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  Chapter one
Chapter 1


She’d biked over after lunch and taken the little round table in the corner of Cocoa and Coffee. It was the quietest part of the shop and she’d justified coming by telling herself she needed a caffeine boost before the kids got home from school.
It was always easier getting focused work done from home. Her mental health was better served getting out and around some other people, though. And she deserved a little treat. She’d worked hard all morning.
She ran through this over and over in her mind, while trying to put her attention back on the two thousand word article she was supposed to be editing.
They were all excuses. All of them. She knew the reason she was there.
He was standing behind the counter, scrolling through his phone during the mid-afternoon lull. Tall and lean and a kind of lanky. And cute.
He’d served her her coffee and croissant with his usual good mood and smile, making small talk about the weather and very obviously checking her out.
She’d given herself a thorough scolding about enjoying the attention. She’d felt his gaze on her ass as she walked to her seat.
This was all ridiculous. It was ridiculous that she was there because of him. It was ridiculous that she was getting all aflutter about the attention. All aflutter about some random barista probably twenty years younger than her checking out her mom bod and liking it.
She should have never gone for drinks with Arnelle and the crew. They’d put all kinds of crazy ideas in her head with their stories and now she couldn’t yank them out.
She glanced over in the direction of the counter again and quickly looked away when she saw him looking at her over his phone.
She pushed her glasses up her nose and buried her face in her laptop screen, pretending to be deeply immersed in her work.
She scanned the document she had open and made a few suggestions for changes to the first paragraph. She pulled a pencil out of her back and her steno pad and started scribbling down a few ideas that popped into her head for more detailed revisions.
The little door above the bell rang and a tattooed man carrying a leather satchel and wearing a beanie came in. He ordered a mocha mint macchiato.
She huddled over her computer screen as the steam wand started to hiss, then stole another glance at her tall object of interest.
His back was turned as he steamed a small jug of milk at the machine. He wore a tight black t-shirt and she watched the muscles in his back move as he worked.
She closed her eyes and shook her head.
What the hell was she thinking?
She had an amazing man at home all to herself. An amazing dad, a freaking firefighter who spent his days saving lives. And she was out here creeping on the coffee guy. Why?
She opened her eyes and stared intently at her screen.
The bell above the door rang and she looked up to see the tattooed guy leaving. She turned her head to look at the counter, gasped and jumped nearly out of her seat when she saw coffee guy standing right next to her table. “Oh my god,” she said, pressing a hand to her chest. “You scared me.”
He grinned. “Sorry ’bout that. Didn’t mean to.” He had one hand tucked into the pocket of his white apron and was just…standing there. “You mind if I sit?”
Her cheeks went rosy as she sat up straight. What to say? What to say?!?
She didn’t mind. She knew full well she’d come in here to snoop on him and check him out, even if she’d never admit that to anyone. Well, maybe the ladies.
She hadn’t expected this, though. She hadn’t expected him to just…present himself and ask if he could sit at her table. She’d just wanted to indulge in her dirty little fantasy before the afternoon chaos at home hit.
She opened her mouth to reply but he was already picking up the chair opposite her. Swinging it around and sitting down backwards on it so he could lean his arms against the backrest.
“I’m Nelson.”
She flashed a nervous smile and let out a light laugh to go with it and felt like a total dweeb at the sound she made.
“What’s your name?” Nelson asked.
“Um, Michelle,” she said with another girlish giggle.
Okay. This had to stop. She had to stop acting like a tween who’d never talked to a boy in her life.
She sat up straight, drew a calming breath and cleared her throat as she collected herself. “Afternoon lull, huh?” she asked.
He smiled at her again. “You know it. You know it cause you’re in here all the time around this time aren’t you? I’ve seen you.” He let his eyes fall down her body in an explicitly suggestive way.
Her middle-aged sense of propriety suggested she should go mild-Karen on him and make it clear that she’d appreciate it if he kept his eyes to himself.
She didn’t.
She just sat there enduring being checked out like she was a piece of meat and not not enjoying it.
His eyes rose back up to hers and he smiled at her again.
“I’ve seen you lots,” he said. “What you got there? Schoolwork?”
“Schoolwork?”
“Yeah. What are you in college or something?”
“Actually I’m an editor,” she said.
“Oh, shit. That’s some book-learning right there, huh? What do you edit?”
“Mostly magazine articles.”
“That pay good?”
“Ugh. It’s alright,” she replied. “It’s all upside down now because of AI. I don’t even know if I’m going to have a job a month from now.”
He scowled. “That’s no good, huh?”
She shook her head and slumped back in her chair.
“Oh don’t be sad. You like guys, Michelle?”
