reacted well to things she couldn't control, and this was no exception. And all Henry wanted to do was fix it.

"We don't have to go," he said.

He winced as Sarah stopped mid-step and wheeled on him. "Strongly encouraged!" she snapped. “You know what that means, right? If you don’t show up, you’re the first one to get fired!”

Henry stepped forward and put his arms around her. He felt her supple body under his hands, trembling like a deer.

“Listen,” he said, lifting her chin so her could look into her eyes. “We only have to make an appearance. We’ll say ‘hi’ to the right people, then get out of there as soon as we can.”

Sarah’s body softened against him and he felt a tremor of lust as her breasts pressed against his chest. He shrugged off the feeling. Now was not the time for that.

“Ok,” she said, slightly mollified. “I’ll go get ready.”

“Sounds good.” Henry gave her a kiss on her forehead and she lingered for a moment in his arms, then trudged up the steps to the bedroom.

Henry wasn’t sure his promise was that reassuring, but at least she was getting dressed. He knew Sarah hated going back to the office, but this reluctance seemed more to do with Dante than the job itself. He thought about the rumors surrounding Janet and the new intern, but he still wasn’t sure there was any truth to them. Besides, even if it was true, it’s not like the guy was making Janet cheat on her husband.

So why was his wife so concerned about him?
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FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER, Sarah emerged at the top of the steps. Henry's breath caught in his throat, a potent mix of shock and desire gripping him. Her dress was a scandalous red, hugging her curves like a second skin. The crimson fabric strained against her breasts, lifting them high and revealing two tantalizing scoops of pale flesh. Her hips were a bold flare beneath the tight material, each step testing the seams as she descended to him. He recalled that anniversary when he had chosen the dress, the playful glint in her eye when she first modeled it. Now, that same glint met his shocked gaze, and Sarah beamed at him.

Henry swallowed hard, a mix of emotions flooding through him. Desire, pride, and a healthy dose of lust. He couldn’t take his eyes off her, couldn’t wrap his head around why she’d choose that dress for a night like this. She wasn’t just dressed up. She was making a statement. And his body agreed with every unspoken word of it.

"You look... incredible," he said, his voice thicker than he meant it to be. "Maybe we should just stay home?"

She rolled her eyes and turned to the mirror, adjusting the dress with quick, angry tugs. He saw excitement on her face, but there was something else in her reflection. Something dangerous. "If I have to go to this party, I'm going all out," she said, her voice clipped, answering a question he was too afraid to ask.

“I get it,” he said and pulled her into a hug, forcing his hands to stop at her waist, her round ass only inches away. He felt a shift in his pants and forced it down. It wouldn’t do to get a hard on in these pants. “But let’s make this quick. I want to get you back home and get you out of this dress.”

She giggled at his eagerness and kissed his chin, then had to rub her lipstick off, smiling the whole time. “I’ll hold you to that.”

Henry reluctantly let his wife go, and Sarah grabbed her purse. She slipped into heels that made the dress seem even shorter, even more brazen. She moved like she was ready to conquer.

"Ready?" she asked.

Henry smiled, feeling grateful that he had such a beautiful wife and that he was not on the receiving end of her anger. He doubted Dante, or anyone else at Statten Electronics, would know what hit them.

“Ready.” He opened the door for his wife and then had the pleasure of watching her round ass sway under the tight, red fabric. “Ready as I’ll ever be.”
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THE STATTEN ELECTRONICS offices thrummed with forced festivity when they arrived—a maze of cubicle walls draped with strings of lights from some Christmas before everyone was forced to work from home. A banner reading Welcome Back! hung askew above a cluster of desks shoved against a wall to create a makeshift dance floor, its edges brushing against abandoned monitors.

Henry’s hand settled protectively on Sarah’s lower back as they entered. His face felt warm as heads swivelled towards them. His wife’s scarlet dress cut through the sea of bland blazers and sensible heels like a knife. Someone near the snack table choked on his cocktail shrimp mid-laugh as she passed, eyes glued to the way her dress strained across her hips with every stride. Henry thought Sarah might have overdone it.

"Sarah! Henry! Over here," a voice called from the bar and Henry saw a tiny hand waving above the crowd. e was the only one dressed as sexy as Sarah.

Ron, on the other hand, was a middle-aged man with a balding head and salt-and-pepper hair, and wore an expression of gentle fatigue. His slightly paunchy frame was partially hidden by a very sensible blue suit.

“I didn’t think you were going to come,” Kate pouted, hugging Sarah. Then she pulled away and looked his wife up and down with undisguised admiration. “Jesus, you look fucking hot, Sarah!”

“Kate, honey...” Ron murmured, but Kate just laughed and winked at her husband. He blushed, but settled back, a smile on his face and a slight flush to his jowly cheeks.

“So do you!” Sarah gushed and the two women preened for each other. Henry was suddenly struck by the beauty of the two women, Sarah tall and supple, Kate small and vibrant. He felt a little rumble of the desire he had felt earlier and decided he needed a drink.

“Anyone want a drink?” Henry asked.

“Oh, God, yes!” Sarah laughed. “Get me something with a kick, please."

“Oh! Me too!” Kate said, and patted Ron on the arm. “Go help him, Ronnie!"

Henry and Ron pushed through the crowd toward the makeshift bar—a folding table draped in stained linen where a harried intern poured drinks with all the finesse of a kid fingerpainting. Henry glanced sideways at Ron, whose shirt collar clung damply to his neck.

"Christ, Ron," Henry muttered. "You look like you’re about ready to collapse."

Ron huffed a laugh, adjusting his skewed tie. "Try keeping up with Kate." He ducked as someone waved a drink too close to his thinning hairline. "I swear, I get more exercise now than when I was in my 20s.”

Henry grinned, catching the bartender’s attention. "Really? That doesn’t sound too bad...”

"You’d would think so, wouldn’t you?" Ron leaned heavily against the table as the intern pushed four neon cocktails towards them, each with its own sad umbrella. "I tell you, most men would count themselves lucky to have a woman like Kate. “He leaned in and hissed over the music. “But I think she’s going to be the death of me"!”

Henry laughed and looked across the room at Sarah and her red-haired friend laughing and standing close together, their beauty an island in a sea of bouncing office workers desperate to prove they were all glad to be back at work. “At least you’d die happy!”

“There is that,” Ron said and took a swig of his neon drink. “Jesus! This tastes like antifreeze.”

Henry held up his drink, eying the startling blue concoction through the light. “Hmm... it might actually be antifreeze.”

The laughter around them suddenly faltered—a stuttering ripple of silence spreading through the crowd. Henry turned toward the entrance just as Janet Whitney stumbled into view, her heels catching on the threshold. Her expensive ivory blouse ivory blouse hung open scandalously low, revealing a lacy black bra struggling to contain her flushed cleavage glistening with a sheen of sweat. Hazel strands escaped her messy updo, clinging to her neck as if caught mid-tug. A smudge of pink lipstick bled past her lips like a fresh wound.

"Evening!" Janet trilled, throwing both arms wide in greeting despite nearly losing balance. The crowd erupted in nervous laughter on cue and avoided staring directly at her chest. Someone wolf-whistled before being elbowed into silence.

A large black man materialized behind her, his long black fingers clutching Janet’s waist and holding her up. The man was tall enough that Janet’s head barely grazed his shoulder when she swayed backward. His white shirt was open at the collar, exposing an impressive chest covered in gleaming black skin. He held onto Janet with a calm confidence and she looked up at him, face beaming at her protector as she patted him on one dark cheek, the diamond on her wedding ring winking under the lights. It was a glittering reminder that this man, whoever he was, was not her husband. In fact, her husband was nowhere to be seen.

"Shit," Ron muttered beside Henry, squinting through smudged glasses. "That’s Dante Masters."

But Henry wasn’t listening. His gaze locked onto Dante’s hand sliding up Janet’s flank, thumb brushing just under her full breast, a gesture entirely inappropriate for an intern and his married boss. The supervisor giggled girlishly and leaned into the black man; her parted lips grazing his dark jawline as she whispered something that made him smirk.

Heat prickled up Henry’s neck as he catalogued every detail—Dante’s long fingers against Janet’s pale skin, a crisp white shirt framing a dark neck and broad chest, heavy-lidded eyes that surveyed the crowd, a panther waking up from a nap and looking for his next meal.

This was who Sarah feared? This walking fantasy oozing virility while he held his drunk married boss in front of the entire office?

What the hell was Janet thinking?

Kate appeared suddenly at Ron’s side, clutching Sarah’s arm tightly enough to leave marks on bare skin. "Oh my god," she chuckled, "Janet looks wrecked."

Sarah said nothing but stiffened imperceptibly when Dante’s gaze swept over their group and lingered on Kate first... then slid slowly toward Sarah. His nostrils flared infinitesimally as he took in her plunging neckline before meeting Henry’s stare head-on with a grin that never reached his cold, amber eyes.

"You see it now?" Sarah hissed through clenched teeth beside him—not angry anymore, but urgent. "How they all let him do whatever he wants?" Her nails dug into Henry’s forearm as Janet stumbled against Dante’s chest with tipsy abandon while her employees pretended not to notice.

The intern/bartender squeezed past them and offered Janet a drink. She laughed and handed it to Dante, who took the drink and threw it back, his dark neck muscles working as he finished it in one swallow, to the impressive laughter of the crowd.

Suddenly, Henry was reconstructing everything Sarah had said and done these past few weeks: Sarah storming home after meetings muttering about disrespectful swagger, coming out of the shower steaming about unprofessional comments. He'd assumed it was just office gossip until tonight—until witnessing firsthand how effortlessly this man held the entire office, and literally Janet, in the palm of his hand.

Dante guided Janet through the parting crowd with a hand clamped possessively around her upper arm, his stride unhurried yet purposeful—a jungle cat parading its catch through tall grass. Fluorescent lights glinted off his dark skin as they stopped before Henry’s group. Up close, he smelled of sandalwood and something feral beneath the cologne.

"Evening," he purred, releasing Janet only to extend a broad palm toward Ron first. His voice dripped molasses-thick charm as amber eyes flicked over Kate’s leather-clad hips. "Dante Masters. You must be...?"

"Uh...Ron." The balding man swallowed audibly, dwarfed by Dante's engulfing handshake. "Ron Wnslow."

"Ahh," He looked at Kate, then back at Ron as if trying to understand a puzzle. Kate blushed, her freckles turning pink, then Dante turned to Henry. He smiled a white grin as he gripped Henry’s hand tight. "And you are?"

"Henry Rampling." He met those predator eyes without blinking, despite sweat pooling under his collar. "Sarah's husband."

Dante's grin widened as if tasting forbidden fruit in the syllables. "Rampling," he repeated slowly, tongue dragging across perfect white teeth while Janet slumped against his side, giggling.

"Oh god," she hiccuped into his biceps, peering up at Sarah through smeared mascara. "So glad...you came! Even though..." A crimson-nailed finger pressed clumsily against pursed lips before jabbing toward her own chest. "Secret! I know you don't like him!" Her stage whisper carried across three cubicles as she pawed at Dante's belt buckle for balance. "But s'okay! Not everyone...needs get along!"

The intern from earlier materialized like a nervous sparrow. "Ms Whitney? Facilities needs to speak with you—"

"Noooo..." Janet whined into Dante's neck as he peeled her fingers from his waistband one by one with practiced ease. Her blouse gaped wider when she swayed backward, revealing dusky nipples under stretched sheer lace—a spectacle half the room pretended not to see.

"Behave," Dante murmured against her temple in a mock scold that made several nearby women snap to attention.

Janet crossed her arms tight beneath her breasts—an action that pushed them further out of her blouse and pouted theatrically, challenging Dante to look away. He didn't.

Janet smiled as if she had won, then nodded to the intern. “All right, Gerald. If it’s sho damned important that you have to... to interrupt a party...”

Dante watched Janet stagger away with Gerald before turning back to the group with a lazy roll of his shoulders. The fluorescent lights caught the sweat glistening along his collarbones as he adjusted his cuffs—a deliberate flex of dark, corded forearms. His gaze settled on Ron again, though his head tilted slightly toward Henry, wondering who to attack first.

“Ron,” he repeated slowly, letting the name linger. “You’re in plastics, yeah? Kate’s mentioned you.” He didn’t clarify what Kate had mentioned—her husband’s job? His habits? The way he snored? His grin sharpened as Ron flushed scarlet beneath his thinning hairline.

Then Dante turned his formidable gaze on Henry. Henry felt an unwelcome shiver of fear, but held it in check, meeting Dante’s eyes as coolly as he could manage.

“And Henry,” Dante grinned. “You know, Sarah didn’t mention you at all!”

Sarah came to Henry’s side, hugging her lush, warm body against him and meeting Dante’s eyes with a look of defiance.

“That’s because I don’t talk about my personal life at work,” she snapped. “I don’t like to be the subject of petty gossip!”

She said that last part loud enough that others could hear and Henry saw a few heads turn quickly away as if they weren’t listening to every word.

“Well,” Dante said smoothly. “If you don’t want people to talk, you shouldn’t have worn that dress.”

Dante ignored Henry entirely now as he stepped closer—close enough for sandalwood and musk to eclipse the scent of alcohol and sweat. His gaze dragged down Sarah’s body like hands peeling silk from flesh: lingering at the shadow between her breasts before skating over the flare of her hips, barely contained by the red fabric.

Sarah laughed as she curled tighter into Henry—her breasts cradling his arm with a heat that spread through Henry’s belly and down to his cock.

“I wore this dress,” she said and rubbed her body against Henry like a cat. “To show everyone what Henry gets at home!”

Henry felt his face flush red as he realized what she was saying, caught between the feel of her body rubbing against him and the rush of heat to his groin. He heard Kate whisper a soft “Damn!” as Dante continued to smile down at Sarah, but his eyes had grown cold.

“You’re a lucky man, Henry,” Dante said.

“I know,” Henry said, surprised at how calm he sounded. Pride swelled hot and hard in his chest as he hugged Sarah closer.

It was only then that Dante turned his attention from his wife and focused on Kate. She seemed shocked for a moment, then smiled. Henry didn’t hear what happened next as Sarah pulled him through the crowd, away from the scene.

They came to a stop in a secluded corner and only then did Henry realize he still had his drink. He downed it in one gulp, then wheezed as the alcohol seared his esophagus.

Damn! It did taste like antifreeze.

“That was fun!” Sarah laughed.

Henry turned to her, shocked by her laughter. Her eyes glittered and her skin was flushed with excitement. Henry couldn’t help following the blush down her throat and disappearing beneath the scarlet silk. Henry watched a bead of perspiration trail between her breasts and felt a matching throb of lust between his legs.

“You were incredible,” he murmured, stepping closer until their shoes touched. The musk of her perfume blended with salt and adrenaline. “The way you shut him down—”

“He deserved it.” Her voice came out ragged, defiant...hungry. She tilted her head back against the wall with a throaty exhale that lifted her breasts until the fabric stretched taut enough to reveal her pebbled nipples underneath. When she licked her lips, Henry realized she wasn’t just angry. She was excited.

A strand of hair clung to her damp neckline. He reached to tuck it behind her ear but paused when she caught his hand midair and looked at him, suddenly serious.

“You saw it, didn’t you?” she breathed. “The way he looked at Janet? At me?”

“Yes,” Henry managed hoarsely, wanting nothing more than to drag his wife into the nearest dark room and have his way with her. “But you showed him,” he murmured and kissed her neck, working his way down to her collarbone. “You showed everyone.”

“Everyone,” she hummed back and her hands raised up to tangle in his hair. She pulled him forward, her lips grazing his and Henry thought maybe she would let him take her, right here, in front of everyone.

And then she stopped.

“Oh, no!”

“Oh no, what?” Henry asked, confused with lust. “What is it?”

“We left him alone with Kate!”

“No, we didn’t!” Henry laughed. “Ron is with her. It’s not like she’s going to do anything, let alone with her husband right there.”

“You don’t understand,” Sarah said, and Henry had to admit, he didn’t. Sarah pulled his arm, guiding him back to the party. “Listen, just come with me. We’ll grab Kate and we can all get out of here.”

Henry must have looked perplexed, because Sarah suddenly smiled warmly, came back into his arms, and planted her lips on his. A small crowd of people noticed and cheered.

“Please, just help me get Kate out of here,” she whispered hotly in his ear. “And then I’ll let you do whatever you want to me.”

Henry jerked, his cock rock hard and his heart beating fast. He looked at his wife, flushed and aroused, her supple body ready to burst out of her red dress.

Anything he wanted?

How could he argue with that?
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Sarah and Henry waded back into the party and found Ron alone by the bar. He looked like a lost boy on the first day of school, clutching his drink like it was the only familiar thing in the room. When Sarah approached, with Henry in tow, Ron brightened.

“Where did Kate go?” Sarah asked.

“Janet came back earlier,” he said. “She didn’t look good. She asked Kate to come to her office.”

“Was Dante with them?” Sarah’s voice was sharp, but Ron didn’t notice.

“He might have been,” he shrugged. “Janet said they had some things to go over before Kate went home.”

Sarah turned to Henry. “Stay here with Ron.”

“You’re sure you don’t want me to come?” Henry asked. “You might need some help.”

“Help with what?” Ron blinked and took another sip of his drink. Sarah hesitated, wondering if taking Henry might arouse Ron’s suspicions. If Kate was doing... something, Sarah certainly didn’t want Ron to find out.

“Nothing,” Sarah put on a smile she hoped was reassuring. “I’m sure it’s just work. You know how Janet is, even when she’s drunk.”

Henry raised an eyebrow, but Sarah patted him on the arm and kissed his cheek.

Sarah pushed her way through the party, aware of every little detail around her. No one else seemed to notice what was happening. They danced and drank, their focus on having a good time, unaware that Sarah was navigating her way through her own turmoil. Even Henry was distracted, but at least he believed her. Now, she just needed to find Kate and get the hell out of here.

She bit her lip, then started down a side hall towards Janet’s office. There were fewer people now. The pulse of the party was fading with every step. Quiet before the storm, Sarah thought. Or, hopefully, she was wrong and she wouldn’t walk in on Kate and Dante together. And maybe... Janet? Would Dante really try to get the two married women into a threesome at an office party? Even that seemed too much for him.

Finally, she reached Janet's office. She hesitated, listening at the door, trying to hear anything that might confirm her worst fears. She felt crazy; she felt eager; she felt sick. She felt alive. A twisted part of her wanted to see what was happening in that office.

No. A part of her needed to see it.

Sarah took a deep breath and pushed open the door.
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THE ROOM WAS DARK AND quiet, the only light a small desk lamp with a green shade. Janet was a soft, unkempt pile leaning over her desk.

“Janet,” Sarah whispered, but the woman only moaned. She looked a mess, her hair tangled and her cheek sitting in a little puddle of drool. Sarah brushed back her matted hazelnut hair.

The older woman’s eyes opened, confused and blurry. “What are you doing here?” Janet slurred. She blinked, her lashes clumped together, and mascara smeared down her cheeks. She tried to sit up, but listed dangerously sideways.

Sarah kept her boss from falling out of the chair, and Janet squinted, slowly putting things together. She looked around the empty office, then at the phone she’d tossed across the room. A perfect line of drool connected the desk to her chin.

“Where ish he?” she slurred. “He’sh not... he’sh not coming back?”

“It’s all right, Janet. It’s going to be fine.” Sarah soothed.

“It’sh not all right,” Janet whimpered. “He doeshn’t want me.”

Janet laid her head back down on the blotter and sobbed until her tears melted into soft snores. Sarah shook her head ruefully.

If Dante didn’t want Janet, then he wanted Kate. That had to be it. And Sarah was going to stop it. Her pulse quickened, and she left Janet snoring on her blotter. At least she was asleep. Hopefully she felt better in the morning, but Sarah thought not. She felt a pang of sadness at Janet’s heartbreak, but she didn’t have time to console her. She had to find Kate.

She stepped out into the hall, the heavy bass thump of the music making it hard to hear anything. Instead of heading back to the party, Sarah turned and hurried to the last room on this side of the office.

She stood at the door, still unable to hear anything over the music. Maybe they weren’t here. Maybe Kate had resisted whatever power Dante had and gone back to the party. Maybe, maybe, maybe.

Finally, Sarah found the courage to open the door and nearly collapsed at the sight.

Kate was on her knees, naked and flushed, a desperate, needful look on her freckled face. The copper curls of her hair bobbed furiously. Between her swollen lips and forcing its way deep into her mouth was the biggest, thickest cock Sarah had ever seen. A dark cudgel of flesh and veins, fat and heavy, thicker than a beer can and seemingly as long as Kate’s arm.

Dante stood with his black fingers tangled in Kate’s copper hair, thrusting his hips forward as he choked her with his cock. His beautiful ebony body gleamed in stark contrast to Kate’s pale porcelain skin. They were black and white, and in that moment, nothing else.

The shaft of his massive cock gleamed with spit and pre-cum, and Kate gagged as he pushed it deeper. She braced her hands on his muscular thighs, her wedding ring glittering against ribbed, dark chocolate abs, but there was no stopping Dante’s cock. Dante worked the fat shaft into her mouth with a smooth, confident rhythm, forcing Kate’s pink lips to stretch impossibly wide.

Sarah’s hand was at her own throat, though she didn’t remember putting it there.

Kate moaned. She gurgled. She moaned again. She’d never looked more alive. She clamped both hands around the fat shaft and worked it with jerky, hungry movements as Dante bucked forward with his hips, pushing the obscene length past her lips.

“Fuck yeah, you slut,” Dante grunted, pulling her head all the way down. “Let me see you take a real man’s cock.”

Sarah wanted to look away, but she couldn’t. The scene was more raw than she’d imagined. More raw than she’d feared. It filled her with horror and jealousy and excitement. Her skin felt flushed, her breath ragged. Her cunt felt full and wet, like it wasn’t sure who this was happening to.

Dante’s balls slapped against Kate’s chin with each thrust, loud and wet and insistent, and Sarah fought the urge to gasp. She knew she’d see something, but nothing like this. Kate pulled her hands from Dante’s shaft and cupped his hard, dark ass cheeks with pale fingers, pink nails digging into rock hard muscle. The young wife was struggling and submitting at the same time. Dante’s rhythm was unbroken, like it didn’t matter what Kate did. It probably didn’t. He seemed effortless, using Kate with a lewd prowess that made Sarah both dizzy and ashamed.

“Does that fat husband of yours know what a whore you are?” Dante said.

Sarah froze. It was as if he were talking to her.

“No?” Dante said, thrusting harder and groaning with satisfaction. “He’s going to be fucking ruined when he finds out. When you tell him this is all you really want.”

“Unhhh,” Kate gurgled, spitting and slobbering around his ebony shaft. She looked up at him with glassy, cock drunk eyes, her wet hands reaching between her legs to pull on her engorged clit. “Dante... Dante! Please...”

“Yeah?” he said. “You want it? You want to tell me how bad you want it? Or maybe you’ll just show me.”

Kate looked like she was in love with him. Or with what he did to her. Sarah’s friend was lost.

Lost and loving it.

Kate squeaked as Dante yanked her to her feet, her legs useless, her peach-sized tits bouncing and her mouth a wet, O-shaped mess. Dante had broken her, and Sarah was amazed to see the joy on Kate’s face. Then she was even more amazed at what happened next.

Dante picked Kate up like she was weightless, his muscular arms wrapped under her thighs as he lifted her against his massive body. His long, brown fingers palmed her pale buttocks, digging dimples into her ass, then guided her down onto the hard, glistening monster between his legs. Kate shrieked with abandon as the massive black shaft cock split her dripping pink pussy wide open. Her head fell back, copper curls brushing pale freckled shoulders as Darius stabbed upward until she was fully impaled on the black man’s massive spear.

Sarah’s body betrayed her, trembling and slick between her thighs. She thought of Henry and his pale, white cock. Never had she imagined he was small, but compared to Dante’s ebony weapon, Henry was a child. Guilt swamped her heart, but the shame made her lust burn hotter.

“Dante! Oh fuck, Dante!” Kate gasped as he speared her again and again, holding her off the ground like a doll. Kate looked like she was climbing his dark, gleaming body, her white hands clawing at his neck, like she was trying to get away from his black cock. Then, just when she was at the tip, Dante gripped her ass like a creamy melon and slammed her back down onto his rigid pole.

“Oh, GOD! Dante! I’m going to- I’m going to-”

“Are you going to scream for me, whore?” he said, thrusting savagely and grinning with satisfaction.

She was.

She did.

Kate’s back suddenly arched like a bowstring, one dark arm wrapped around her trim waist. Her friend’s entire body shook against Dante’s dark muscles, every inch trembling like a thousand volts of lightning were coursing through her never endings. Her legs straightened, toes curled, and she threw her head back and wailed to the ceiling.

“Oh, god! Oh, god! This is what I want! This is what I... Oh, fuck!” Her fingers dug into Dante’s dark powerful shoulders as he continued to fuck her in midair.

“Tell me,” he grunted, clearly enjoying the feel of Kate’s cunt milking his cock. “Say it.”

“A real man!” Kate gasped. “Oh, fuck yes! A real man! Not like...”

“Say it!” Dante insisted, pumping into her faster.

“Not like my HUSBAND!” Kate yelled.

Sarah was shocked. She thought of Ron, waiting at the bar while his wife... her friend, came on that thick, black monster. How quickly Kate had fallen.

Had Janet fallen this quickly?

Would she?

Before she could process that thought, Dante yanked out of Kate with a cruel twist, dropping her to the floor. The swollen purple head twitched against Kate’s trembling lips as Dante growled low in his throat—a feral sound that made her whimper. His fist stroked upward along that obscene ebony flesh, veins like steel cables pulsing beneath ink-black skin stretched taut over his impossible girth. When he tightened his grip, Kate’s freckled cheeks flushed darker beneath streaks of mascara—her doll-like features rendered absurdly small beneath the monstrous weapon he aimed at her face.

“Oh shit! Oh god!” Kate moaned as a thick blast of jizz splattered across her cheek and nose. Another hot rope covered her lips, and another as she opened her mouth to catch them. Sarah’s cheeks flushed, and she pressed a hand to them, as if feeling the heat of Dante’s cum on her own face.

“You’re such a fucking mess, Kate,” Dante said, watching as she fingered her gaping, used pussy. “Your fat husband would have a heart attack. This what you’re going to show him?”

Sarah backed away, horrified and thrilled. How could Kate even...?

“Mmmmmm,” Kate sighed, licking the cum from her lips and chin. Suddenly, her friend shook from glazed face to her tiny toes. She raised a hand to her cheek and felt the thick sheen of cum drowning her freckles. “Oh, my God! Ron!”

It was as if her friend had suddenly woken up from a dream. Kate struggled to get up, but her legs were rubber. Sarah had the absurd urge to come out of hiding and help her to her feet.

“Don’t worry, Red.” Dante purred and pulled Kate to her feet. He wiped a glob of milky goo from her cheek and slid it into her mouth. Kate whimpered, but sucked his dark finger clean. “Let’s get you cleaned up and back to your husband.”

He leaned in and, scooping another dollop if his thick jizz from Kate’s chin, rubbed it over her pink lips like an obscene lip gloss.

“There. Now, when you kiss your husband tonight, he’ll taste me.”

Sarah listened, horrified, as Kate let out a shaky chuckle. As Kate and Dante cleaned her up, Sarah realized the only way out of this room was through her. Shocked into motion, she stumbled out the door and down the hall.

