
        
            
                
            
        

    Break My Husband
An Interracial Cuckold Tale
by
C. Holt




Copyright 2018 C. Holt

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over eighteen years old.

Author Contact: c.holt.author@gmail.com




Table of Contents

1. Free Reign
2. The Offer
3. The Flicker
4. Keys
5. At Last
6. The Ex
7. A New Friend
8. The Plan
9. Surprise
10. The Show
11. The Law
12. My House
Epilogue




1. Free Reign
We pulled into the empty driveway of our two-story home in Springfield's Westville and it was empty. The lights were off. No laser pistols or explosions from the computer. No boring babble from the TV. It was an odd feeling.

For the first time in twenty-two years, the house was completely ours. I couldn't even remember what that felt like, back in the day. Of course, back then we had lived in a small apartment on Washington.

A lot had changed since those days. We raised three children, for starters. Our oldest, Sarah, worked as a marketing consultant and had her own office downtown. Our middle, Alyssa, was enrolled in the New York Film Academy. And just an hour earlier, we dropped off our youngest, Monica, at the airport to go study on the West Coast.

"Feels weird, doesn't it?" I asked, standing in the hallway. The walls were lined with our collective memories. Birthdays, weddings, funerals set into neat frames.

"What does?" my husband, Pete, asked. He kicked off his leather shoes and waltzed into the kitchen where he opened the fridge and got out a can of Pabst. Just like every night for the last couple of years.

"The house. All the children are finally gone. We're free again," I called out.

"Huh, yeah. Guess so," he mumbled and cracked open the can. He shuffled off toward the living room where he would undoubtedly flop onto the couch and turn on the TV.

Pete was not one to dwell on things much. It was probably just another day for him, nothing unusual and not much would change. For me, it was different. It felt like a great weight being lifted off my shoulders. Chains that have kept me shackled for the last twenty-five years being broken.

If I wanted to, I could just walk around the house naked. In fact, that seemed like a pretty good idea. Still standing in the hallway, I pulled my t-shirt over my head and shimmied out of my jeans. Just standing there in my underwear felt weird enough but there was a glimmer of excitement behind it.

I went that far, I had to go all the way. I slipped out of my underwear. Goosebumps rose all over and my heart fluttered. 

I looked at myself in the wardrobe mirror and frowned. I was forty-nine years old, only a few months away from turning fifty. That amazing, firm body I once used to have was gone. My once-bouncy C-cups weren't as full as they used to be. My stomach wasn't as toned. I found a gray pube in that blonde patch the other day.

The excitement faded, replaced by nagging self-doubt. Was I still attractive in my old age? Did I still have what it took to make Pete's blood boil? At least I managed to avoid gaining too much weight. There was a time in my thirties when I started to pack on the pounds but when Alyssa was a teenager, she hated being chubby. When she decided she wanted to be on television, she enlisted me as her personal fitness trainer. That was the only reason I kept in shape. 

As seductively as I could manage, I stalked like a lioness toward the living room. Pete had his feet up on the coffee table while he sipped from the can. It took him a few seconds to glance up from the screen to see my sashaying toward him, naked as the day I was born.

The reaction was strong but not what I expected. "What the hell are you doing?" he called out in surprise and jumped up. Instead of wrapping me into his arms and showering me with lustful kisses, he ran around the living room, pulling all the shades and curtains closed.

"I was thinking that we should celebrate our new freedom and have some fun," I told him, still hoping he was just getting things in order.

"Are you mental? Here in the living room where the entire neighborhood can see?" he rounded on me.

"Who's gonna see?"

The neighbors to our north, the Smiths, were both workaholics and wouldn't be home that early in the evening. To our west were the Hills but a thick privacy hedge stopped them from seeing into our backyard. Apart from those two, nobody would even have a chance.

"What if someone drives past and sees you cavorting about?"

"So what?" I asked and sidled up to him. He wasn't the man he once was, either. Back in the day, he had played on the football team. Wide receiver. He had been lean and extremely good-looking.

Now fifty, Pete had become an office drone. He liked to wear ties and had a whole assortment of them. His hair started thinning and he had grown a tummy. He wasn't fat by a mile but it was a far cry from his old days on the team. I didn't mind his looks at all — he looked like a dad.

Except his days of rearing children were over. I grabbed his crotch to hopefully remind him that his beautiful, naked wife stood in front of him, begging to be satisfied. He was flaccid.

"I've had a long day, Lina," he sighed without even checking out my tits.

I kissed him — or at least I tried to. He backed away and all I got was a hint of Pabst. "Come on! Don't you want to celebrate our freedom?"

"We have years to do that," he grunted and sat back down on the couch.

Disheartened, I turned on my heel and waltzed out. Ignoring the pill of clothes in the hallway, I raced up the stairs and into our bedroom, slamming the door shut behind me. I was livid.

It wasn't the first time that Pete had shown his disinterest, either. I always blamed it on having a house full of kids. It was hard to get in the mood when our daughters had friends over daily and there was always some trouble brewing. As much as I love our children, I had been looking forward to the day where I could some peace and quiet.

More out of spite than because I was still horny, I dug my favorite vibrator out of the nightstand. It was a six-inch cherry-pink vibe that was a little thicker and a little bigger than Pete's penis — he was five and a half.

After a minute, I realized that I was just randomly jabbing the dildo without actually paying attention to or feeling any of us. My mind was still racing with bad thoughts about my husband. I tossed the vibrator aside and went downstairs to retrieve my phone.

I pulled the blanket over my naked body and dialed one of my friends — Sandy. 

"How's life as the queen of your own castle?" Sandy piped right away, chipper as usual.

"Yeugh."

"Hey, that doesn't sound good. What's the matter?"

"It's Pete."

"Of course," Sandy sighed. "What did he do this time?"

"More like what didn't he do. You wanna hear?"

"You know I do."

"Okay, so we just got from the airport and I'm feeling good, I'm feeling sexy, and I get this idea to just strip down naked and have a nice, glorious fuck to celebrate the empty house."

"Ooh yeah, that sounds raunchy. You go, girl!" Sandy hollered.

"No-go girl. Pete wasn't interested. When he saw me naked he freaked out and drew all the curtains because he didn't want anyone to see me naked."

"What!"

"I know! And he was soft."

"Well, you know what I always say..."

"He's not gay, Sandy," I admonished her.

"Are you sure?"

"I just needed to vent a little. I'm sure he'll be up for it later."

"The offer still stands, Lina."

The "offer" was something she had been telling me for quite a while now. She wanted me to cheat on Pete. She hated Pete with a passion and the feeling was mutual. Practically every time we went out, she would point out guys she thought were cute and ask if I wasn't interested.

I never had been. "No thanks," I replied.

"You're missing out."

"You sound like you just picked up another boy toy and you're happy before he leaves you in a couple of days and you're back to sobbing on my shoulder," I reminded her.

"Yeah... maybe."

"Spill it, who's the guy?"

"His name's Tom and he's on the football team."

"College football?"

"Of course, Lina. How dare you!" Sandy giggled.

"Do I need to remind you about... what was his name again?"

"Evan. And he was over eighteen."

"Yeah. Technically. He didn't even have a driver's license."

"You don't need a license to ride this," she said and I can only imagine that slapping sound was her hitting her own butt. "Anyway, Tom's different. He eats ass."

"He does what now?"

"You're getting old, my dear. Eating ass means he licks your butthole like it's your cunt."

"Ew, gross," I squealed, imagining a wet, warm thing between my cheeks. 

"The kids these days are obsessed with asses. More often than not we only do anal. If you're not eating ass, you might as well not even bother."

"Good thing I don't have to. I'm married."

"To a fucking loser."

"Cool it."

"Alright, alright. To a massive dweeb."

"That's better. But still wrong."

"Who cares if it's wrong if you're getting plowed? God, Tom has so much energy, I think he's even starting to wear me out. He can actually pick me up, you know. We fucked for like five minutes and I never even touched the ground. He has a friend. Stefan. Total gorgeous bod with abs. When was the last time you got fucked so hard you couldn't walk the next day, Lina?"

"Oh shut up, I'm not gonna cheat on Pete."

"Your loss." On the other end of the line, the doorbell rang. "Ooh, that's Tom," Sandy squealed.

"Really?" I groaned. "I wanted a sympathetic ear tonight."

"I can stay on the line if you want but I'm afraid it's just gonna be me, moaning."

"No thanks, you slut."

We said our goodbyes and I just shook my head. Sandy was a completely different person compared to me. I'd never be able to do what she did. But thinking about some bodybuilder-type guy picking me up and fucking me against the wall was an interesting thought. Since it was only in my head, I let it play out.

Before I knew it, I was wet again and fortunately, the vibrator was still within reach. It buzzed merrily and, at last, I got some of that release I've been craving all week.



2. The Offer
The hot August sun bore down on me in full force. I laid in nothing but a bikini bottom on a deckchair in our spacious backyard. A well-worn copy of The Apple Thief laid next to an empty glass on the table next to me.

Over the last three weeks, I managed to get quite a tan. Topless since about two weeks ago. It felt nice to have the summer sun caress my body and thoughts of Ramon, the fiery Latino apple thief caress my libido.

"What are you doing?" came Pete's low, anxious hiss from the porch.

"Tanning," I replied calmly. 

At once, my great mood soured. I hadn't been paying attention to the time and missed Pete coming home from work.

"Your... your globes are out," he spluttered.

"They're tits, not globes," I fired back.

The sun went dark as Pete threw his blazer over me, covering my chest. "The neighbors are home!" he urged, almost frantic.

"And they can't see anything," I said, pointing out the thick hedge.

"Yes, they can. Look," he said, pointing north. "Mr. Smith can peer out of his bathroom window and ogle you."

"You're being ridiculous. He's not even home."

"But he could be!"

I grabbed the blazer and flung it into the pool. It soaked up water quickly and then just floated there, several shades darker. "Why don't you come over here and oil me up instead?"

"Jesus, Lina, are you drunk?" he asked, eyeing the empty glass.

"What, because I'm topless in my own damn backyard?"

"It's our backyard, not yours."

"What the hell does that even mean?" I shouted.

"It means what you do here reflects on both of us. I don't want people talking about us behind our backs."

The atmosphere was thoroughly ruined. I shot to my feet and stalked angrily into the house, bumping into his shoulder on the way. I didn't understand what his fucking problem was. I knew that he's always been a vanilla kind of guy but he had never been so jealous before.

And that incident was yet another one on a pile of growing shit. In the three weeks since we had the house to ourselves, we had sex exactly once. Two weeks ago. Late at night, in bed, under the covers. I had initiated it.