She scowled at him. “What?”
“You like guys or girls or what?” he asked, that cheerful smile never fading from his mouth.
“What kind of question is that?”
“I’m just getting to know you.”
Suddenly her guard was up. This had gotten too real too fast. Now she knew his name and he knew hers. He was sitting right across the table from her, trying to get to know her while she should have been working. “Actually I’m married.”
“Oh yeah? To a guy or girl?”
“To a man,“ she shot back, her inner Karen starting to emerge.
“Cool. Cool. So you like guys then. You like black guys, Michelle?”
“What?!? No!” she squawked. She caught herself immediately. She gripped the edge of the table and her face went hot. Her eyes dropped to the floor. “I mean, yes. What I mean is…I know…lots of black guys, I mean, lots of black people. And I like them. I just don’t…”
She was babbling and she knew it. Painting herself into all sorts of conversational corners. Who asked a question like that anyways?
“How many black people you know?” he asked.
She opened her mouth and gestured with her hand and her mind started to spin and spin as she tried to remember a name or a face. Anyone. A single black person she could name to give a shred of evidence about her progressive bona fides. “I had a…I had a really close black friend in college,” she sputtered finally.
“Oh yeah?” he asked, arching his brow. “What was his name?”
“Shantelle. Her name was Shantelle.”
“Oh yeah,” he said, his smiled returning. “I know Shantelle!”
Her eyes bugged and her mouth opened and she stared at him. “You do?”
His smile turned into a mischievous grin. “No, Michelle. I don’t know Shantelle. It’s a joke. Cause I’m black and we, like, all know each other, right?”
Her mouth opened wider and a weird, awkward shudder passed through her at his clever humour. She let out a laugh that sounded like a whinny coming out of her nose, then clapped her hand over her mouth in embarrassment.
Nelson pointed a finger at her. “See? Now you get it!” he said, grinning wider.
She shook her head and looked away, but laughed all the same.
“You see what I did there!” he teased.
“Oh stop it!“ she shot back, though her tone was playful. Which made her blush again because…was this flirting?
“Uh-huh. You get it now,” he said, chuckling and sitting up a little straighter.
She flashed him a coy smile, then gasped when she looked over his shoulder and saw the face looking in through the window. She jumped in her seat and her hand shot to her chest.
She caught the edge of the coffee mug with her thumb and time seemed to slow as she watched it start tipping towards her laptop. Her heart leaped into her throat.
Faster than she could connect what was happening, Nelson’s hand whipped up from the back of the chair. It moved deftly to the laptop screen, pulling it up off the little table and out of the line of the milky liquid.
The latte slopped out of the oversized mug and splashed onto the table, half of it spilling into a puddle on the floor.
Nelson kept her laptop raised high in the air, far from danger.
“Oh my gosh,” she muttered. “I’m so sorry.”
“That’s alright. You get a scare or something?” he asked. “Let me get a mop. You better put this away.” He stood up from the table and walked towards the back of the shop.
The little bell above the door dinged and Derek stepped into the shop in his station wear. Navy blue t-shirt and pants to match and big black boots. He walked slowly towards her table, staring at her.
“Derek!” she exclaimed, donning a wide smile. “What are you doing here?”
He stared at her.
The squeaky wheel of a mopping bucket made it’s way towards them. Nelson pulled the mop out wet. “‘Scuse me sir,” he said, plopping it down on the floor and starting to wipe.
Derek took a few steps back, still staring at her.
“I’ll be right with you, sir,” Nelson said.
“I’m good,” Derek said, his eyes never leaving hers.
Nelson stood up tall from mopping under the table and looked at Derek. “Is there something I can help you with?”
She sensed that masculine tension between them. The sizing up she’d witnessed thousands of times. Two men unsure of where they were on the status ladder or if either was a threat.
“Nelson this is my husband Derek,” she blurted, trying to diffuse the situation.
Nelson’s stance relaxed. His shoulders loosened. “Oh. Cool. Nice to meet you, Derek. I’m just gonna get in there and clean this up and then I’ll be right with you.”
“Like I said, I’m good. You ready to go?” Derek asked her.
She grabbed her laptop bag and stuffed the laptop in and picked up her purse and slung it over her shoulder.
Nelson was still mopping as she rounded the table and Derek took her by the arm.
She’d messed up big. She’d messed this up real good.
Derek wasn’t some violently jealous asshole but he was protective. And he didn’t like seeing other men snooping around his wife. He wasn’t a jerk about it. He never said anything. Just got real quiet.
She felt horrible just walking out and leaving Nelson cleaning up her spill. “I’m sorry about the coffee,” she said again.