Kate’s screams echoed in her mind. She’d felt them on her skin as if she were the one lifted off the ground, the one being fucked senseless. Sarah’s cunt clenched at the thought, and a terrifying realization crashed into her. Maybe that’s what she wanted.

She had to get back to Henry. He had to take her away before it was too late.

Each step felt slow and difficult. It was a struggle to push herself back to the party, to leave the images behind. Even harder to leave the thrill and envy and lust that it awakened in her. She wanted to. She didn’t. Her legs felt weak and her body hotter than ever. Her mind was just as useless as it had been watching Kate impaled on that big, black cock.

She spotted Henry and Ron, just where she’d left them. God, she felt so different.

It had only been ten minutes.

Henry turned and waved, his expression innocent. Ron raised a glass to her and grinned like nothing had happened. Her own grin was taut and false, and she hoped they couldn’t see it.

Sarah forced her way through the thickening crowd, expecting everyone she passed to shout out what she’d seen, what she’d done, how badly she wanted it to be her. She felt Kate’s final shriek pulse through her body. A real man! Not like my husband! And in that brief second, she almost believed it was her own voice she heard.

“Hey,” Henry said as she joined them. “You all right?”

“I’m... I’m fine,” Sarah lied.

Ron peered around her, as if expecting to see Kate.

“So Janet’s okay?” Henry asked.

“Um... yeah,” Sarah looked at Ron, but he seemed oblivious to Sarah’s nervousness. “She’s drunk, of course.”

“Ah!” Henry nodded, trying to understand.

“Did you find Kate?” Ron asked.

Sarah’s mouth opened. She didn’t know what to say to cover for her friend, or if she should even cover for her at all, when she was interrupted by the sound of a familiar voice.

“Here I am, boys!”

It was bold. It was wild. It was Kate, glossy lips and blouse unbuttoned, her skirt riding high and her tits nearly spilling from the thin cups of her bra. Sarah’s gut twisted as she watched her friend finish dressing on her way over, adjusting herself just enough to avoid suspicion. Ron’s suspicion, anyway.

“Jesus,” Ron said. Not surprised, just amused. “Are you OK?”

Kate reached the three of them in a breathless flash, pulling her clothes back into place. Instead of answering her husband’s question, she grabbed him by the neck, tugging his mouth to hers in a frantic, desperate kiss. It was a wonder he could breathe the way she shoved her tongue down his throat. And Sarah remembered Dante rubbing his thick, white cum over her lips, and the shock hit her all over again. Ron was tasting Dante’s cum while Sarah once again watched, unable to move.

Ron’s eyes widened as his petite wife jumped into his arms, rubbing her body against him, leaving nothing to the imagination.

And acting like she had nothing to hide.

“Wow,” Ron said when he came up for air. “Wow, honey. What was that?”

Kate tossed her curls. They fell over her eyes, mussed and tangled from fucking. “Oh, Ronnie. I missed you SO much!”

Kate leaned forward and pinched Ron’s cheek, her sticky lips next to his ear.

“You should take me home now, Ronnie!” Kate hissed in a throaty stage whisper that even Sarah and Henry could hear. “I want to fuck your brains out.”

Henry turned to Sarah, bewildered. As bewildered as Sarah. Was Kate really going to bed down with her husband after... after that cock? How? How could she be so cruel?

How could she not be in pain?

Sarah felt herself getting lost again, like she had in front of the open door. The way Ron was lost, the way Henry was. She’d been wrong about Kate and, maybe, wrong about herself.

“I need to go,” she snapped.

She saw Henry’s concern, felt his doubt as he tried to figure it out.

“Really?” he asked.

“Now,” she said, turning away from the other couple.

“Sarah...” Henry said, then stopped when he saw how serious she was.

Kate’s eyes flashed as she looked at Sarah, as if she could read every thought going on inside her tortured brain.

“Now!” she repeated, grabbing Henry’s hand and pulling him through the party and out the door.

When they hit the cool night air, she thought she’d feel different. Safe. Protected.

But she didn’t.

Not anymore.
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Henry knocked his elbow on the doorjamb as Sarah yanked him into the house. She looked almost angry as she dragged him towards the stairs. Henry could barely stammer a question, barely register her tight-lipped silence, before she flung open the bedroom door with a wild flourish. He felt something raw and intense shiver through him. Was that desire or anger?

“Sarah,” he panted, finally finding his voice. “What in the—?”

She placed a hand over his mouth to stop his questions, then replaced her fingers with her eager mouth. Her tongue speared between his lips, lashing at his tongue, then swabbing the roof of his mouth.

He didn’t know what had happened at the party, but whatever it was, it had disturbed and excited his wife. He had tried to get her to open up on the way home, but all she said was she didn’t want to talk about it. And now here she was, her tongue down his throat, her hands tugging roughly at his belt. When that didn’t work, she shoved him onto the bed; her dress coming off so fast it was practically spinning in the air when he hit the mattress.

He had only flashes of her body: Supple, round breasts,pink nipples, wide hips, and the glistening pelt between her creamy thighs. Then, she was on him, straddling him, locking her lips onto his in a kiss that left his head spinning. "Fuck me," she hissed against his lips. Henry fumbled to respond, still stunned by the urgency in her command. He struggled with his pants as Sarah ripped off her panties. She hadn’t been this eager for sex in a long time.

What the hell had she seen when she went to look for Kate?

He had no time to think about that as Sarah ripped at his pants. Condom. He had to get a condom. His hands were shaking, dammit. When were his hands ever this shaky? Sarah glared down at him, her look making him think of that time they got stuck in traffic on the way to her parents’ anniversary party. God, she looked angry. Angry and beautiful and needy in a way that confused him as much as it excited him. His fumbling seemed to fuel her impatience, and she yanked the package from his hands, tearing the foil open and shoving it back at him. Then, she rolled over on to her back and spread her legs, fingering the tight, pink clit, beads of moisture dripping down her swollen lips.

"Now, Henry," she insisted, the words biting into him like bullets. “Fuck me now!”

Henry’s cock twitched as he thrust inside Sarah’s sopping cunt. She was so wet! She was never this wet without some foreplay, which meant...

Whatever she saw in that office made her wet.

“I—god, Sarah! What’s—what’s gotten into you?” His voice came out higher than he intended, part disbelief and part painful arousal as she bucked against, smacking their pubic bones together.

She silenced him with her mouth, devouring him with lips and teeth and tongue, her cunt milking his cock. Her body humped against him in a way he didn’t think possible.

"Fuck me!" she hissed. “Deeper!”

Before his body could answer, her thighs vise-gripped his hips, heels digging angry moons into his ass as she ground herself upward like a rabid animal. She was so slick, so aggressive, that the heat of her lust left him panting and uncertain. She pulled away from the kiss, eyes wild, and slapped her hand on his chest.

"Don't stop." His mind raced. Don't stop what? Talking? Fucking? Breathing?

His thoughts unraveled as she fucked him harder, his thin frame struggling to keep up with the demands of her hips. Henry knew he should say something, should ask her about this, should be... concerned? But the words evaporated when he tried to speak, reduced to nothing more than groans and gasps.

“C’monnn,” she whined. Her hand snaked between them, fingers furiously frigging her clit. Juice slicked her inner thighs in thick runnels; every slap of skin echoed through the room. Henry grimaced, sweat dripping onto her heaving tits as he fought down the urge to explode. “Fuck me, baby! Fuck MEEE!”

It was too much. Too intense. Her raw, driving pace, the sudden, frenzied pressure—it was overwhelming. Her hips pistoned faster now, greedily devouring every inch of his cock, cunt muscles clamping down on his tortured shaft. “Sarah!” he cried, eyes clenching shut as his body bucked.

He barely felt his own orgasm, too busy trapped in the grip of her primal lust. He felt a sad splutter of cum trapped in rubber, but Sarah didn’t stop. She didn’t slow. She didn’t even seem to notice the burbly finish she wrung from him as his breath came in harsh, ragged gasps. She dug nails into his ass, pulling him down as her cunt climbed his cock and swallowed him whole. “Oh God,” she whimpered, voice desperate as she fucked his wilting dick with punishing motions. "Don’t. You. Fucking. Stop!"

Her pussy clenched around him, milking him even as he softened. Henry could hardly breathe, hardly think. Finally, she lowered her legs and let go. His cock slipped free in a slick rush. Sarah rolled and suddenly he was pinned to the mattress, Sarah's knees planted beside his head, her cunt grinding onto his face.

What the hell? Was she really...? Jesus Christ. He hesitated, overwhelmed by the speed of it. She lowered her sloppy lips onto his nose, then slid them down to his mouth, leaving a sheen of juices on his cheeks and chin. He grunted and his tongue flicked out instinctively, the harsh chemical taste of latex and her tart cunt juices coating his tongue.

Sarah let out a long, low moan that made his tired cock twitch in sympathy. He gasped for air, his mind spinning as her thighs clamped around his head, muffling the ragged breath he struggled to take. Was this what she wanted? He could hardly process it, the salty flavor mixing with his shock, with his confusion, with the thrill of doing something so goddamn uncharacteristic. So... filthy.

His tongue flicked again, a desperate stab into her sopping folds. It wasn’t enough for her. She rammed her hips forward, driving her pubic bone into his nose. A sharp, blinding stab of pain brought tears to his eyes. All he could do was grip her thighs and keep licking, sucking, focusing on the swollen berry of her clit. It was less an act of love than a fight for survival, but Henry would do whatever he could to make his wife happy.
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SARAH’S THIGHS CLAMPED like a vise around Henry’s face as she ground her slick cunt over his twitching mouth. Henry’s fingers pawed at her hips while his muffled whimpers vibrated against her swollen clit, leaking spit-moans into her wetness.

She tried not to think of what she was doing. This was her husband, not some sex toy! But, when she glanced back at Henry’s small, pale cock flopping uselessly between his legs, his milky load trapped in a tiny bubble at the tip, she couldn’t help it. She needed release and if his cock couldn’t do it, then she’d take care of herself.

So she shut her eyes tight and let Dante’s shadow devour her instead: that merciless monster of a man—thick-necked god holding Kate aloft as is she weighed nothing, his fat-veined black cock splitting her friend’s tight pink pussy open inch by sadistic inch... how those dusky hands left fingerprint bruises into Kate’s milky ass cheeks as he stabbed into her again and again and—

“Fuck!” Sarah groaned, yanking Henry’s hair hard as she slammed her pussy down onto his mouth, smearing slick juices across his nose like she was buttering his face. She hissed, kneading her tits with her other hand, but imagining inky black fingers digging into coppery hair, Dante’s musky balls slapping against Kate’s chin like dark leather wrecking balls as he skull-fucked her. Then, he was turning those pitiless eyes toward her, grinning as he peeled his glistening shaft free of Kate’s gurgling mouth to shove it dripping between her lips...

“Fuck!” she cried again, her voice ragged and unhinged as she pushed Henry’s face further between her legs. “Don’t fucking stop!” Her voice grew more desperate, more frantic, the edges of her world blurring. She was barely aware of Henry's small cock twitching uselessly behind her, of his limbs trembling from exertion. The thought that it was Dante who’d given her this kind of hunger stoked her deeper, pushed her harder, until she could no longer tell where shame ended and need began.

Henry's nose mashed against her clit, no longer trying to keep up with her. She was glad his face was covered. It meant she didn’t have to look at his lost, puppy dog expression as his wife took advantage of him. She could lose herself to the fantasy, riding the image of Dante Masters as violently as she rode Henry’s mouth. Her cunt throbbed as she imagined Dante flipping her onto her back, his massive cock destroying her loyalty, every thrust plunging her further from Henry, further from herself. Oh god! Could she let him do that to her? Was he that fucking good? She didn't even know what she wanted more—the fantasy of Dante shattering her, or his beautiful black cock splitting her open!

She came then, the thought of Dante’s ebony shaft in her belly as she exploded in hot fluid all over her poor husband’s face. She felt Henry struggle beneath her as she bucked against his nose, drowning him in her thick juices. Finally, she rode out the last of her tremors, her body slackening as her conscience clawed its way back. The wet sounds of her lust filled the room as she pussy squirted again, dowsing Henry's cheeks, exploding with more intensity than she thought possible.

It was too much. Too messy. Too much like someone else.

“Oh god!” she moaned as she rolled off, collapsing onto her back as Henry hauled in a bubbling, ragged breath. She had done it. She had used her husband. She had cheated on him with his own body. The thought filled her with shame, but she couldn’t deny how much she fucking loved it, how her traitorous lust had made her come harder than she ever had in her life!

Sarah propped herself on an elbow, seeing Henry's gobsmacked expression as he tried to wipe her juices from his eyes. She stifled a laugh at how completely drenched he was. Her guilt melted her desire, and she moved closer, peeling the condom from his small, withered dick. A dribble of cum seeped from the tip, barely anything at all, and she held it up with a rueful, exhausted smirk.

Was this who she was? Was this what she wanted? Was it enough? She didn’t know, didn’t care, didn’t let herself think about it too hard as she threw the sticky mess into the trash. Henry looked up at her, disoriented. Her juices glistened on his pale face. Jesus. It should have been funny, but she couldn’t let herself laugh. She lay back against the sheets, pulling him close as she tried to tell herself she was okay, that it was okay.

She was not like Kate.

She closed her eyes, wondering if her need would get so bad she wouldn’t be able to fight it. Wondering if she should. Was there something wrong with her? Something broken? She should have been worried. She should have been sorry. She should have felt a lot of things, but none of them stopped her from drifting off to sleep.
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Sarah’s arms were folded tight over her breasts, a pointless shield against the humiliating heat spreading through her body. Across the breakroom, Kate flicked her copper hair and shamelessly ran a hand down her low-cut blouse. Darius loomed over her, his dark body dwarfing her friend’s petite frame. Just seeing them together brought back all the lewd images that had been plaguing her for the past week.

She squeezed her thighs together, but that only made the wet heat gathering them turn into dew drops of lust.

“What’s the matter?” Kate laughed, bringing Sarah back to the present. “You look sick.”

“Maybe she’s just hungry,” Dante grinned, flashing Kate a white, knowing smile.

Ever since the party, it had become a poorly kept secret that Kate was the latest victim of Dante’s sexual prowess. Her brassy friend flirted with Dante shamelessly in front of everyone, but seemed to take particular pleasure in torturing Sarah.

“I’m fine,” Sarah snapped and forced her attention back to the salad.

“Oh, poo,” Kate pouted. “She’s just bitter because Henry isn’t fucking her right.”

“What?” Sarah’s head snapped up, and she stared at her friend. How dare she make such a claim!

“Well, we can’t can be as lucky as you, right Kate?” Dante leaned forward, his lips close to Kate’s freckled nose. For a moment, Sarah thought they might kiss right there in the break room! A twinge of lust made her pussy clench, and the dewdrops of lust turned to tears.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Sarah asked.

Dante looked at her with a lazy smile, still leaning over Kate. Kate looked up at him, her eyes glassy with a mixture of love and adoration.

“I mean, Ron’s a stud, right?” He winked at Sarah. “She’s lucky to have such a strong man at home!”

“Oh, you!” Kate giggled and slapped Darius playfully on the arm, then let her pale hand linger on the large muscle sheathed in dark chocolate skin. “Stop!”

Sarah recognized Dante’s remark as not just a dig at Kate’s husband, but Henry too. She tried to think of a response, but the doubt was already buried inside of her, a coil ready to spring.

Dante stood up and flashed Sarah another infuriating grin.

“Well, I’d love to stay and... entertain you ladies,” Dante chuckled. “But the boss needs me.”

“Oh, I’ll bet,” Kate giggled like a schoolgirl, the sound like nails on a chalkboard to Sarah. “Well, you better go. There’s no telling how long she can stand being away from you!”

Dante let out a deep, low chuckle and turned. Just as he was about to step towards the door, Kate reached out and slapped his firm ass. Sarah’s breathing stopped.

Did Kate really just do that?

Dante turned and his smile was suddenly icy, his gaze capturing Kate like a deer in headlights.

“You’re going to pay for that,” Dante murmured, a low dangerous sound that sent sharp spikes of fear and desire burning through Sarah’s already heated body.

“I hope so,” Kate laughed. Dante gave Sarah one last look, then left the room.

Sarah watched him go, a tangled mess of frustration and lust. She couldn't drag her eyes away from the wide set of his shoulders, the way his pants seemed to stretch indecently across his ass, his legs, everything about him. She forced her gaze to the floor, a pulsing ache already beating out a rhythm between her thighs, growing with every one of his footfalls. It wasn’t going away.

“Holy shit!” Kate sat back in her chair and fanned her flushed chest. “That man brings out the worst in me.”

“Jesus, Kate!” Sarah hissed. “You’re a married woman! What would Ron think about you... carrying on like this?”

“Really, Sarah!” Kate laughed, the sound both carefree and mocking. “Ron doesn’t have a clue!”

Sarah watched her friend’s lack of guilt and wondered if it was really possible to fully give into desire and not care about the consequences. She tasted the sweetness of that idea, but spit it out before it could take hold.

Kate sidled up to her, leaning forward with a conspiratorial whisper.

“I fucked Dante last night. In my car before I went home.”

Sarah’s mouth fell open. “You didn’t.”

Kate smiled with smug satisfaction. “I did. And you want to know the best part?” She didn’t wait for Sarah to answer, didn’t even pretend to believe that Sarah wasn’t dying to know. “I went home and gave Ron the best blow job he’s ever gotten from me. I even let him come in my mouth. And you know what he did? He thanked me!”

“Oh, my God!”

“Yes!” Kate crowed. “I’m telling you, Sarah, Ron’s never had it this good.” She paused, savoring the scandalized look on Sarah’s face and the thrill of her own confession. “And you know who he has to thank for that, don’t you?” Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper, drifting through the air like thick, sweet smoke. “Dante. And his big. Black. Cock.”

Sarah bit her lip, trying to hide her unruly desire as it gnawed and clawed inside her like a hungry beast. She thought about Henry, waiting loyally at home, fumbling to satisfy her, and how she had to grit her teeth to stop from crying out another name when she came. How could Kate be so heartless?

“Oh, God! I don’t want to hear this!” Sarah raised her hands to cover her ears, but Kate gripped her wrist.

“Come on, Sarah,” Kate looked her in the eyes, her smile cruel. “I know you knew. You watched us fucking at the party!”

Sarah was stunned, too shocked to speak. She shook her head, trying to ignore the insistent beat of her pulse between her legs, how wet she was. She swallowed the tight knot in her throat, but it only formed again, lower down. She felt it in her chest. Her stomach. Her pussy. She tried to suppress the flood of resentment, the unbearable heat, but the effort only made her hungrier. “No,” she said weakly.

“Oh, yes!” Kate shot back. “Dante saw you and told me! He said you watched the whole thing!” Kate’s warm hand was still on her arm, the same hand that had gripped Dante’s thick black cock. “You enjoyed it, didn’t you?”

Sarah’s face burned, and the need in her belly turned to a sharp, gnawing ache. Her thoughts raced. She tried to make sense of everything, of the selfish thrill pounding in her ears. She hated it. She craved it. Her resolve melted as the heavy desire seeped deeper into her. Her pussy clenched on nothing but memory and want. “No, I... I didn’t,” she said. But the words came out broken, uneven. “I thought it was shameful.”

“Oh, please,” Kate sneered. “I’ve seen the way you look at us. You’re wet just thinking about it.”

“I am not!” Sarah said, trying to persuade herself that the desperate throbbing in her cunt was a lie.

Kate wasn’t convinced. “Whatever you say,” she smirked.

Sarah couldn’t stop herself. She was still thinking about Dante when she made Henry fuck her three nights in a row, letting her husband believe he was giving her everything she needed. She was still thinking about Dante when Henry ate her out for until his jaw ached. She was still thinking about Dante when she realized that nothing Henry could do would satisfy the growing hunger inside of her, the heat that swelled and swelled, and Sarah hated how much she needed Dante to fill it. To fill her.

She rose to leave, desperate to put distance between her and the truth. “You’re jealous, aren’t you?” Kate called after her. “Jealous that I get to fuck him while you go home to Henry?”

Sarah recoiled like she’d been struck, her fists clenched tight. She bit her lip hard enough to draw blood, as if the sharp, sudden pain could drown out her doubts. It didn’t. The hunger was louder, more insistent, and already in control. “No, I’m not!” she cried. “I don’t care!”

She knew she didn’t sound convincing. Not to Kate. Not to herself. She tried to ignore her friend’s laughter as she escaped the breakroom, tried to ignore the hot humming of her cunt, tried to ignore the rivers of juices slicking her thighs. But her mind wouldn’t let her. Her body wouldn’t let her.

She couldn’t stop thinking about the words Kate said. She couldn’t stop wishing Kate was wrong.
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HOURS LATER, THE BUZZING silence of a deserted office settled around Sarah. She was surprised at her own relief when Jessica had asked her to stay late, feigning an excuse about the Dickerson proposal. She didn’t even care about the Dickerson proposal, but here she was, still at her desk long after everyone else had left. Long after she should have gone home to Henry and his loving, but fruitless attempts to please her.

She wondered if Kate had gotten what she wanted before running off to Ron. She imagined her friend’s legs in the air, flopping on either side of Dante’s gleaming ebony body as he fucked her. She saw Kate’s car rocking hard enough to break the axles as the redhead screamed and clawed at foggy windows, all while Dante’s big, black cock rearranged her insides.

Sarah squirmed in her seat, her buttocks sliding around in the slick mix of sweat and her own lust. She stood up, the cool air hitting her backside. She gathered some papers to be copied. Better that than sitting at her desk and stewing in her own juices.

The walk to the copy room did little to ease the pulsing between her thighs. Instead, each step seemed to ratchet up her tension. Her need. She hit the button on the machine and watched it lurch to life, her papers spilling out in a neat stack. The room filled with the rhythmic hum of gears and she let her mind drift as she watch the copier light flash back and forth, back and forth.

“Well, well, well!” A deep voice said behind her. “Look who decided to stay late.”

Her heart jumped into her throat. She thought it might stay there, that her voice might never work again. “I... uh...” Dante leaned against the door frame, thick arms crossed over his chest. His dark body filled the doorway, and she wondered how he could fuck her head more thoroughly than Henry fucked her cunt when she hadn’t even touched him. “Jessica asked me to make sure everything was ready for the morning,” she stammered. “For the Dickerson proposal.”

“I know,” Dante said. He took two steps forward and cornered her against the thrumming machine. “I’m the one that told her to have you stay.”

“What?” Her body was a live wire. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, I think you’re afraid of me.” He placed his dark arms on either side of her, trapping her between his hard body and the humming copier. “I think you’re afraid that if we’re alone in a room together, you won’t be able to control yourself.”

“What? No, I—” she gasped, but the sheer want in her voice betrayed her. Her knees buckled as he cupped her chin in one dark hand and kissed her, his tongue spearing between her lips to invade her mouth. The world was spinning, and her defenses, already worn to the breaking point, dissolved entirely.

He pushed her against the copier, each buzzing pulse vibrating through her sopping cunt. She resisted for a fraction of a second, then her tongue met his and soon they were engaged in a sloppy, passionate kiss. She barely recognized herself, this greedy, lewd woman melting against his dark chocolate body. She knew it was wrong, knew she was weak, knew she should have stopped him. But he was everything she craved, and she was desperate for it. For him.

She moaned, the vibrations spilling from her mouth into his, into her entire body. She felt the sharp edge of shame and it made her shiver, a sharp, involuntary spasm that pulled Dante closer. “I think you want me to take control,” he said, his voice a hot whisper in her ear.

“Please, I can’t,” she protested, but her protests were as wet and sloppy as her kisses, quickly turning to gasps as Dante gripped her hips and, in one quick movement, lifted her up and plunked her slick buttocks on the top of the copier.

“Just what I thought,” he laughed, ignoring her pitiful whimpers. Her hands latched onto his shoulders, pulling him in rather than pushing him away. “I know your type. All high and mighty. But what you really want is a real man to make you beg, don’t you?”

“That’s not true!” she moaned, but her thighs quivered as he shoved her tight skirt up over her thighs and tore her soaked panties aside.

“Then tell me to stop,” Dante growled, spreading her wide and lowering his face to her glistening cunt. “Tell me not to do... this!”

“Oh! Fuck!” Sarah screamed as his tongue scraped across her clit, and any response she might have made was devoured by obscene, unrestrained pleasure. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him in place, keeping him there, needing him there. Her back arched, her thighs spread obscenely. “I’m not—oh God!—I’m not here for this!”

She tried to believe her own lie, but Sarah’s cunt wept like a fucking broken faucet — slick, shameless juices drenching Dante’s knuckles as he jammed two thick fingers deep into her greedy hole. His hand worked like a piston, the obscene sound of her cunt squelching around his fingers loud enough to be heard over the hum of the copier. She clawed at the papers on the tray, thighs trembling against his cheeks, but he didn’t let up.

“Yeah, you don’t want this!” he growled, twisting his fingers inside her until she screamed. Not that timid moan she made for Henry, but a ragged animal shriek that tore through her throat. “If you don’t want it, why are you so fucking wet?”

He leaned down without warning, tongue lashing her swollen clit like a feral thing — sharp flicks that made her ass jump off the copier. His nose crushed against her mound as he inhaled her scent, slurping at her folds like she was his last meal. Her thighs glistened with spit and arousal, strands of it dripping from his cheeks as he devoured her. Every suckle of his lips sent shocks through her womb; every graze of teeth threatened to snap what little resolve she had left.

This was nothing like Henry’s gentle technique. Dante used his fingers in savage concert with his mouth, working her sopping folds with a rough precision that made her weep. Her cunt swelled, filling with blood and pent-up lust until it was ready to burst.

“Oh Jesus, Dante! Don’t stop! I’m—” She was so close, so fucking close, her vision a white blur. She thought of Henry, how he would never know. How he could never compare. “I’m gonna—oh God, I’m gonna cum! Don’t stop!”

But he did stop. The world fell back into focus, and her gasping cries turned to mewls of pain, her orgasm a thin, broken edge.

Dante’s mouth moved away, and her gushing pussy spasmed, weeping. Her breath came in uneven bursts, every pant a frustrated betrayal. “What...?” she whimpered.

Dante looked up at her, her juices glistening on his lips. “Tell me you want me to fuck you, Sarah,” he said. His voice was low, deliberate. “Tell me you want to cheat on your husband.”

Her eyes widened, her entire body aflame. She didn’t think it was possible to want something more than she did now. The tight coil of pleasure unraveled, searing and impatient. She needed release. She needed it more than air. But she hesitated. It was one thing to fool herself, to fool Henry. It was another thing to admit the dirty truth. “I can’t,” she moaned. She was losing her mind, her inhibitions, losing everything to her traitorous need. “I can’t do that! I can’t!”

Dante shook his head, like she was some silly little girl who didn’t know what she wanted. He gave her pussy one last teasing lick, and she almost came from that single, mocking touch.

“Where are you going?” she asked, her voice a strained whine.

“If you don’t want to fuck me, I’m sure not going to force you. Besides, Jessica’s waiting for me,” he laughed, leaving her soaked and unsatisfied. “I know she wants my big, black cock in her married pussy. You let me know when you do, too.”

The purring copier vibrated beneath her, indifferent to the smoldering ache in her cunt, the frustrated coil in her stomach. She sat there for several moments, too shocked to move, every fiber of her being wrapped in lust and agony. She felt tears sting her eyes, and she was ashamed of the jealousy they revealed, the unbearable truth they told her. He was going to fuck Jessica. That should have been her.