The worst part was realizing that he hadn't changed recently. It's been that way for at least two years. It was me that changed. Like I finally woke up and realized that our marriage has been on the rocks for a while. 

Yet any attempts I made were immediately rebuffed in the pettiest ways. I had enough. Pete followed me silently and headed up the stairs. I grabbed the phone and dialed Sandy.

Two rings. "What's up?"

"I wanna take you up on your offer," I snarled into the phone.

"Oh my God, really?" Sandy squealed with delight.

"Yes."

After hanging up, my entire body buzzed with excitement. It hit me what I had agreed to. To cheat on Pete. I knew I should have felt bad but the thought of one of Sandy's young studs ravaging me right then was exactly what I needed.

I slipped my hand down my panties and it felt so good.



3. The Flicker
The music sucked. I had no idea what the genre was even called, other than loud and annoying. Everyone else seemed to enjoy it. They were dancing. The air reeked of alcohol, sweat, and cigarettes.

It was a college bar — The Flicker. Cheap beer. Cheap furniture. Packed. I was miserable. Around me was a sea of young, gorgeous men and women and I've never felt older.

"You want another drink?" Sandy asked, already sliding out of the booth.

"No, I still have—"

It was too late. Sandy already disappeared in the crowd. I looked down at my half-full pina colada. My third of the night.

Why the hell did I think it was a good idea?

I dressed up for the evening in my sleek red evening dress, the one I bought for Sarah's graduation ceremony. I knew I looked good in it, fit for the red carpet. But not The Flicker — there, I looked like an idiot.

Sandy didn't tell me what kind of bar it was. She just told me to show up at eight and not to be late. She actually laughed at me when I got out of my car. Unlike me, Sandy was dressed appropriately — by dressing very inappropriately. I don't think I ever saw a woman our age wear short jeans cutoffs and a tank top.

The looks I got from people were awful. Like their grandma showed up to a kegger. I slammed down the rest of my pina colada, hoping it would help.

I wasn't cut out for shenanigans like that. I couldn't even bring myself to flirt with a guy. The moment I got back home, I would apologize to Pete. Not that I was going to tell him what I was up to. Just an apology. 

"Look what I found!" Sandy called out, returning with drinks in hand and two guys in tow.

The way the two of them looked, they had to be football players. Broad shoulders and walking with a cocksure swagger. Definitely good-looking — for their age. Early twenties. One of them had a crew cut and the other a faux-hawk. 

"Aren't they just adorable?" Sandy chirped and set the drinks down. "Scoot over."

One of the guys slipped in beside me. The faux-hawk. "Hey there. The name's Jack," he said.

"I'm John," the other one said.

"I found them standing at the bar in desperate need of a hot piece of ass," Sandy said excitedly. I noticed she had somehow lost her bra along the way. How the hell had she managed that? She flaunted her chest and her tits almost spilled out of the low cut top.

Both the guys ogled her. "We didn't expect to actually find it," John said, sliding closer to her.

"You look lovely," Jack breathed in my ear.

"Thank you," I replied.

"You'll have to forgive her, she's a bit shy," Sandy encouraged him. "Come on, say something nice back, Lina."

"You, uh, have big shoulders," I stammered.

John laughed and flashed a pearly white set of teeth at me. He looked so damn young. Sandy wasn't losing any time. She licked her lips and had her hand on John's thigh. Was I supposed to do the same thing?

"Good music, right?" John asked, nodding along to the beat.

"I guess. Is it popular?"

"Hell yeah, it's DJ Skittles."

"Who?"

"Doesn't matter," Sandy interrupted. "You don't need to know it is, you only need to feel the beat and feel it right here." She put her hand on her chest, imitating a heartbeat. It was a cheap ploy to get the guys to look at her tits.

"You come here often?" I asked.

"Nah, it's only our second time. We just got our IDs."

"You're twenty-one?" I asked.

Jack laughed. "Hell no, we're both sophomores. I meant our fake IDs."

Oh God. I wanted to sink into the cushion out of shame. He wasn't even twenty-one. That didn't seem to stop Sandy, apparently. Things were progressing way too fast on the other side of the table. John had one hand on Sandy's tit, kissing her neck, while she rubbed his cock through the jeans.

The alcohol was making me woozy. I looked at my own companion. Could I really do this? His lips were kind of wormy and his nose had a pimple on it. He wasn't looking at me. He was staring at Sandy who was only a few seconds away from fucking John right there in the booth.

"Can you let me out?" I urged Jack.

"What's the matter?" Sandy asked, interrupting her tongue-wrestling.

"This isn't for me," I answered, sliding out.

"You sure?"

"Yeah. I'll talk to you tomorrow."

Without missing a beat, Sandy turned to the two guys and grinned. "Say, have you boys ever been in a threesome?" 

That first breath of fresh air was wonderful. I stumbled out of the stupid club and sucked in a huge lungful of the warm Springfield air. All I could think about was how much of an idiot I was and how good it would feel to drop into my comfy bed and just close my eyes.



4. Keys
"Hey, what do you think you're doing?" a commanding voice yelled across the parking lot.

Keys in hand, I whirled around and saw him walking toward me like a king in his castle. Every step exuded confidence. I was like a deer in the headlights. His skin was dark, shining with neon luster in the night. He was tall and athletic but not in the bulky way of Jack and John. No, he was just powerful. 

"I asked you what you think you're doing," he repeated sternly when he was within arm's reach.

I opened my mouth and nothing came out. He questioned me like I was a spoiled child, not a nearly fifty-year-old woman, easily two decades his superior. Like he had every right in the world to demand an answer from me. He stared at me with those intense, brown eyes.

Swallowing the lump in my throat, I finally managed to squeak out an answer. "Going home."

"You're not driving in that condition," he said.

One moment the keys were in my hand, the next he just reached out and grabbed them. He stuffed them into his jeans pocket. I was flabbergasted. The man just stole my car keys. How the hell was I supposed to react to that? I looked around helplessly but the parking lot was deserted. There was no one else.

"Give me back my keys."

"No, I'm not letting you drive drunk," he said indignantly. "You want a taxi or Lyft?"

My head was swimming. All I knew was that this man was between me and my bed. "I want my keys."

"My name's Montel. What's yours?"

"Lina," I mumbled.

"Well, Lina, you're drunk. I'm gonna drop off your keys at the bar and you can get them back tomorrow. I don't want to be responsible for your or anyone else's death. You got that?"

"You can't do that."

"Watch me," he said and turned away.

Then he just started walking away toward the entrance around the corner. He had already taken five steps when I rallied my strength. "Wait!"

"Yes?" he asked, stopping.

"Please don't do this to me. Not today," I whined. Tears welled up in my eyes. Damn it.

"Look, I didn't mean to be a jerk, it's just that I can't let you drive in that condition."

"It's not that," I snuffled. "It's everything else. I had a shit day and I feel awful and I just want to go home."

"You want a lift?" he offered.

"Yes, please," I said and a wave of gratefulness washed over me.

It didn't occur to me until later just how risky it was to get into his blue Volvo. I was just so relieved at the thought of getting home quickly that I would have agreed to anything.

"Where do you live?" he asked, sliding into the driver's seat.

"On Emmett. Westville."

"Fancy," Montel said and whistled. The engine roared to life and he pulled out of the parking lot. My head threatened to fall off my shoulders.

"Don't mock me," I growled.

"I'm not. It's a nice area."

"Oh. Thanks."

"First time at The Flicker? I'm pretty sure I would have remembered someone like you."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"It's a cheap dive for college kids to hook up. You're far too good-looking for a place like that."

"You mean old," I said glumly, remembering all the weird stares.

"Nah, pussy doesn't have an expiration date," he chuckled.

The comment jolted me out of my drunken haze. I sat up straight and felt more alert. He grinned at me. "What?" I asked.

"You never heard that before?"

"No."

"Shit, really? I figured you'd be the first to use that line to pick up some young buck."

"No, that's not who I am," I said even as the specter of guilt cackled in the back of my head.

"So you just stumbled into The Flicker by accident?" he said and chuckled in an incredibly smug, confident manner.

"Yes. I was driving along and I was in the mood for a little cocktail so I stopped by," I told him.

"Hah!" Montel barked. "You're funny. I like that."

He was grinning broadly and for some odd reason, that made me feel a little better. The desire to have a good, hearty cry had certainly passed already. That was good. 

We rode on in silence but it wasn't a comfortable silence. Every time I looked at Montel, I felt like I owed him some sort of explanation. I was considerably less drunk already and realized that he had saved me from making an awful mistake. He was driving me home, which would take him at least forty-five minutes there and back, even though he had absolutely no obligation to do.

"Why are you helping me, anyway?" I asked timidly.

"I've never been able to turn down a pretty face," he said and grinned.

"Do you mean me?" I asked, taken aback.

"Of course I mean you. I'm surprised you managed to leave the bar without a horde of horny guys yapping at your heels."

"They just gave me weird looks because I'm old."

"Nah, it's probably because they've never seen anyone that hot. You gotta remember they're just a bunch of dumb college kids."

I couldn't believe it. Montel was definitely hitting on me. It was unexpected and very straightforward like he had an overabundance of confidence. And he was good-looking, too. In his own way. I've never been with a black man before.

"Weren't you on your way there?" I teased him.

"Yeah, for work. I'm a bouncer."

"Oh. I thought you were... how old are you?"

"Twenty-eight."

"You look younger."

Montel snorted. "I get that sometimes but believe me, there's a very capable man underneath my boyish good looks. I can show you a night you'll never forget."

"I... uh, I, um... not really interested," I stammered. I already made up my mind that I wasn't going to cheat on Pete after all. "But that's very flattering."

"Damn. Worth a shot."

"Sorry," I added, feeling guilty for some odd reason.

"No need to apologize, it's all good," he chuckled.

We pulled onto Emmett Drive and I felt a little sad. After the disastrous stay at The Flicker, Montel was a nice change of pace. 

"Up ahead on the right, the one with the red car parked out front," I pointed out my house.

The car slowed down and Montel pulled up to the curb. "I suppose you can have these back," he said and reached into his pockets. He held out my set of keys.

"Thanks," I said and tried to grab them. He held them.

"Promise me you won't drive drunk."

"I promise," I swore solemnly and he let go. "Thank you. For everything."

"Anytime."

I got out and took a deep breath of fresh Westville air. The aroma was very different to downtown Springfield. Less car exhaust. More nature — if manicured front lawns and golf courses counted as that.

Halfway down to the front door, something caught my eye. The curtains of Pete's office were drawn but the lights were on. There was a small gap through which I could see his computer monitor. There was a woman on screen. In a bikini.