Nelson stood up, put both hands on the top of his mop handle and grinned at them. “You’re good. You two have a great afternoon!” he said, before going back to mopping.
Derek took her by the arm and led her out of there.






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2


She unlocked her bike and Derek lifted it into the back of his truck and closed the tailgate. 
He opened the passenger door for her and closed it after she got in, then rounded the truck and hopped into the driver’s seat.
She put her laptop bag down on the floor and her purse in her lap.
Derek started up the truck and pulled out into the lane from his parking spot in front of the shop. He said nothing and didn’t look at her.
A heaviness filled her stomach. “How was your shift?” she asked.
“Quiet,” he replied.
She let out a sigh and sank back into her seat. She hated when he got like this. She’d even dragged him to therapy about it. Twice.
Derek was the strong silent type and didn’t do discussing his emotions very well. Therapy hadn’t really changed that, though he’d been trying.
“Why were you at the coffee shop?” she asked.
“Thought I’d get a brew to get me through ’til bedtime.”
That was her screw-up. She hadn’t thought he’d be getting off at noon and getting close to home around two. Then again she hadn’t expected Nelson to get so friendly out of nowhere.
“Why didn’t you grab one?” she asked, knowing full well the reason.
He shrugged and turned onto Elm Avenue.
She wanted to reassure him. Put his mind at ease that it had just been a friendly conversation. How long had he been standing there at the window?
“Who was that guy?” he asked, staring dead ahead at the road.
“He was just the barista. It was just me in there and it was the afternoon lull and he was clearing some tables and stopped by mine and started chatting. He was just being friendly, Derek,” she said.
“Yeah. He looked pretty friendly.”
His shitty mood soured hers and now she felt resentment building inside her. “You can’t get pissed off with me just because you say me talking to some guy,” she muttered.
He shook his head. “I’m not pissed off.”
She let out another heavy sigh. “This again. You’re not going to tell me there’s nothing wrong when you get all quiet like that. It makes me feel like shit when you get like this. I’ve told you that. You get all quiet and you won’t tell me what’s wrong. Are you jealous? Is that it? Are you jealous I was talking to that guy? Because, in case you didn’t notice, he’s a kid, Derek. He’s, like, less than half our age.”
“Not jealous,” Derek replied, turning the car onto Maple Court.
“Then why are you being like this? Why are you all quiet?”
He turned into the driveway of their little bungalow.
“Derek,” she said, putting a hand over his arm as he tried to get out of the car.
“School bus is right behind us,” he said, jerking a thumb over his shoulder.
She glanced in the mirror and there it was. The big yellow bus with flashing red lights stopped at the foot of their driveway. She let go of Derek’s arm and opened the door to get out.
As soon as the kids feet hit the pavement he was a changed man. Holding his arms out and crouching down to catch them as they came running out of the bus. Hugging Cora and lifting Cooper up and carrying him towards the house.
Her heart squeezed with love as she watched him turn into the perfect dad. She couldn’t have asked for a better man.
What had she been thinking?!?
She had to get over this. She needed to put a stop to all of this. To get this nonsense out of her mind and tell the ladies she wouldn’t be joining them for drinks again for a while.
Her life was here. Why would she even think of jeopardizing that?
She got down and gave Cora a hug and smiled at Cooper who was hanging onto Derek’s neck and smiling at her over his shoulder.
The four of them crashed into the house like a cavalry brigade. The kids kicking off their shoes and tossing their backpacks. Pulling empty lunchboxes out and setting them on the counter like they’d been instructed.
She realized she hadn’t had a single thought about what she’d make for supper. She looked into the pantry and picked out a bag of pasta and set a pot of water on the stove.
Derek settled into reading time on the floor in front of the couch, the kids on either side of him.
She busied herself in the kitchen washing out the lunchboxes, then making the cheese sauce for the pasta.
By the time they’d finished dinner Derek had both of the kids laughing uproariously with a story about a cat he’d rescued on his shift.
She felt horrible for what had happened that afternoon and so grateful he could turn on a dime like that and put his game face on for Cooper and Cora.
When she tried to get bath time started Derek held up a hand and said he was doing it tonight. He always did that when he wasn’t at the firehouse.
She cleaned and put away the dishes, then tidied up the kitchen while Derek tucked them in and read them bedtime stories. She was determined to make up for the stupid coffee shop thing that afternoon and she knew just how she was going to do it.
She slipped into the bathroom and took her glasses off and stripped and got into the shower. She stayed in there for a while, knowing it was going to be a half hour before Derek had finished up good nights.
When she got out she towelled herself off but instead of putting her face cream on she reapplied mascara, put on fresh lipstick and put her glasses back on.