Sarah gathered herself, but she couldn’t shake the image of Dante, the thought of him buried in someone else. She could barely feel the skirt she tugged back into place, the wet stain she left behind on the copier. She could barely feel anything except the gnawing, burning, desperate emptiness where her satisfaction should have been.

She walked through the empty office, the agony of her hunger stretching time and distance. She had to leave. She had to get home. She had to find Henry and let him, however imperfectly, ease the fierce desire blazing inside her.
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Henry’s jaw ached. His tongue, slick with his Sarah’s pussy juice, ached even more as it fought the burn of her crotch against his nose. Sarah rode his face, thighs like lush clamps as she ground down, her skin glowing with sweat in the dim light of the bedroom.

“Fuck!” she panted, slamming herself against his mouth. “Yes! Just like that!” It was the sixth time this week, and his neck was stiff, his tongue slow, his lips numb. They’re love making used to be gentle, working up to the big moment. But now she wanted him every night. Not just wanted—demanded.

Her dark hair plastered against her shoulders as she bucked wildly, the bed frame banging against the wall with a muffled thud, thud, thud. She flooded his mouth and nostrils with the tangy taste of her sex, and Henry felt her juices trail down his cheek, soaking into the pillows. He struggled for air and lapped desperately. Was it Janet’s doing? That damn intern? Some combination of them both? He wondered even as he licked and slurped, even as her musky tang clung to his lips, even as she pulled his face tighter into her gushing snatch.

“Oh, fuck!” she cried. “Yes! YES! YES!”

Her cunt clamped against him as she shook with pleasure, her juices warm and thick in his mouth. He barely had time to gasp before she grabbed his hair and mashed his face against her slick lips. “Not done,” she hissed, her breath coming in heavy pants as her fingers wrapped in his hair. “Fucking lick me, Henry!”

This was not the Sarah he’d married. She used to be timid in bed, her face flushed with embarrassed arousal when she’d straddle him. Now it was an insatiable hunger, wild, almost like she was fucking him instead of straddling his face. And, even when he did fuck her, she kept her eyes closed, something she had never done before. What was she thinking of when he was inside of her? What was she imagining when she rode his face raw?

He couldn't be sure anymore. All Henry knew for certain was that her lust had tripled since the party. Her sudden craving had been surprising, exciting, at first. Now, less than a month later, he could hardly keep up with her/ Henry couldn’t even keep up with her rumors emanating from her office. Kate and Janet were almost certainly fucking Dante, even though Sarah never admitted it. He thought of the two women as Sarah’s pubic bone mashed his lips against his teeth. Janet, her skirt creased and her normally perfect makeup streaked with tears and spit. And Kate, copper hair wild and a sticky sheen on her flushed, freckled cheeks.

Then, he thought of Sarah, and her swollen lips and hungry cunt.

“Oh, fuck!” Sarah screamed again, thighs clamping against Henry’s ears as she exploded on his face. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” He could feel her cunt pulsing, soaking him with wave after wave as she writhed in sloppy ecstasy. Her body trembled with pleasure, and she forced herself against his mouth with wild, desperate abandon. “I’m cumming!” she screamed, not caring who heard, not caring that Henry could barely breathe. “Don’t stop! I’m fucking CUMMING!”

Sarah’s fingers twined tighter in his hair, pulling him into the shuddering wet heat of her as she orgasmed, again and again. The taste of her, the smell of her, filled his senses. He gasped for air between floods of her pussy juice and sucked it in through his nose as she rode him through her final jerking spasms. Her entire body tensed, then shivered, and at last her fingers loosened.

“Fuuuck,” Sarah moaned, a satisfied rumble as she rolled off his chest. Henry gasped for air, the sour taste of his wife thick on his lips. “That was fucking incredible.” She sounded surprised. Delighted. Almost smug. “I am going to miss that!”

Henry turned on his side, his jaw still stiff and sore. He looked at his wife, her supple breasts heaving and glistening with sweat as she basked in the afterglow of her orgasm.

“Do you really have to go on this trip?” he asked for the umpteenth time.

“Yes,” Sarah sighed. “Janet requested me personally,” Sarah added, running a hand through her sweat-tangled hair.

“I thought Kate usually went on these things.”

Sarah’s shrug was infuriatingly casual. “Janet and Kate haven’t been working well together lately.” She stood up from the bed, her round ass and supple breasts bouncing as she crossed to her dresser and pulled a long t-shirt from a drawer. She pulled it over her head and slid it down her body, the thin cotton sticking to her wet curves. Her nipples, still swollen, poked against the thin fabric.

She looked even more delectable than when she was sitting on his face and, despite having come twice, he felt a stirring in his tired cock.

“Does that have anything to do with Dante?” Henry asked.

Sarah’s eyes widened. “What makes you say that?”

He remembered Kate’s expression as she staggered back to the bar. Remembered that haze of lust and a wicked smirk as she kissed her husband. Henry pictured them both, Janet and Kate, all sweet smiles and shared jizz as they knelt before Dante. It was impossible, but so was Sarah’s sudden change. The only thing he knew for sure was that Sarah no longer complained about going to work. She wasn’t even upset to be pulled into a weekend business trip with her boss.

“Oh, no reason,” Henry mumbled, his mind reeling with images of Dante as he tried to reconcile what Sarah said with what Sarah wanted. Her newfound enthusiasm, her manic appetite. The sex was incredible, yes, but it didn’t stop him from thinking of the party. He wanted to believe her.

Sarah slid back into bed, her smell sweaty and musky. A humid cloud of sex. “I thought you’d be happy for me,” she said, running a hand over his shoulder. “Janet’s trusting me with a big opportunity.”

“Well,” he said, his tone dripping with sarcasm, “as long as Janet’s there.”

“Janet does need some distance from the office,” Sarah chuckled, “and some time away from all the gossip.” She reached for Henry’s face, stroking his cheek. “I think she wants some girl time.”

“So, Dante isn’t going?” he asked.

Sarah’s laugh was infuriatingly beautiful, as infuriatingly beautiful as she was. It killed him as she gripped his face and kissed him full on the lips, then slowly wiped away the mess she’d made of his face. “Of course not!” she giggled. “Why would an intern get invited to a conference?”

Henry kissed her back, tasted her pussy juices on his mouth, felt her fingers linger on his cheek. Why indeed? Maybe because Janet was infatuated with the powerful black man?

And what about his own wife?

How did Sarah really feel about Dante?

But he said nothing, because saying nothing was better than hearing her reassure him. Saying nothing was better than hearing what he didn’t want to believe. Better than hearing the truth.

“Well, just don’t forget to call me when you get into the hotel. Let me know you made it.” It was the best he could do. Perhaps her voice on the phone could reassure him that his nagging fears were just that... completely and utterly ridiculous fears.

She kissed him again, lapping the last of her cum from his lips. “Don’t worry, baby,” Sarah murmured. “I won’t forget.”
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"Oh, my God! Is that who I think it is?" Sarah gasped as she followed Janet into the hotel lobby.

She had expected a late arrival, leaving her and Janet to check in, find their rooms, maybe order dinner and drinks. But, as they walked across the gleaming marble floors of the hotel lobby, a tall, dark figure turned to greet them. The ridged muscles of his body were clear even under his white button-down shirt and tight khakis.

“Yes! Didn’t I tell you?” Janet gushed. “Dante said he could get here early and check us in!”

Sarah watched, shocked, as the older woman practically jumped into Dante’s waiting arms. She hadn't been lying to Henry. There was no reason for Dante to be there.

But it all became clear when she saw the glow in Janet's eyes. Sarah watched her boss bury her face in Dante's neck, watched him give her a quick kiss as if he owned her. A rush of jealousy coursed through her. She thought she might drown in it.

"Sarah, get over here!" Janet waved. "Come say hi!"

"Ok," Sarah managed. "Um... hi—"

"It’s good to see you outside the office," Dante grinned, his lips pulling back to reveal a white, shark-smile. She had a vision of the mouth, that tongue, working her pussy as she wept cream all over his face...

"It's so good to get away," Janet said, hugging Dante’s arm possessively. "I needed to get away from all that gossip... and those jealous bitches.” She reached out a hand and placed it warmly on Sarah’s forearm. “I knew I could trust you, Sarah. You're happily married, not like the rest of us. You have no idea what it’s like to fight for a man anymore!"

Janet's words cut deep, but Sarah kept a smile on her face. It was so obvious now. Janet didn't see Sarah as competition, which is why she'd asked her instead of Kate. Dante had played his cards well. The knowing look he shot Sarah made her burn. The raw ache of longing and shame made her want to turn around and go straight back home to Henry.

Except, going home to Henry wouldn’t help, either. Not the way she had been using the memory of Dante to get herself off while she used her husband’s face like a... like a sex toy. Henry was game, of course he was, but Sarah could tell he was starting to get suspicious. This time away seemed like a good chance for a break, to get away from the office. From Dante.

Except Dante was here and Henry was at home.

“I made us all reservations in the hotel restaurant.” Dante’s low voice pulled Sarah back to the present. “You hungry?”

He looked at Janet, but Sarah knew the words were meant for her ears as well.

"God yes," Janet giggled and wrapped her arms around Dante’s thick bicep. "I'm famished!"

He smiled indulgently, letting the older woman think she was the one in control. He gave Sarah another look, wicked and taunting, and her body responded with a traitorous lurch. She hated herself for being there, hated how much she wanted Dante’s eyes on her, his hands on her.

"Great." Dante wrapped an arm around Janet’s waist. "Come on, ladies. The restaurant's this way."

Sarah followed them like a fucking lost puppy. Janet draped herself over Dante as if staking a claim, his dark hand resting low on her hip. They walked through the lobby as if they were the only two people in the world, and Sarah's mind spun.

What the hell was she doing? She should have been relieved. Happy. Even if Dante knew she wanted him, even if he could convince her to cheat in Henry, he was clearly focused on Janet. Sarah had wanted the whole thing to stop, had promised herself it would stop. Now it had, and she felt like she was watching something she needed more than air slip through her fingers.
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“WASHN'T DINNER JUSHT the besht?” Janet's voice was a loud, slurred echo as the elevator doors slid closed an hour later. She leaned unsteadily against Dante, her body a tangle of lush breasts and creamy arms seeking support against his powerful body. “Jusht... the... besht!”

“You seemed to enjoy it,” Dante laughed, his dark hands steadying her as she giggled and rubbed herself against him like a cat.

Sarah stood in the opposite corner of the elevator. Watching. Burning. Janet was all over him, her white blouse slipping off one shoulder, revealing the strap of a black bra, the heavy white globe of flesh nearly popping free. Somehow, Janet had clawed open Dante’s shirt and her pale fingers were sliding over dark skin, her boss’s wedding ring twinkling mockingly under the lights. Sarah's jaw ached from clenching it shut against the string of curses she wanted to spit in their direction.

Dante caught her eye over Janet's head. He smiled like he had all night, taunting her, as if he knew exactly how much she wanted him. Knew exactly how much it hurt to see them together. Throughout dinner, he'd played with her boss like a cat with a mouse, watching Sarah squirm as he plied Janet with drinks, letting the older woman paw at him under the table while Sarah sat across from them and fumed.

The elevator dinged softly as it reached their floor. Dante held Janet effortlessly in one arm and carried her down the corridor while she gurgled with delight, half-heartedly protesting that she wasn't that drunk—she just needed some help walking. Sarah followed behind, trying not to look at how Janet's skirt rode high up her thighs, trying not to imagine them fucking next door all night long.

Dante stopped outside their rooms, Janet wriggling happily in his grip. “This is us,” he said.

“Sharah!” Janet called over her shoulder as Dante fished for the key card. “Thank you sho much for coming! I knew you wouldn’t mind...”

Mind? Sarah thought she might scream.

The door clicked open and Dante carried his boss inside without a backward glance, leaving Sarah alone in the hallway with nothing but her jealousy and rage for company. She huffed into her room and slammed the door behind her.

Her heart was pounding so loudly she could hear it echo in her ears. Her skin felt hot and raw, every nerve ending alive with anger and lust and shameful need.

She flopped onto the bed, angry and confused. Why was she so fucking jealous? She'd struggled through dinner, watching Dante and Janet, knowing it was a show for her, knowing that Dante was using Janet to make her want him more. Now she heard them through the connecting door, heard Dante's deep voice murmuring, heard the edge of a moan, a gasp, then a giggle. Her body ached as she imagined them on the other side of the wall: Janet’s eager moans; Dante’s dark hands on white skin; clothes torn off; bodies locked together. The images tortured her into a frenzy until she couldn’t stand it anymore.

Was this what she wanted? Wasn't she supposed to be relieved? She heard Janet giggle again, a muffled, girlish squeal, and Sarah's heart twisted. The thin wall seemed to dissolve, leaving her too exposed, too alone. She squeezed her eyes shut, but it only made the noises louder. It only made her want it more.

A burst of laughter, deep and resonant, cut through her like a taunt. She pressed her pillow over her ears. It didn't help. Maybe if she could fool herself into thinking it didn't matter, if she could convince herself she didn't care, she'd stop wanting to be Janet. She'd stop wanting Dante to fuck her until she couldn't even remember Henry's name.

But the lie wouldn't stick. She tossed the pillow away and stared at the ceiling, breathing hard, furious at her own body for needing him so much. What the hell was she doing here? What was she doing, letting it all go so far?

Sarah dragged herself up, hating the small, weak sounds she was making. She picked up her phone, stared at Henry's name, and almost hit call. She heard a low, steady moan, heard a teasing laugh, and her hand froze. She couldn't talk to him now, not like this. She couldn't even think straight.

The bathroom was actually quite nice, with a large walk-in shower and a soft and inviting light. She dropped her phone, stepped inside the shower, and shut the door.

The shower scalded her skin, but she stayed under the water and scrubbed at herself with shaking hands She hoped the hot water would burn away the jealousy and shame, but it couldn't. It only brought it to the surface, only made her pulse faster and hotter. Her cunt spasmed as she thought about Dante's black cock stretching open Janet’s body like a creamy, ripe melon. She lowered her hand to her clit, running her fingers over the swollen bud. She let out a tortured moan, giving in to the pleasure, the pain. The lust.

“Can I help?”

Sarah screamed, her hands whipping upward to cover up her glistening breasts and dripping pussy. Her heart, already pounding, leapt into her throat, choking her as she looked up at Dante Masters, naked, the steam beading up on his black skin and dripping down the contours of his chest.

“What the hell are you doing?” Sarah cried.

“It looked like you needed help,” Dante grinned, stepping casually into the shower and closing the door behind him. His black body filled the space, and she pressed herself back against the tile, unable to think. Her eyes dropped, looking at the veiny, black cock hanging between his legs, the tip kissing a spot just above the knee.

God! It was so much bigger than she remembered. So much more dangerous. So much more beautiful.

“What about Janet?” Damn! That’s not what she should have asked, but it was the first thing that popped into her head.

“Poor Janet had too much to drink,” Dante murmured, backing her up against the shower wall. “Besides, I didn’t come on this trip for Janet.”

“You... you didn’t?” Sarah’s heart fluttered as Dante slid a hand over her jaw.

“No,” he smiled. “Why do you think I had Janet bring you and not Kate?” Sarah’s breath hitched as Dante crowded her against the slick shower tiles, his calloused palm sliding down her slippery stomach like he owned every inch of her trembling body. “You’re the one I want, Sarah. Not Janet. Not Kate.” His hand slipped between her legs, the rough pads of his fingers scraping her sensitive clit. She couldn’t suppress a moan. “You.”

It was probably all bullshit, but God, she needed to hear it. Her heart swelled along with her swollen bud as Dante’s fingers worked between her legs. She whimpered helplessly and the selfish thoughts would not stop.

He wanted her. Not Janet. Not Kate.

Her.

“Relax,” he growled, a command, not a request, his cock rubbing against her thigh as water sluiced over them both. She tried to squirm away, her nipples pebbling under his rough hands even as she hissed “I can’t-”, but he just smirked and twisted her nipple as she moaned in pleasure.

“Bullshit,” he rasped and peeled back her swollen lips to expose her quivering pink flesh. “You’ve been dreaming of this ever since I made you come with my mouth.”

His middle finger stabbed upward without warning, spearing her tight hole knuckle-deep as she gasped, “Fuck!” her hips jerking forward like a marionette yanked by its strings.

“There we go,” Dante purred, twisting his wrist to grind his palm against her clit while his finger curled inside her, dragging against that spongy sweet spot until her knees buckled. “That’s it, girl! You’ve been dreaming about me, haven’t you?” Sarah’s fingers clawed uselessly at his shoulders, slipping along his glistening black skin. Her head thrashed as he added a second finger, stretching her mercilessly while his thumb circled her swollen nub in quick, filthy flicks.

“N-no—” she moaned even as her cunt wept around his thrusting digits, each wet schlick of his hand betraying how fucking dripping she was.

Dante laughed and bit her earlobe, sending a shiver of pain and pleasure rocking through her brain. “Your pussy’s singing a different tune.” He crooked his fingers harder, deeper, hitting that secret angle that made stars explode behind her eyelids just as he pinched her clit between thumb and forefinger like he was milking her. Her orgasm detonated violently; thighs quaking, she wailed as her cunt spasmed around his relentless hand again and again like a greedy mouth sucking him dry. But Dante didn’t stop.

“Where you going?” he snarled when she tried to slump away from overstimulation. He spun her around by the throat and pushed her up against the slick tiles, lifting one of her legs so he could plunge three fat, black fingers back into her throbbing slit from behind. “Keep cumming, baby!” he ordered through gritted teeth as she sobbed incoherently into the tile grout. “Show me how much you need this!

"Yesyesfuckyes!” a broken mantra, muffled by shame-spittle and steam, bubbled from her mouth while he rode out every last pulse of her cunt till she collapsed bonelessly against him.

Sarah’s breath hitched as Dante’s massive hands gripped her waist, hauling her trembling body off the wall like she weighed nothing. His biceps bulged like knotted rope under slick, ink-black skin.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” His laugh was a low rumble that vibrated through Sarah’s core. She nodded weakly against the muscle of his shoulder as he carried her into the bedroom and laid her on the mattress. “I knew it.”

Dante grinned, watching her watch him stroke the massive, veined meat in his hand. He dragged his fist up over the head of his cock and Sarah’s eyes widened as a droplet of precum beaded at the tip, sliding down the shaft in a slick trail. He pumped it slowly, deliberately, like he was daring her to look away.

“Now, tell me,” he taunted. “Do you want to cheat on your husband?”

He smirked as her breath hitched and her mouth went dry. She couldn't say it, couldn't give him the satisfaction, couldn't give in. But God, she wanted to. He had her naked and desperate and aching for more. She was soaking wet, and he knew it, knew she couldn't resist, knew she was right there, right at the edge of begging.

“I bet you do," he purred, his voice a confident drawl, his eyes locked on hers as he knelt on the bed. "I bet you can't wait.”

He peeled open her thighs and the cold air bit her swollen lips before heat replaced it—the fat, monster of a cock, darker than midnight and veined like marble, slapping hard against her clit with a wet thwap. Precum oozed from its slit, painting a sticky trail down her slit as she arched uselessly off the bed.

“Beg,” he growled, grinding the throbbing black crown against her hole without mercy, spreading her juices in obscene circles while his free hand gripped her breast, molding the creamy flesh with hard, dark fingers. “Beg me to fuck you like your husband can’t.”

She thrashed, not to escape but to take him deeper, her nails clawing at his thighs. “Y-yes! Fuck, please, Dante! I want it!”

Still, he held back, rolling the spongy head over her clit, then slipping it between her hungry folds, only to let it pop back out again.

“What do you want?”

Her brain was buzzing, and her body was on fire. She knew what he wanted, but if she said it, there was no going back.

An image, warm and fuzzy, of Henry smiling at her flashed through her mind, then blurred as Dante’s cock ran up her slit, the corded veins throbbing against her pink flesh.

Sorry, Henry, she told the image as it faded away to nothing, then opened her mouth to give Dante what he wanted.

“Do it! Make me cheat on my husband with your thick, black cock! I want to... I want to CHEAT!”

“Fuck!” Dante groaned and for the first time she saw his smirk dissolve and he gazed down at her with a desperate look, lust and hunger, and something deeper, sadder. Her admission had touched something inside the young man and she felt a strange satisfaction.

That’s what he wants, she thought. My submission, my betrayal. That’s what he needs!

Dante couldn’t wait any longer. He shuffled forward, pressing his flesh against her throbbing lips. This was it! No going back...

“Wait!”

Sarah’s voice was a strangled cry as the head of his cock split her open. Dante froze, eyes wide, then narrowed as she gasped for air. “Put on a condom,” she begged, shame and lust and need twisting through her guts. “Please, Dante!”

She didn’t know if he would stop, if he even could stop, but she had to try. She couldn’t let him take that last piece of her without putting up a fight. Couldn’t give in that easily. Her heart hammered in her chest.

Maybe he would leave, go back to Janet, pluck the low-hanging fruit. The thought tortured her. She didn’t know if she could let him go now that he was so fucking close.

He pulled back, and Sarah could breathe again. He bent over the side of the bed, fishing in a pile of robe, and came back with a large wrapper. He held it up and ripped it open, taking out a huge rubber that looked like a balloon before it’s turned into an animal at a child’s birthday party. Sarah’s eyes bulged as Dante rolled it down his shaft inch by agonizing inch—that condom stretched paper-thin around his girth, veins pulsing against latex.

“Happy?” He asked, as he waved his covered cock in the air.

“Oh, fu—nngh!” Was her only answer, her voice breaking as Dante speared her cunt with his cock. He pushed in slowly, deliberately, stretching her pussy to its limit with that unholy girth. Her inner walls fluttered, resisting at first, but Dante didn’t stop. He kept pushing, inch by brutal inch, until she felt like she was being split in two. Henry had never made her feel like this—like she was being claimed, owned, ruined-for anyone else.

“That’s it,” Dante growled, his voice a dark rumble that sent shivers down her spine. “Take it, baby. Take every fucking inch of me.”

And she did. Her pussy surrendered, stretching obscenely around his thickness, her inner walls gripping him like a vise as he bottomed out. Sarah’s pale fingers scrabbled at his hips, her back bucking off the bed as tears streamed down her face. She was so full, so fucking full it hurt, and yet she wanted more. Needed more.

Dante didn’t give her time to adjust. He pulled out almost entirely, only to slam back in with a force that knocked the breath from her lungs. Sarah screamed, her pussy convulsing around him as he set a relentless pace, each thrust a brutal reminder of just how small her husband’s cock was. Dante’s balls slapped against her ass with every stroke, the obscene sound filling her ears.

Her clit throbbed, swollen to bursting, grinding against the base of his cock with every thrust. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her orgasm building like a pressure cooker ready to explode. Dante’s dark hands moved to her ass, digging into the creamy flesh and pulling her off the bed so he could drive even deeper, hitting spots inside her that she didn’t even know existed.

“Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God!” she babbled, her voice high and broken as her body betrayed her, gripping his thick, pumping shaft like a fist. Her pussy gushed, soaking his cock and the sheets beneath them, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. But Dante didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, his thrusts growing even more savage as she writhed beneath him, her body convulsing with pleasure and pain.

“You like that, don’t you?” he snarled, his voice thick with lust. “You like being filled up by my cock, you cheating slut?”

Sarah couldn’t answer. She could only moan and whimper as he pounded into her, each thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through her trembling body. Her husband had never made her feel like this—like she was nothing but a fuck toy, a vessel for his insatiable need. And she loved it. Loved every filthy, degrading second of it.

"Who's fucking you?" Dante huffed, and she knew his own end was near.

"You!" she gasped. "You, Dante!”

His pace grew faster, harder, and she was lost, her senses obliterated. She didn't care if she drowned in it, if it consumed her completely. It was better than she'd ever dreamed, a mind-blowing rush of release and shame and need.

Then, she remembered her earlier revelation and, in gratitude for Dante giving her the best fuck of her life, she gave him exactly what he needed.

“You’re so much better than my husband!” she cried, and even as she said, she felt another obscene, traitorous orgasm burst from her ruined pussy. “You’re so much better than HENRY!”

Dante howled at the mention of her husband, as if he was waiting for that moment. He pulled out with a sudden, sharp movement, ripping the condom away. She barely had time to gasp before hot cum flooded her face, thick and warm, spurting into her mouth and dripping down her cheeks. She moaned, breathless, as he came in thick ropes, covering her completely.

It was filthy. It was obscene. It was more than she'd ever let Henry do, more than she'd ever admit to wanting. She was drenched and gasping, raw and exposed and needing more.

Her body continued to twitch and roll on the bed as the last of her orgasm ran its course. When she finally came to her senses, Dante was kneeling beside her on the bed, looking down at her without his normal, cruel smirk. Instead, his eyes were warm, his smile loving. She couldn’t help but smile through the cummy mess he had made of her face.

“Thank you,” he murmured softly, running a thumb through a rope of cum dripping into one eye and scooped it clear. “I knew you were the one.”

Sarah felt her chest fill with a strange warmth. The one? What did that mean? Her thoughts spun as he picked her up and carried her to the bathroom. So gentle. She sighed as the warm spray hit her skin, hot water mingling with the sticky mess on her body. He was there with her, his rough, black hands now tender as they worked over her curves, rinsing and cleaning and making her feel new again.

She didn't want to think about it. Not now. Not after everything they'd just done. But the words echoed inside her head, loud and insistent: The one.

She was stunned, shaky, unsure if she loved or hated him for what he'd done, for what he'd turned her into.

Dante's gentle hands finished cleaning her. He kissed her wet skin as he slipped a finger inside her and found her still swollen, still throbbing clit.

He brought her to the edge again, slow and deliberate, her breath catching as she felt his thickening cock press against her belly.

"Already?" she gasped.

His eyes glinted, teasing, as he wrapped her pale fingers around his growing length. She trembled and moaned, stroking him with loving hands, feeling him swell in her grip.

Everything else could wait.
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Henry paced the living room as he stared at his phone. One text! Just one text from Sarah telling him she was fine, just busy, and she would be back soon. All the suspicions that Henry had kept buried kept trying to break to the surface. What was Sarah doing? Was Dante there? Why wouldn’t she call? True, this was the first time she had been gone for an entire weekend for work, but didn’t that mean she should be even more eager to talk to him?

When the door finally creaked open an hour later, Henry’s heart stopped, caught between anger and relief. Sarah stepped inside, her cheeks flushed, her hair mussed. Her blouse was slightly undone, revealing the barest hint of her smooth, delicate collarbone. She looked... happy.

“Oh! Baby!” she laughed as she saw Henry standing there, panting, his hand clenched around his phone. “I am so glad to be home!” She bent over and removed her heels calmly, as if she hadn’t just spent the weekend away.

“If you missed me so much, why didn’t you call?” he demanded, unable to keep the accusation out of his voice. He could smell her. Sweat and something... musky? Foreign?

Or was it just his imagination?

“Oh, God, babe! I am so sorry!” Sarah exclaimed. Her dark hair fell in disheveled waves around her face, framing her wide eyes. She stepped closer to Henry, the warmth of her body radiating towards him. drawing him in. The tight pencil skirt hugged her curves as she shifted nervously from one foot to the other, revealing the tension coiling within her. “I didn’t mean to worry you,” she continued, biting down on her lower lip as reached out to place a gentle hand on his arm.

Henry flinched. “Was Dante there?”