Curious, I walked onto the lawn to get a closer look. Pete sat on his comfy leather backed executive chair. His pants were down to his ankles. There was a box of tissues on the table. One hand on his hard cock, the other on the mouse.

The woman on the screen was a slim redhead. I knew exactly who she was. Molly Higgins. Pete's ex. They had dated for eight years in and before college. The picture was on her Facebook. It changed to another one, of her with her riding a mountain bike in skimpy gym shorts.

Apparently, Pete had a sex drive after all. It just wasn't for me. Furor boiled up inside of me. I braced myself to shout at him as loud as I could when I spotted the blue Volvo still parked at the curb.

A much better idea came to mind. I yanked open the passenger side door and slipped inside.

"Everything alright?" Montel asked.

"I want to suck your dick," I told him and the hungry beast inside of me roared. "Is that okay?"

"Hell yeah, it is," Montel said, grinning.

I dove for his zipper and yanked it down so hard the latch broke. I reached inside and could hardly believe the object my fingers touched.

It was a challenge to pull it out of the tiny hole in the pants. I had to unbutton the jeans. His cock was huge. He pushed down his boxers and it sprang up.

It had to be at least seven inches and it wasn't even hard all the way. Perfectly onyx with a thick shaft. The tip was port wine colored and uncut. It just looked so... flawless. Like it came out of a textbook. 

"Holy shit," I blurted out, unable to take my eyes off his cock.

"Damn, do I love that reaction," Montel chuckled.

"Is it real?"

"Why don't you find out?"

Tentatively, I wrapped my fingers around it. I felt the blood rushing underneath the skin. The raw power of his manhood made my hand buzz. A shiver raced up my spine. My mouth watered.

Like a moth to the flame, I felt helplessly drawn to it. I wrapped my mouth around the glans and marveled at the sheer size of it. I pushed my lips down until cresting over his ridge. My tongue slid over the sensitive underside and Montel let out a very satisfied sigh.

And then it grew to its full potential. I could barely fit my mouth around it. It was bigger than anything I had ever seen. It was bigger than anything I thought possible. My inner animal demanded I give it the attention it deserved and I started stroking and sucking.

"Oh yeah, that's good," Montel groaned.

His hand slid down my back and grabbed my elevated buttcheck. Without letting go of his tool, I scrambled up on my knees. He squeezed my other cheek. He tugged at my dress and it rode up to my thigh.

I was bobbing down as fast as I could manage, relishing the way his big ridge bumped over my lips when he pushed aside my panties and slipped a finger inside of my wet pussy. My entire body felt like electricity was coursing through it. A lightning bolt worth of energy.

At first just one, then a second, and a third. He was going as fast as I was, mutually pleasuring me.

I came first. A wonderful, roaring, thunderous array of fireworks. The thrill of sucking a stranger's cock combined with pent-up need. Several weeks worth of frustration released all at once. I would have sung with joy if his cock hadn't filled my mouth.

 Suddenly his cock jerked rigid. A warm blast of salty semen splashed against the roof of my mouth. It tasted better than Pete's. Less soapy. I hungrily guzzled it down. I licked all over his glans and sucked out the rest.

I swallowed it all and smacked my lips. "Mmmm, you taste nice."

"God, you're hot," he groaned.

Montel grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me in for a kiss. His lips were surprisingly soft. And big. And nimble. His tongue teased its way inside my mouth. Oh God, kissing him felt so good. I grabbed his cock because I wanted to feel it again.

I was going to fuck him. I knew that without a doubt in my mind. I was going to fuck Montel right there in the car in front of my house. 

As I pulled my leg over the console, I bumped into a gear stick I didn't anticipate. I lost balance and tried to place my knee back on the passenger seat but I missed it by inches and plummeted. I tried to grab onto anything I could but only slammed into something hard with my shoulder.

TOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOT

Fuck. I hit the horn. 

"Are you alright?" Montel asked, laughing out loud hard enough for his entire body to shake.

He was apparently unaware of what a car horn would do in a neighborhood like mine. All around us, lights were flickering on in houses. Curtains were opened. Watching silhouettes appeared in the windows.

"Shit," I cursed and desperately pulled my dress over my hips, scrambling to make myself presentable.

"I take it that's not good."

"No. You have an amazing, wonderful cock but you need to get the hell out of here before anyone gets suspicious. Okay?"

The cabin light turned on as I opened the door. I had one foot outside when Montel grabbed my arm and pulled me back in. His face was real close and he went in for a kiss. Oh God, how good it felt to be kissed with so much passion. It was a heated, fierce kiss that ended with him licking across my chin, which was unexpected.

"You had a bit of cum dribbling down. It's gone now."

"Thank you. Bye. It was really nice. Bye."

The light in Pete's office was turned off, though there was still the blue glare of the screen. Most of the neighbors decided to go back to whatever they were doing. Only Mr. Smith still seemed to take much of an interested. 

On the walk to the front door, I straightened my dress, ran my fingers through my hair, wiped away some of the spit around my mouth, and prayed to God that Pete hadn't seen anything. It was only when I inserted the key that I remembered he had been masturbating to his ex.

"Who was that guy?" Pete asked, standing in the hallway with his arms crossed in front of his chest, looking very stern.

Had he seen any of it? A wave of panic washed over me but it passed quickly. He wouldn't be that calm. "Just the Lyft driver."

Pete relaxed and uncrossed his arms. "Oh. I didn't know Sandy could return you before midnight. Is everything alright with her?"

"Yeah, she's great. We split up because she was hooking up with someone."

"Figures," Pete scowled.

"How was your evening?"

"Boring. Just watching TV," he said offhandedly but he couldn't meet my gaze when he said it.

"I'm kinda drunk, I think I just want to have a shower and masturbate for a bit," I told him and that was exactly what I wanted to do. At the mention of me masturbating, he scowled and pulled a face. "You're free to join me if you want."

"Goodnight," he grumbled and stomped off to the living room.



5. At Last
The warm sun caressed my face. I woke up feeling incredibly alert like I already had a gallon of coffee in me. The bed next to me was empty; it was a little past eight and Pete was at work already.

I flung aside the cover and opened the top drawer of my nightstand. That's where I kept my toys. I selected the biggest one I had, a seven inch, ribbed vibrator that drained batteries by the dozen, yet it was powerful.

I closed my eyes tightly and relived the memory from last night. Montel's incredible cock. The kiss. The wonderful orgasm. Only I took it even further, imagining myself riding him while plunging the vibrator in and out of myself.

After two orgasms, I was finally ready to leave the bedroom. I ate breakfast, made coffee, checked the mail, and got started on the laundry.

Then it was time to get to the bottom of a different matter. Pete didn't lock his office or keep a password on his computer, there wasn't a real need to. I've never had the urge to snoop on there before. Until then.

I sat down in his chair and turned the machine on. A minute later, I was looking at his profile. Only there was nothing unexpected there. No messages from anyone I didn't know. No suggestive emails. Nothing in the browser history either. Not even porn.

I wasn't good enough with computers to make anything of that, except that I knew I wasn't going to find anything. Yet I knew what I had seen. I left the office and got my tablet, where I typed in the name that I didn't think would ever come up in my life again: Molly Higgins.

The two of them had been together for nearly eight years. From middle school through college. Then she dumped him out of the blue and broke his heart. He was single for a while before sleeping his way around the singles scene, including my friend Kathy. When it didn't work out between the two of them, Kathy introduced us to each other and that started our journey.

Yet Molly was still a sore touch with him. He always said he didn't know why they broke up and I believed him. I had no idea that he still carried the torch for her after all this time, he never made any such indication.

Either she never married or she kept her name, but there she was. The woman looked a lot older now than I remembered but still had the same luxurious red hair, though it only reached down to her shoulders now. Was it really her that Pete had jerked off to? It could have been some other redhead. I had been drunk and only saw the screen from a distance.

Unfortunately, her profile was private. I couldn't load anything past her name and profile picture — unless I friended her. 

The old me would never have done that. Just the thought of friending my husband's ex would have been too awkward to consider. But everything had changed last night. The new me was a go-getter. The new me wasn't afraid of anything. The new me clicked the button to send a friend request.

The new me also watched the screen for five minutes with a glum feeling in her stomach, waiting for something to happen. Nothing did.

While swapping a load of laundry, the doorbell rang. I opened the front door without thinking about it, assuming it was the mail. It wasn't.

Montel stood there. Tall. Handsome. Black. Wearing a leather vest. And there I was, painfully aware of wearing my laundry pajamas. 

"Hi!" I greeted him, more surprised than anything else.

"Thought I'd check in with my new friend. Did you get in trouble last night?"

"No, no, not at all. Pete's kinda oblivious sometimes. That's my husband. Pete. Uh, I'm married. Did I tell you that?"

"I assumed as much, considering the way you were acting and the ring."

"What ring? Oh, that ring. Of course. Shit. Um. Do you wanna come inside?"

"I'd love to but shouldn't you gonna invite me in first?"

I stared at him blankly until, after an embarrassingly long time, it clicked. Heat rose to my head and he started laughing. It was infectious and I couldn't help but grin and wave him inside.

"I'm sorry I look like such a mess. I didn't expect a visit."

"You kidding me? You look damn sexy," he replied.

To hear someone tell me that straight to my face was invigorating. As soon as the door closed, I launched myself at him. I had to get up on my toes to be able to reach his face. His lips felt just as good as I remembered. His arms were just as comforting. He smelled a lot better, though. Some sort of aftershave.

"Upstairs. Now," I said, half-begging, half-commanding.

I raced for the stairs and pulled off my top, flinging it aside. I pushed down my pajama pants and tried to kick them off, only they got caught in my feet. The momentum carried me upward several steps before I stumbled and my knees slammed into the stairs halfway up.

But before I had a chance to do anything, Montel grabbed both my cheeks and spread them apart. His rough tongue flicked between my moist lips.

"Oh, yes," I sighed.

He was as good at eating me out as he was at kissing. Maybe even better. He made another pass around my labia before starting to nibble and kiss. It felt like he had three tongues. 

Despite my morning session, or maybe because of it, it didn't take long until I felt the orgasm approach. His thumb rubbed across my butthole as he was lapping away with his mouth buried in my pussy.

"Oh, yes, oh, that's so good," I moaned.

Montel went in for the kill and my world exploded. He sucked my clit until my entire mind was burning with bliss. I screamed and begged for more and he gave it to me. 

Weak and numb, with my leg still twitching, he scooped me as if I were as light as a feather. "Which one's your bedroom?" he asked.