She checked herself out in the mirror and sighed at having skipped the gym again.
Things weren’t bad. Her ass was bigger than she liked and she had a little Venus tummy. Her tits were still pretty perky and, most importantly, Derek always said he loved her at this size.
But it was a mom bod.
Didn’t matter. She was going to make things right tonight.
She wrapped herself in her big white robe, then pulled the door open a crack and listened.
Silence.
She slipped out of the bathroom and peeked into the bedroom but Derek wasn’t there. She padded to the kitchen to find him standing over the counter, sorting through some envelopes and junk mail. She walked up behind him and put her arms around his stomach and her chin on his shoulder.
He turned around in her embrace and his expression softened when he saw her with her glasses on and her face done up.
“You tired after your shift?” she asked.
“Not too tired,” he said, his voice low and quiet.
She flashed a half smile and took him by the hand and led him to the bedroom. She leaned up to kiss him.
“Baby I better shower first,” he said.
She nodded. She let him go and when he was gone closed the door and walked over to the dresser. She pulled the top drawer open and plucked out two hair elastics. She pulled her hair up into two pigtails and twisted the elastics around it. She puckered her lips at her reflection in the mirror and smiled at how girlish she looked in Derek’s favourite outfit.
He had a thing about the glasses.
She sat on the bed and waited and he walked in a few minutes later still a little wet and with a towel tied around his waist.
She admired his muscular body as he moved towards, then slipped the robe off her shoulders to reveal her cleavage when he came to stand in front of her. She looked up at him and gave him her biggest, most innocent eyes. “I’m sorry about earlier, baby,” she whispered.
She reached up and hooked her fingers into the towel and pulled it off and let it fall to the floor. She glanced down at his nice, thick cock and it had already started getting hard.
She put her hand beneath it and lifted it, enjoying it’s heft in her palm. “I’m sorry I was a bad girl. I’d say you could spank me but I think that might be a little too loud for a weeknight.”
He smirked and she watched his mood shift again. That seriousness melting away as his lust swelled up through him. His cock shifted on her palm and started to harden.
She looked up at him through her glasses again. “Maybe you can fuck my face instead?” she asked.
His brow furrowed into a scowl and he glared down at her with hungry eyes.
She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue.
“Who was that guy, anyway?” he asked.
The question jolted her from the sexy mood she’d set. “Y-you mean…”
“At the coffee shop,” he said.
A wild, almost frightening, arousal surged through her and made her pussy squeeze. Why was he asking about this? Why now when she was on her knees and ready to suck his dick? “His name’s Nelson,” she said. “He works there.”
Derek took a step forward and pushed his cock into her mouth before she’d finished her sentence. It was so unlike him. Normally he was very respectful and never did anything without asking.
She had offered. But that had been before he’d asked that question.
Now he was just standing there staring at her, cock stuffed in her mouth.
She looked side to side, suddenly shy about meeting his gaze.
He pulled his cock out of her mouth. Gripping the root tightly, he rubbed the head against her cheek, painting it with her own saliva. “You two been friendly for a while now?” he asked.
She looked up at him, trying to gauge where he was coming from and where this was going. He didn’t seem angry. Not really, though there was some sort of tension in his expression.
What she did see in his eyes she could only describe as…fascination.
Another pulse of arousal shot through her. She turned her head, offering him her other cheek. “Just talked to him for the first time today, actually,” she whispered.
His brow furrowed and he glowered at her. He turned her face with a finger on her chin and pushed his cock into her mouth again.
She gave it a pull, just enough so her cheeks lightly hollowed.
Derek’s gaze darkened. He wrapped a hand around one of her pigtails and pulled, sheathing more of his prick inside her mouth.
There was nothing rough or violent about it. But his grip made it clear he wanted to use her. To use her mouth to help him work through whatever was bothering his brain.
She kept eye contact with him now. Keeping hers open wide and innocent like she had no idea what was happening or what was going on with him.
He pulled her face off of his cock and rubbed it on her other cheek.
The gesture, which might have been degrading in another context, heightened her sexual excitement.
Derek had brought up her encounter with Nelson and now seemed to be enjoying toying with it while she gave him head.
She put a hand between her legs, pressing and circling her clit with two fingers. She watched his eyes follow the motion and saw his prick stiffen.
Her pussy was warm and slick and touching it made her realize that arousal had blossomed into a dull ache all through her lower abdomen.
Derek dipped his cock into her mouth again and moved it back and forth.
She suckled on the tip, giving him her best bimbo stare.
Suddenly he yanked her to her feet, spun her around and tossed her belly-first onto the bed.
She gasped when she felt his hand between her legs, rubbing all that slick gooey goodness all over her pussy folds. She gasped again when she felt his hard cock press against them.