Her eyes suddenly narrowed. She pulled back her hand and crossed her arms over her chest. “Is that what you’re worried about?” she snapped. “Dante, Dante, Dante! That’s all you seemed to be interested in!” She turned away from him, reaching over to pick up her bag, her skirt riding high on her thighs.

When she turned back around, Henry saw tears glistening on her cheeks. He felt a stab to the heart as she stepped in close, looking up at him with wide, wet eyes.

“Don’t you trust me?”

“I...I... of-of course...” Henry stammered, his brain short-circuiting. Her perfume—a mix of jasmine and sweat hit him like a punch. Before he could piece together a coherent thought, she wrapped warm hands around his neck and pulled him forward, her lips crashing into his with a ferocity that left him breathless. Her tongue plunged into his mouth, hot and demanding. She tasted different. Salty, bitter. His stomach churned as a dark realization tried to bubble up in his mind, even as his cock jerked in his pants.

Sarah pulled back, her eyes suddenly misty. “It’s OK,” she said, her hand sliding down to palm the erection straining against his pants. “I missed you, too.”

Henry’s breath hitched as she squeezed him, her fingers teasing the hard length of his cock through the fabric. His suspicions melted away under the heat of her touch, replaced by a raw, desperate lust he hadn’t realized he’d been holding in. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Let’s go to bed.”
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SARAH’S CUNT CLENCHED like a greedy fist as she pulled Henry upstairs. She breathed a little easier, grateful that her kiss had stopped his questions. He was hard as a rock, cock straining against his shorts, almost humorously small compared to Dante’s ebony monster.

He’s not that small, she thought. But GOD! Compared to Dante?

The guilt warred with lust as she pulled Henry into another kiss at the foot of their bed. Her throat was burned raw from gagging on Dante’s monster cock, every kiss tasting like Dante’s thick cum. Just minutes ago, pressed against the seats of her Nissan Leaf, Dante’s meaty palm had ground her face into his groin until spit had drooled down his fat, black balls.

“Swallow it all, you cheating whore,” he’d snarled, yanking her hair back hard enough to sting as he unloaded ropes of bitter, salty jizz down her throat. “Take my taste home to your husband.” And she had heavy slick, still coating her tongue as she shoved it into her husband’s mouth.

“Fuck,” Henry whimpered weakly against her lips. Her skin prickled as he licked sweat from Dante’s fingerprints on her collarbone. His fingers fumbled at her jeans and she almost laughed when he gasped at finding her panties soaked through. Dripping not from a need for her husband, but from having a big, black cock in her mouth less than fifteen minutes ago. She had never been so wet from a blow job before, but she had found that just sucking Dante’s cock, with the promise of having it inside her, made pussy cream right through her panties.

Except this time, Dante hadn’t fucked her. Instead, he’d filled her mouth with cum and sent her home to her husband.

Unable to take the soft kisses Henry planted on her dirty body, she pushed him back on the bed. She wasn’t so far gone that she didn’t remember to grab a condom, ripping it open with her teeth. She knelt between Henry’s pale, twitching thighs and rolled the condom onto his cock. It felt so small in her hands, a child’s compared to the monstrous length of Dante’s, the one that had stretched her to the limit, made her scream and beg for more. She pushed the thought away, forcing herself to focus on Henry, on the way he was looking at her with so much love and trust. Not the way Dante had looked at her when he’d shoved his cock down her throat, his dark eyes full of lust and domination.

Henry’s hands slid up her thighs—trembling, reverent—as she rocked against him. But Sarah felt the ghost of Dante splitting her open, that brutal thickness stretching her until tears pricked her eyes. She squeezed tight around Henry’s thin shaft, pretending the faint fullness came from his cock rather than the memory of being stuffed full of black flesh.

Harder! Dante had snarled into her ear, fucking her in the bathroom while Janet was at a conference down the hall. Take every inch, you cheating slut! He had hissed at her, fucking her next door to Janet as she once again slept off too much alcohol. Swallow it! He hd growled minutes ago as she struggled to take his thick, slimy load.

Now, Sarah bit down on a whimper as her hips stuttered. Henry mistook it for pleasure and his thrusts grew frantic beneath her, a child’s fist at doors already blown off their hinges.

She pressed her palms flat against Henry’s chest, nails digging in as if she could pull the truth from his ribs. Her cunt pulsed around nothingness, still shaped for Dante’s monstrous ebony cock. Shame curdled in her stomach as Henry’s hips bucked weakly under her.

“God, you feel amazing,” Henry choked out.

Henry’s voice brought her back to the present. Sarah forced a moan, grinding down until his pelvis bruised her clit. But it was Dante’s fingers she felt blooming there—Dante’s teeth on her breasts—Dante’s jizz still clinging to her teeth when she kissed her husband.

Her throat tightened, a guilty fist squeezing hard, as Henry’s mouth opened wide in a broken cry. He shot his load with a weak trickle that felt like nothing compared to the flood Dante had pumped inside her. The baggy condom hung heavy, not from cum, but from a pathetic burst of air. She willed her mind into blank bliss, but Dante was everywhere, sluicing through her veins. God, she thought, is this what I’ve become? Her husband’s hands ran over her thighs, touching where Dante had left bruises, and she felt an ache. Not from Henry, but from the memory of the big black cock that had split her open all weekend and then abandoned her. With a groan, Henry shuddered out his orgasm. He lay twitching beneath her, shriveled and spent, the condom loose around his cock, a mocking echo of the one Dante had filled to bursting.

Collapsing beside him, Sarah stared at the ceiling while Henry nuzzled her shoulder. Each kiss felt like time served.

Henry’s chest heaved beneath her palms as he blinked up at her with glazed adoration. “God, Sarah,” he murmured, fingertips tracing the sweat-slick curve of her hip. “That was... so good.”

The words slid between her ribs like a blade coated in honey. Relief flooded her veins even as bile rose in her throat—Dante’s bitterness still clinging to her teeth as she forced a smile. “So, you missed me?” she purred, hips making one final grind against his softening cock for show.

“Yes.” He laughed breathlessly, grinning as he pulled her down for a kiss she felt in her hollowed-out cunt. Her muscles clenched around phantom girth while his tongue lapped dutifully at hers—oblivious to the truth staining every cell of her body.

When he nuzzled into her neck with a contented sigh, Sarah stared blankly at their wedding photo on the nightstand. His trust was a noose tightening with every heartbeat. She’d won this round, his doubts washed away by his orgasm. But Dante’s mocking voice slithered through her mind like smoke: He can’t satisfy you. He’ll never know you like I do.

Henry’s cock flopped to the side, his thin load easily caught in the tiny, reservoir tip. Henry murmured softly and rolled over on his side, his arm laying heavily across her body. Before long, he was snoring, all the tension and fight gone out of him.

Sarah lay rigid in the dark, fingertips brushing sticky thighs still imprinted with Dante’s grip marks. Relief curdled as the silence stretched—no questions left to answer meant nothing left to distract from the raw ache between her legs.

Her phone dinged and she turned to scoop it up, Henry mumbling in is sleep. A text bubble popped up on her phone

Miss me yet? Followed by a photo of Dante’s thick ebony monster filling the screen.

Sarah’s gut twisted hot and vicious as she muted her phone, but kept looking at the image of Dante’s cock, her chest heaving as she imagined his thick shaft splitting her wide. She turned to see Henry snoring next to her, oblivious to the chaos blooming through her veins, unaware of the raw desperation churning her insides. Her body moved on its own, a wicked entity with a will of its own. Cheating slut, she thought, echoing Dante’s voice as she slid a hand between sticky thighs, chasing the phantom stretch that haunted her ruined flesh. Her fingers slipped past her gaping lips, two fingers plunging inside, trying in vain to reach the places Dante could reach, where no one else could ever reach, until shame and ecstasy blurred into something hotter than tears.

She gasped, trying to keep quiet so Henry wouldn’t wake. Her cunt gripped her fingers as they pumped, working her flesh that still remembered being stretched to the limit, that still craved more. A strangled sob tore from her lips as she shoved another finger into her pussy. Henry mumbled in his sleep as the mattress shook from her thrusts. She was so close. She could feel black skin against hers, hear his voice in her ears, smell his sweat on her tits. The heat rose in her belly until she thought she would explode.

Her phone dinged again, a final insult from a man who had already fucked and abandoned her. She moaned as she came, a long, loud cry that shuddered through her whole body. Her pussy gushed around her fingers, drenching the sheets with juice and betrayal.

Henry stirred beside her, and she froze. She held her breath until he settled back into sleep, her heart pounding louder than a drum. She pulled her fingers from her aching cunt, her legs shaking from the effort. Was this what she’d become? A cheating fucktoy who couldn’t last a night without the cock she craved? She lay panting in the dark, dim light from the street pouring over her like the memory of Dante’s cum.

She groped for her phone and turned on the screen. It was a photo. Her cunt clenched again, wanting more even when she thought she was satisfied.

The new picture showed two things: Dante’s thick cock filling Kate’s wide-open mouth and Kate’s eyes glazed with lust.
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Kate’s knees ached against the cold hardwood floor of Dante’s apartment, but the pain was nothing compared to the heat pooling between her thighs. Dante sat on the couch above the pale, naked wife, his dark body sitting like a king on his throne. His cock, massive, ebony, and throbbing, was buried so deep in her throat she could barely breathe, but she didn’t dare pull back. His thick, veined shaft stretched her lips wide, her saliva dripping in obscene rivulets down the base of his dick as she choked on him with desperate urgency.

He set down his phone, the screen still glowing with the image he’d sent to Sarah. Her best friend. Her rival. Kate imagined the image, her on her knees, glossy lips wrapped around his monstrous cock, her eyes glazed with submission. The thought of Sarah seeing it sent a wicked thrill coursing through her. That bitch thought she had Dante all to herself after their weekend away, but Kate knew better. Sarah was too innocent, too devoted to her husband, to give Dante what he really needed.

“You’re jealous, aren’t you?” Dante growled low in his throat as Kate’s spit-slick lips stretched obscenely around his girth, strands of her hair sticking to the sweat smeared across his thighs. He yanked her back by fistfuls of copper curls just enough to let her choke in a ragged breath before ramming her face downward again, thick veins along his shaft beating out hot throbs of lust against her tongue. Tears stung her eyes as he pistoned into her gullet—wet gagging sounds combining with the lewd squelch of saliva bubbling from her lips and oozing down his fat, black ball sac. “You’re wondering if I fucked her, aren’t you? If I made her scream like I’m going to make you scream.”

Kate’s cunt clenched shamelessly at the taunt, juices slicking her inner thighs as she imagined that prim bitch twisting in crisp, white hotel sheets—the same sheets she should’ve been screaming into. Her fingers dug into Dante’s dark calves as he pulled out abruptly, leaving ropes of spit dangling between his cockhead and her swollen lips.

She was jealous—burning with it. She remembered how Sarah had acted so shocked when Kate floated the idea of fucking Dante, just to see her reaction. Kate had been the same way... before she had tasted his beautiful black cock.

Oh, she’d resisted him at first, told herself she couldn’t betray Ron. But Dante had worn her down with that cock of his, a weapon of mass destruction that left her trembling and begging for more. His relentless pursuit, his filthy promises, his hands and mouth and dick—they’d all been too much.

“You can’t help yourself, can you?” Dante taunted, pulling his cock out of her mouth and rolling the wet ebony shaft over her freckled cheeks. Her lips were slick and swollen, her mascara smudged, her cheeks flushed with shame and desire. “You tried to be the good little wife, but you can’t resist this cock. Admit it.”

“I can’t resist you,” Kate choked out, her voice hoarse from the abuse her throat had endured. She glanced down at his dick, dripping with her spit, and felt a fresh surge of wetness between her legs. “I want your cock so bad... I still do.”

Dante smirked, his dark eyes glinting with predatory satisfaction. “Good girl. Now show me how much you want it.”

He released her hair, and Kate dove back onto his cock with a desperation that bordered on madness. Her lips stretched taut around his girth as she sucked him hard, her tongue swirling around the head before plunging down to take him to the hilt. Her hands gripped his muscular thighs for support, her wedding ring twinkling against his ebony skin as she worked on him with a hunger that left him grunting in pleasure.

The sound of his moans spurred her on, her jealousy twisting into something darker, something primal. She wanted to prove she was better than Sarah, that she could take him deeper, make him harder, push him closer to the edge. Her throat protested as he fucked her face, his hips thrusting forward in short, brutal strokes, but she welcomed the ache. She wanted to be used, to be claimed, to be reminded that she was his.

The first time Kate knelt for him, it wasn’t in some romantic, candlelit den of desire. No, it was in the fucking office supply closet, surrounded by the sterile scent of printer paper and the hum of a flickering fluorescent light. Dante had cornered her there, his towering frame blocking the door, his predatory smirk making her knees weak in a way that had nothing to do with fear. She’d protested, of course, her voice trembling with indignation and something else—something hot and shameful that pooled low in her belly. But she had not stopped him when he’d unzipped his slacks with one hand, the other gripping her jaw, and shoved his thick, ebony cock past her parted lips.

Her first instinct was to gag, her throat constricting around the intrusion as her eyes watered. But Dante didn’t care. He gripped the back of her head with a fistful of her copper curls and forced her deeper, his cock hitting the back of her throat with a wet, guttural choke. “Suck it, Kate,” he growled, his voice dripping with authority and something darker, something that made her pussy clench despite herself. She obeyed, her lips stretching around his girth for the first time, her tongue lapping at the salty pre-cum already beading at the tip. The sound of her slurping filled the tiny room, mingling with the rasp of his breathing and the occasional clatter of a box falling off a shelf as he fucked her face with slow, deliberate thrusts.

When he came, it was with a guttural groan, his cock pulsing violently as he spilled his load down her throat. Kate swallowed every drop, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him clean, her own arousal a hot, desperate throb between her legs. She cried afterward, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks as she wiped the sticky remnants of him from her lips. But even then, even as shame curled in her chest like a fist, she couldn’t ignore the slickness soaking through her panties or the way her nipples hardened at the taste of his cum. She had masturbated in front of him while he watched, fucking her cheating pussy with her fingers as she gazed at his gleaming ebony body and cruel smile.

The first time he took her fully—bent over her desk in the dead of night, his hand tangled in her hair as he pounded into her from behind—she’d moaned into the surface, her cries muffled by the sound of skin slapping against skin. “You’re fucking married, Kate,” he’d hissed in her ear, his breath hot and ragged as he drove his cock deeper, stretching her cunt to its limits. “Does your husband fuck you like this? Does he make you come so hard you forget your own fucking name?” She’d shaken her head, her muffled whimpers only spurring him on. When he came, it was with a roar, his cum splashing from her ass crack to her shoulder blades, marking her with searing ropes of jizz.

Afterward, she’d lain there, trembling, her pussy still fluttering from the force of his onslaught. But even then, as guilt clawed at her insides like a rabid animal, she couldn’t deny the way her body craved him—the way it always would.

By the time she found herself waiting outside his apartment tonight, all pretense of decency had been stripped away. She was nothing but a desperate, panting mess, her pussy soaking through her skirt as she stood in the shadows, waiting for him. When he finally appeared, she felt a vicious pang of jealousy that only made her wetter. He caught sight of her immediately, his smirk widening as he opened his door and beckoned her inside without a word.

Dante groaned, his cock twitching in her mouth, bringing her back to the present. “You’re such a filthy slut,” he growled, his voice thick with lust. “Ol’ Ronnie would be so fucking disappointed if he saw you like this.”

The words sent a jolt of shame through her, but it made the hot, wet juices drip out of her pussy and down her legs. She was a bad wife, a bad person, but she didn’t care. All that mattered was the cock in her mouth, the man who owned her body and soul.

“I don’t care!” she gasped between slurps of his dripping black cock. “You’re the one I want! Only you!”

Dante hissed with pleasure. He had taught her what he liked to hear, and she was a good fucking student.

Finally, he reached down and pulled her to her feet. Her knees had barely left the carpet before he was folding her over the arm of the couch like a broken doll. Her ass jutting out, pert and quivering, was an open invitation, and Dante wasn’t one to decline.

His cock, a monstrous pillar of ebony flesh, throbbed against the crack of her ass, the heat of it searing her skin even through the thin layer of sweat that slicked her body. He didn’t bother with foreplay—didn’t need to. Her cunt had been weeping for him all weekend, dripping down her inner thighs. Proof enough, she was ready. Or at least as ready as she’d ever be for what he was about to do to her.

“Who do you want?” Dante growled, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her spine. He slapped her ass hard, the sharp crack of his palm against her flesh making her yelp. The sting bloomed into a delicious heat that spread through her body, making her pussy clench tighter. “Me or Ronnie?”

“You,” Kate whimpered, her face pressed into the rough fabric of the couch.

Dante’s breath hitched—a predator’s laugh—as he speared forward without warning. The stretch burned, Kate’s cunt yielding to that monstrous girth inch by brutal inch. Her scream dissolved into choked sobs as he bottomed out, balls slapping against her drool-slicked thighs. “There it is!” he grunted appreciatively, fingers twisting in her brassy curls like reins. “There’s my tight little married pussy!”

The musk of their mingled sweat filled her nostrils—salt and iron and shame—as he withdrew slowly, dragging veined ridges against trembling inner walls before slamming home again. She felt his sac swing heavy against her clit with each piston-like thrust. “Sarah tried hiding how bad she wanted this,” he panted, hips snapping harder as Kate bit the couch cushions. “But you?” A calloused palm cracked across her ass cheek, leaving scarlet fingerprints on moon-pale flesh. “You beg for it like a bitch in heat.”

His free hand fisted her copper hair, yanking back until back bowed. Kate’s wail became a wet moan as he covered her mouth with his lips, his tongue snaking into her mouth. “Now,” he hissed. “Thank me for ruining that tight married cunt.”

When his thumb found her swollen clit, rubbing circles through slick arousal and his own leaking pre-cum, Kate shattered. “Thank you!” The strangled cry burned her throat, but she couldn’t stop. “Thank you for ruining my pussy!”

She convulsed around him like a fleshlight come alive; her pale thighs twitching as her juices spattered the floor beneath them—the final humiliation blooming hot between her thighs while Dante laughed.

“Good girl,” he chuckled, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave bruises. And then he slammed forward again. Her cunt was stretched impossibly wide around his girth, every inch of him claiming her in a way that left no room for doubt: This was his pussy now. Ron could never compare. Not with his thin, pale dick that barely touched her walls. No, Dante was a fucking beast, and he had ruined her for her husband and anyone else.

“Do you think Sarah took it like that?” Dante taunted, his voice dripping with malice. He leaned over her, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered taunting words that made her cunt clench around him. “She begged for it. Let me fuck her raw, let me fill her up. Do you think she’s carrying my baby right now?”

The words were a knife to her heart, twisting deep. Dante had wanted to make her pregnant before, but she had always resisted. If she got pregnant, the life she knew was over. Ron would know, the office would know. Everyone would know that she was a cheating whore for Dante.

But the thought of Sarah carrying Dante’s baby filled Kate with searing jealousy mixed with sickening arousal. She hated herself for how wet his taunts made her, how much she wanted to be the one he filled with his seed.

“Please,” she whimpered, her voice barely above a whisper. “Please, Dante.”

“Please what?” he demanded, pulling out until only the tip of his cock remained inside her. He hovered there, teasing her with the promise of relief before slamming back in hard enough to make her scream. Her already sopping pussy squelched obscenely as he picked up speed. “Tell me what you want.”

“Fill me up with your cum,” she begged, the words slipping from her lips like a confession. “I need it. I need you.”

Dante chuckled darkly, his hips never slowing as he fucked her into oblivion. “That’s what I wanted to hear.”

Dante was relentless, pounding her with renewed vigor as his hips snapped forward in a punishing rhythm that left her breathless. She couldn't keep up, her cries of pleasure turning to desperate sobs as he drove into her like a man possessed. Her body was his to command, and she felt herself spiraling toward the peak of another orgasm so intense it threatened to break her completely. But, just as she neared the edge, Dante jerked back, denying her the release she needed.

“Please!” she wailed, tears streaking her cheeks as she clawed at the couch cushions. “Please don’t stop!” But he did stop, over and over, pulling out until her cunt was empty and desperate, clinging to his throbbing cock as he stalled just long enough to drive her insane. The torture was exquisite, a mix of pleasure and longing that made her entire body burn with need.

“Almost there?” Dante taunted, each word a brutal lash. He pumped into her again, his balls slapping against her dripping cunt, throwing her right back toward the summit. “Gonna come?” She nodded frantically, unable to form words as her pussy clenched down on him, ready to explode. Again, he pulled away, smirking at the ragged sob that tore from her lips. “Not yet, Kate. Not until I say so.”

The denial was unbearable, and she was nothing but a trembling, incoherent mess, her sobs filling the air as she begged him to let her finish. “I need to come! Please, Dante!” But her pleas only made him chuckle darkly as he stretched the torment longer, her need for him consuming every thought, every sensation.

She was raw and aching, her pussy clasping to him with each slow withdrawal, her juices splattering the floor, proof of how badly she wanted him. But he was ruthless, holding back every time she got close, savoring the way her pale body bucked and writhed on his ebony cock, close but never able to finish. Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore, the denial building to a fever pitch that shattered her last ounce of pride. Her voice cracked, breathless and broken.

“Please let me come! I’ll do anything!” She was sobbing in earnest now, every word a desperate gasp for mercy. “Fill me up! I want it! I need it!”

“You want my baby?” he hissed, holding back his cock while her tight little ass screwed backward, begging him for more. “You want Ron to know who you really belong to?”

"Yes!" she sobbed, her mind gone. Only her body and Dante’s beautiful black cock remained. Ron had been burned from her mind by her primal need. "I want it! I want your baby!”

Dante chuckled low, thumb pressing against her fluttering asshole as his cockhead teased her swollen entrance. "Ol’ Ronnie gonna raise my child? Kiss my bastard goodnight after you suck me dry?"

The humiliation burned through her veins like rocket fuel. Her cunt clenched around nothing as slickness painted her inner thighs. "I don’t care!" she gasped, arching desperately against his restraining hand. "Make me walk home dripping your cum - let mu husband see what I am! Let everyone see!"

His sudden brutal thrust drew a scream she felt in her teeth. "Louder," he growled, slapping her ass hard enough to leave fingerprints on milky flesh. "Let my neighbors hear it!"

"BREED ME!" The words ripped from somewhere feral and broken inside her chest as he pistoned into her cunt, the fat tip adding exquisite pain and pleasure to her womb. "Fuck your baby into me! PleasepleasePLE-”

Kate’s body shuddered violently, her back arching upward as Dante’s thick, ebony cock pulsed deep inside her, flooding her pussy with his creamy, white-hot seed. The sensation was overwhelming, a tidal wave of forbidden pleasure that made her clench around him like a vice, milking every drop from his throbbing shaft. Her mind was a whirlwind of shame and ecstasy, the taboo thrill of being claimed by this dominant, dark-skinned god making her pussy clench even tighter. She could feel his cum invading her womb, the possibility of his seed taking root sending vicious aftershocks of pleasure surging through her body.

“Oh fuck, Dante,” she moaned, her voice trembling with a mixture of pleasure and guilt. Her fingers dug into the couch as her orgasm continued to ripple through her, each wave more intense than the last. She could feel his cock twitching inside her, still buried to the hilt, as if he was trying to deposit every last drop of his potent load deep within her fertile cunt.

Finally, Dante pulled out, his massive dick glistening with their combined juices. He reached for his phone, capturing the raw, debauched image of Kate bent over the couch, her ass in the air, his cum bubbling out of her well-fucked pussy.

“This one is for my personal collection,” he chuckled, as Kate continued to twitch on the couch. He bent over her, his black body a warm, heavy blanket that pressed her to the sofa. “Now, text your husband,” he murmured in her ear. “Tell him you’ll be home late. Make whatever excuse you want, but I want to fill you up at least two more times before I send you home to ol’ Ronnie!”

Kate whimpered, her cunt clenching at the thought of being fucked two more times. Fresh cum belched from her swollen lips and dripped down her quivering thighs. Her fingers trembled as she reached for her phone. She typed out a quick message to her unsuspecting husband, lying through her teeth as she claimed to be “out with the girls.” The hypocrisy of it all only heightened her arousal, her cunt clenching again at the thought of how easily she was betraying him for Dante’s thick, black cock.

As she set the phone down, Dante turned and strode toward the bathroom, his body a masterpiece of rippling muscle and dark, glistening skin. Kate couldn’t help but admire the way his ass clenched with each step, the powerful curve of his back tapering down to his narrow waist. His ebony cock swung heavily between his legs, still semi-hard and coated with the creamy froth of their combined lust. She felt a fresh rush of wetness between her thighs as she realized how completely she had surrendered to him. She was his now—his fuck toy, his property, his baby mama—and the thought made her pussy ache with need despite being so thoroughly fucked.

Finally, she pushed herself up off the couch and staggered on shaky legs to the bathroom, her thighs sticky with his cum. She didn’t know if she could take being fucked two more times, then make it home to Ron.

But, for Dante, she would sure as hell try.
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Monday at work was a nightmare! Sarah did her best to avoid Dante. But everywhere she turned, he was there. In the copy room, in Janet’s office, smirking at her from over Kate’s shoulder in the break room. And every time she saw him, she was reminded of the last image he had sent her, of Kate on her knees, her pink lips stretched around Dante’s big, black cock. She remembered specifically the glaze of lust in Kate’s eyes, a look of intense happiness, and it filled Sarah with envy and rage.

By 5:00 PM Sarah was sprinting through the parking garage towards her car, only to freeze mid-step at the sight of him leaning against her car.

The air seemed to thicken and Sarah’s skin prickled and her nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. Dante’s broad shoulders cast a long shadow over the pavement, his predatory gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that made her knees weak. All that time evading him, only to face him here, alone and exposed.

“Why have you been avoiding me?” Dante’s voice was low, a growl that sent a shiver down her spine and made her pussy clench. That didn’t stop her from stabbing an accusing finger at his chest, her anger and jealousy bubbling to the surface.

“Why did you send me that picture?” she snapped, then looked around to see if anyone was watching. She turned back to him, her voice a hissed whisper. “Of Kate sucking your cock? Do you have any idea how much that fucking hurt me? I thought what we did was... was special! You said I was the one!”

She knew the words sounded dumb even as she spat them out. Like some crazed girl jilted ghosted after a one-night stand.

Dante’s lips curled into a smug smirk. “Where were you when you saw the picture?”

Sarah hesitated, her cheeks flushing as she remembered the moment. Henry sleeping beside her, while she was still coming down from finering away her frustration. “I was at home,” she admitted.

“In bed?”

“Yes!” she snapped, her anger flaring again. “With my husband!”

“Right,” Dante murmured, closing the gap between them, pressing her back against the car. “So you went home and fucked your husband after you left me. Was it any good?”

Sarah’s face burned with shame and fury. “That’s none of your business!” she hissed.

“Riiight,” Dante chuckled, unfazed by her anger. “So you went home and had sex with your husband while Kate came over and fucked me. How is what I did any worse than what you did?”

Sarah opened her mouth to snap back, but no words came out. Her mind spun with conflicting emotions. Her loyalty to Henry, her jealousy over Kate, and her overwhelming lust for Dante were all battling for control.

Dante’s smile was smug as he opened the passenger side of his car, an unspoken invitation hanging in the air. Sarah’s heart thumped, her body trembling with anticipation and fear. She could feel the wetness between her thighs, undeniable evidence of a need she couldn’t ignore.