"Second on the left," I answered, unbuttoning his shirt.

Once inside, he gently deposited me on the king size bed. I watched him undress all the way. The man had the body of a Greek god. Rippling abs and bulging biceps. His dark skin was smooth and full of luster. He pushed down his pants and that massive cock emerged like an adult pop-out book.

Montel climbed up on the bed and pounced on me. He grabbed my wrists and pinned me down. He nibbled at my breast and kissed my collarbone. Still hungry, I hooked my legs around his firm butt and pulled him closer, willing him to fuck me. His cock poked my inner thigh and I thought I would die from the anticipation.

"You want it, huh?" he chuckled.

"No, I need it. I need you to fuck me. I need your black cock!"

And I got it. He scooted forward and guided his tip to my entrance. "Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," I sighed as he sunk his manhood inside of me.

It was unlike anything I've ever felt before. It was so big and so filling. So textured and alive. And so, so fucking long I thought it would never stop.

I wanted to laugh with joy because I felt amazing. Montel thrusted and it felt like every neuron in my brain fired at once. His weight pressed me down on the mattress. His hands kept me immobilized. His lips drew away my breath. The only thing still in my power was to lock my feet behind his back and pull him in.

For hours... days... years we made love. A perfect moment lasting for an eternity. Nothing but his soft lips and hard cock. His strength and his warmth.

I came. I came again. Again and again, until I couldn't tell the difference between ebb and flow. I screamed myself hoarse. We switched positions and I rode him, moving with nothing but sheer need for his gift.

Eventually, I found myself lying in bed, staring up at the ceiling, wondering why nothing was moving. My body was covered in sweat and still prickling with orgasmic energy. I was breathing like I had just run a marathon at full sprint.

"You've got an amazing cunt," Montel whispered, his hot breath tickling my ear.

"It's yours," I rasped. "I'm yours. I've never felt so alive."

I flipped around and faced my incredible lover. His eyes... he looked at me with the intensity and desire that I always dreamed Pete would have for me. I reached out and ran my finger across his cheek. I leaned in and kissed him. Semen tickled on my thigh as it oozed out of my pussy.

Everything was perfect.



6. The Ex
Hot water splashed on his naked skin. The glass door of the shower cabin was fogged up. The air was steamy. I dragged my hands up his muscular thigh and leaned to kiss the tip of his cock. Just a quick peck before returning to the task of lathering up this wonderful man.

"Mmm feels good to be worshipped," Montel chuckled.

"Feels amazing to have someone tell me how hot I am," I grinned up at him.

"I'm lucky I managed to snag you up before someone else did."

"Someone did. I am married, you know."

"Are you, though? I didn't hear a lot about this supposed husband of yours when you were sucking my dick."

I made my way up his torso, turning his abs frothy white and smelling like lavender. "I kinda forgot he existed for a while. It was nice."

"What's his deal? Small dick?"

"No, he's average. I think we just kind of grew apart."

"That ain't right. He needs to know how much he fucked up by letting someone like you go."

"He's not. He's jealous. Very jealous, in fact. All the time."

"So he doesn't want anyone else to have you but he also doesn't take care of you himself?"

"Yeah," I said and kissed him, pressing my naked body against his.

"Then he really needs to learn a lesson."

"What, you think I should tell him that I have a black lover with a cock the size of a horse?"

"Why not?" Montel asked and chuckled.

"You're crazy, which I kinda like, but I'm not gonna do that."

Montel shrugged. "That's okay. I don't mind keeping this between us. A little danger and excitement never hurt anybody."

"Except my pussy. I think I'm gonna be sore."

"Oh thank God, I'm not the only one," Montel groaned.

Our laughter echoed off the tiles. I finished soaping him up and touching every nook and cranny of his body. I kissed and licked his chest and abs. He started to get hard again but just as I was about to blow him, he stopped me.

"Save some for next time," he said and all the frowning and puppy eyes in the world didn't seem to change his mind.

Ten minutes later, I watched him get into his blue Volvo and drive off. I raced up to the bedroom but all the toys I possessed seemed somehow inadequate now. Instead, I grabbed my tablet and made myself comfortable.

It became very rapidly apparent that there had been leaps and bounds in the world of assisted masturbatory technology. The last vibrator I bought had been over fifteen years ago. There was an entire world of happysticks.

After an hour, my shopping basket was already over two-hundred-fifty dollars. A large dildo, twelve inches with a very natural look. Three buttplugs of varying sizes, as Montel had suggested. Silicone lube for anal play. A bunny vibrator with clitoral stimulation, which I had never seen before and really wanted to try. A ball-gag. Nipple clamps connected via metal chain. Keyless bar-handcuffs made of stainless steel with cloth cover. A three-inch butterfly wearable vibrator.

I was reviewing the list, questioning if I really wanted to spend that much money just because I was horny, when a message popped up: "Molly Higgins has accepted your friend request." I completely forgot about that.

The entire profile was visible now. She still lived in Springfield, divorced for about two years with no children. She worked as a strategic marketing consultant for Globoworld. Her last few posts were of her hiking the Appalachian trail with a group of friends. She was fit and good-looking.

I was more interested in her photos to confirm my suspicion. It took me a few minutes to find it but I did, inside of an album named "Vacation Hawaii '17." There was the shot of her in a bikini and the one mountain biking on the big island. Plenty of other skimpily-dressed jerkoff material in there, too. No doubt about it — my idiot husband still had feelings for his ex.

A message popped up. From Molly. A wave of anxiety washed over me but I forced it down. 

MOLLY: Hey, you're Pete Hendrick's wife, right?

ME: Yes

MOLLY: I was wondering when you'd end up contacting me

ME: You were?

MOLLY: I think we should meet in person

ME: Why?

MOLLY: How about this afternoon? Rainforest Cafe in Central Mall, 3 pm?

ME: Okay

MOLLY: Great. See you then

I felt like I was ran over by a truck. She was expecting me? Did that mean that Pete was sleeping with her? Under any other circumstance, that thought might have sent me into either a rage or a spiraling depression but I was in no position to talk. After all, I still had some of Montel's cum inside me. 

But, at long last, I was no longer horny. I didn't want to review the shopping list anymore and just ordered it all. 

Then it was time to do the laundry again because it had been sitting around wet too long and smelled slightly mildewy.



7. A New Friend
The Rainforest Cafe was one of twenty fast-food joints in Central Mall's food court. It served an array of juices, smoothies, and organic ice cream. I showed up early and got myself a mint chocolate chip bowl of gelato. 

Despite the occasion, I was in high spirits. After such an incredible morning, I felt absolutely sexy and had worn something for that occasion — a creme sheath dress that really highlighted my tan. It served the double purpose of also impressing my rival.

I recognized Molly right away by her luxurious red hair. She wore black skinny jeans, white blouse, and a navy blue blazer. There was an elaborate silver necklace with three chains dangling on her decolletage that emphasized her small but super perky boobs. 

As soon as she was close, I got up and we air kissed.

"So you're Carolina," Molly mused and slid into the seat opposite mine.

"And you're Molly," I replied in kind. "Please, call me Lina."

"Nice to meet you. I'm glad you're not angry."

"Angry? Why would I be angry?" I asked, puzzled.

Molly's brows furrowed. She had wrinkles around her blue eyes that made her look older. "Because of the... messages," she said and tilted her head in question.

"What messages?" There was definitely something I was missing out on.

"If you don't know, why did you friend me? I thought you want to like kill me or something."

"It's... complicated. I didn't think you'd even accept or let alone invite me to a meeting. Why do you think I want to kill you?"

Molly sighed and her shoulders sagged. She looked me apologetically and scared. "Your husband has been sending me messages for a while now."

"He has?" I asked, completely surprised.

"Yes. I never responded to them, you have to believe that."

"I caught him jerking off to one of your vacation pictures yesterday," I blurted out.

"Oh my God, ew," Molly squealed and pulled a face of disgust. That, more than her words, convinced me that she had absolutely no interest in my husband.

"I only saw it through the window and I didn't actually tell him I saw it. I friended you because your profile is private and I wanted to know if it was really you or someone else."

"No, it's definitely me," Molly said and shuddered. "He sent me a message about two years ago. It was literally right after my divorce. He wanted to catch up and things but I really wasn't in a mood to talk to him so I ignored it. He keeps sending messages though, like once a month."

"For two years?" I gasped and she nodded. "Oh fuck, how could I have been such an idiot?"

"Are things going well between the two of you?"

"No, not at all. We barely have sex and I can't figure out if he hates me or loves me."

"It's not love."

"How do you know?"

"He told me."

"He what?"

"I think maybe it's easier if I show you," she said and pulled her phone out of her purse, tapping a few times. "Here, that's all the messages. Just keep scrolling down. I have to warn you, though, they're... not very nice."

The first message was sent on June 20th, 2016.

PETE: Hey Molly, long time no talk. Sorry to hear about your divorce. You want to catch up sometime?

Alright, that was innocuous enough, if odd. He must have been checking up on her over the years. How long had he been doing that? The thought of shadowing one of my exes from my youth for over two decades seemed bizarre.

PETE: Hey, noticed you haven't responded to my other message. It's okay, I know you're probably really busy. Let's grab coffee sometime or something

PETE: Hey Molly, Pete again. I've been thinking a lot about you and our relationship and the way we ended things. I don't know why you ended things between us but whatever it is, I'm sure it's different now

PETE: You look really great in that dress. You're still a beautiful woman, I always liked that about you

I rolled my eyes. Pete probably thought he was being really clever but it was painfully obvious from the second message he sent what his intentions were. It was clumsy and stupid and I felt anger boil up inside of me. That was the idiot I married.

There were more messages of similar nature. I just scrolled through them barely reading until a picture of him popped up. It was a dick pic. His face wasn't in it but I knew that body like the back of my own hand. The milky white skin from being indoors all day and the moderate leg hair. And, of course, his penis. It was erect with his fingers at the base, pushing down the little cushion that had built up over the years to make himself look bigger.

"Holy shit," I said.

"Guessing you got to the dick pic?" Molly asked.

"Yeah."

PETE: Check it out, I'm still a stud ;)

PETE: I still think about how hot the two of us were together. I know you must remember it too

PETE: Still no answer, huh? Guess you're probably intimidated haha

"Why does he keep messaging if you didn't answer?" I wondered out loud.

"I think he saw that I read them and that was enough. I couldn't bring myself to not open it."

PETE: Wow I can't believe you went to Hawaii, you look amazing in that bikini haha

PETE: Seriously, you don't look a day older than when we broke up. When I look at my wife now, I just want to put a bag over her head, she's nothing compared to you

I frowned. 