He was so  hard it made her eyes go wide. He drove himself inside her and started thrusting right away, sending waves of pleasure through her.
She closed her eyes and let out a soft sigh. Talking to another guy did this to him? She could live with that. Yes please.






  
  Chapter three
Chapter 3


Derek was already in the kitchen when she came down the next morning. 
She walked in rubbing the sleep out of her eyes and squinting at the clock. “Holy shit!” she hissed. Seven thirty?
“Relax,” he said, holding up a hand. “Everything’s taken care of.”
“Lunches were in the…”
“Fridge. I got it. Relax.”
“I set my alarm for the whole week,” she said, shaking her head, puzzled at how she’d slept through it.
He pulled her phone off the counter and set it on the table. “I snuck it out of the room. I thought you’d want to sleep in.”
She blinked at him, confused, but quickly realized what was going on. He always got this way after they did it. A little more caring, a little more thoughtful. He was always those things but he seemed to pay extra attention after some physical affection.
She smiled at him and walked across the kitchen. She put her arms around him and pressed her cheek to his chest. “Thanks, baby,” she whispered.
He kissed the top of her head.
She revelled in his warmth for a few moments, then pulled away and walked to the cupboard next to the fridge. She pulled out her hedgehog mug and filled it with coffee.
She smiled as she recalled the previous evening.
Derek had been rougher with her than she could ever remember him being. Really dominating. He’d kept her face down on the bed and fucked her till she felt like a rag doll bouncing up and down on the mattress.
He was always a good lover but last night they hadn’t made love. Last night he’d fucked her like he owned her.
She’d loved it. Loved how hard his cock had been and how he’d just taken what he wanted.
He rarely did that. Now she had a suspicion that he’d kept her face down not because he didn’t want to look at her but because he couldn’t face himself.
Seeing her with Nelson had done something to him. She was almost certain of it. It tickled her how it had made him more possessive.
“What are you smiling about over there?” he asked.
She glanced sideways and smiled at him. “That was fun last night,” she said. She saw his eyes wander down her body, even though she was wearing a ratty old t-shirt and her flannel PJ’s.
He sauntered over to where she was standing by the coffee maker. Drawn to her by the infinite desire men had for women who were thinking about sex.
He stood behind her and put his arms around her, hands on her belly.
She giggled and set her coffee mug down, worried that it would spill. She tilted her head when he nuzzled her neck and a shiver ran down her back as he kissed the sensitive skin there. “Come on, stop that,” she said, chuckling. “I’ve got to get ready and get working.”
His hands drifted up towards her breasts and he cupped them, laying a little trail of kisses along her shoulder.
“Are you home all day?” she asked him.
“Next shift’s on Thursday,” he said.
She pulled his arms down and tried to ease out of his embrace but he pinned her against the counter. “Derek,” she muttered. “I’m gonna go to the coffee shop otherwise I’m not going to get anything done here!”
She felt his energy shift immediately. His body went taut and his chest pressed against her back. For a moment she regretted telling him where she was headed.
Then his hand came up and pawed at her breast. Grabbing it and squeezing it like he wanted to show her who she belonged to.
She gasped when he pinched her nipple but the slight pain sent a lovely bolt of lust down between her legs.
“Going to see your friend again?” he said. His voice was so low it was almost a growl.
She hadn’t meant it that way. She hadn’t meant to remind him of Nelson. But now, given his reaction, it felt wrong and dangerous and wildly exciting.
Her eyes widened when she felt his cock twitch against her ass cheek. “I guess,” she replied. “If he’s there.”
He brought his hand up to her throat and tipped her head to the side. He pressed his lips against her neck and now his kisses were hungrier and greedier.
She could tell he wanted to fuck. Dirty, right there in the kitchen. She let his hands continue exploring her more intimate areas. Wandering and possessing her, reminding her she was his.
She could feel her pussy starting to dampen. She wondered what he’d do if he pulled her PJ’s down and found her soaked down there.
Would he be angry? Would he be jealous that mentioning Nelson and fondling her made her react this way? She didn’t want him moping about it all day. “Derek,” she whispered.
She gasped again when he yanked her PJ bottoms and underwear down. She braced herself against the counter with both hands.
His smack landed loud and firm on her right cheek. He stuffed his hand between her legs and dragged his fingers along her sex.
She didn’t know what to do or say. She wanted him too, now. But she didn’t just want to drift into this blind. She was always the one that wanted to talk things through. Plan them out carefully and figure out the why of them.
Derek was always acting on instinct. He was acting on instinct now. Rubbing her pussy even wetter and gently probing her with his finger.