For a moment, she hesitated, her eyes darting between Dante and the car. Her body was screaming at her to get in, to give in to the lust that was burning her from the inside out.

With a shaky breath, she stepped forward and slid into the passenger seat, her heart racing as Dante closed the door behind her. The interior of the car was warm, his scent washing over her like a wave, musk and sweat and manliness.

Dante climbed into the driver’s seat, his movements slow and deliberate. He turned to look at her, a lazy smile on his lips. “You made the right choice,” he murmured, his voice a velvet rumble that made her pussy throb.

Sarah’s breath hitched as he started the car, the engine’s purr mirroring the deep throb in her core. She didn’t know where they were going, but she didn’t care. All she knew was that she was about to indulge in something sinful, something that would leave her trembling and begging for more.

The car pulled out of the parking lot, the streetlights casting eerie shadows on their faces. Sarah’s mind was a whirlwind of thoughts, but one thing was clear: she was about to cross a line she could never uncross. And she couldn’t fucking wait.
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THE SECOND THE DOOR clicked shut behind them, Dante’s hands were on her. There was no sweetness, no coaxing—just ownership. His thick fingers flicked open the top button of her blouse. Then the next. The third. The silk gaped open, spilling her pale tits into the cool air, and she didn’t even have time to gasp before he was peeling the fabric off her shoulders like he was unwrapping a gift meant only for him.

Dante placed hot, dark hands on her pale shoulders, slowly, inexorably, pushing her to the floor. The hardwood bit into Sarah’s knees as Dante loomed above her, heat radiating from his body like a furnace. His zipper hissed open, and her breath hitched at the thick curve of him springing free—obsidian flesh glistening under dim light, veins pulsing, his thick, salty pre-cum oozing from the purple-black tip.

Her phone suddenly buzzed, sending a shiver of fear through her. She didn’t want to answer it, couldn’t answer it, but Dante decided for her, pulling her phone from her purse and pressing it against her ear.

"Hey, babe,” Henry’s voice. Sweet, oblivious Henry. “Just wondering when you’re coming home?”

Sarah opened her mouth to answer, but Dante's hand clamped over the back of her neck, forcing her to jerk forward as his cock—God! That monster cock—thrust against her lips. Pre-cum glistened on the angry purple-black head, and the smell of him, musk and salt and primal, flooded her nostrils.

"Yeah, I—I’m fine," she managed, voice strangled, as the thick crown slapped wetly against her tongue.

"Janet keeping you late again?"

Was that suspicion in his voice? Fear and guilt filling her until she wanted to explode. She needed to leave, to tell Henry, to stop this—

Dante didn’t give her a chance to answer. His hips snapped forward, ramming his fat black dick down her throat so deep her vision splintered, her guilt shattering under the pressure. Tears sprang to her eyes instantly, drool spilling past her lips. God, it was so BIG! Suffocating. She could taste his pulsed against the back of her tongue.

"Mhhm—yes," she choked out, fingers scrabbling at Dante’s thighs. His balls slapped wetly against her chin, heavy as ripe fruit, and the obscene gluck-gluck-gluck of her throat struggling around him echoed in the quiet apartment. “You know... gluck... how she is.”

"Are you OK? You sound like you’re choking."

Damn. The irony was so sick it made her pussy clench, slick dripping onto her thighs. Dante's cock retreated just enough to let her gasp, then rammed back in, fucking her face with slow, filthy precision. His thick fingers twined in her hair, twisting tight enough to hurt, forcing her nose into the rough thatch of curls at the base of his shaft. Every inch of him was brutal—the thick veins dragging against her lips, the swollen head nudging the tight ring of her throat, the way he grunted when she gagged around him.

"I—I’m fine." Her voice cracked. “I just... some coffee went down the wrong pipe.”

"Oh,” Henry murmured, not completely convinced. “Sorry.”

The shame burned like fire. Because even as Henry believed her lies, her body was betraying him. Her cunt clenched and unclenched, her nipples puckered tight, and every vicious thrust of Dante’s hips sent shockwaves straight to her clit.

As Henry was thinking of something to say, Dante pulled out of her bruised lips and pointed the dripping head at her face. God! He was going to come on her face while Henry was still on the phone! The moment he erupted, Sarah’s world became a sticky, shameful mess. His thick, throbbing shaft pulsed violently in his grip, his release painting her delicate face with pearlescent ropes of cum. The first spurt hit her cheek, warm and thick, sliding down her skin like a perverse tear. The second splashed across her lips, globs of semen clinging to the curve of her mouth as she gasped, her voice trembling. The third landed on her chin, a heavy bead that dripped down onto her neck, leaving a glistening trail in its wake. Her wide eyes blinked rapidly, lashes fluttering against the weight of his jizz, her breath hitching as she tried to process the obscenity of it all.

“I... I have to go,” she gurgled into the phone, her voice cracking, the words bubbling through the sticky film of Dante’s release that coated her mouth. “I love you.”

The cum pooled at the corners of her lips, spilling down her chin as she spoke, each syllable a shameful confession. Her heart hammered in her chest, her body trembling as she hung up, the phone slipping from her fingers and clattering to the floor.

Dante loomed over her, his chest heaving, his dick still glistening with the remnants of his release. A low, dark chuckle rumbled from his throat as he watched her, his eyes raking over her cum-streaked face with a possessive hunger.

“You did good, Sarah,” he murmured. “Poor Henry. If he could only see how much you love him.” His hand reached out, fingers brushing against her cheek, smearing his cum further across her skin. She winced at the touch, her body shivering with a mix of revulsion and a need for his touch.

“Why?” she choked out, her voice breaking as she looked up at him, tears mingling with the sticky mess on her face. “Why do you have to be so cruel?”

Dante didn’t answer. Instead, he simply held out his hand, his palm upturned, an unspoken command in his gaze.

Sarah hesitated, her eyes flickering between his hand and his face. Her body was a mess of conflicting emotions—shame, desire, fear, and something darker, something that made her stomach clench with forbidden heat. Slowly, tentatively, she reached out and took his hand, her fingers trembling as they closed around his. He pulled her to her feet with ease, his grip firm, almost bruising.

Her discarded clothes lay in a crumpled heap on the floor, a silent testament to the depravity she had just endured. Her nipples were still hard, pebbled against the cool air, and her thighs glistened with the evidence of what he’d done to her. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet there was a thrill in that vulnerability, a sickening pull that made her follow him without protest.

Dante led her toward the bathroom, his grip never loosening. Sarah’s steps were unsteady, her legs weak from the force of their encounter. Her reflection in the mirror caught her eye as they passed—her face was a canvas of his lust, streaks of cum clinging to her skin, her lips swollen and glistening. She looked debauched, ruined, and yet there was a part of her that reveled in it, that wanted it. Deserved it.

The bathroom was warm, steam already beginning to rise from the shower as Dante turned the water on. He stepped inside, pulling her with him, his body pressing against hers as the water cascaded over them both. His hands moved over her skin, washing away the evidence of what he’d done, but the memory of it lingered, etched into her very being.

Sarah’s breath hitched as his fingers trailed lower, brushing against the sensitive skin between her thighs. She knew what was coming next, and despite everything—despite the shame, the guilt, the fear—she couldn’t deny the heat that coiled in her belly, the ache that demanded to be satisfied. Dante’s lips brushed against her ear, his breath hot and heavy as he whispered words that made her shiver.

“You’re mine,” he growled, his voice low and possessive. “And you’ll take everything I give you.”

And she would. She always did.
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Sarah thought Dante would take her there, in the shower. Instead, he reached down and slowly squirted some soap, woody and sweet, into his dark hand. He reached up, and she flinched, sinking back against the shower wall.

“Relax,” he murmured, and sank his strong fingers into her scalp, rubbing the soap into her hair. She moaned, enjoying the feeling as foam dripped down her face, collecting in Dante’s cum. He continued to murmur to her as he washed her cheeks, removing the evidence of his lust, only to leave behind the constant burning ache between her thighs.

His hands moved with unexpected tenderness, palms gliding soap over her shoulders, down the slope of her spine, kneading the tension from muscles still coiled from earlier violation. Warm water sluiced through her hair as he tilted her head back, fingers massaging shampoo into her scalp with a gentleness that made her throat tighten. She’d braced for roughness, for the bite of his nails or the bruise of his grip—not this... devotion.

“You thought I’d fuck you, didn’t you?” he murmured against her ear, thumb circling the hollow of her throat where his cum had dripped earlier. His other hand trailed lower, suds spilling over the swell of her breasts. “There’s plenty of time for that.”

Sarah’s breath hitched as his touch drifted past her navel—teasing, not taking—skimming the crease of her thigh instead of plunging between them. Confusion warred with need. His lips brushed the shell of her ear as he spoke again, voice roughened by memory.

“I am going to fuck you.” His fingers tightened imperceptibly on her hip. “I’m going to ruin you for your husband.”

The ache between Sarah’s legs throbbed in time with her heartbeat as his hand finally—finally—cupped her pussy, soap making his touch glide like silk over swollen flesh. A whimper escaped her as he traced lazy circles around her clit, his other arm banding around her waist to keep her upright.

“But...” He nipped at her pulse point, words vibrating against damp skin. “I want you clean when you break.”

His middle finger slid inside without warning, curling upward to stroke that secret place that made stars burst behind her eyelids. Sarah’s knees buckled; Dante caught her effortlessly, lifting until her legs wrapped around his waist, water cascading over them both as he fucked her with slow precision. Every drag of his finger mimicked a cock’s thrust—shallow at first, then deeper, harder—while his thumb pressed relentless circles against her clit.

“That’s it,” he growled as she shook against him, forehead pressed to his collarbone. “Give it to me.”

The orgasm tore through Sarah—a raw scream trapped behind clenched teeth as she spasmed around his hand. Dante drank every twitch greedily murmuring filthy praise into sweat-damp hair: "Perfect... mine... ruin everything for me...”

When he finally stilled, she was a boneless trembling wreck clutched tight against chest, still heaving from exertion. He held her aloft, Sarah’s bare body slick and flushed, cradled against his dripping ebony chest. She could feel his cock, hot and heavy, pressing against her thigh, but he wasn’t giving her what she wanted—not yet.

He laid her down on his bed, the sheets cool against her overheated skin, and climbed over her. His hands moved with devotion, caressing her body like he was memorizing every inch of her. His fingers trailed down her stomach, teasing her thighs, before finally slipping between her legs. Sarah gasped, her hips jerking as he dipped a single finger into her dripping slit. “Fuck,” she whispered, her voice shaking, but Dante didn’t stop there. He added another finger, fucking her with slow, deliberate strokes, curling them to hit the spongy roof of her cunt and making her see stars.

“You want to know why I’m cruel,” he asked, his voice low and rough. He swabbed her clit with his fingers, then shoved them back into her weeping cunt, making her gasp. “My mother cheated on my father their whole marriage. When he found out, he left me with her.” Another stab of fingers, another moan of pleasure as his words sunk in. “So, she had the guy she was fucking move in. And he was a bastard. He hit her...”

“What?” Sarah’s breath hitched, her mind catching up to his words. “No!”

“Oh, yeah. Hit me too.” Dante grunted, but his fingers never stopped moving, sliding inside her, using her juices to rub her swollen nub, then plunge back in. “So, one night, I’m fourteen and I decide to stand up to him.”

“No!” Sarah said again and gripped his ebony wrist in her pale fingers. Dante paused, hand halfway inside her cunt. He flicked the tips, making her inner flesh quiver.

“Oh, yeah. He beat me until I was bloody, cracked two of my ribs. And you want to know where my mother was?”

Sarah didn’t want to want to hear, but she needed to. “Where?”

“Waiting, all washed and ready in her bed, so she could fuck him.”

“Oh, God! That’s—that’s—”

Dante pulled her hand off his wrist and stabbed his hot, hard fingers into her. Her cunt clasped around him, sucking him in even as her mind tried to make sense of his confession.

“I could hear her,” he hissed. “I could hear her screaming his fucking name while I lay there, helpless. She let him fuck her right there, in the next room, like I didn’t exist.” His fingers stabbed that sweet, sweet spot that made her moan, but his words were like a knife to her chest. Sarah’s skin was on fire, her body trembling with the conflicting sensations—his fingers fucking her, his voice breaking her heart.

"That's when I knew what I wanted," he continued. "To take a woman like her—married, respectable—and make her betray everything for me. Her body. Her heart. Her soul."

Sarah’s breath hitched as Dante’s voice slithered into her ear, a serpent coiling around her brain. Her body betrayed her, her back arching involuntarily, her nipples hardening into stiff peaks. She could feel the wet slick spilling out around his fingers, even as her mind screamed that this was wrong, so fucking wrong.

“Fuck, you’re so wet for me,” he growled. “You’re fucking dripping for me. Not for your husband. Me.”

Sarah moaned as she thought of Henry, remembered his voice on the phone as Dante unloaded in his cum on her face, marking his territory even as the words ‘I love you’ bubbled on her lips.

That’s what Dante wanted. To break her down, ruin her, just so he could build her back into what? What would she become if she gave him everything?

She didn’t have time to think about that because Dante suddenly pulled out of her, leaving her hungry cunt to swallow emptily. She moaned and twitched on the bed, her body screaming for release.

Dante positioned himself between her snow-white thighs, his huge cock poised and throbbing against her pale pink slit. She was soaked, glistening, as he ran the angry purple-black head up her swollen lips.

“Look at me,” he commanded, and she obeyed, her eyes locking with his as he pushed inside her in one brutal thrust. Sarah cried out, a mixture of pain and pleasure tearing through her as he filled her completely, stretching her pussy to its limits. He was so fucking big, so fucking thick, and she could feel every inch of him as he buried himself to the hilt.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his voice rough with need. “You’re so fucking tight.” He pulled out almost all the way before slamming back in, setting a relentless pace that had her screaming his name. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, wet and obscene, as he fucked her with hard, deep strokes that hit her in just the right spot every time.

Sarah’s pale fingers clawed into Dante’s dark shoudlers like a feral animal. Her body was a writhing, trembling mess beneath him, hips bucking wildly with every powerful thrust, her back arching and her head tossing helplessly from side to side. She could feel herself unraveling, her entire being consumed by the relentless force of his black, veiny cock slamming into her dripping cunt. Each brutal drive of his hips was a merciless reminder of how good it felt to be filled by him—better than anything she’d ever known—and she could feel her pussy clenching around his shaft like a greedy, wet vice. She was a woman possessed, her mind a haze of shame and need that left no room for thought or regret. Her skin was on fire, every nerve ending raw and exposed, and despite everything, she found herself craving more. She was losing herself to him, and she couldn’t stop it. She didn’t want to stop it.

The orgasm was building deep inside her, a tidal wave of pleasure drawing back with every thrust, ready to crash over her and drown her completely. Her screams grew louder, mixing with his rough grunts, obscene echoes bouncing off the walls and filling the room with the sounds of flesh on flesh. How had this happened? How had she gone from a devoted wife, sure of her place in the world, to a quivering slut, desperate for another man’s cock? When had she started caring less about what this meant for her and Henry, and more about what she would have to do to unleash the dark and fantastic pleasures Dante was offering? Her mind fought against the storm, but her body surrendered utterly, completely. She screamed his name, begged him for more. She wouldn’t be able to hold back this time; she was going to give him everything.

“Fuck, Dante, I’m going to CUM!” she moaned, her voice a broken, breathless whimper. Her thighs trembled, her toes curling as another climax hit her like a freight train. Her pussy clenched around his cock, a wet, greedy hole milking him for every drop of pleasure. Her world exploded into a haze of white-hot bliss as she came hard, harder than she ever had before, her body a spasming, convulsing wreck.

And still he pounded into her, relentless, punishing her body with each vicious thrust. Sarah couldn’t take it, couldn’t handle the intensity, her mind and heart and body at war with each other.

“My turn!” Dante hissed through gritted teeth. “I’m going to take that pussy! Make it mine!”

Sarah felt him—his cock buried deep inside her, the tip nudging the entrance to her womb. This was the moment Dante had been waiting for, the moment he took everything. A primal need made her cunt clench around him, sucking him in even as her mind screamed at her to stop! If he did this, if he planted a seed in her womb, everything she was, everything she thought she had built with Henry, would be over.

“Don’t cum inside me!” she cried suddenly. “Please, Dante, pull out!”

Dante’s face was a canvas of conflicting emotions—hurt, anger, and raw, unrelenting need battling for dominance. His jaw clenched, his dark eyes burning with a mix of lust and frustration. He wanted to fucking ruin her, to pump his seed deep into her tight little cunt and claim her in the most primal way possible. But the tears welling in her eyes, the sheer panic in her voice, made him hesitate.

“You can’t,” she sobbed, her hands pressing against his chest in a feeble attempt to push him away. “Please!”

Dante’s body tensed, his cock twitching inside her as he fought the urge to give in to his own release. His face carried all the loss and pain that had been stored up inside him for years. Again, Sarah felt a pang of something. Regret? Empathy?

Love?

Then the pain on his face was gone, replaced by a cold look of pure need. He was going to do it. He was going to come inside of her! Her fear, her pleas, meant nothing. All that mattered was Dante’s own vengeful lust.

Sarah closed her eyes, resigned. Her cunt spasmed, her body willing even if her heart still clung to Henry. It was better this way; she told herself. This way, it wasn’t really her fault.

A scream shattered the night. Both Sarah and Dante froze, their heads snapping toward the doorway where Kate stood, her face twisted with rage and betrayal. Her chest heaved with ragged breaths, eyes blazing.

“Dante!” Kate screamed, her voice breaking with raw emotion. “What are you doing?”
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Sarah’s heart fucking stopped. She was naked, exposed, her body still glistening with sweat and the evidence of their fucking. Dante was still partially inside her, his cock slick and throbbing, a testament to their betrayal. And Kate—her best friend, her rival—stood in the doorway, her world crumbling around her.

“What are you doing?” Kate's voice sounded far away. Sarah’s tight white pussy pulsed around Dante’s cock. Dante pulled out in a slow glide, leaving Sarah’s cunt weeping and raw, her entire body shivering with loss and relief.

“You’re just in time,” Dante chuckled, turning to face Kate.

Kate’s chest heaved with ragged breaths, copper curls bouncing as if electrified by her anger. Sarah watched, frozen, as Dante closed the gap between them. Her heart was a runaway train, her face burning, her body trembling. The mix of shame and relief left her paralyzed.

“You told me I was the one!” Kate’s voice cracked, heavy with betrayal. “You said she meant nothing to you!”

Dante was impossibly calm as he approached Kate’s short, trembling body.

“She doesn’t,” he said. “I told you. You were just in time.”

The words struck Sarah deep in her heart. Nothing? I mean nothing.

The glimmer in Kate’s eyes shifted, her anger tangled with disbelief. Sarah wanted to hide, to disappear. Instead, she lay exposed on the bed, starkly aware of how wet she was, how badly she needed him.

Dante’s dark form towered over Kate’s pale, freckled body. He placed his hands on her shoulders, grinning at Sarah over Kate’s copper curls.

“She was never going to give me what you would,” he murmured. “She was too scared. Too in love! That’s why you were the one, Kate.”

His hands moved to her stomach, lifting her blouse and brushing Kate’s creamy skin with his dark fingers. “You already gave me everything.”

Sarah gasped, her eyes glued to Kate’s stomach. No! It couldn’t be. Yet, it was true. Kate had given Dante what Sarah wouldn’t.

Kate had given Dante her womb.

Kate’s fury wavered, gave way to smug satisfaction. Her lips curled into a wicked grin as Dante unzipped her skirt, letting it pool at her feet. “I’m the one,” she echoed, her voice filled with triumph. “I knew it.” She cast a smug look at Sarah, who was burning with humiliation and envy. “I’m the one who loves him. I’m the only one willing to have his beautiful black babies.”

Kate’s words burned in Sarah’s ears as Dante slipped off her blouse and bra, her pert breasts bouncing free, nipples hard as pebbles. She took Dante’s hands and placed them on her pale tits. Dante’s fingers dug into her flesh, pulling her close as Sarah watched. Humiliated. Empty. She wanted to look away, to deny Kate the pleasure of seeing how deeply her words cut. But she couldn’t.

Dante’s thumbs circled Kate’s nipples roughly before sliding down her ribcage. His palms engulfed her waist—ebony against cream—fingers splaying across constellations of freckles as he dragged his touch lower. Sarah bit her lip watching those dark hands claim every inch of Kate’s tight curves, thumbs hooking into the lace of her panties while his mouth crashed against hers in a devouring kiss.

“See how she takes what’s I have to give?” Dante growled against Kate’s lips, fingers digging into her hips as he backed her toward the bed. His cock bobbed obscenely between them, glistening with Sarah’s juices as he pressed Kate’s knees apart. “No hesitation. No shame.”

Sarah flinched when Kate’s moan hit the air—high and needy as Dante’s hand plunged between her thighs. His wrist flexed violently beneath copper curls, knuckles disappearing into freckled flesh, while Kate arched off the mattress with a broken cry. The wet squelch of fingers pistoning inside her best friend’s pussy made Sarah’s cunt clench around nothingness.

“Fuck!” Kate writhed like a speared fish, legs splayed wide as Dante added a third finger without mercy. “Yes! God yes! Make me come for you!”

Sarah pressed trembling thighs together as slickness soaked through the sheets beneath her ass. Her traitorous body burned, watching those thick black digits disappear into pink folds, Kate’s inner thighs glazed with arousal.

“Beg,” Dante commanded through gritted teeth, curling his fingers upward until Kate screamed.

“Pleasepleaseplease!” Her manicured nails shredded the sheets as he punished that spongy spot Sarah remembered all too well. “I need your cock! Fuck your baby into me! Breed me right in front of—”

The orgasm ripped through Kate like lightning—back bowing off the bed as she drenched Dante’s hand in hot pulses. He withdrew glistening fingers slowly, holding Sarah’s gaze as he sucked them clean with obscene relish.

“Still think you made the right choice?” he taunted Sarah while positioning his cock at Kate’s dripping entrance.

Before she could answer he slammed his ebony cock home in one brutal thrust—stretching freckled thighs wide around his hips as Kate shrieked in ecstasy. Sarah choked on a sob watching that monstrous black shaft disappear inside what used to be her best friend.

“Oh GOD!” Kate wailed as Dante set a punishing rhythm that made her tits bounce violently. “Fuck yes! Fill me up! Knock me up! I want it I want it I WANT—”

Her words dissolved into primal screams when Dante flipped her onto all fours without pulling out—the new angle making his balls slap against swollen labia with every jackhammer thrust. Sarah crawled backward until the head board bit her spine, unable to look away as she watched Dante’s massive, ebony cock slide in and out of Kate’s dripping cunt with a wet, rhythmic squelch. The room was thick with the scent of sweat and sex, the air heavy with the sounds of Kate’s moans and the slap of flesh against flesh. Kate’s pale skin glistened under the dim light, her nipples hard and pebbled, her back arched as she took every inch of Dante’s monstrous shaft. Sarah’s stomach churned with a mix of disgust and arousal, her own pussy betraying her with a traitorous throb as she watched her friend’s body surrender completely.

Dante’s eyes locked onto Sarah’s, his gaze predatory, a smirk playing on his lips as he fucked Kate harder, deeper, making her scream. “You see that, Sarah?” he growled, his voice low and commanding. “This is what you could’ve had. But now you only get to watch.”

Sarah’s cheeks burned with shame, but she couldn’t look away. Her eyes were drawn to the way Kate’s pussy stretched around Dante’s girth, the way her juices dripped down her thighs, the way her body trembled with every thrust. She felt a pang of jealousy, a sickening twist in her gut, and something else—something hot and wet between her own legs.

When Dante finally pulled out of Kate with a wet pop, Sarah’s breath caught in her throat. His cock glistened with Kate’s juices, thick and swollen, the purple-black head dripping with her arousal. He turned to Sarah, his eyes dark with lust. “Come here,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Sarah hesitated, her heart pounding in her chest. She wanted to run, to scream, to do anything but obey. But her body betrayed her, moving almost of its own accord as she crawled across the bed toward him, breasts swinging beneath her body, nipples hard. Her hands trembled as she reached for his cock, the smell of Kate thick, the musky scent of her friend’s lust mingling with Dante’s own masculine scent.

“Open your mouth,” Dante ordered, his voice a low growl.

Sarah’s lips parted reluctantly, her tongue darting out to taste the unfamiliar mix of flavors on his cock. The tang of Kate’s juices was overwhelming, sharp and sweet, mixed with the salty taste of Dante’s pre-cum. She gagged slightly as he pushed his cock into her mouth, the thick shaft stretching her lips wide. She could feel the veins pulsing against her tongue, the weight of him heavy on her palate.

“Suck it,” Dante commanded, his hand tangling in her hair as he guided her head back and forth. “Taste her. Taste what you’re missing.”

Sarah’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked, her tongue swirling around his shaft, lapping up every drop of Kate’s juices. The taste was foreign, intoxicating, and she hated how much it turned her on. Her pussy clenched as she imagined how it would feel to have him inside her, filling her the way he filled Kate.

Dante pulled his cock from her mouth with a wet pop, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Good girl,” he purred, his voice dripping with condescension. “Now get between her legs. Make her ready for me again.”

Sarah’s stomach churned at the command, but she obeyed, crawling between Kate’s pale thighs. Kate’s pussy was glistening, swollen and wet, her clit throbbing. Sarah hesitated, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she stared at the intimate part of her friend that she had never seen so exposed.

“Lick her,” Dante ordered. “Make yourself useful.”

Sarah whimpered, but her tongue darted out all the same, brushing against Kate’s folds. The taste was overwhelming, salty and sweet, and she gagged slightly as she lapped at her friend’s juices. Kate moaned, her hips bucking against Sarah’s face as she buried her tongue deeper, exploring the wet heat of her friend’s sopping hole.

“That’s it,” Dante growled, his hand tangling in Sarah’s hair as he guided her movements. “Fuck her with your tongue. Make her scream.”

Sarah obeyed, her tongue plunging into Kate’s tight cunt, lapping at her juices as she worked her clit with her fingers. Kate’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she approached the edge. Sarah could feel the tension building in her friend’s body, the way her pussy clenched around her tongue, the way her clit throbbed under her fingers.

“Cum for me,” Dante commanded.

Kate screamed as she came, her body convulsing with pleasure as Sarah continued to lick and suck at her pussy. The taste of her friend’s cum was overwhelming, spilling onto her tongue, and Sarah hated how much it turned her on. Her own pussy was soaked, her clit throbbing, wanting nothing more than to be filled by Dante’s cock.

But Dante wasn’t going to fuck her, she knew that now. She had denied him what he wanted, so he would give his glorious cock, his pumping seed, to Kate instead. Sarah gasped as Dante pulled her away from Kate’s pussy, his eyes dark with lust as he pressed her cheek into the wet sheets. Her face was inches from Kate’s quivering, weeping cunt.

“Now, watch while I give Kate my baby,” he growled, the angry purple-black head pressing against Kate’s gaping entrance. “Look at what you’re missing.”

Sarah whimpered like a caged animal, as she watched Dante’s ebony fingers dig into Kate’s pale, milky thighs. He spread them wide, then forced them down until her knees kissed her freckled shoulders, her body bent in half like a broken doll. The sight was humiliating, degrading—and yet, Sarah couldn’t tear her eyes away.