PETE: I had a dream yesterday when we were back in that little hotel in Burbank, do you remember? I was thinking about when I was with my wife tonight and when I imagined it was you, I came buckets

PETE: Seriously Molly. Just thinking about you makes me so hard

"I'm sorry," Molly said apologetically.

"I don't get it," I said exasperatedly. "I just don't get it."

The rest of the messages were just like that. Horny, cheap come-ons that were more embarrassing than clever. Usually sent on the weekends, though one of them had to have been from his office. Most of them described how good sex had been between the two of them.

I didn't reach the bottom before I just put down the phone and slid it across the table.

"I thought you saw them and that's why you wanted to talk to me," Molly said.

"No. I had no idea," I replied, shaking my head. 

Two years. The pieces of the puzzle came together. That was when Alyssa moved out and we only had one girl in the house. I suggested turning Alyssa's old room into a gym so the two of us could work out together and he just seemed disinterested in the whole thing. He just kept rolling his eyes when I told him I wanted to keep looking good for him.

All that time he had been pining after his college ex-girlfriend.

"I'm sorry," Molly apologized again.

I took a deep breath, trying to digest everything. "Don't be. I should be the one to apologize. Those messages are embarrassing and awful. I'm sorry you had to see that."

"Hah!" Molly barked a laugh. "Me and my girlfriends had a good laugh at them. He's become sort of a joke among us. Every time we wonder if we could possibly go back, Pete's the first example of why not."

"Go back how?"

"I guess that means Pete really doesn't know."

"About what?"

"I'm a lesbian," Molly said.

"You are?" I asked, more surprised than at finding out Pete was lusting after her.

"Yup. Pete was the last guy I was ever with. In fact, that's why I left him. He never mentioned any of this?"

"No, he never talked about you much. Just that you dumped abruptly and then just cut off all contact. I think he's been pining for you ever since."

"Damn. I feel kinda bad now. Toward the end of the relationship, I was hinting pretty strongly I wanted to try a threesome with a friend of mine, Clarissa. Every time I mentioned her, he just got really defensive and jealous. Eventually, I wanted to be with her a lot more than I wanted to be with him."

"He's still like that. I tried to sunbathe topless the other day and he nearly shouted at me because the neighbors might see that I have breasts."

"What a fucking tool," Molly sniped and immediately winced. "Sorry. I shouldn't have said that, he's still your husband."

"No, please, keep going," I encouraged her. "I'm fucking livid at the way he's been treating me lately. I probably shouldn't tell you this but I started cheating on him after I just got fed up with the way he's been treating me."

Molly giggled. "Considering he's been trying to get into my pants for two years, I'd say he deserves it. Say, it wouldn't happen to be with a woman, would it?" she asked and grinned at me in a more than friendly way.

"Uh, no. A guy."

"Oh, that's too bad."

"Why?"

"I thought it'd be kinda funny if everyone he dated turned out to be a lesbian. Plus you're kinda cute."

"I am?" I asked, surprised.

"Yeah. You ever been with a woman?"

"Can't say I have."

"You want to?"

"Are you serious?"

"Yeah, totally. Come on a girls night out with me and my friends. You can dish about Pete while we get drunk and afterward I promise I'll make you cum so hard you won't even remember his name."

"Oh... um... I already have a, um, lover," I stammered.

"Oh my God, you're actually blushing," Molly giggled.

"Sorry."

"I don't know how Pete managed to land you. Fuck, I wish I could slap him for neglecting you."

"I'm starting to think I'm the only one who doesn't want to slap him."

"Why not?"

"You know what, I'm starting to warm up to the idea."

Molly and I hung out at the Rainforest Cafe for quite a while, eating ice cream, drinking coffee, and making chit-chat. She was funny and vivacious and I really liked her. She told me about her failed marriage and I told her about my children.

We met as complete strangers but we left as friends. Sisters in spirit, connected not by blood by the same partner.



8. The Plan
It was a weird sensation. I was lying naked on my bed and Montel was pushing one of the buttplugs inside — the smallest one. Or at least he was trying to. We got his finger inside earlier but the toy was wider. It was a very slow and annoying process that had gone on for ten minutes.

"You just need to relax a little bit more," Montel said and went for another push.

"I am relaxed," I snarled.

Montel chuckled. He stopped whatever he was doing and laid down next to me. I rolled on my side to face him. "What's the matter, Lina?"

"It's my stupid husband. I can't stop thinking about it."

"I'm hurt," Montel said and gave me sad puppy eyes. "I'm playing with your butt and you're thinking about another man?"

"I'm sorry. I know we made plans but I got another message from Molly this morning that really put me out of the mood."

"What is it?"

After our meeting at the Rainforest Cafe, I had mixed feelings. On the one hand, I made a new friend in Molly but on the other, I had definite knowledge that my husband had been trying to cheat on me for two years.

The next day, Molly called me and asked if she should shut Pete down if she got another message from him. I thought about it for a long time and decided not to. I wanted to know what Pete was willing to do. How far he was willing to go.

And today, after a week of annoying waiting, I finally got the answer. Molly had sent me the messages.

PETE: I had a dream last night where it was you, me, and Kate Moss. You finally got that threesome you always wanted and I was screwing both of you

MOLLY: Ummm I know this is a little late but I've been reading all your messages

PETE: Oh wow Molly hi

PETE: So glad to hear from you :)

PETE: How are you?

MOLLY: I don't know I've been feeling kinda down lately and you seem to be the only one that still cares about me

PETE: Yes I do! A lot

PETE: Don't feel bad Mollster, I'm always here for you

MOLLY: I was wondering... is all that stuff you said true?

PETE: Yes absolutely! Just thinking about you makes my dick rock hard

MOLLY: Aren't you married?

PETE: Barely. That frigid ice queen won't even give me the time of day

MOLLY: That sounds rough

PETE: Tell me about it. The hope of reconnecting with you is the only thing that keeps me sane sometimes

MOLLY: I'll have to think about it

PETE: Please do! You are the most wonderful amazing woman of my dreams

"Your butt is tense enough for a frigid ice queen," Montel laughed.

"Oh shut up, idiot."

"Is it really bothering you that much?"

"It's not bothering me exactly. I don't know. I just want to get some payback. Two years. Two. Years."

"What kind of payback?"

"How okay are you with me kissing other people? Maybe sleeping with them? And by people, I mean a woman."

"I didn't think we were exclusive. Not that I have the desire to be with anyone else but I can't be with you twenty-four-seven. If you need more, I totally understand. I'd love to watch, though," he said with a smirk.

I leaned in close and started whispering into his ear about the plan that had been floating around inside my head. Just talking about it was such a turn on, I actually had wetness drip out of me. Montel liked it, too, as was apparent by his growing erection. I straddled him and sat down on that wonderfully amazing cock. 

Montel was in. After a lengthy romp, during which Montel managed to finally slip the buttplug in me with barely any resistance, I called Molly to let her know.



9. Surprise
Pete was downstairs in the living room, watching TV. Something about cars. I stood on the top landing, straining my ears, already in costume — a stylish white summer dress with flowers, reaching down to my knees. No panties or bra. My nipples were hard and it was obvious. I took a deep breath to try and calm down but the excitement was overwhelming.

The doorbell rang. 

"I'll get it," Pete shouted half-heartedly and the TV went quiet. He shuffled toward the front door.

The gasp of surprise was audible. 

"Hey, Pete, long time no see," Molly said in a bubbly, cheerful voice.

"Molly! What—what are you doing here?" he stammered.

"I was in the area and just really wanted to drop by after all things you said."

"Right now? My wife's home and—"

"Shhh. It's okay, Petey," she cooed. "We'll find a little bit of alone time and you'll get what you deserve. Until then, you better be nice to my boyfriend."

"Your what?" Pete spluttered.

"Ah, there he is now. Did you find your wallet, honey? Nevermind. Montel, this is Pete. Pete, this is my boyfriend, Montel." 

"Pleasure to meet you," Montel grumbled pleasantly.

"Hi," Pete said and I heard the sheer terror in his voice. "I'm actually kind of busy maybe it would be—"

That was my cue. I hurried down the stairs. Molly wore a red bodycon that complemented her natural hair color and really emphasized her breasts. It had a diamond cutout for her cleavage and was dangerously short. Next to her, Montel looked like Adonis himself. He wore light gray pants with a black belt and purple dress shirt, of which the top three buttons were undone.

My heart fluttered at the sight of him. It was actually going to happen. "I didn't know we were expecting guests," I called out.

"We're not, they were just leaving," Pete said.

"You must be Carolina," Molly said, ignoring him. "Pete has told me so much about you. I'm Molly, an old friend. Molly Higgins."

I pretended to be stumped for a second before going, "Ohhhh! Are you that Molly?" and air kissing her. 

"Yup. The one and only. We were just in the neighborhood and I haven't talked to Pete in, well, decades. This is my boyfriend, Montel."

"Enchanté, ma'am," Montel said and kissed the back of my hand elaborately. That wasn't part of the script but it was really nice.

Pete looked like a wet rat. His eyes were bulging whenever he looked at Montel. He pulled up his jeans, sucked in his belly, and straightened his shirt. It did very little next to the twenty-eight-year-old stud.

I couldn't wait to see the look on his face when he saw how big Montel's cock was. But that was going to have to wait. "Come on in. You want something to drink?" I asked, matching Molly's exuberance.

"Honey, wait—"

"I'd love to!" Molly chirped and the two of them waltzed right in, ignoring Pete.

I led them to the living room and turned off the TV, which had been just muted. This was my show. "Please, have a seat. You want anything to drink? Water? Coke? Beer? Wine?"

"I'll take a coke," Montel said.

"Honey?" I prompted Pete, whose sour face spoke volumes. 

While Pete was in the kitchen, we made ourselves comfortable on the couch. Molly and Montel on the big couch and me on the adjacent loveseat. Upon my husband's return, carrying a silver tray with cups and bottles, he turned his sofa chair to face the rest of us.

"So what brings the two of you out here?" I asked Molly.

There was a panicked flicker from Pete when Molly spoke. "Pete didn't tell you?"

"No," I feigned innocence and all three of us looked at Pete.

"I—um—uh—" he stammered and seeing him sweat was glorious. "Just saw her name pop up on a post and I asked how she was doing."

"And I'm doing fabulously," Molly beamed.

"Yeah, I'll say," I agreed. "You look amazing and your boyfriend, I mean, just wow."

Pete shot me a glower but he knew that he was treading in very dangerous waters. "Yes, she does," he said.