She wanted to turn and look him in the eye and put her hands on his face and ask him about his feelings. About what was getting him so riled up. Even though she suspected she knew the answer.
How could the ladies have been so right about this?
She heard him undoing his belt behind her. A moment later she felt the hard heat of his cock pressing between her thighs. She shuffled her feet a little wider apart, no longer caring if she started work late.
She gasped again as his cock moved past her folds and into her tight sex. He was so fucking hard again.
His hand pressed against her back, demanding her submission.
She lowered her face to counter, bent over for his use, and mewled as he started thrusting.
* * *
It was almost eleven by the time she made it to the coffee shop. The place was nearly empty, with just one guy sitting by the big bay window looking out onto the street, chatting quietly to someone on his phone.
She took her big bag of papers and laptop bag over to her usual quiet table in the corner before walking up to the counter to order. She rang the little bell next to old antique register.
A moment later she saw the curtains to the backroom part and Nelson ducked his head to step through the opening. Her heart did a little flip.
He smiled at her and she blushed immediately.
She’d showered after Derek had had her in the kitchen. But some of him was still in her. She could still feel him slowly trickling out. Standing there in front of Nelson with her husband’s seed leaking into her panties felt so fucking dirty.
“How d’you do today?” he asked, grinning.
“Good,” she replied. “How about you?” She forced a smile she hoped looked neutral and friendly.
“Living the dream,” Nelson said. “What can I get ya?”
“Mocha Macchiato please?”
“You got it, girl,” Nelson said, punching her order into the terminal next to the register.
She pulled her phone out of her back pocket and tapped it against the terminal to pay.
“Go on ahead and sit down. I’ll bring it over for you!” He flashed another big smile at her before turning towards the espresso machine.
She turned and walked back to her table. Sat down and started to get her stuff organized. Printouts of the article she was editing on the seat next to her so she could mark up paper instead of tabbing through the tiny screen of her laptop.
She got the laptop out and set up in front of her just as Nelson came up with her cup of coffee.
“You know what I’m going to do for you? Hold on. Hold this.” He handed her the mug, then grabbed the table next to her and arranged it beside hers. “Just set it down here. Less chance of catastrophic failure, right?”
“Aw, thanks,” she said, placing the cup on the second table, far away from her laptop. “And thanks again for yesterday. I would be so screwed if I had to go out laptop shopping this morning.”
“Glad I could help,” Nelson said. He grabbed a chair, swung it around and sat down in front of her, arms resting on the backrest.
She couldn’t resist the smile that formed on her lips as she stared at him. “Um, I actually really need to work today,” she said, chuckling.
“Tell me about it. It’s been non-stop in here since I opened. You just caught the mid-morning lull. Should pick back up in about twenty minutes. How’d you make out with your husband last night?”
Her smile faded and her eyes widened. “I beg your pardon?”
“He seemed kind of uptight when he came in. Everything alright?”
She found the probing question very inappropriate. “I think that’s none of your business,” she said.
“That’s cool. That’s cool. Hey what does he do? Like, professionally?”
She eyed him for a moment. “He’s a firefighter.”
Nelson raised his hand above his head and brought it down with a loud snap. “I knew it! I freaking knew it.”
She narrowed an eye at him. “Really?”
“Absolutely. He’s got that clean cut, everything in it’s place kind of vibe. Bet the house is spotless when he has a day off?”
She smiled. “He likes it tidy,” she admitted.
“Of course he does.” He leaned closer. “And he is a little uptight, isn’t he? Little anal retentive?”
She pursed her lips but the laugh came out anyways.  “Maybe a little.”
“Uh-huh,” Nelson said, nodding. “I’ve got people coming through here all day. Helps pass the time to try and guess what makes them tick.”
“Very impressive,” she said.
The bell above the door rang and two women in their twenties with long painted nails walked in holding cell phones, matching purses draped over their arms.
“Looks like the lunch rush is starting early,” Nelson said, looking over at them. “Good luck with your work. Holler if you need anything else.” He stood up and spun the chair around frontwards, then walked towards the counter, clapping his hands together and asking the ladies what he could get them.
She watched him go and a little thrill wormed through her.
Derek hadn’t said anything else after he’d fucked her. He knew she was here. He knew she was at the coffee shop, possibly chatting with her ‘new friend,’ as he’d called him.
She wondered what was going through his mind at home?
She dismissed the thought and logged into her laptop and pulled up a browser. She put her headphones on as another couple walked in and got in line in front of the counter.
She barely noticed as the shop filled with people, working her way through the article and marking out edits. As the crowd began to ebb she glanced at her phone and saw it was nearly quarter to one.