Dante’s monstrous obsidian shaft glistened as it speared into Kate’s tight pink pussy with a wet, squelching slap. The sound was obscene, flesh and fluid echoing in Sarah’s ears, drowning out every rational thought. Her face was inches from the action, close enough to feel the heat radiating from Dante’s throbbing cock, close enough to see the way Kate’s pussy stretched obscenely around his girth, her delicate folds clinging to his dark shaft like a greedy mouth.

The air was thick with the scent of sex, a heady mix of sweat and arousal that made Sarah’s head spin. She could feel the heat of their bodies, could hear the wet, squelching sounds of Dante’s cock driving into Kate’s pussy, could see the way Kate’s juices dripped down her thighs, pooling on the sheets beneath her. And then, as if to add to the humiliation, a stray spurt of Kate’s cunt juice splattered across Sarah’s cheek, warm and sticky against her skin. She flinched, but she didn’t wipe it away. Instead, she stayed frozen in place, her breath coming in shallow gasps as she watched Dante’s cock disappear into Kate’s pussy over and over again.

“Beg,” Dante commanded. “Beg for my baby!”

“Please!” Kate sobbed immediately, shamelessly shoving her ass higher. “Harder! Breed me! Fucking ruin me I don’t care just—”

Kate’s cries grew louder, more frantic, her body trembling as she teetered on the edge of orgasm. Dante’s grip on her hips tightened, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he fucked her harder, faster, his cock slamming into her with a force that made her entire body shake. And then, with a guttural groan, Dante buried himself to the hilt, his balls slapping against Kate’s rosebud asshole as he came, his thick, hot cum flooding her pussy in pulsing jets. Kate screamed, her body convulsing as her own orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching around Dante’s cock like a vice.

Sarah’s face burned with shame as she watched them, her own cunt throbbing with a need she couldn’t ignore. She could still feel the sticky wetness on her cheek, could still hear the wet, squelching sounds of Dante’s cock sliding in and out of Kate’s cum-filled pussy. It was humiliating, degrading—and yet, she couldn’t look away. She was trapped, caught in the throes of a desire so dark, so depraved, it made her stomach churn with both disgust and arousal. And as Dante finally pulled out, his cock frothy with a mix of cum and pussy juice, Sarah knew she would never forget the sight of it—or the way it made her feel.

Dante turned towards her, pressing her face into the sheets, pinning her head to the mattress. Sarah’s nostrils flared at the acrid tang of spent lust—bitter white jizz and Kate’s musky slick clinging to his shaft like a perverse glaze. Her lips trembled against the swollen crown as Dante’s free hand fisted in her hair, grinding her face into damp sheets reeking of sweat and cum.

“Open.”

The command vibrated through marrow as his thumb pried her jaw wide. She gagged instantly when he shoved past her teeth—thick veins dragging across her tongue as he fed her inches of tainted flesh. Kate’s juices flooded her mouth first—sweet, tangy, mingling with Dante’s salty spend coating her throat. She gurgled wet moans around his thick ebony shaft as he fucked her face in short brutal thrusts, each withdrawal smearing more filth across her cheeks.

“Swallow it,” Dante growled above Kate’s breathless giggles. “Taste what you threw away.”

Her throat convulsed around invading girth as he bottomed out—nose crushed into wiry curls reeking of sex. The obscene gluck-gluck rhythm filled the room alongside Kate’s taunting purr.

“Suck him good for me, slut. Clean what’s mine now.”

Sarah’s nails tore at the mattress as humiliation burned hotter than arousal—yet still her traitorous tongue lapped at every vein. Bile rose when a thick glob of Dante’s cream dripped onto her uvula, yet she swallowed greedily, hollowing her cheeks until Dante’s groan rattled her bones. His balls tightened against her chin as he withdrew completely—only to slap his dripping shaft across her cum streaked face once... twice... leaving viscous trails glazing her eyelashes and lips.

“Lick.”

She obeyed without thought—tongue swiping trembling arcs up his underside while Kate’s laughter sharpened to knives. Each pass collected more degradation until his cock shone clean... and Sarah’s face wore their lust like war paint.

Dante released her with a shove that sent her sprawling beside Kate’s splayed legs. “Good bitch,” he sneered, pulling Kate into his arms as Sarah curled fetal around the acid churning in her gut. “Now, since you love Henry so much, go the fuck home.”

Kate rolled onto thighs still quivering from Dante’s fucking, fingers idly tracing loving circled on Dante’s dark skin. “Give Henry my love,” she cooed as Sarah stumbled toward her discarded clothes with shaking hands.

Sarah gathered up her clothes and rushed towards the door, Kate’s triumphant moan following her all the way.

“Again, Dante! Fuck your baby deeper into me!”
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Sarah lay in bed, her body slick with sweat, the sheets tangled around her legs. Henry’s breath was already evening out beside her, his limp dick resting against his thigh like a sad, deflated balloon. She stared at the ceiling, her cunt still throbbing, still aching, still fucking empty. Three weeks. Three goddamn weeks since she’d seen Dante with Kate, and nothing could touch the pleasure Dante had given her. Not her fingers and certainly not Henry.

She turned her head to look at Henry, his soft belly rising and falling, his face slack with sleep. He’d tried, of course he had. He’d fucked her with all the enthusiasm of a man who thought he was doing a good job, but it was nothing compared to Dante’s brutal, beautiful pounding.

It was unfair of Sarah to compare them, of course. Henry was her husband. She was supposed to love him, for better or worse.

But when she looked at Henry, Sarah couldn't stop the flood of unwelcome comparisons. Where her husband’s stomach was plump and pale, Dante’s was dark and ridged with hard muscle. Her husband’s arms were thin and wiry, while Dante’s were thick and banded with hard muscle. All the better to pin her wrists above her head and ravish her.

And when she looked at Henry’s cock, she almost laughed at how small it was. Funny, she had never really thought of it that way, but after having Dante’s cock—thick as her wrist, veins like braided rope, the plum-dark head weeping pre-cum—Henry’s poor, sad nub seemed more and more like a child’s.

She clenched her thighs together, trying to ease the ache, but it only made it worse. Her clit was swollen, begging for attention, and her nipples were hard little peaks under the thin fabric of her tank top. She thought about Dante—his broad shoulders, his thick, veiny cock, the way he’d looked at Kate like she was the only woman in the room. The way he’d touched her, like he knew exactly what she needed without her having to say a word. Sarah’s hand drifted down between her legs, her fingers brushing against her soaked panties. She bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan as she pressed against her clit, but it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough.

She slipped her hand under the waistband of her panties, her fingers sliding through her slick folds. She was so fucking wet, her juices coating her fingers as she circled her clit, her hips lifting off the bed in silent desperation. She imagined it was Dante’s hand, his long, skilled fingers teasing her, driving her wild. She imagined his cock, thick and heavy, sliding into her, filling her up in a way Henry never could. Her breath hitched as she pushed two fingers inside herself, curling them just right, hitting that spot that made her see stars. She bit down on her lip harder, her other hand pinching her nipple through her shirt, twisting it until it hurt.

But it wasn’t enough. It would never be enough. She needed him. She needed Dante. She needed to feel his hands on her, his mouth on her, his cock buried deep inside her. She needed him to fuck her until she couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything but scream his name. She pulled her fingers out of her pussy, slick and glistening, and brought them to her mouth, tasting herself as she imagined Dante doing the same. She was going to confront him. She was going to make him see that she was the one he wanted, not Kate. She was going to make him fuck her until she forgot Henry even existed.

She turned onto her side, facing away from Henry, and reached for her phone. Her fingers trembled as she typed out a message to Dante: We need to talk. She hit send before she could second-guess herself, then tossed the phone onto the nightstand. Her heart was pounding, her cunt still throbbing, and she knew she wouldn’t sleep tonight. Not until she had him. Not until he made her come so hard she forgot her own name.

Sarah cornered Dante in the dimly lit copy room the next day, her pulse thundering in her ears like a war drum. Three weeks of being ignored, of watching him fawn over Kate, of unsatisfying sex with her own husband, had boiled her blood to a fever pitch. Her nipples were hard little pebbles beneath her blouse, her panties already soaked with the slick evidence of her frustration. She could smell him—that intoxicating mix of cologne and raw masculinity—and it made her cunt clench with need.

“I want all of you,” she breathed, her voice trembling like a plucked string. Her fingers twitched at her sides, desperate to touch him, to claw at the fabric of his shirt and feel the heat of his dark skin beneath.

Dante’s lips curled into a slow, predatory smile, his dark eyes glinting with satisfaction. “It’s about time,” he purred. He stepped closer, his body crowding hers, and she could feel the hard ridge of his cock pressing against his slacks, demanding her attention.

“Let’s go to your place,” she suggested, her voice barely above a whisper. “Tonight.” Her mind was already racing with images of him bending her over his couch, fucking her raw until she screamed his name.

But Dante shook his head, his smile widening into something wicked. “No,” he said, his voice firm. “We’re going to your place. To your bed. The one you share with Henry.”

Sarah’s breath hitched, her stomach twisting with a mix of horror and arousal. The thought of Dante taking her in the very bed where she slept with her husband was so taboo, so fucking wrong, that it made her pussy throb with a fresh wave of wetness. Her cheeks flushed crimson, her skin prickling with heat as she imagined the scene: Dante’s thick cock plunging into her, her husband’s scent still lingering on the sheets as she moaned another man’s name.

“You can’t be serious,” she whispered, but even as the words left her lips, she knew she was already lost. Her body was betraying her, her cunt dripping with anticipation, her clit throbbing with a need so intense it bordered on pain.

Dante leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. “Oh, I’m dead serious,” he growled, his voice sending shivers down her spine. “I’m going to fuck you in your marital bed, Sarah. I’m going to make you scream so loud the neighbors will hear. And when I’m done, after I’ve filled you up with my cum, you’ll never forget who owns this pussy.”

Sarah’s knees nearly buckled at his words, her mind spinning with a dizzying mix of shame and desire. She could feel the dampness between her thighs, the way her panties clung to her swollen lips, and she knew there was no turning back. She wanted him—needed him—more than she cared about the consequences.
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“ARE YOU SURE YOU’RE okay, Sarah? You look... pale.”

Sarah swallowed the irritation bubbling in her throat, forcing a weak smile. “I’m fine, Henry. Just a headache. Go to work.”

Her voice was soft, weak, and she felt like a kid trying to get her parents to let her stay home from school. She was sure Henry would see through it, but he just nodded, his kind face creased with worry as he leaned in to kiss her goodbye. She felt guilt and shame lance through her heart. What kind of wife was she? Lying to her husband? Pretending to be sick so she could get fucked—not just fucked... he’s going to breed you—by another man?

It was the most horrible thing she could think of doing to any man. And yet, as Henry waved to her from the bedroom door, she felt a surge of lust drown out the shame.

It was too late now. She’d made her decision. There was only one thing left to do.

The moment the door clicked shut behind him, Sarah’s entire demeanor shifted. She was a fucking predator now, pacing her bedroom like a caged animal, her heart pounding in her chest. She checked her reflection in the mirror for the hundredth time, adjusting the neckline of her silk robe so it dipped just enough to tease. Her nipples were already hard, pressing against the thin fabric, and she couldn’t help but run her fingers over them, biting her lip as a shiver of anticipation ran down her spine. She picked up her phone with trembling fingers, her breath hitching as she dialed Dante’s number.

“He’s gone,” she murmured into the phone, like she was confessing a sin. The line went dead, and Sarah’s stomach twisted with a mix of fear and excitement.

She didn’t have to wait long. The sound of the doorbell made her jump, and she practically ran to answer it, her robe fluttering around her thighs.

Dante stood in the doorway, his massive frame filling the space. He was dressed in a tight blue shirt that clung to his muscular chest, the fabric straining against his dark biceps. His jeans hung low on his hips, and Sarah’s eyes immediately dropped to the bulge straining against the denim. His smirk was fucking lethal, a cocky, knowing grin that made her knees weak and her pussy throb. He didn’t say a word as he stepped inside, his eyes roaming over her body like he was already undressing her with his mind.

“Nice place,” he said as he picked up a framed wedding photo from the mantel. He studied it for a moment, his lips curling in a cruel smile. “Cute couple. Too bad he’s not here to watch.” Sarah’s cheeks burned with shame, but it only made her wetter. Dante set the photo down with deliberate slowness, his dark fingers lingering on the frame like he was marking his territory. He moved through the house with the confidence of a man who knew he owned every fucking inch of it—and her.

When he finally turned to face her, his eyes were dark with hunger. “Bedroom,” he commanded, his voice low and rough. Sarah didn’t need to be told twice. She led him down the hall, her heart racing as she pushed open the door to the room she shared with Henry. Dante followed her inside, closing the door behind him with a soft click that felt like a death knell for her marriage.

The air in the marital bedroom was thick with the scent of sweat, lust, and betrayal. Dante’s massive frame loomed over Sarah, his dark, chiseled body glistening under the dim light, every muscle taut with predatory intent. His hands, rough and commanding, moved with deliberate slowness as he peeled the robe from her trembling form. The wedding photos on the nightstand seemed to mock her, their glossy smiles frozen in time as Dante forced her gaze toward them. “Look at him,” he growled, against her neck. “Look at your husband while I take what’s mine.”

Sarah’s hissed as Dante’s fingers traced the curve of her hip, his touch igniting a fire that burned through her shame. He pushed her onto the bed—their bed, the one she shared with Henry—and spreading her creamy thighs wide with coal-black fingers.

His fat cockhead—swollen purple with lust and glistening with her juices—brushed against her sopping cunt lips, the obscene slick of her arousal coating his tip, making her clit throb. “Tell me you want me more than him,” he growled, ebony fingers digging into the creamy flesh of her hips hard enough to bruise.

The blunt pressure against her slit was torture—every millimeter of her pussy walls screamed for him to shove in raw, to stretch her into a ruined mess, but he kept circling that dripping entrance like a predator savoring the kill. Her nipples pebbled, her tits twitching with every shallow thrust he denied her. “I want you!” she cried, giving into her lust, giving in to him. “I WANT YOU MORE THAN MY HUSBAND!”

“That’s right, you cheating little slut!” His thumb found her asshole, pressing against the tight pucker. “You want my cock? You want me to fuck you raw?” He spat on her clit, the cold slap of saliva making her squeal, then ground the heel of his palm against her swollen nub. “Beg me to be breed you. Beg for my baby inside you. Now!”

She could feel the thick ridge of his crown parting her labia, the sting of her own wetness as her body betrayed her—gushing around the invading thickness, her womb already fluttering, an eager hole waiting to be claimed. “I—I want it! I want your baby! Please!”

“Louder.” He notched the head inside, her inner walls sucking at the intrusion, and stopped. “Let me hear how bad you need me.”

Her thighs trembled, her cunt pulsing around that fat inch of cock as she looked at her husband’s smiling face by the bedside. The guilt and pain blistered inside of her, only to be punctured by the thick head of Dante’s cock promising to fill her with everything she ever wanted.

“PLEASE! FILL ME UP WITH YOUR CUM! MAKE ME PREGNANT! PLEEASSE!” she wailed, arching her back to take him deeper, her ass jutting up in shameless invitation. “TAKE ME! OWN ME! BREED MEEEE!”

He laughed—a dark, wet sound—and slammed home.

Her scream echoed off the bedroom walls as he buried every throbbing inch inside her dripping fuckhole, her cervix taking the hit, filling her with pain. He pulled back, easing the pressure, then slammed into her again, fat cockhead angling upward to hammer the tender spot, stars bursting in front of her eyes.

“Good girl,” he purred, his hips snapping forward. Dante wasn’t just fucking her—he was ruining her. His thick, veined monster cock split her dripping married pussy, each thrust battering down walls Henry couldn’t even reach. Her cunt squelched, swollen lips stretched obscenely around his shaft, as Dante’s pelvis hammered her clit raw with every brutal snap of his hips. “Take it! Take my baby!” he snarled, fingers digging into her dark hair, forcing her to stare at the wedding portrait beside her marital bed. Henry’s grin watched, frozen in time, as Dante’s sweat-drenched balls slapped against Sarah’s ass, her cream-soaked thighs quivering with each thrust.

She tried to muffle her screams in the pillow—Henry’s pillow—but Dante wrenched her head back. “No! Let the neighbors hear you scream. Let everyone know that it’s not your husband fucking you, but a real man!”

Sarah’s cunt clenched like a greedy fist around Dante’s thick black cock, her pale, trembling thighs splayed obscenely wide as he pounded into her. His ebony hips pistoned forward, each brutal thrust stretching her pink, married pussy wider—dirtying her, ruining her—as his beautiful monster split her open like she was nothing but a silly white slut begging to be bred.

“Fuck—fuck—you take this my cock so good!” he snarled, his hands gripping her hips, fingertips bruising her milky flesh as he rammed his knotty, veined shaft deeper, deeper, until her core throbbed, a broken door under invasion.

Henry’s name died on her lips, replaced by a guttural scream as Dante’s fat, leaking head battered her fertile womb, his black balls slapping wetly against her dripping asshole with every snap of his hips.

“You aren’t Henry’s anymore,” he growled, sweat-slick chest glistening as he yanked her hair, forcing her to watch his dark, swollen cock vanish into her traitorous cunt again. “This pussy is mine now—gonna pump it full of my black seed until it takes... until you’re fat with my baby.”

Sarah’s overstimulated clit pulsed like a live wire, her nipples raw and pebbled from his rough touch, her wedding ring glinting tauntingly as she came—hard—her tight little hole milking his monster cock with violent, shameful spasms.

“Yuh- yes! YOURS!” she whimpered as her back arched, her toes curled, and her cream-soaked walls sucked him deeper. The primal need inside her belly begged for his thick, hot seed it felt could feel churning in his heavy sac.

“That’s right!” Dante grinned, cruel and feral, his broad shoulders flexing as he slammed her quivering ass into the mattress one last time, knotty cock swelling at the base as he flooded her untouched womb—ropes of sticky black jizz shooting straight into her fertile depths, marking her, claiming her, erasing every trace of her Henry form her body and soul. Sarah sobbed with bliss as the scorching load filled her—pulse after pulse—her breeding-crazed body clawing at his sweaty back, her mind fracturing under the truth: she was his now, a dirty little fucktoy for this dominant black god. Her life, her future, reduced to a dripping, cum-stuffed cunt and the baby that would soon grow inside her belly.

And when he finally pulled out, semi-hard dick glistening with her slick betrayal, she sank into the mattress, thick cream oozing from her ruined hole. Dante knelt on the bed beside her, his cock glistening with their mixed fluids, pearly froth clinging veiny, ink-black skin. He loomed above her on the bed now, that beautiful monster swaying inches from her swollen lips.

“Clean it,” he murmured softly, bruhing her sweaty hair back from her forehead. “Clean the cock that just gave you a baby.”

Sarah moaned, her stomach fluttering with the knowledge of what she had just done. She had given Dante what he wanted and, in return, she had gotten more pleasure than she had ever imagined! Of course, he deserved to be licked clean and, in her lust-induced haze of her mind, she was honored to do it.

Her tongue dragged up the underside first—thick ridges of pulsing flesh salty with sweat and his musk punched her senses: primal, hers. Cum bubbled from his slit as she reached the crown, bitter and slick, and she suckled it greedily while his fingers knotted in her hair.

“That’s it,” he cooed, pressing the softening flesh into her mouth. She lavished the dripping flesh with her tongue, cheeks hollowing as she slurped his cum and her cunt juices off the dark flesh. “Such a good girl!”

Her heart soared as she let his sock fall from her lips, the fat length of it still twice as bog as Henry’s. She lifted the heavy shaft, lapped at the fat balls that had produced the seed which had filled her, then trailed her tongue up the belly of his ebony beast one last time, ensuring that every drop of salty cum was washed from his perfect, dark skin.

His beautiful cock glistening and clean, Dante laid down next to her, spreading long, dark fingers over her creamy stomach, gripping her possessively.

“You’re mine now,” he murmured in her ear.

Sarah had never felt such warmth for anyone in her entire life. All the shame and guilt faded away as she turned from her wedding picture and snuggled into Dante’s hot, ebony body, basking in the approval of her black master.

“All yours,” she whispered, the words a soft kiss against his dark chest. “All yours.”
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Henry pushed the front door shut with a soft click, the weight of the day still clinging to his shoulders like a second skin. The house was quiet, save for the faint hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen. He kicked off his shoes and made his way down the hallway, his tie already loosened, the knot hanging limp around his neck. The bedroom door was slightly ajar, a sliver of warm light spilling out onto the carpet. He paused, his hand on the doorknob, and pushed it open.

The sight that greeted him made his cock twitch in his slacks, a low groan escaping his lips before he could stop it. Sarah was sprawled across the bed, her naked body masterpiece of curves and softness. The sheets were crisp and white, freshly changed, and they clung to her skin like they were jealous of her. Her skin was flushed, a deep pink that spread from her cheeks down to her chest, her nipples hard and begging for attention. Her legs were parted just enough to give him a glimpse of her pussy, the lips glistening with arousal. She looked up at him with those wide, expectant eyes, a sly smile playing on her lips.

"Hey, baby," she purred. "I was wondering when you'd get home."

Henry swallowed hard, his throat suddenly dry. "You... you were sick this morning," he stammered, his eyes raking over her body, taking in every inch of her. "I thought you'd be resting."

Sarah laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine. "I feel much better now," she said, her voice teasing. "In fact, I feel... amazing."

Henry's mind raced, a mix of relief and something darker, something he didn't want to name. For the past three weeks, Sarah had been insatiable, her appetite for sex bordering on obsessive. He'd been worried, especially with Dante lurking in the background, but now, faced with his wife’s welcoming body, his concerns seemed ridiculous. After all, she had been with him every night for the past three weeks. When would she find the time?

Sarah sat up, the sheets falling away from her chest, and Henry's breath caught in his throat. Her breasts were perfect, round and full, the nipples dark and hard, begging to be sucked. She reached out to him, her fingers brushing against his chest, and he felt his cock strain painfully against the fabric of his slacks.

"Come here," she whispered.

Before he could respond, she was on her feet, her hands sliding up his chest, her fingers deftly unbuttoning his shirt. Her touch was electric, sending shivers down his spine as she peeled the fabric away, revealing his bare chest. Her nails dragged lightly over his skin, leaving tingling trails in their wake. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her hands moving to his belt, her eyes locked on his as she unbuckled it with practiced ease.

“I missed you,” she whispered, her breath hot against his stomach as she pulled down his pants and boxers in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, already hard and leaking pre-cum. “I guess this little guy missed me, too!”

Henry groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she leaned in, her lips brushing against the tip of his dick. He wasn’t sure he liked his dick referred to as ‘this little guy, but it soon didn’t matter as Sarah’s tongue flicked out to taste him, her breath warm and wet against his sensitive quivering glans. She took him into her mouth slowly, her lips wrapping around him in a tight, wet seal as she sucked. Her tongue swirled around the head, her hand gripping the base of his shaft, stroking him in time with her mouth.

“Fuck, Sarah,” he moaned, his hips bucking slightly as she took him deeper, her mouth opening to swallow him easily. She pulled back, her lips popping off his cock with a wet sound before diving back down, her pace quickening. Her hand moved faster, her mouth hotter, wetter, more insistent. The suction was intense, as her tongue swirled with deliberate precision, humming softly, sending vibrations that reverberated through him. She was relentless, her technique impeccable, driving him ever closer to the precipice.

But just as he was about to tip over, she pulled away, leaving him gasping and desperate. She pushed him onto the bed, wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him firmly, rapidly. Her other hand cupped his balls, squeezing gently as she worked him over.

Henry’s hips jerked off the mattress instinctively, thrusting into her grip. He reached up to pull her on top of him, but Sarah pressed a palm flat against his stomach, pinning him down with surprising strength.

“Not yet,” she cooed, thumb swiping over his leaking slit as she tightened her fist. Her rhythm turned punishing—up-down-up in sharp snaps that made his toes curl into the sheets. When he opened his mouth to protest, she arched over him suddenly, shoving a swollen nipple between his lips. “

“Suck,” she commanded, grinding the pebbled flesh against his tongue as her hand worked him like a piston.

He moaned around her breast—a muffled sound of overwhelmed pleasure—as she rode the edge between pain and ecstasy. Her other hand tangled in his hair now, yanking his head back to expose his throat while she jerked his cock with merciless precision. Saliva pooled at the corners of his mouth where her nipple stretched it wide; he could taste salt and something faintly bitter beneath her sweat—a musk that didn’t quite belong but vanished under the onslaught of sensation.

“That’s it,” Sarah hissed through clenched teeth, watching his face contort as she twisted her wrist on the upstroke. Henry’s choked whimpers vibrated against her chest while pre-cum slicked her fingers hotter and faster until—

“Fuck!” he gasped as release tore through him violently—spurts painting his stomach in sticky stripes as Sarah milked him dry with ruthless efficiency. She held him there until he shuddered, oversensitive and trembling, before finally releasing both his spent cock and her breast from his mouth.

Collapsing beside him with a satisfied sigh, Sarah traced idle patterns in his cooling spend while Henry struggled to catch his breath.

“You must have really missed me,” she laughed.

“I did.”

“Show me.” She smiled wickedly and pushed Henry back onto the pillows. This position had become all too familiar, her riding his face with abandon. He braced himself for it. After all, she had just given him pleasure. It was only tight to return the favor.

Sarah straddled his face, her supple thighs framing his vision. Her pussy hovered inches above his mouth, glistening with a slickness that made his limp cock twitch feebly. But as her scent hit him—musky, swampy, with a bitter tang that clung to the back of his throat—he hesitated. It wasn’t the familiar smell he’d come to expect from her. No, this was something else entirely, something foreign and thick. His nose wrinkled involuntarily, but the sight of her dripping cunt, swollen and begging for attention, overrode his unease.

“Come on, Henry,” Sarah cooed, swaying her hips, waving her oozing pussy in front of his nose. “Aren’t you hungry?”

He opened his mouth, and the first taste hit him like a punch to the gut. Bitter, salty, with a strange gummy texture that clung to his tongue. It was... off. Wrong. But the way she moaned as his tongue made contact, the way her pillowy thighs trembled around his head, drove him forward. He lapped at her hungrily, his tongue sliding through her sticky folds, exploring every inch of her wet flesh. The taste was overwhelming, but so was the heat of her, the way her body responded to him. Her juices flooded his mouth, thick and salty, but he swallowed it down, his own need to please mingling with the foul taste.

Sarah’s fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, forcing his face deeper into her slimy pussy. “Yes, just like that,” she gasped, her voice trembling with need. Her hips ground against his mouth, her clit brushing against his lips with every movement. Henry could feel her tightening around him, her body coiling like a spring ready to snap. He sucked at her clit, flicking it with the tip of his tongue, and she let out a guttural moan that sent a jolt of electricity straight to his cock.

Her thighs clamped around his head, trapping him in place as she rode his face with abandon. Her back arched, her tits bouncing with every thrust, and Henry could feel her climax building, the tension in her body reaching a fever pitch. Her fingers gripped the headboard so tightly the wood creaked in protest, and then it happened—she came with a scream, her pussy convulsing around his tongue as she squirted hot, sticky juices all over his face. The bitter taste was drowned out by the sheer intensity of her orgasm, her body writhing in ecstasy as she drained every last drop of pleasure from him.