"Right back atcha," Montel said with a wink. He turned to Pete. "I don't know what you did, my man, but you sure know how to pick the hottest women in Springfield."

"Excuse me?" Pete asked, taken aback.

"No, no, please, tell me more," I giggled.

"My Montel is something special, isn't he?" Molly asked, clapping him on the thigh.

"Yeah, he is," I agreed eagerly and when I was sure Pete was looking at me, I bit my lip suggestively.

"He's an absolute sweetheart, that one."

"I thought you were single," Pete interjected.

"A woman like her single?" Montel guffawed. "Please, I don't know of any man in Springfield who wouldn't sell his soul to the devil to get with her."

Pete flinched visibly and I couldn't help but giggle at the irony of it all.

"Told you," Molly said and winked at me. "You know, why don't you give him a tour of the house?"

"That's a great idea," I said eagerly and slid off the love seat, making sure to bite my lip again.

"Is that really necessary?" Pete asked, eyeing me warily. His jealous streak must have been going a hundred miles a second. 

"There's something I wanted to talk to you about in private," Molly told him and I marveled at how seductively she made it sound.

"We'll be back soon, I promise," I said and my excitement wasn't feigned.

The moment the two of us rounded the corner, he grabbed my shoulder and whirled me around. He pushed me up against the wall, right underneath a picture of Pete fishing, and pressed his lips to mine for a passionate exchange.

His hand slipped between my legs and he pushed two fingers up into my sopping wet pussy, dress and all. "My, my, aren't you a little slut, Mrs. Hendricks?" he mocked.

"Not yet... not... oh!" I squeaked as he intentionally rubbed across my clit.

"Your husband is a stupid man," he whispered and kissed my earlobe.

"I know... now... upstairs..."

At last, he withdrew his fingers. I pulled the fabric out of my pussy. There was a massive wet spot by my crotch. I felt like a hurricane had swept me up.

I grabbed his hand and dragged Montel up the stairs.



10. The Show
"OH YEAH, OH, OH, DEEPER, OH YEAH, OHHHH YEAH," I roared at the top of my lungs.

We decided on missionary style since it was my husband's favorite position. I laid face up with my legs wrapped around Montel's back, feet locked. His thick cock filled my pussy. Juices tickled my sphincter as they rolled over it. 

"OH YEAH, DEEPER, OH, DEEPER, OH!" I cried out. I was exaggerating but not by much. 

"If you keep this up, I'm gonna cum before—"

"Shhh," I hissed. There were steps coming up the stairs. "HOLY! SHIT! THAT'S! GOOD!"

The door was yanked open so hard it nearly flew off the hinges. Pete bounded inside, red-faced and angry. His fists were clenched and a drop of sweat rolled down his forehead. Our eyes locked for just a brief moment.

Despite his posturing, there was only fear in his eyes. Terror. He took in the scene even as Montel continued to thrust. Pete would have a perfect view of that onyx perfection savaging my hole. Of the balls slapping my cheeks. Of the juices pooling on the mattress. Of the powerful thighs, pinning me down.

Of his wife getting fucked by another man. 

"Keep going, baby, keep going, keep, oh, oh, ohhhhhhh!"

The orgasm was real and powerful. My entire body was swept away by a tidal wave. An all-consuming force of nature. Twenty-five years of marriage were being flushed down the drain in an instant. 

There was no way back now. Not after this. 

That realization only made me cum harder. I threw it all away and for what? For a big cock. A massive cock that kept plunging inside of me, stoking the raging fires of my climax.

"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING?" Pete roared.

His yell was a rude awakening. I opened my eyes and saw him still standing the same spot, face still red, fists still clenched. How much time had passed? It felt like years but it couldn't have been long. Molly leaned against the doorway, smirking.

"I'm sorry, baby, it just... happened," I said and tapped Montel on the shoulder. That was his cue. He groaned in complaint but dutifully rolled off of me.

Lying on his back, Montel's cock stood up straight, pointing at the ceiling. Pete's jaw dropped. Even Molly seemed impressed. Eight inches. Uncut. Shiny with my juices. Perfect.

Pete's mouth snapped shut. His chest heaved. He was swaying as if he were about to keel over. I almost felt bad for him.

Almost.

"I never knew sex could feel this good," I cooed and each word made Pete stagger.

"You... you... you whore," he finally managed to spit out. His tear-filled eyes snapped from Montel's cock to my gaping pussy to my eyes. "You cheating whore!"

"Hey, that's no way to talk to your wife," Molly said, entering the scene. She cuffed him lightly on the shoulder.

"WHAT?" Pete spluttered, looking at each of us in turn.

"You should apologize to her."

Pete's eyebrows shot up. "YOU WANT ME TO APOLOGIZE TO HER? SHE'S THE ONE FUCKING THIS... THIS... THUG!"

"Watch it, man," Montel grumbled.

That made Pete actually back away two steps. It did not make him any happier. "FUCK YOU!" he roared, pointing at Montel. "AND FUCK YOU!" he yelled, pointing at me. "AND—"

"You better not finish that sentence," Molly said with her hands on her hips, glaring at him.

"Are you fucking kidding me?" Pete replied, somewhat muted. He gestured at us on the bed. "Are you not seeing this shit?"

"Do you blame her?" Molly asked. "You yourself told me many times how the two of you two were estranged. What did you expect?"

"You're taking HER side?" 

"Well, yeah, you're being exceptionally rude."

"RUDE? She's cheating on me! With your boyfriend," Pete argued exasperatedly, frantically waving his arms about.

"I don't blame him, your wife is an extraordinarily sexy woman."

Pete looked like his head was about to explode. He opened and closed his mouth several times, struggling to find a response to that, but couldn't.

"Have a go at her, then," Montel suggested.

That was an invitation that Molly didn't need to hear twice. She crawled up on the bed and dove straight for my sex. 

I've never had a woman eat me out before and had assumed it wouldn't be any different. But it was. Molly's tongue was... nimble. I couldn't think of any other word to describe it. Montel was great at giving head but he was like a giant. Molly was like an entire army of tongues.

"Oh wow, ohh wow!" I gasped as her hair tickled my thighs.

Maybe it was because of my recent orgasm, maybe Molly was just that good, but she managed to hit buttons I didn't even know I had. She found that spark of pleasure inside me and coaxed it out, nurtured it, and fanned it into a roaring fire.

"Oh Jesus, oh fuck, ohhhh fuck, oh my, OHHHH!" I moaned.

And then I was gone again, stumbling around in nirvana for an eternity.

Pete slouched against the wall, looking at me with abject terror. Tears rolled down his cheeks. His mouth hung open. He was still watching. After all that, he was still in the room.

"I need you to come inside me, Montel," I said.

"You don't mind if I fuck this fine piece of ass a little more, do you, my dear?" Montel asked Molly.

"Go right ahead. Hell, this makes me wish I had a cock."

"You can't," Pete mumbled.

"Watch me," Montel replied.

He grabbed my hips and pulled me across the bed until I practically slammed into his thighs. He pushed his cock down and it slid right in. By now I was so sensitive that it was bordering on painful.

"Ooh, me too!" Molly squealed, taking off her dress.

The woman was damn gorgeous. Athletic with a lean, powerful body. I've never considered myself a lesbian or bisexual but I was sexually supercharged. Pete's eyes boggled, too. She pushed the dress down all the way, including her panties, and flashed her rear to my husband.

Then she climbed on top of my face, facing Montel, and pressed her shaved pussy down on my mouth. The taste and sensation were overwhelming. Musky and exotic. I was intricately familiar with a pussy felt like but it had always been my fingers, not my mouth.

It was a surprise just how textured her vulva was. Every little bump was magnified a hundredfold. Montel seemed to be excited by the sight, too, thrusting deeper and faster than before.

Whatever I was doing wasn't good enough for Molly because she started rocking back and forth on my face, using my head like a sex toy. Someone grabbed my breasts and started pinching and poking my nipples. 

Montel was the first to get off. He plunged in deep and I felt his cock throb and twitch. He pulled out and spread my lips with his fingers. I obliged him and squeezed the cum out as best as I could manage. He dug in with his middle finger, scooping out the load.

The door slammed shut loudly. Molly laughed in high spirits and her grinding took on a much more frenzied pace. She clamped her legs down on my head and her entire body throbbed and shook.

Once it abated, she leaned forward and her skilled mouth brought me to another orgasm while I lazily lapped at her pulsating vagina. 

"Holy shit, that was fun," Molly laughed as she finally had enough and slumped down on the bed next to me.

Pete wasn't in the room anymore. Montel knelt at my feet, grinning from ear to ear. "What a rush," he said.

"What happened after you sat on my face? Was he upset?" I asked eagerly.

"Oh yeah. He was crying. And when Montel creamed you, I thought he was going to throw up. That's when he left."

"Wow, I can't believe we did it," I said.

"I know. I've never done anything that exciting," Molly agreed. "Did you like eating pussy?"

"I don't know," I said honestly. "I didn't really do much, did I? I just held my face for you do your thing on. You eating me out was fucking incredible, though. I mean holy shit. No offense, Montel, but her tongue might be better than your dick."

"Alright, I guess I can go then since you don't need me any longer," he said with a smirk.

Despite that, a panic gripped me. "No!" I yelled quickly. "No, don't go. I need your cock. Please, I can't survive without your beautiful, wonderful, amazing, black dick."

"Wow," Molly marveled. "Maybe I should try it again because now I feel like I'm missing out. You really did a number on her."

"It's doing wonders for my ego," he chuckled.

"I feel like I should check on him," I said.

"On Pete?"

"Yeah. Just want to make sure he's not doing anything stupid."

"Good idea. Do you want us to come with?"

"Nah, I can handle him," I said and got up. I grabbed a bathrobe from my wardrobe and tied it around myself.



11. The Law
Pete was in the kitchen. His eyes were red and he braced himself on the counter, but there was a smug smile on his face. He looked up as I came down the stairs and the smile grew deeper.

"I called the cops," he said smugly.

"You what?" I asked.

The cops? What the hell were the cops going to do? I didn't do anything illegal, did I? But I didn't know the answer to that question. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach — not the good kind.

"Hah!" Pete barked. "Not so smug now, are you?"

"Why the hell did you do that?"

"So they can haul your cheating ass off to prison," he spat. 

"What about you? You've been trying to get into Molly's panties for two Goddamn years."

Pete blanched. "You know about that?"

"Yeah. I read them. Saw that dickpic you sent her, too. It was fucking pathetic. I wanted to have sex all the fucking time but you were too busy jerking off to your ex."