She looked up to see Nelson hand a young couple their orders, then pull a towel out from his belt and wipe down the counter. She smiled when he caught her looking at him and grinned.
She cleared her throat and looked back down at her computer, even as he slowly sauntered over to her table.
“Need a refill?” he asked, picking up her empty cup.
“No caffeine after noon,” she said.
“Fair,” he said. “So what time you get off work?” he asked.
She looked at her laptop and stack of papers, a little taken aback. “Um, I’m self-employed. So, never?”
He chuckled. “Let me put it another way. When would be a good time to buy you a drink?”
Her blush was immediate and uncomfortably hot. Had he really just asked her that? “I, um, I think maybe my husband might have something to say about that,” she replied.
Nelson stared at her, smiling and nodded. “Oh I’m sure he would. You should ask him what he thinks.”
He turned and sauntered back to the counter.
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At two-thirty she started to pack up. She put her laptop away and stuffed the papers into her big bag. She glanced towards the counter. 
Nelson was gone. Replaced by a twenty-something black-haired girl with a nose piercing and a sleeve of tattoos on one arm. She smiled when she saw Michelle looking at her.
Michelle flashed a smile back at her, bundled her things and headed for the door.
Outside the air had warmed. The sun was beating down, the promise of spring in the air.
She slung her  big bag of papers over one arm and her laptop bag over the other and started fast-walking towards home.
“So, two forty-five-ish, then?”
She turned to see Nelson walking right next to her, grinning. “Two forty-five? What?” she asked.
“That’s when you get off work. Two forty-five,” he said, tapping his smart watch. “You said…”
“Okay, haha very funny,” she said, letting out a small laugh.
“You talk to your husband yet?” he asked.
She stopped in her tracks and turned to face him. She had no idea what to do. A week ago she would have told him to fuck off and leave her alone. Thing was, that wasn’t what she wanted. Not at all.
That scared the hell out of her now that she was standing in front of him and he was grinning at her like that. Like he knew. Like he’d made the same kind of guess about her he’d made about Derek.
“Look…”
He just kept staring and smiling until she turned her head to one side and laughed.
“What do you want me to say?” she asked him.
“I want you to say you’ll go for a drink with me, girl. I don’t bite. Unless you’re into that sort of thing or whatever. It’s cool. I don’t kink-shame either.”
She rolled her eyes and shook her head, trying to laugh off the fact he was coming on to her so hard. “Did you wait out here?” she asked. “Until I was finished work?”
“Something like that,” he said.
Her face heated at the thought of him sitting on a bench watching the coffee shop door for her like a hawk. It was kind of…sweet? Took her back to a different time in her life when other boys did that.
“I told you I’m married.”
“Yeah but that’s all you said. You didn’t say, like, ‘I’m married so stopping hitting on me.’ Or, ‘I’m married and my husband’s going to kick your ass.’ Right? So I figure there’s something in that pretty head that’s maybe thinking you wouldn’t mind going for a drink too, huh? Am I right? Am I right?” He clapped his hands together and laughed.
Then she felt it. Another swell of emotion straight out of her past. Standing awkwardly on the street with some confident boy getting her squirming by coming on a bit strong. Not wanting to say ‘no’ but not wanting to say yes too fast, either.
She wasn’t a slut, after all.
“I don’t know,” she muttered. Panic shot through her the moment she’d said it. She didn’t know what? She didn’t know, like, maybe she could swing something? Maybe she could go home and talk to Derek and maybe he’d be into it? “I’ve got to go.”
She turned and started walking fast, glancing over her shoulder to see if he’d follow.
He didn’t. Instead he stayed right on the spot they’d stopped, watching her leave with that gentle smile playing at the corners of his mouth.
She didn’t know? She didn’t know what?
She buried the thoughts as she rounded the corner onto their street.
The house was an explosion of chaos. Derek in the living room with the kids jumping up and down on the couches, trying to get him to join in.
She dumped her bags by the door and walked to kitchen to find fruits and veggies already chopped up for dinner and a pot of spaghetti in meat sauce bubbling on the stove.
Derek herded the kids out the sliding door and into the backyard where they raced to the jungle gym he’d built them last summer. He slid the door shut and walked over to her at the counter.
“You did all this?” she asked.
“Of course,” he replied, wrapping his arms around her midriff and pulling her in tight.
The memory of their salacious morning activities just a few steps from where they were standing now formed in her mind.
“You talk to your friend?” he asked.
The question shook her off balance. She’d tried to put Nelson away. Far away so she was fully present with Derek and the kids. And why was he asking? She looked into his eyes trying to find the feeling behind them.