When she finally collapsed beside him, her chest heaving and her skin glistening with sweat, Henry was left panting, his face soaked with her cum. She threw an arm over his chest and snuggled her warm, supple breasts against him. He felt a rush of heat rise in his chest, even as the bitter taste lingered on his tongue. His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting sensations—the strange taste of her pussy, the way she’d come so hard for him, the way her body felt against his.

He didn’t understand it, but he didn’t care. In that moment, all that mattered was the woman beside him.
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Sarah’s nails dug deep into the leather of the chair as she sat across from Janet’s desk, her whole body wound tight with tension. Her gaze shifted between Kate and Janet. She had never anticipated that Kate would turn from a confidant to competition, but now, here they were, each woman burning with resentment, each convinced she was the sole victim of betrayal.

She had given Dante what he wanted most, her fertile womb in the bed she shared with her husband. Later, in that same bed, she had ridden Henry’s face, her husband blissfully ignorant as he lapped up the cum from the man who had just impregnated her. At the time, all she felt was a perverse thrill at the ultimate act of betrayal.

She had finally given Dante what he wanted, and now they could be together.

But the looks on the other women’s faces told her she had been a fool! She had duped herself into believing Dante was hers, that her submission was somehow different from Kate's or Janet’s.

She tried to fight the shame bubbling up inside her, tried to mask it with anger at Kate, at Janet, at Dante himself, but the knowledge of her own complicity was too raw to ignore. Her thoughts drifted to Henry, his eyes full of trust as Dante’s cum and her juices oozed down his cheeks. She felt a wave of desperation and guilt threaten to overwhelm her.

If she couldn't be with Dante, then everything she had done would be meaningless.

“Listen, ladies. Enough is enough,” Janet snapped from behind her desk. “This nonsense with you and Dante is disrupting the entire—“

"Our nonsense!” Kate scoffed. “Our nonsense? We all know you’ve been fucking Dante since the first week he got here.”

The accusation hung in the air between them. Everyone, everyone, knew Janet had been cheating on her husband with Dante for months, but no one had ever said it out loud. Janet’s cheeks flushed, and she opened her mouth to retort.

“And that fucking business trip? You were planning on fucking him all weekend and had me along as what? An alibi?”

The words bubbled up out of Sarah’s throat before she could stop them, but once they were out, she was glad. Glad that all this hiding was over, glad that Janet’s haughty superiority slipped as her cheeks reddened even deeper.

“Do you really think Dante gives a damn about either of you?” Janet hissed. “We’ve been together for months—long before either of you. He loves me. You’re just... just distractions!"

The room fell silent, the tension so thick it was almost suffocating. Sarah’s mind raced, her body betraying her as a rush of heat pooled between her thighs. She could still feel Dante’s hands on her, his lips on her neck, his cock stretching her wide as he pounded into her with a ferocity that left her trembling. She wanted him again—needed him—and the thought of him with these two bitches filled her with jealous rage.

And then, as if summoned by their collective lust, Dante appeared in the doorway. He was a fucking god—tall, muscular, his white dress shirt clinging to his dark body. His eyes swept over them, a smirk playing on his lips as he took in the scene before him.

“Ladies,” he purred. “Are you all talking about me?”

Sarah’s breath hitched as he stepped into the room, his presence commanding every ounce of attention. She could smell him—that intoxicating mix of cologne and musk—and it made her weak.

“Janet,” he said, his gaze lingering on her for a moment before shifting to Kate. “Kate.” Finally, his eyes landed on Sarah, and she felt a shiver run down her spine. “Sarah.”

He moved closer, his hand possessively brushing Sarah’s neck as he passed, sending a jolt of electricity through her body. “You’re all so beautiful,” he murmured. “Janet, so strong, yet so weak. Kate, with your wildness. I admire that. And Sarah. So quick to fall in love.”

He stopped, standing in the middle of their small group, turning slowly around so they could get a good look.

“If you truly want me,” he murmured, “meet me at the Westlake Hotel. Tonight.”

He pulled back, his smirk widening as he locked gazes with each of them in turn. “All of you.”

The room was silent as he walked out, leaving the three women staring after him, their bodies trembling with a mix of anger, jealousy, and undeniable lust. Sarah’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions, but one thought stood out above the rest: I need to make him see that I’m the one he truly wants.

As the door clicked shut behind him, Janet let out a bitter laugh. “That’s insane! Does he really think we’re all just going to show up and what... have an orgy?”

Kate placed her hands on her belly, but said nothing, for once at a loss for words.

Sarah, too, said nothing, but inside, she could already feel his hands on her body, his cock sliding into her, filling her in ways no one else ever could.

The Westlake Hotel couldn’t come soon enough.
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THE SUITE AT THE WESTLAKE Hotel was bathed in a soft, sultry glow of dimmed lights that cast long shadows across the plush carpet. Bottles of champagne chilled in a sweating, silver bucket. The huge bed was draped with silk sheets that were certainly not hotel issue.

Dante stood at the center of it all, wearing only a fluffy white towel with the Westlake Hotel logo embroidered on the front. His ebony skin gleamed against the white fabric, the tantalizing contrast making Sarah’s mouth water. His dark eyes glinted with predatory hunger as Sarah entered the room. Janet and Kate were already there, glaring at each other from across the room.

So much for not coming, huh Janet? Sarah thought bitterly.

Kate's hands fluttered to her belly nervously, but she stood firm, her eyes challenging Sarah. Janet stood with her arms crossed, trying to appear unfazed by the others’ presence, but Sarah could see the way her heavy breasts rose with each fearful breath. Sarah allowed herself to hope that the other two might walk out, leave her alone with Dante, make her the only woman he wanted. But she could tell from the looks in their eyes that they craved him as much as she did. There would be no easy victory here, no solitary triumph. 

Dante’s voice cut through the tension.

“Undress,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for argument. His lips curled into a wicked smirk as he leaned back against the edge of the king-sized bed, his hands casually tucked into the robe’s pockets. The women hesitated for a moment, their pride warring with their desire.

Dante moved forward to Janet, cupping her chin. Her arms uncrossed and dropped to her sides as if her will left her body with one touch.

“You’re the boss, Janet,” he smirked down at the older woman. “You go first.”

A soft whine escaped Janet’s throat as her thumbs hooked into the waistband of her skirt—a high-pitched sound of vulnerability that made Kate snort. Her hazel eyes flicked toward the younger women lingering near the bedpost.

“Don’t look at them,” Dante rumbled behind her ear as his hands settled on her shoulders. “They’re just jealous.” His palms slid down her sides with possessive weight as he guided her trembling fingers lower. “Show them what you’ve been hiding.”

Slowly, she slid off her blouse and skirt, standing in a lacy bra and panties. Sarah’s mouth went dry as the sheer fabric of her undergarments slid over dimpled thighs—every inch of her ample flesh revealed under flickering lamplight. Her pubic curls glinted brown against milky skin as she wiggled free of her panties only for Dante’s knuckle to brush through them before gripping hard enough to make her squeal.

“Good girl,” he purred as his other hand palmed one heavy breast roughly—fingers sinking into soft flesh until pink flushed across pale areolas already pebbled tight beneath his touch. “You know you want this. Just give in to it.” His teeth grazed her earlobe while nodding toward the younger women, his meaning clear.

Kate was the first to move, no longer able to hold back her excitement. She peeled off her dress, her pert tits like two large scoops of ice cream with sprinkle-like freckles dotting the surface. Her nipples were hard, pink, and as long as pencil erasers. Her copper curls glistened between her legs, obvious signs she was getting off on Janet’s submission.

Sarah was slower to act, not as wild or besotted as her friend. Her hands trembled as she undressed, caught in the struggle between jealousy and desire. Her fit and sculpted body was soon on full display, her breasts full and shapely, a middle ground between Kate’s pert scoops and Janet’s heavy orbs of creamy flesh. Like the others, she was wet, her body giving her away.

Dante grinned and stepped back, his dark fingers pulling fluffy white cotton aside with deliberate slowness. His cock sprang free like a caged beast—thick ebony flesh glistening in the dim light, veins running along the thick shaft as it curved upward. The swollen purple crown wept syrupy strands of pre-cum as he shrugged off his robe.

Sarah’s throat went dry at the play of muscle beneath his oil-slick skin—pectorals like iron plates shifting beneath dark nipples, abdominal ridges descending to that primal V leading to his groin. His thighs flexed with predatory power as he stepped forward, heavy testicles swinging beneath his branch-thick shaft, filled with his hot seed, ready to be unleashed. The scent of him—raw masculinity laced with musk—rolled across the room.

“You see, girls,” His voice rumbled through their bones as he palmed his balls with one hand while stroking upward with the other, collecting a glistening slick of pre-cum on his fingers. “There’s enough of me to go around.”

He turned to Janet and pulled her close, shoving his pre-cum slick fingers into her mouth. Janet moaned, sucking his thick, black digits hungrily, her lush body rolling against him.

“You’re the most experienced,” he murmured. “Why don’t you show these girls what to do?"

Janet’s breath hitched as Dante gently, but firmly, pushed to her knees. His cock bounced upward, searching for her hungry mouth. Her lips parted, her tongue darting out to lick her puffy lips, then she wrapped her mouth around the swollen head, her tongue swirling around the tip, savoring the salty tang of him. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him deeper, her throat muscles clenching around his shaft, her eyes fluttering shut as she lost herself in the taste of his cock.

Dante groaned, his hand tangling in her hazel hair like he owned her. He guided her movements, his hips thrusting forward to bury his cock deeper into her throat, the wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth working him filling the room. His free hand reached out to Kate, his fingers tracing her belly, a reminder of the life he’d planted inside her.

“You’ve been so patient,” he growled. “You deserve a fucking reward.”

Kate’s hands trembled as she dropped to her knees beside Janet. Her fingers wrapped around Dante’s cock, stroking it in tandem with Janet’s lips, their tongues swirling around his shaft like they were competing for a prize. They moaned in unison as their lips brushed against each other in a filthy, sloppy kiss, their saliva mixing with his pre-cum as they shared his cock between them.

Dante’s attention shifted to Sarah, his eyes dark with lust as he cupped her face in his hand, his thumb brushing over her lips.

“And you,” he murmured. “You really love your husband, don’t you? You even enjoyed fucking him until I came along.” He squeezed her chin until her cheeks dimpled. “But you’re going to give it all up for me.”

Sarah whimpered, her jealousy and lust warring for dominance as she nodded, her eyes wide and wet.

“Tell me,” Dante commanded. “Tell me you want me.”

“I do,” Sarah moaned above the slurps and gurgles of the other two women. “I want you.”

“Tell me you’ll do anything.”

Sarah whined, her pussy clenching, her juices spurting out between her swollen folds. She was dripping with traitorous lust.

“I’ll do anything.”

“Tell me you’ll break your husband’s heart for me,” he hissed against her lips. “Tell me you’ll leave him like the loser he is.”

“Oh, God!”

Sarah closed her eyes, but the lewd slurps of Janee and Kate feasting on Dante’s flesh filled her ears. God, how she wanted to join them, to give Dante what he wanted so he would give her what she needed.

She thought of Henry again, waiting for her at home. So loving, so oblivious. She wanted to go back to him, bask in his comforting warmth, but she knew it wasn’t enough. Love wasn’t enough.

Henry wasn’t enough.

“I’ll do it!” she cried. “I—I’ll break his heart!”

“Good!” Dante chuckled darkly, his hand tangling in her hair as he forced her to her knees beside the other two women. He pulled his cock away from them, then slapped Sarah wetly on the cheek. “Louder.”

Sarah felt Janet and Kate’s eyes upon her and her cheeks burned. Dante slapped her cheek again, ebony shaft against pale cheek. She moaned. It was too late to go back now. She might be pregnant already! Her marriage was over. Her life was over. All that was left was pleasure.

“I’ll break his heart!” she cried, gripping Dante’s cock and rolling it over her face in slick obeisance. “I’ll fucking CRUSH him. I’ll BREAK him. I’LL DESTROY THAT LOSER!”

And in that moment, her image of Henry changed. Her husband wasn’t loving; he was weak. His cock wasn’t small; it was ridiculous! And when he couldn’t satisfy her, he laid on his back and let his wife destroyed his face with her cunt.

He even ate another man’s cum and didn’t know the difference!

How could she ever go back to that?

For a moment, all four of them were quiet, Kate and Sarah staring at her, awestruck. Didn’t they know they had already agreed to the same terms? It was just that Sarah, so in love with what she thought love should be, was the one who needed to admit it to Dante. And herself.

His cock was slick with saliva and pre-cum, the head brushing against her lips as she opened wide to take him in. The three women worked together, their lips and tongues swirling around his cock in a filthy, sloppy dance. Janet’s mouth took the tip, her tongue flicking over the sensitive underside, while Kate’s lips worked the base, her pale hands stroking dark flesh her mouth couldn’t reach. Sarah’s tongue lapped at the shaft, her lips sucking and kissing every inch of him like she was worshipping a god.

“Sarah, suck my cock,” Dante groaned. “Janet, lick my fucking ass.”

Janet gasped, looking desperately at the other two women as if she could delegate the task. Kate laughed.

“What’s matter, boss? Too good to eat your man’s ass?”

Tears of shame stung Janet’s eyes as she wavered. She shook her head slowly, but Dante wasn’t swayed by her tears.

“Kate, help Janet find her place.”

“Come on, boss!” Kate laughed, gripping a mewling Janet by the hair and pulling her on her knees behind Dante.

Dante shoved his cock between Sarah’s lips, hammering into her until her mouth was a sloppy ruin, stretched obscenely around his thick black shaft, her spit-smeared chin mashed against his heavy balls as he rammed his hips forward. Every thrust painted her tongue with pre-cum—salty-sweet streaks of betrayal dripping down her throat as she choked on him, spit and drool spilling out of her lips and onto her breasts.

Behind him, Kate ground Janet’s pale, trembling face deep between Dante’s muscled ass cheeks, spreading them wide to expose the puckered brown hole quivering above Janet’s mouth. “Lick it, bitch,” Kate snarled, yanking Janet’s hair, forcing her mouth and nose into the dark cleft of Dante’s ass. “Tongue that ass. Show him how much you love it!”

Janet’s muffled whimpers vibrated against Dante’s hole as she obeyed, her pink tongue lapping at his sweaty crack with desperate swirls, lapping up salt, musk and submission. Her diamond ring winked mockingly on his left buttock—a sparkling “I do” glinting against dark flesh.

Dante laughed—a deep rumble that shook his cock deeper down Sarah’s throat—as he palmed the back of Kate’s head, forcing her to suck two fingers slick with Janet’s spit.

“You were all built for cheating,” he growled, his hips pistoning faster, his balls slapping Sarah’s chin with wet thwacks. “You are all mine now.”

Sarah’s mind fractured: This is wrongwrongwrong—but her body was a swamp of guilt, pussy gushing as the veiny black cock stretched her throat. She pictured her husband at home, clueless, while his wife sucked a cock with more passion, more love, than she had ever felt for him.

“Fuck!” Dante groaned and pulled his cock from Sarah’s mouth. He turned his head and gave Kate a deep, passionate kiss even as Janet slurped between his ass cheeks, forgetting her reluctance in her hunger for Dante’s body. Sarah fell back on the floor and watched Kate, her copper curls bouncing as Dante pulled her to the mattress.

Dante broke the kiss with Kate’s swollen lips and shoved her backward onto silk sheets. “Legs up,” he commanded, spreading her freckled thighs wide as he knelt between them—his cock glistening with Sarah’s spit as it dragged through Kate’s dripping folds. He reached out to Sarah, and she stepped into his arms without thinking, mesmerized by the sight of his thick, black cock stretching Kate’s cunt lips until they were thin pink bands clinging to ebony flesh. Her mouth watered as Kate’s face screwed up into a mixture of pleasure and pain Sarah remembered vividly.

“Suck,” Dante murmured and pressed Sarah’s face into his chest. She felt his nipple press against her lips. She opened her mouth, tongue swirling around the stiff ebony nub while her fingers rubbed the other. Janet hesitated until Dante’s hand fisted in her hair, yanking her face against his lower back where sweat pooled above his flexing ass.

“Keep licking, boss lady,” he growled as his hips surged forward—burying every inch of black steel into Kate’s cunt.

Janet’s muffled sob vibrated against his tailbone as her tongue breached tight muscle, her pale face bouncing against Dante’s dark ass cheeks as thrust into Kate’s screaming body. Sarah moaned around his nipple, slurping up salty sweat like it was candy.

“Fuck! FUCK!” Kate’s back arched off the mattress—freckled tits bouncing wildly as her hands clawed at Dante’s corded forearms pinning her hips down. “Gonna squirt! Oh GOD I’m gonna—”

“Do it,” Dante snarled through gritted teeth—his balls slapping wetly against Janet’s tear-streaked face with every brutal stroke. “Soak my cock and tell me who you belong to!”

“YOOUU!” Kate’s scream shattered the air as her pussy erupted—a geyser of clear fluid drenching Dante’s pelvis.

“That’s it... take it all...” His voice dropped to a predatory purr as he withdrew slowly from Kate’s twitching hole—thick shaft glazed white with their mingled fluids. “Now clean her up.”

Sarah froze mid-lick—horror dawning as Dante stepped back and pointed at Kate’s splayed legs, still trembling in aftershocks.

“You heard me.” He gripped Sarah’s hair and pressed her gently but firmly toward the mess pooling between Kate’s thighs. “You said you’d do anything for me, remember?”

Kate giggled hoarsely from the bed—her fingers spreading swollen labia wide to expose glistening ruin. “Come on, Sarah,” she murmured through ragged breaths. “I want you to taste me. Please.”

Kate’s voice had lost its edge, as if her orgasm had washed away the anger and jealousy. She moaned happily as Sarah dipped her head to her ruined cunt, running her fingers through her friend’s dark hair.

The first lick ignited wildfire shame in Sarah’s belly—Kate’s musky slick coating her tongue like liquid sin. She gagged but pressed deeper—nose buried in copper curls as Dante’s hand pressed her face into quivering flesh.

“Swallow,” he commanded over Janet’s choked slurps as she continued lapping at his asshole. “Taste me inside her.”

Sarah obeyed mechanically—gulping down humiliation with every pulse of bitter cream until Dante finally yanked her upright by her hair.

“Good girls get rewards.” His cum-smeared cock slapped against her cheek before sliding between her trembling lips once more—the taste of Kate still fresh on his shaft as he fucked her throat raw.

Behind them both, Janet collapsed onto stained silk sheets, weeping silently—her wedding band catching lamplight as she reached blindly for whatever scrap of dignity remained... only to find Kate’s sticky fingers intertwining with hers instead.

“So, Janet,” Dante purred, his voice deceptively dangerous. “Tell me who you love.”

Janet’s head rolled upward to look at him, her eyes misty.

“You, Dante! Only you!”

“What about your dear old husband?”

Dante dragged Janet’s limp body toward the bed’s edge as his words settled down upon her. Her plush thighs fell open under his command, revealing glistening pink folds swollen with desperation. He traced his cockhead through her slickness with torturous precision, smearing pre-cum across her trembling clit as she whimpered.

“Your husband ever make you this wet?” he taunted, circling her entrance without penetration. His free hand clamped around her throat—not choking, just owning. “Ever beg him like this?”

“N-no,” Janet gasped, hips bucking uselessly against air. “Never—oh GOD—”

The thick crown breached her suddenly, stretching her walls with an obscene pop before retreating completely. Sarah watched from behind Dante’s shoulder, her tongue still lapping sweat from his back as he tormented their boss. Each time Janet’s cunt tried to swallow him whole, he denied her—teasing until frustrated tears dripped down her cheeks.

“Say it.” Dante’s voice turned steel-edged as he pressed just the tip inside again, veins pulsing against Janet’s quivering rim. “Who owns this married pussy?”

Janet’s nails shredded silk sheets as she sobbed—“You! You do!”—but Dante withdrew once more.

“Now tell me,” Dante growled through clenched teeth. “Who do you love?”

Janet’s legs shook violently around his waist, her hips bucking off the bed, pink cunt going hungry for his cock. But still he held back, and Sarah knew why. This was Janet’s moment to give Dante what he wanted. He had taken her body, over and over again, but he wanted her to give him everything. Just like his mother had taken everything from him by fucking the man that abused him. Now was Dante’s chance for revenge, a chance to become the thing he hated most in order to claim the love he had been denied.

And Janet was too far gone to resist.

“YOU!” she wailed. “I LOVE YOU MORE THAN I EVER LOVED HIM! MORE THAN MY HUSBAND! MORE THAN ANYTHING!”

Dante’s triumphant growl rumbled through his body as he speared Janet’s cunt in one brutal thrust - pale flesh yielding to obsidian steel as her scream dissolved into choked sobs of relief. Sarah clung to his sweat-slicked back, her swollen pussy grinding against the flexing muscles of his ass with every piston-like drive into their boss’s quivering body. Each snap of Dante’s hips smashed Sarah’s clit against his tailbone in devastating mimicry of penetration, her inner walls clenching around nothing as phantom pulses echoed through her empty cunt.

“Fuck! FUCK!” Janet’s wail rose octaves as Dante hammered her raw—thick veins along his shaft dragging against overstimulated nerves with every withdrawal. Her plush thighs trembled where they hooked over his waist, diamond wedding band glinting mockingly against his dark hip with each impact. “T-too much! Oh GOD I can’t—”

“You can,” Dante snarled through clenched teeth, fingers digging bruises into milky breasts as Sarah’s nails scored darker trails down his back. “You will.” His balls slapped wetly against Janet’s ass with jackhammer force - each collision sending shockwaves through Sarah’s pelvis where she rode him like a bitch in heat.

Sarah buried her face between Dante’s shoulder blades, drunk on musk and power as their three bodies moved in perverse syncopation. Through half-lidded eyes, she watched Kate crawling up the bed—brassy curls swaying as she positioned herself above Janet’s thrashing head.

“That’s right,” Dante said. “Sit on her face, Kate. Let her taste you.”

“Fuck, yes!” Kate laughed, spreading her own dripping cunt above their boss’s tear-streaked face. “You’re not in charge anymore, are you, Mrs. Whiteny?” She ground downward suddenly—pink folds smothering Janet’s gasped protests as Dante chose that moment to bottom out with a roar.

The sight shattered something inside Sarah-some last illusion of propriety she had harbored. She watched in perverse fascination as Janet transformed in front of her, surrendering completely as Kate’s hot cunt mashed against her mouth—taking Dante’s cock so deep he might as well have been fucking her heart. Her fingers gripped Kate’s thighs, and Sarah knew there was no shame left. Where was the proper executive who had once called the shots? Where was the woman who held authority over Sarah? Her face covered by Kate’s grinding hips, Janet was nothing but wet holes and raw lust. A creamy-white fuck toy taking cock and cunt with equal abandon.

The convulsions started in Janet’s toes—rolling up thick thighs in visible waves before exploding through her cunt in violent spasms that milked Dante’s cock like a fist. Sarah felt it through every muscle in his back—the primal pulse of conquest radiating through sweat-slick skin into her trembling body. Her own climax crested helplessly, a silent scream muffled against Dante’s spine as electric fire raced from mashed clit to curling toes.

Dante held them all suspended in that white-hot moment—Janet’s gushing cunt milking him while Sarah’s slick painted his ass cheeks—before pulling out with a wet pop that left their boss gaping obscenely.

“That’s my girl,” he panted, thumb circling Janet’s ruined entrance as she whimpered into Kate’s dripping slit. His other hand reached back to grip Sarah’s hip hard enough to bruise.

Kate collapsed sideways with a giggle, fingers idly playing with the cum leaking from her own well-fucked pussy. “God! That was so good, Janet! Who knew you could eat pussy so well?”

Janet mewled with shame, but Kate shushed her with a deep kiss, lapping her juices from the older woman’s tongue. Dante turned and gripped Sarah by the hips, pulling her down to the bed.

“Your turn,” he murmured.

Sarah hissed as Dante’s dark fingers dug into the thighs and spread them wide, like he was opening a sacred offering. Her creamy flesh glistened against the silk sheets soaked with other women’s betrayal as his swollen crown pressed against her weeping entrance. She felt Kate snuggle up to her left side, her fingers tracing circles around Sarah’s nipple while Janet’s supple body molded itself to the right.

“Good girls,” Dante growled as he pushed forward—an inch of thick black steel stretching Sarah’s married pussy wider than Henry ever could. “That’s what I like to see. All my good girls getting along.”

Kate’s lips crashed into Sarah’s with a hunger that could only be described as predatory, her tongue plunging deep into her friend’s mouth. Sarah whimpered, her body trembling as she surrendered to the kiss, her pussy clenching around the monstrous black cock that was stretching her open inch by agonizing inch. Her pink, velvety walls clung desperately to the invading girth, her cunt fluttering with a mix of pleasure and pain that made her toes curl.

“That’s it, baby,” Kate murmured as she palmed Sarah’s bouncing tit, her fingers pinching and twisting the hardened nipple until Sarah whimpered. “I know Henry never fucked you like this!”

Janet panted heavily, unable to resist swirling her tongue around Sarah’s other nipple, her hot breath sending shivers down Sarah’s spine. “You look so fucking hot getting stretched open,” Janet gasped, her trembling hand sliding down Sarah’s quivering stomach to rub furious circles on her swollen clit. “I never knew you were so fucking beautiful, Sarah.”

Sarah’s mind was a fucking wreck, her thoughts shattered into a million pieces as Dante’s slow, deliberate thrusts turned into a relentless jackhammering that shook the bedframe and sent her hair flying in a wild, sweaty mess. Her flesh jiggled and her skin was flushed, her tits bouncing with every brutal plunge of Dante’s cock. She could feel his balls slapping against her ass, the sound wet and obscene as he buried himself to the hilt with each thrust.

“Fuck, yes!” Dante growled, his deep voice rumbling through Sarah’s body as he gripped her hips and pounded into her with a ferocity that left her gasping for air. “This is what I wanted. All of you. Here. For me!”

Janet and Kate mewled in Sarah’s ear. The young wife’s cunt burned, her pink pussy lips stretched to their limit as Dante’s massive cock pistoned in and out of her with a rhythm that was both punishing and intoxicating. Her juices squirted down her thighs, the slick sound of her arousal mixing with the slap of skin on skin as Dante fucked her raw. She could feel every ridge, every vein of his cock as it dragged against her sensitive walls, the sensation so overwhelming it brought tears to her eyes.

“Oh God, oh God,” Sarah moaned, her voice breaking as she felt the familiar coil of pleasure tightening in her belly. “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes, baby!” Kate hissed, slapping Sarah’s ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. “Cum for master, slut. Cum for him!”

Janet’s fingers worked faster on Sarah’s clit, her touch relentless as she whispered filthy things in Sarah’s ear. “I want you to cum on his cock, Sarah. I want you to scream his name!”

Dante’s thrusts grew even more savage, his cock slamming into Sarah’s g-spot with unerring precision. She could feel the head of his dick brushing against her womb, the sensation so intense it bordered on pain. Her pussy was a sopping mess, her juices coating Dante’s cock and making every thrust slicker, wetter, more obscene.

“Fuck, I’m gonna fill you up,” Dante growled, his voice thick with lust as he felt his own orgasm building. “Tell me who you belong to, Sarah!”

Sarah moaned as Kate and Janet licked and sucked and pinched her body, driving her closer and closer to devastating bliss.

“Say it!” Dante roared above the wet slap of flesh—his muscles rippling like liquid onyx as he gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. “Tell me whose cunt this is!”