"Can you blame me? Your best days are long behind you. You're like the trash that nobody takes out. No man would want you."

The words stung. Tears welled up in my eyes. "Are you kidding me? I just got done fucking a hot stud AND your fucking ex that you're so much in love with. Me, not you. There's nothing wrong with me. I'm sexy as hell."

Pete's upper lip twitched and his face turned red again.

The doorbell rang. I flinched. As if it were a lifesaver, Pete rushed to the front door and pulled it open. Two cops in blue uniform stood there. A tall, bulky, Hispanic man and a stocky white woman.

"Good evening, sir. We were called about a domestic disturbance," the man said. 

"Thank God you're here," Pete said urgently. "My wife is cheating on me."

I took a deep breath and tightened the belt on my bathrobe. It wasn't exactly how I wanted to talk to officers of the law.

"She is?" the woman asked.

"Yes! She had sex with a black guy and my ex right in front of me and they were laughing. Laughing!" he ranted, getting more agitated.

"Are you Mrs. Carolina Hendricks, ma'am?" the man asked.

"Yes, that would be me," I said and put on a brave smile.

"Stay out of this, you bitch," Pete snarled at me.

"Sir, would you please calm down?"

"I'm really sorry about all this. Would you like to come in? We don't have to resolve this on the doorstep," I offered.

The badge on the woman's chest identified her as Smith. The man was Morales. They followed me to the kitchen where Smith pulled me aside while her partner steered Pete into the living room. The shower was running upstairs.

"We received a nine-one-one call about an active domestic dispute."

"Oh God, I'm so sorry," I sighed and felt the energy draining out of me. Everything had seemed like such a good idea, I never really considered all the consequences.

"What happened?"

"Well... I kinda cheated on him," I said and made an apologetic face. Was there any point in lying?

"Most people call divorce attorneys, not cops."

"He was kinda in the room when it happened."

If she hadn't been a cop, the look that Smith gave me would have been downright hilarious. "You cheated on him while he was in the room?"

"It's a long story."

"—THAT FUCKING BITCH—" came Pete's yell from the living room.

"Sir, please calm down," Morales said in a firm but commanding voice.

"Are you in any danger?" Smith asked with concern.

"No, no, I don't think so. Pete's all bark and no bite."

"A lotta bark. I've been on the force for twenty years and this is the first time I've heard of a husband calling the cops on his wife for cheating."

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then I told her the story, starting at my night out with Sandy. Smith pulled out a notepad and pen. I didn't include blowing Montel in the car but I did mention catching Pete "in the act." Contacting Molly. Finding out about the two years of chat messages. Making a plan. Executing it.

The more I talked, the bigger Smith's eyes got. She probably thought I was making it all up. She just stood, completely forgetting about the pen in her hand, listening with rapt attention. 

"Holy shit," she said when I finished with the finale of Montel creaming me and Molly riding my face.

"That's when he must have called you guys."

Smith took a step back and looked at me like she was impressed. "I thought that he saw you kissing someone else or something. This... this is something else, alright."

"Yup. Guilty as charged."

"Why'd you do it?"

"I don't know. He always treats me like I'm some sort of prized possession. He gets angry if I so much as look at another man but at the same time he's sending dickpics to his ex. I just wanted to see the look on that bastard's face. What's gonna happen now?"

"Well, it's not illegal to commit adultery in this state, so you're not going to go to jail or anything," Smith said. "That doesn't there won't be any repercussions. Any competent divorce lawyer is gonna have a field day with this. At the very least, you two should have some couples counseling. Do you have any children?"

"Yes. Three. They've all moved out."

"From one woman to another, I can't help but admire you for what you did. God knows I've had some scumbag controlling boyfriends in my life. I don't think I'd have the guts to go through with it, though. Especially not at your age. I mean, sorry, no offense."

She admired me? I didn't know what to make of that and I didn't have time to, either. Molly and Montel came down the stairs. For some reason, she wore one of my bathrobes. He was dressed in his previous clothes.

They saw Smith and froze, sharing a look of apprehension. I waved them down.

"Are these the, uh, partners in question?" Smith asked.

"Yup. That's Molly and that's Montel."

"What's going on?" Montel asked.

"Pete called the cops."

The sound of the newcomers must have been heard in the living room because Morales and Pete returned. My husband's eyes were red and he walked like every step cost him all the strength he had. He didn't look at me or anyone else.

"Heeey, Hector," Montel shouted when he saw Morales.

The cop's face lit up with a big smile. "Montel, my man, good to see you," he called back and rushed over. They bumped fists and then shook hands in a way that left no doubt about their familiarity. "What are you doing here?"

Montel looked at me with an unspoken question. It was the first time I've seen him cautious. "I told them everything," I said.

"Well, in that case, I just had the most amazing threesome," Montel said with his easygoing manner back in full force.

"Oh, so you're 'the black guy'," Morales chuckled.

"The one and only."

"You two know each other?" Smith asked.

"Yeah," Morales said, clapping Montel on the shoulder. "This guy's a bouncer at The Flicker downtown. Used to work that beat a couple years ago and we got called out at least three times a week. Not a punk in Springfield he can't handle."

"Damn straight," Montel bragged.

"What's the deal with Mr. Hendricks?" Smith asked, nodding in the direction of Pete, who stood glumly outside the group.

"Ah, yes. He wasn't very happy but he calmed down a lot. Ma'am, do you feel like you're in any danger?"

"No, no, not at all," I said quickly. The thought of having him hauled off by the police on top of everything else was way too much.

"Then all we can do for now is give you a number for an excellent couples counselor."

"That's it?" Pete snarled in his first sign of life. "She fucks two people and you think we should have counseling? What kind of a lunatic are you?"

"Mr. Hendricks, as I've explained to you multiple times, there's not a lot we can do. No crime has been committed. However, if you continue to be belligerent or threaten your wife, I will have to remove you."

"Sorry," Pete muttered quickly and blanched.

"Now, let me get you a brochure from my car."

A minute later, the two cops departed in their squad car. A brochure to Dr. Ingrid Bjornhammar's clinic laid on the kitchen counter. Pete got a can of Pabst and guzzled it down.




12. My House
"I borrowed one of your bathrobes. I hope you don't mind," Molly said. "When I took off my dress earlier, I was so excited, I tore one of the shoulders."

"Oh yeah, no problem at all," I assured her.

"Get out of my house," Pete said firmly. "Both of you. All three of you. Just get the hell out."

"Maybe it is better if we call it a night," I said.

"Yeah, I'm kinda wiped," Molly said and yawned. "But this was a lot of fun. We'll have to do it again sometime."

"For sure," Montel agreed.

"Hell no, you won't. Not in my house," Pete yelled. "I'm forbidding you from ever entering these premises. If you even dare to so much as touch my wife, I'll have you arrested for trespassing. And that IS a crime!"

I rolled my eyes. "Pete, don't be ridiculous."

"I swear I'll do it."

"Oh yeah?" Montel taunted and put his hand on my shoulder. "I touched her, now what."

"Take your hand off of her now," Pete growled.

"Or what?"

"Or you'll regret it."

Montel placed a kiss on my neck and goosebumps rose on my skin. He tugged at the bathrobe's belt and yanked it off. The front of the robe flew open, revealing my naked body. He reached around and squeezed my right breast.

Pete was holding the can so hard his knuckles turned white. "Stop it!"

"Don't stop," I whispered. My heart was thumping in my chest. 

The bathrobe came off. Montel unzipped his pants and pulled his cock. I felt that warm appendage poke in my lower back and shuddered. I was as helpless as Pete in a way. Montel's foot pushed against mine, forcing my legs to spread.

"What are you gonna do?" Montel asked again as he grabbed my hips and pushed his cock inside of me.

"Ohhhhhhh, that's good," I sighed, relishing the feel of all eight inches.

Only I didn't have long to savor it. Montel grabbed my wrists and pulled my arms back, bending me over at the same time. His hips crashed into the back of my legs and caused my entire body to jump forward which, in turn, made my shoulders bend far back almost to the point where they hurt.

The slap of skin on skin reverberated in the hallway. Montel pulled out almost all the way before ramming his hard cock back in. He wasn't making love to me or having sex with me. No, he was just fucking me. 

I loved every second of it. Nobody I have ever done in my entire life felt so intense. All the nerve endings on my body were lit up. 

I came fast and hard. A roaring explosion that drove everything out of my mind, leaving enough room for his manhood. My vagina contracted around his massive shaft and made it feel a thousand times bigger.

I was screaming. Montel was panting. I opened my eyes briefly but I only saw the floor and my own hair hanging down. 

I came again and my legs gave out. The pressure on my shoulders intensified and the only thing keeping me upright was Montel's dick. 

When he was ready to cum, Montel grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me upright. He twisted my head and pressed his lips to mine and we made out. It was barely more than sloppy tongues wrestling each other. Saliva ran down my cheek as he pumped his seed inside me.

"God damn it, woman. You've got the best damn pussy in all of Springfield," 

Pete watched the whole thing. The can in his hand had been crushed under the strain. Beer leaked out, dripping all over the kitchen hardwood. Of course, I made my own mess on the floor, too. When Montel pulled out, a whole bunch of cum and juices splattered on the floor. 

My pussy was still tingling. My soul sang. I just felt so damn alive. 

"I love your big, black cock," I cooed.

"No..." Pete muttered.

"Yes!"

Pete lost balance and tried to catch himself on the counter but missed. He stumbled and careened into the cupboard, sliding down the wooden surface until he sat on the floor. 

Without thinking, I rushed toward him. "Are you okay?"

"No," he mumbled. "Everything's fucked." He tossed the crushed can aside and buried his head in his hands.

"Could you two give us some privacy?" I asked.

"You know, watching all of this has made me wonder if I've just been missing out all these years," Molly said. "Is it possible that I can, uh, try your dick?"

"You'll have to give me a few minutes but sure."

"Let's give these two some privacy, then," Molly said and quickly grabbed Montel's penis. She led him up the stairs.

I sat down next to my husband and gently rubbed his back. If he noticed it, he didn't react.

"Are you going to divorce me?" he asked.

Did I want to divorce him? It felt like I've known him all my life. We were a family. I knew everything about him. I've seen him at his worst and at his best. Up until two years ago, it felt like everything was perfect.

"I don't know. I haven't really thought about it," I answered.

"What are we going to tell the children?"

"I don't know."

"What am I going to tell my friends?"

"I don't know."

"What am I going to do without you?"

"I don't know."

"Is it the sex?"

"Kinda, yeah."

Suddenly he jerked upright and looked at me with hope in his eyes. "Then you don't need him, I can still satisfy you." He fumbled with his belt.

"Honey, that's really not—"

Pete swung to his knees and pushed his pants down. He had a hardon already. It was never enormous but with the patch of pubic hair at the base and comparing him to Montel, it looked as minuscule as a matchstick. It even had the swollen, red head.

"Please let me show you. Please!" he begged.

Was there any harm in it? All that guilt over what I did started to subdue my libido. And I felt pity for him. I turned and laid on my back, spreading my legs.

Pete lost no time. He spread my legs apart and scooted in. He lowered himself on top of me and I felt that all-too-familiar feeling of his cock sliding in. I used to think that it was the best feeling in the world — until I knew what it was supposed to feel like with Montel.

I had been a little afraid that he would start fucking me and it would feel great, that it would mean I did all this for nothing. But it wasn't like that at all. It was just disappointing. He pulled out and his entire cock was coated in Montel's cum.

The less I reacted, the angrier he seemed to get. He started stabbing me with his penis faster and harder but all he accomplished was making my butt hurt from being pushed into the hard ground.

The silent intercourse lasted for about two minutes. Pete bristled and I felt him twitch, so I knew he had come. A wave of relief washed over me.

Pete rolled off of me and collapsed on the floor, letting out a long sigh. "See?" he told the ceiling. "I can still make you happy."

The whole thing was just so pathetic. He was pathetic. It was at that moment, I decided that maybe divorce wasn't so bad. "No, you can't," I said.

"No, please!" Pete said urgently and sat up, looking like a frightened child. "You can't leave me. Please, you can't! You're my wife!"

"But you're not much of a husband."

"You don't mean that!"

"Yes, I do. You haven't shown me any attention for years. Cheating on you was the best thing I ever did. I'm loving every second of it."

"No, please! You can't leave me. I can't go through a divorce now, I'm way too old. I promise you, I'll take good care of you from now on. I will do whatever you say and make love to you whenever you ask. Just don't leave me."

"You're asking me to give up the most incredible feeling in the world. No, Pete. If I have to make a choice between black cock and you, I'm choosing cock."

"Then don't!" he cried out. "Have sex with whoever you want, whenever you want. I don't care. Just as long as we're husband and wife."

"Are you serious?" I asked, taken aback.

"Yes. I will do whatever you say."

"Why would you do that?"

"Everyone at work knows we're been married for such a long time. I'm a family man. I'm trustable. Dependable. They always ask me for relationship advice. They respect me, Lina. You've already taken everything else away from me, please don't take that away from me, too."

He had tears in his eyes again and I felt sorry for him. I knew how much he cared about his job. And it wasn't like he was a terrible father to the children.

"Okay," I said. "But I'm going to keep having sex with Montel. And others."

"Yes!" Pete said, crying but smiling. "You can have whatever you want. Oh, I'm so happy you changed your mind!

Pete moved in to kiss me but he stopped himself at the last second. Not knowing what to do, he placed a quick peck on my shoulder. 

I didn't know what to do either. I assumed that he would have balked at me wanting to sleep with other men, not agree with it. Was he just saying things he didn't really mean?
There was a simple way to test it.

"Follow me," I said and got up.

Montel and Molly laid naked on the bed but they weren't having sex. They were just talking. They looked up as I entered the room, giving Pete a curious glance.

"And? Did you like it?" I inquired.

"Nah," Molly said and pulled a face. "I mean, it's kinda nice. Like a really big and warm dildo but... I just don't feel attracted to men. That kinda ruins it. Also, what the hell are you supposed to do with the balls? They just get in the way."

"Wait, what's going on?" Pete asked with wide eyes.

"I suppose I might as well tell you. Montel and Molly aren't a couple. She's a lesbian and he's actually my... well, what would you call it?" I turned to my lover.

"You're a goddess and I worship at your temple," he replied.

"That makes it sound a lot more grand than pumping me full of cum for two weeks."

"Two weeks?" Pete gasped.

I ignored his outburst. "Apparently my dear husband wants us, for various reasons, to stay married at all costs. I told him I'm not willing to give up my newfound joy and he said that was okay. Actually, he pretty much said that he would do whatever I asked as long as I stay with him."

"Anything?" Molly asked with a wolfish grin.

All of us turned to look at Pete and he swallowed. "Anything," he said, looking only at me.

"I want you to go over to Montel and kiss his cock and tell him how happy you are that he's fucking me."

"What?" Pete blurted out. "Come on, Lina, that's not fair."

"You said anything. Do that or I'm calling a lawyer."

Pete blanched and took three quick steps toward the bed. He crawled on top of it and hovered near Montel's crotch. I moved so I had a better view. Montel wasn't hard but his thick cock draped over this thigh like a big slug. 

After looking at me for one last confirmation, to which I nodded, Pete inched closer. Then, abruptly, he darted in and placed a very quick kiss right on the glans. He pulled away immediately and wiped his mouth on the back of his hand.

"Are you happy?" he glowered at me.

"Not yet. You forgot about the second part."

"Thank you for making Lina happy."

"Come on, you gotta sell it," Molly demanded.

"Yeah, sell it," I said.

"Thank you for satisfying my wife with your big, black cock in ways I can't even dream of. Your cock is so much bigger and more powerful than mine. Please, please, please keep having sex with her."

At those words, Montel's cock twitched and rose to attention. Molly clapped with excitement.

"Wow. You are serious, aren't you?"

"Yes, I am," Pete said.

"Then get off the bed. You can watch from the side while I make love to my sexy stud."

"Actually, could you make him give me a foot massage? He was always so good at those when we were dating."

"Yeah, sure. You heard her, Pete. Give her a nice foot massage and try not to gawp too much at her naked body. You'll never get to tap that."

Pete blinked away a tear. I didn't know if it was a tear of happiness or sadness. It didn't matter either way. "Yes, my dear."

I grinned at Montel and straddled him. His big, fat cock was so much better than Pete's in every single way imaginable. 

"I think it's time to find out whether or not I can fit in your ass, yet," Montel suggested.

"Ooh, that's a good idea. Pete, be a sweetie and get the lube."




Epilogue
The three of us were sitting at an outside table at Cafe Verde. Pete, Monica, and myself. It was fated to be one of the last warm days of the year and we wanted to enjoy it.

"So how's college life treating you?" I asked our youngest.

"It's a ton of fun! California is amazing. I can get to the beach in five minutes."

"I see that. You have a very healthy tan."

"Aren't you supposed to be studying, not lying on the beach?"

Monica rolled her eyes. "The semester only just started, Dad. And it's not like school anymore where I have to do homework. Well, I have to do work but it's not homework, you know what I mean. I'm perfectly capable of managing my time."

The waiter arrived, setting down three coffees and tiramisu. He was a young black man, in his early twenties. Tall, sleek, with a clean-shaven face. His name was Anton. I sat up straighter and made sure to give him a good opportunity to ogle my goods, which he did.

He was damn hot and the moment I saw him, I knew that I wanted him.

"What's your favorite class?"

"There's a really cute guy in my Calc 101 class," Monica said with a grin.

"Lina, did you hear our daughter?" Pete asked, pulling me out of my fantasy.

"Come on, that's what college is for," I backed up my daughter. "You don't want her to turn fifty only to realize she was missing out on an essential part of her life, do you?"

"No, no, of course I don't," Pete said quickly.

"Speaking of, I'll be right back," I said and got up.

"His name's Sven and he's from Sweden. Isn't that funny? Sven from Sweden," Monica giggled.

I caught up with Anton inside the Cafe as he put the tray on the counter. I touched him on the small of his back and beamed up at him.

"Is everything alright? Did I get your order wrong?" he asked.

"No, you did everything right. I wanted to know if I could order something that's not on the menu," I said in an unmistakable tone.

"Maybe. What do you have in mind?"

"I'm hungry for something dark and... big."

Anton chuckled. "Isn't that your husband outside?"

"Yes but he's not that filling."

"You're crazy."

"I am," I said and winked. "So? Is that something you serve?"

"Follow me," he said and headed for a door marked "Employees Only."

The next door led into a small office. It wasn't big, barely more than a table with a computer and an enormous bookcase filled with file folders, but it was empty. 

The moment the door closed behind Anton, I whirled around to touch his abdomen. It was hard, ripping muscle under the dress shirt. I reached around and squeezed his firm butt. He did the same to me.

"You want my pussy or my ass?" I asked, looking up into his handsome face.

"Shit, you for real?" he asked and his eyebrows shot up.

"Uh huh," I said and, to further demonstrate my willingness, unzipped his pants.

Anton wasn't as big as Montel. His cock also was a lot more brown. Cut, with a pinkish tip. He was taller than Montel, though, and I barely had to lean in to wrap my lips around his head. He was slightly sweaty but I didn't mind. It was the aroma of a man.

"Well?" I asked after he was hard. Seven inches at least.

"Both?" he asked with a grin.

"I knew I found the right man for the job."

Ever since that fateful night with my husband, I kept a pack of condoms on me at all times. I pulled one out of my purse and unrolled it on his cock while he used the opportunity to knead my breasts.

Back in my dating days, all of this would have been unthinkable. People just didn't have casual sex. But the new generations have very different attitudes about making love. I hiked up my dress and pushed down my panties. With both hands firmly on the edge of the desk, I presented him my ass.

Anton laughed out loud when he saw the plug in my butt. It was pink with writing on the end: BLACK COCK ONLY. 

It was hard and intense. Anton grabbed my hips and slammed into my pussy while playing with the plug with his thumb until I came after only a minute. That got him all excited and he wanted to do my ass next. A squirt of lube and he was good to go.

I've had plenty of training and gained enough control of my sphincter that he was able to just slide in. He slapped my butt and vowed to show no mercy but my back hole proved too much for him. 

After he came, Anton's attitude changed pretty quickly when he realized he'd just fucked a complete stranger in his boss' office. Not that I minded at all. I was just interested in his cock.

When I returned to my husband and daughter, she was in the middle of telling him about a party she had attended. With my holes newly sensitive, the butt plug was very noticeable again. It was a wonderful reminder.

"Jeez, you took forever," Monica remarked.

"A woman's gotta do what a woman's gotta do," I said philosophically while looking Pete straight in the eyes. His lips were pressed tightly together and he did not look happy at all. That was alright with me. 

We stayed for another hour, chatting about Monica's life away from home and having fun. When it came time to pay, I nudged Pete and made sure he left a good tip. I kissed Pete on the cheek and we walked hand in hand back to the car. 

To the outside world, we were the perfect husband and wife. I kept my end of the bargain and he kept his.

Life with my new cuckold husband was perfect.



The End
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