Sarah’s scream tore through the room as Janet pinched her clit viciously—“YOURS!”—her body bowing upward when Dante suddenly stilled, completely buried inside her.

“Louder.” He rotated his hips in cruel circles—thick veins massaging tender inner walls as his heavy balls pressed against her asshole. “Let everyone hear you!”

“IT’S YOURS!” she shrieked, nails drawing blood from Kate’s forearm as another orgasm detonated through her core. “I DON’T CARE ABOUT HENRY! MY PUSSY BELONGS TO YOU! ONLY YOU!”

The dam broke then—Kate grinding against Sarah’s thigh while screaming “Me too! I’m yours!”, Janet sobbing “Take everything!” as she frantically fingered herself watching them. Dante’s roar shook the room as he resumed pounding Sarah raw—each thrust aimed at imprinting his shape permanently inside her womb.

“Cum!” he commanded through gritted teeth—one hand crushing Sarah’s throat while the other yanked Janet closer by her hair. “Cum with me!”

Sarah’s world dissolved into white-hot rapture as his cock swelled impossibly thicker—the first hot jet of cum scalding her womb as simultaneous orgasms wracked all three women. Kate collapsed first—freckled body spasming against Sarah’s side while screaming profanities into sweat-slick skin. Janet followed with a broken wail—fingers still buried in her ruined cunt as she watched Dante pump load after load into her rival.

Sarah awoke to the scent of sweat, pussy, and the musk of raw, unapologetic sex. Dante lay sprawled like a king on his back, his dark, chiseled body glistening under the dim light, every muscle taut and glazed with the sheen of exertion. His cock, still slick with the combined juices of the three women, twitched lazily against his thigh, a reminder of the sins they’d just committed. It was a weapon of mass destruction, thick and veiny, its head swollen, still frothy with the remnants of Sarah’s greedy cunt.

Sarah’s pale, porcelain-skinned body lay draped across his chest, her brown hair a tangled mess, her lips swollen from sucking and moaning. Her nipples, hard and pink, brushed against his skin as she sank into him, her breath hot and uneven against his collarbone. Her pussy was still clenching, aftershocks of her orgasm pushing more thick jizz from her lips to drip down her thighs.

Kate, her freckled redhead friend, clung to his thigh, her lips pressed against the dark muscle as if worshipping it. Her hand was between her legs, fingers working furiously at her swollen clit, her pussy dripping with need. She seemed unable to stop herself—her mind broken by Dante’s power.

Janet, their creamy-skinned, hazel-haired boss, was curled up at his side, her face buried in the crook of his armpit, inhaling the raw, primal scent of him like it was oxygen. Her tongue darted out occasionally, licking at the salty sweat that pooled there, her fingers tracing his dark skin, her wedding ring still glinting merrily in the dim light. Her ass, round and plump, bore the faint red marks of his handprints, a reminder of how hard he’d taken, body and soul.

The room was silent except for the sound of their heavy breathing and the occasional wet squelch of Kate’s fingers plunging into her soaked cunt. From far away, Sarah heard the buzz of a phone—a worried husband, a clueless husband, a husband who didn’t realize that he had just lost his wife—forever.

None of them moved to answer. They were too lost in the afterglow of their shared sin, too consumed by the knowledge that they belonged to Dante now.

“I’m yours,” Sarah murmured against his chest, her voice trembling with a mix of fear and desire. It wasn’t just a statement—it was a promise, a prayer to the man who had ruined them all.

Dante chuckled, the sound low and rumbling, vibrating through their bodies like distant thunder. His hand moved lazily, smoothing over Sarah’s pale back, then Janet’s’s creamy ass, and finally Kate’s freckled cheek. “Yes you are,” he said. “My good girls.”

And they were his—every inch of them. Their bodies, their minds, their fucking souls. They’d given themselves to him completely, and there was no going back. The air was thick with the scent of their betrayal, their submission, their shame. And as Dante’s cock hardened again, they knew this was only the beginning.
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Henry sat on the edge of the couch, feeling frustrated as he looked at the clock. Sarah was working late—again. Just when he thought he could stop worrying about their marriage, things had slipped through his fingers.

It had been a month since she’d started working late—again. Even longer hours than before, and even more frantic demands when she stumbled through the door smelling of sweat, her hair mussed. She would throw him on the bed, unwashed, and ride his cock until he came in his condom. Then, his dick going limp in the used balloon, she would ride his face. His tongue still burned from last night’s acrid tang as she’d ground herself against his mouth and nose, the recent changes in her body clear—bitter, salty muck giving way to sweet juices as she exploded all over his cheeks.

His phone buzzed on the coffee table, snapping him out of his reverie. He glanced at the screen: Janet Whitney. Sarah’s boss. His stomach tightened as he answered.

“Henry,” she said, her tone clipped, aggressive. “I just thought you should know. Sarah’s fucking Dante. Right here in the office. On her desk. In the break room. Everywhere.”

Henry’s heart stopped. All the suspicions he’d had about Dante and Sarah came rushing back to him. The image of Sarah spread wide for that smug bastard, her pale thighs trembling as he plunged his monstrous black dick into her tight little pussy, pierced Henry’s gray matter. He could almost hear her screams of pleasure, see the way her cunt would stretch to accommodate Dante’s girth, smell the filthy musk as their bodies came together again and again.

“No,” Henry whispered. “It can’t be.”

Janet laughed—a cold, cruel sound that sent shivers down his spine. “Oh, it is. And let me tell you, Henry, she loves it. She can’t get enough of that big black cock. She’s addicted to it. She’s his little white slut now.”

Henry’s vision blurred with rage and shame. He grabbed his coat, his hands shaking so badly he could barely zip it up. He had to see for himself. He had to know if it was true. The thought of Sarah—his Sarah—spread out for Dante, her pussy dripping with his cum, her lips wrapped around his thick black shaft, made his stomach churn and his cock throb with a sick, twisted arousal. He hated the way his body betrayed him, the way the thought of Sarah being fucked by another man—especially a man like Dante—made him hard.

Henry barely registered the drive to Statten electronics, his hand clenched on the wheel so hard his knuckles were white. The front door was open, and the lobby was dark and silent except for the faint sound of moans—low, guttural, primal.

He slogged toward Sarah’s cubicle, his breath shallow, the world narrowing to the space in front of him. He felt like he was in a nightmare, pulled forward towards the wet sounds of flesh on flesh and the unmistakable moans of his wife drowning in pleasure.

It wasn’t a big office and all too soon he was at the space between walls that served as an opening to Sarah’s cubicle.

The sight that greeted him was a punch to the gut. Sarah, his wife, was on her knees, her blouse ripped open to reveal her supple, pale tits, her skirt hiked up around her waist, and her face dripping with spit. The mouth he had kissed on their wedding day was wrapped around Dante’s massive black cock. Her lips stretched obscenely wide as she bobbed her head with a desperate hunger that made Henry’s stomach churn. Kate, her coworker and supposed friend, knelt beside her, her hand working furiously between her own legs as she watched Sarah with a look of pure lust. Dante stood over them like a towering black god, his thick, veiny shaft glistening with Sarah’s spit as he thrust into her mouth with a rhythm that was both brutal and hypnotic.

Henry’s breath hitched, his guts churning and his cock hardening against his will. Sarah gagged and drooled around Dante’s monstrous dick, her eyes glazed over, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him with a hunger Henry had never seen in their years of marriage. Kate moaned loudly, her fingers plunging into her dripping pussy as she whispered filthy encouragement to Sarah.

“That’s it, slut!” Kate hissed, venom that only seemed to spur Sarah on. “Take that cock, baby!”

Before Henry could even process the betrayal, warm hands slid around his waist from behind, and he felt the soft press of bare skin against his back. Janet pressed her heavy tits against his shoulder blades as she whispered in his ear.

“Quite the show, isn’t it?” she murmured, her voice laced with cruel amusement. Her hand slid down to his crotch, her fingers expertly undoing his buttons and freeing his throbbing cock. “Oh, my! Your little cock is so hard! No wonder Sarah fell so hard for Dante!”

Henry’s breath came in ragged gasps as Janet’s hand wrapped around his shaft, so thin, so pale compared to Dante’s massive, ebony monster stretching his wife’s lips. The twitching tip oozed pre-cum, and Janet expertly used his own lust as lube to jerk his dick. He wanted to pull away, to scream, to do anything but stand there and watch his wife debase herself, but his body betrayed him. His cock twitched in Janet’s hand, drooling tears of milky lust as his wife’s boss whispered filth into his ear.

“Look at her, Henry,” Janet cooed, her breath hot against his neck. “Look at your wife, sucking that big black cock like it’s the only thing she’s ever wanted. She doesn’t need you anymore. She’s found a real man.”

Dante noticed them then, his eyes locking onto Henry’s. He laughed, a deep, rumbling sound that sent shivers down Henry’s spine, and roughly grabbed Sarah’s hair, pulling her off his cock with a wet pop. “Looks like your husband finally showed up, baby,” Dante growled.

Sarah’s face flushed with shame as she looked up at Henry, her lips swollen, spit and pre-cum dripping from her chin. But there was no remorse in her eyes—only a hunger that made Henry’s stomach churn.

“Don’t stop now, slut,” Dante commanded, and the thick, dark meat of his cock slapped against her cheek with a wet smack. “Show your husband how much you love me.”

Sarah hesitated for a moment, her eyes flicking to Henry before she opened her mouth and took Dante’s cock back in, her tongue swirling around the thick shaft as she sucked him with renewed vigor. Kate moaned loudly, her fingers plunging into her dripping pussy as she watched Sarah with a look of pure lust.

Janet’s hand moved faster on Henry’s cock, her fingers tightening around his shaft as she whispered filth into his ear. “You like watching her getting face fucked by a real man, don’t you?” she purred. “You like seeing her take that big cock like the sluts she is.”

Henry’s breath came in ragged gasps, his hips thrusting involuntarily into Janet’s hand as he watched his wife feasting on virile, glistening black flesh. His own cock, pale and thin in comparison, throbbed in her grip, more pre-cum leaking down the shaft as she stroked him with a cruel skill that made his head spin.

Dante laughed again, his deep voice echoing through the office as he roughly fucked Sarah’s face. “That’s it, Sarah,” he growled, his hips thrusting forward as he buried his cock deep in her throat. “Show him how you’re mine now. My little whore.” Sarah gagged and choked, tears streaming down her face as she struggled to take all of him, but she didn’t stop. Her hands gripped Dante’s thighs, pale fingers digging into dark skin as she sucked him with a hunger that made Henry’s cock twitch dangerously in Janet’s cruel hand.

Dante’s hand suddenly tightened in Sarah’s hair and he yanked her off his cock with a wet pop. Her lips were swollen, glistening with spit and pre-cum, her eyes wide and dazed as she looked up at him. He smirked, his dark eyes flicking to Henry, who stood frozen, Janet’s hand still working his pathetic little cock.

“Stand up,” Dante commanded, his voice low and rough. Sarah obeyed without hesitation, her legs trembling as she rose to her feet. Dante’s hands moved to her blouse, ripping it off with a single tug, buttons scattering across the floor. Her pale tits spilled free, nipples hard and pebbled under the fluorescent lights. He didn’t stop there, yanking her skirt down her hips until it pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but a pair of soaked panties.

Henry’s breath hitched, his cock twitching in Janet’s hand as he watched Dante strip his wife bare. Sarah’s cheeks flushed with shame, but she made no move to cover herself. Instead, she stood there, exposed and trembling, her body betraying her arousal as Dante’s hands roamed over her skin.

With a sweep of his arm, Dante cleared Sarah’s desk, sending papers, pens, and the framed photo of Henry and Sarah crashing to the floor. The sound of shattering glass echoed through the office as he lifted Sarah onto the now-bare surface. Her legs fell open instinctively, her pussy glistening through the thin fabric of her panties.

Dante didn’t waste time. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and tore them away, exposing her dripping cunt to the cold air. Henry’s stomach churned as he saw how wet she was—how ready she was for another man. Dante stepped between her thighs, his massive cock brushing against her folds as he leaned down to whisper in her ear.

“Let’s show your husband what a real man can do,” he growled, before slamming into her with one brutal thrust.

Sarah screamed, her back arching off the desk as Dante buried himself to the hilt. Her pussy stretched obscenely around his girth, her inner walls clenching around him as if trying to pull him deeper. Henry could only watch in horror and twisted arousal as Dante fucked his wife with a ferocity that left no doubt who owned her.

Janet’s hand moved faster on Henry’s cock, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered filth. “Look at her,” she purred. “Look at your wife taking that big black cock like the slut she is. She loves it. She loves him.”

Henry couldn’t tear his eyes away. Sarah’s tits bounced with every thrust, her moans growing louder and more desperate as Dante pounded into her. Kate knelt beside the desk, one hand between her legs as she watched with hungry eyes.

“Fuck!” Sarah screamed, her nails digging into Dante’s back as he drove into her again and again. “Oh, God! Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

Dante laughed—a deep rumble that sent shivers down Henry’s spine—as he gripped Sarah’s hips and pulled out almost completely before slamming back in. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, wet and obscene, as he claimed what was no longer Henry’s.

“Tell him,” Dante growled through gritted teeth. “Tell your husband who owns this pussy.”

Sarah sobbed—a broken sound that made Henry’s heart ache even as his cock throbbed in Janet’s hand. “You do!” she cried out between gasps for air. “It’s yours! Only yours!”

Kate moaned loudly from beside them—her fingers plunging into herself furiously while watching them fuck raw above the shattered wedding photo frame, Sarah’s juices splattered the exposed image with her lust, the lewd rain beading against the once happy couple’s grinning, stupid faces.

Janet whispered something else into Henry's ear then too—something vile yet undeniably arousing despite its cruelty: "She doesn't need you anymore... She has found someone better... Someone stronger... Someone who can give HER everything YOU never could..."

Janet suddenly gripped Henry’s pale cock at the base, making him mewl with pain and pleasure.

“We’re all pregnant with Dante’s babies,” Janet whispered into Henry’s ear, her words poisoning his brain. “And all those times you’ve been eating Sarah out? That taste? That was Dante’s cum. You’ve been swallowing his load for months, you pathetic little cuck.”

Henry sobbed as all those nights eating out Sarah’s mucky pussy came back to him. He could taste it, the crusty leavings of Sarah’s lover as she rode his face to orgasm, cleaning her dirty cunt with her husband’s face.

His sobs were drowned out by Sarah’s screams of pleasure as Dante fucked her harder, his balls slapping against her ass with every thrust.

“That’s right! Tell him who you love,” Dante commanded.

“I LOVE YOU, DANTE!” Sarah screamed. “ONLY YOU!”

Sarah’s body convulsed violently, her back arching off the desk as Dante’s thick, veiny cock hammered into her with relentless force. Her pussy lips clung to him, milking his shaft as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Her screams echoed through the office, raw and unfiltered, as her orgasm tore through her with a ferocity Henry had never seen before. Her juices gushed out around Dante’s cock, soaking his balls and dripping onto the desk below, the sound wet and obscene.

“FUCK! FUCK! I LOVE YOOUUUU!” Sarah wailed, her nails raking down Dante’s back as her body trembled uncontrollably. “LOVE YOOOUUU!”

Dante wasn’t far behind. His thrusts became erratic, his breathing ragged as his own orgasm ripped through his dark, muscular body. He gripped Sarah’s hips tightly, pulling her onto his cock as he buried himself to the hilt one last time. With a guttural roar, he came and Henry watched in horror as his balls contracted, unloading thick ropes of hot cum into his wife’s fertile womb. His glistening ass cheeks clenched with each spurt, filling her up with his seed in a way Henry never could.

As a final insult, Dante leaned down to capture Sarah’s lips in a searing kiss—a kiss that was meant for Henry but would never be his again. He pulled out slowly, his cock glistening with their mixed fluids as he stepped back to admire his handiwork.

Henry stood frozen in place, Janet still working his pathetic little cock with her hand. His face was pale, his eyes wide with shock and shame as he watched Sarah lie there on the desk—her body trembling from the force of her orgasm, Dante’s cum pouring out of her well-fucked pussy. He looked down and watched Dante’s thick, potent seed splash across picture-Henry’s smiling face, erasing his existence in one obscene plop.

“Look at your wife,” Janet whispered in Henry’s ear. “Look at how much she loves him.”

Kate giggled, her fingers dripping, her cunt open, spilling more juices onto picture-Henry’s ruined face. “She’s not yours anymore,” she purred. “She belongs to Dante now.”

Sarah sat up slowly on the desk—her legs still spread wide—and looked at Henry with a mixture of shame and defiance in her eyes. She reached down between her legs—her fingers sliding through the mess of cum and juices that coated them—and brought them to Henry's face.

“Make him eat it,” Dante murmured in her ear and Sarah nodded absently, a cruel smile on her lips.

Janet pushed him forward as Kate joined her. Together, they forced Henry to his back, the shattered glass of his wedding picture digging into his shoulder blades. Sarah’s thighs trembled as she hovered over Henry’s face, her cunt glistening with Dante’s thick seed, the pungent aroma of ruined pussy filling his nostrils.

She lowered herself onto his face with a slow, deliberate motion, her swollen lips pressing against his mouth. The taste of Dante’s cum was overwhelming—salty, bitter, and thick—but Henry couldn’t stop himself from lapping at her folds. His tongue moved instinctively, tracing the contours of her pussy, trying to please her, trying to prove his worth. Sarah moaned softly, her hips grinding against his face as she rode him with a cruel rhythm. Her juices mixed with Dante’s seed, creating a slick, sticky mess that coated Henry’s lips and chin. It was different than the crusty mess he had been served the last few weeks. This was hot, thick, salty, dripping down his throat and his cheeks, slathering him in Dante’s fresh lust.

“That’s it,” Sarah moaned. “Lick me clean. Show me how much you love me.” Her hands gripped his hair tightly, forcing him deeper into her cunt as she rocked back and forth. The sound of wet slurps filled the room, mingling with Henry’s muffled whimpers. Sarah threw her head back, her dark hair cascading down her shoulders as she lost herself in the sensation. “God, you’re pathetic,” she gasped between moans. “But you’ve gotten good at this!”

Henry’s body betrayed him again as his cock twitched in response to her words, despite the shame and heartbreak tearing him apart. Janet or Kate, he couldn’t tell who, jerked him hard and fast, bringing his twitching cock to the edge as Sarah rode his face, drowning him in another man’s cum. His hands clenched into fists at his sides as he tried to resist the arousal building in his groin, but it was no use. Sarah’s pussy clenched around his tongue as she came again, her juices flooding his mouth in hot pulses. She screamed as she rode his face to completion, her body trembling with ecstasy.

When she finally pulled away, Henry gasped for air, his face slimy with a mixture of her cum and Dante’s seed. Sarah looked down at him with disgust, her chest heaving as she caught her breath.

“I’m leaving you,” she said.

The words struck Henry like a physical blow, shattering what little remained of his dignity. His cock spasmed, and before he could stop himself, he came—a weak spurt of cum dribbling into his belly button, a pitiful display of submission. Janet and Kate burst into laughter at the sight, their voices cruel and mocking as they watched him twitch on the floor.

Sarah climbed off Henry’s face and walked over to Dante without a second glance at her husband. She pressed herself against him, her pale body still trembling from her orgasm, as she looked up at him with adoration. “I’m yours now,” she whispered.

Dante wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close. “You always were,” he replied.

Henry lay on the floor in a pool of shattered glass and spilled cum; broken in every way that mattered; unable to move or speak or even cry anymore. He stared blankly at ceiling above, cum drying his face and knew nothing would ever be same again. He had lost everything and, now, at his lowest point, he only wished one thing...

That Sarah had never gone back to work.


​Epilogue


Henry’s apartment reeked of stale beer and sweat. Empty bottles littered the floor, and takeout containers were strewn across the coffee table, their greasy remains a further sign of his downward spiral.

His trembling fingers scrolled through PerfectFans, the screen casting an eerie blue light on his hollow face. He paused, his breath hitching, as he found them—Jessica, Kate, and his wife, Sarah. Shortly after that night in their marital bed, they had left Statten Electronics and started their PerfectFans page. For a monthly fee, Henry could see all of their debauchery, each woman cheating on their husbands with Dante’s big, black cock.

The thumbnails alone were enough to make his cock twitch in his stained boxers. Kate, with her fiery hair cascading over her shoulders, her pink lips parted in a sultry smirk. Jessica, her heavy tits and wide hips glistening with sweat, her eyes daring him to look away.

And Sarah, her pale skin glowing under the lights, the supple breasts and flat stomach he knew so well on display for all to see.

And above them all, lording over his personal harem, was Dante Masters. The man who had stolen his wife, who had turned some of the strongest women Henry knew into his own personal sex slaves.

Henry had seen all the videos, but they weren’t enough. He didn’t want to see those other women. He wanted his wife. He needed Sarah, despite the pain and anguish she had caused him.

Henry’s cock throbbed in his stained boxers as his finger hovered over the screen, trembling like a junkie about to shoot up. The “TIP” button glowed, taunting him, daring him to cross the line again. His credit card was almost maxed out, the plastic practically melting in his wallet from overuse, but he didn’t care. He was too far gone, too desperate for the hit of humiliation and arousal that only his wife could give him.

With a shaky exhale, he tapped the button, punching in $200 like a man signing his own death warrant. The transaction confirmation flashed on the screen, a cold, clinical reminder of his pathetic addiction. His heart pounded in his chest, a sickening mix of anticipation and shame flooding his veins. He was a fucking loser, and he knew it, but he couldn’t stop. Not now. Not when she was so close.

The loading screen spun, mocking him with its slow, agonizing pace. His cock twitched in his pants, already oozing pre-cum. He could feel the sweat beading on his forehead, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he waited. And then, finally, the notification popped up:

Your special request has been accepted.

And just like that, it was done. His guts churned, his pulse racing as the screen loaded.

There she was. Sarah. His Sarah. Except she wasn’t his anymore. She belonged to Dante now, and the proof was right there on the screen. Her belly was huge, swollen with Dante’s baby, her skin stretched tight over the life growing inside her. She was wearing lingerie—black lace that barely contained her tits, which had ballooned to obscene proportions since the last time he’d seen her, filled with milk for Dante’s baby. Her nipples were dark and hard, poking through the fabric, begging to be sucked. Except he couldn’t suck them, couldn’t touch her. All he could do was touch himself.

“Hi, Henry,” she purred, her voice dripping with a mix of sweetness and cruelty that made his dick throb. “I knew you’d be back.” She ran her hands over her belly, her fingers tracing the roundness with a possessive pride that made his chest ache. “I’ve gotten bigger, can you tell? Dante’s baby is sooo big! I tell you, it is so wonderful being filled with a real man’s baby!”

Henry whimpered, her words a knife to his heart, twisting deeper with every syllable. He hated her. He hated himself. But goddamn it, he couldn’t look away.

“It’s OK, baby,” she cooed, a cruel mockery of the love she had once had for him. “You can touch yourself, Henry. I want you to stroke that little cock of yours while you look at me. Look at what you’ll never have again.”

Henry’s hand moved on its own, fumbling with his boxers as he pulled his dick out. Pre-cum oozed down the thin shaft, the tip slick and swollen as he wrapped his fingers around it. “That’s it,” she cooed, her voice like honey laced with poison. “Stroke it nice and slow. Pretend it’s me touching you. Pretend it’s my hand wrapped around your pathetic little dick.”

“Oh, God,” he sobbed with pain, but he obeyed, his hand moving in slow, deliberate strokes as he stared at her pregnant body. His breath hitched as she leaned back, spreading her legs slightly to give him a better view of her pussy, barely hidden by the lace panties. “Do you remember what it felt like to be inside me, Henry?” she asked, her voice teasing. “Do you remember how tight I was? How wet I got for you?” He did. God, he did. But it didn’t matter anymore. She wasn’t his. She was Dante’s now, and the thought made his cock twitch in his hand.

“I bet you wish it was your baby in here, don’t you?” she said, her hands caressing her belly again. “But it’s not. It’s Dante’s. He filled me up so good, Henry. He fucks me so hard, so deep, that I can’t even walk straight.” Her words were a punch to the gut, but they only made him harder. He could feel the shame burning in his chest, but it was nothing compared to the heat boiling in his balls. “Do you want to see how wet I am for him right now?” she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper.

Before he could answer, she hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down, revealing her pussy to the camera. It was glistening, slick with arousal, and he could see the faint stretch marks around her swollen lips from where Dante had stretched her open. “Look at that,” she said, spreading her lips with her fingers to show him how wet she was. “This is what a real man does to me, Henry. This is what you’ll never have again.”

His hand moved faster now, his strokes rough and desperate as he stared at her pussy, imagining what it would feel like to be inside her again. But he knew it would never happen. She was Dante’s now, and all he had was this—this pathetic, humiliating connection to the woman who had left him behind. “Cum for me, Henry,” she commanded, her voice sharp and demanding. “Cum for me while you think about how much better Dante is than you.”

And he did. With a strangled groan, he came, his cum shooting out in thin ropes as he stared at her pregnant belly, her swollen tits, her glistening pussy. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t stop. He was addicted to the shame, to the humiliation, to the sick pleasure of knowing she was forever out of his reach.

“Good boy!” Sarah laughed and leaned forward, her heavy tits swinging, her plump glossy lips smacking a final, mocking kiss against to the camera. "Don’t forget me, baby... just $200 and you can see me whenever you want!”

Henry’s phone slipped from his sweaty grip, clattering onto the floor. His cock—still twitching, shooting his load from nothing but an image of his wife.

Never again, he told himself. Then the screen beeped, letting him know he had a private message on PerfectFans.

His fingers trembled as he clicked on the message. An image. Sarah was kneeling on the floor as Dante stood behind her, his monstrous black cock lying against her face, the tip grazing her collar bone.

Thanks for the laugh! Now, Dante’s going to give me what I really need!

Henry’s hips jerked. His balls tightened. And just like that, he was fucking stroking again, his breath coming in ragged whimpers as he imagined her moaning for a man who doesn’t need to pay for it—a man who takes.

The second orgasm was weaker. Sadder. A dribble of nothing that streaked his knuckles as he whimpered into the darkness.

But his credit card was already out.

And Sarah was still smiling.


I hope you enjoyed this story! If you want even more of my stories, or sign up for my newsletter, visit me at https://manusdare.com/.
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All He Wants

His Best Friend's Mom

His Best Friend's Sister

His Best Friend's Crush

Revenge of the Geek

The Mayor's Wife

Taken While Hubby Watches

Taken by the Ex

Taming the Ivywood Housewives

Tamed by my Husband's Rival

Tamed by my Husband's Friend

Tamed by my Husband's Boss

Tamed by the Neighbors

A Hometown Bully Christmas

Taming the Ivywood Housewives: The Complete Series

The Pool Boy's Harem

The Trophy Wife

The Newlywed

The Bilionaire's Wife

Won by my Boss's Son
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Betting Against My Boss's Son
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Working Late

The Evangelist's Wife
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My Boss's Son: The Complete Series

Like Daughter, Like Mother

Black to the Neighborhood

Black to Work (Coming Soon)

Watch for more at Manus Dare’s site.
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About the Author

Have you ever wanted to read a story where the bad guy gets the girl and the hero is forced to watch?

Whether it's a bully seducing a loving wife, or a fairy tale villain ravishing a Disney princess, Manus Dare creates dark and twisted tales of cheating and cuckolding you can't help but love!

Read more at Manus Dare’s site.
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