Whatever had looked like anger was gone. The light in them seemed almost playful. Like he was teasing her about her coffee shop crush. “Maybe I did,” she said, trying to gauge where this was going.
“Oh yeah? What’d he have to say today?” Derek asked, pulling her tighter.
It was weird what he was doing but it wasn’t the same as his reaction had been the day before. And that morning fuck on the counter…
Did that have something to do with this?
She wasn’t sure, though. And she didn’t want to say something that would upset him. “Derek,” she whispered.
He leaned in and kissed her gently on the mouth.
* * *
That night with the chaos tucked away and sleeping she took a shower and put her PJ’s on, then brushed her hair.
She padded softly into the bedroom and found Derek sitting on the edge of the bed in just his underwear. He locked eyes with her and they stared at each other for a few long moments.
Then she eased the door shut behind her and walked towards the bed. “What’s going on here?” she asked.
He shrugged. Typical Derek.
She wasn’t dragging anything out of him no matter how hard she tried. But there was something there.
Something that had to do with Nelson. She was almost positive of it.
She’d complained about having to do all of the emotional heavy lifting in their relationship before. To Derek. To her therapist. In the end she’d realized there wasn’t much that could be done about it.
Derek had tried. She’d tried to help him open up about his emotions. About his desires and his needs. He just wasn’t that kind of dude.
That was okay. Her choice was to take it or leave it and she’d decided a long time ago she was going to take it.
Which meant that if they were going to figure out what this thing was between them, she was going to have to be the one crack it open first.
“You want to hear about it?” she asked, her voice a whisper.
He turned and looked at her out of the corner of his eye. He was struggling, she could tell.
She slowly slipped off the bed and sank to her knees in front of him.
His gaze became more focused and intense. The look of a male anticipating sex, but worried something unexpected might come with it.
Her heart was beating a little harder. This was a risk. She had no way of knowing how he was going to react if she came out and said it. If she told him Nelson had asked her for a drink. Or if she told him she was considering it.
She hooked her fingers into the elastic of his underwear and tugged.
He hoisted himself up onto his fists and let her pull his underwear down his legs. At least it was clear he wanted this.
She wrapped her hand around his cock. There was already some firmness to it. She watched it as she stroked him slowly up and down, then turned her eyes up at him. “He wants me to go for a drink with him,” she said, then slipped her mouth over the engorging head and sucked it.
Derek’s eyes widened and his pupils dilated. He glared at her. There was no anger in his eyes but they weren’t just filled with love, either.
There were warring emotions in there. Conflicted feelings fighting for dominance as he tried to control them.
It excited her. She wasn’t sure why, but it did. It made the tension between them pop and crackle and she could feel her pussy moistening just from sucking his prick hard.
She licked the underside of his shaft, then pulled her mouth off of him and held his cock out in front of it. She could tell he wanted something more, maybe something even dirtier than a blowjob on her knees. He wasn’t the kind of guy to ask for it.
She let go of his cock and tugged her shirt up and off over her head, tossing it to on the floor next to her.
His eyes sank to her breasts, his brow furrowing with worry or doubt.
She wrapped her hand around his cock again and shuffled closer, pressing it between her breasts.
He let out a soft sigh and his expression softened.
She bent low, so she was right between his legs and stuck out her tongue. She dragged it up his now hard shaft in a long, slow lick. Then she tapped the wet spot she’d just made against her cheek.
“Oh god, Michelle,” he whispered.
A smile flickered to life on her lips. She could tell she was close to cracking whatever this was. He just needed a little more help. “You want your girl to do something dirty for you?” she whispered.
His cock went rock-solid in her grip.
She bit the inside of her mouth to keep her smile soft and flirty. “I think you do, baby,” she said. She took him into her mouth again and bobbed slowly up and down, sucking him.
She could already taste his excitement. Salty, slick liquid already starting to ooze out of him. His body lubricating the way for a great big gush of his seed. She pulled her mouth off of him.
His cock head was shiny with her spit.
She turned her other cheek and tapped his cock against it.
His gaze intensified and his eyes danced between her face and her tits.
She got up onto her knees and wrapped her breasts around his cock. She pressed two hands against them, pressing his prick snugly between them. “I have to tell you something,” she whispered, slowly rubbing his cock with her tits.
She was almost trembling with nervous energy. “My brunch friends all did something bad, Derek. Something really naughty.”
He swallowed and stared at his dick between her breasts.
“They all had sex with other men.”
His cock strained and hardened against her soft breasts.
She looked up at him and smiled softly again. She could see his hands balling to fists, gripping the sheets tightly as he fought the emotions roiling inside him.
She moved her tits up and down, up and down, smashing his cock with them. Giving him that warm, wet friction she knew he craved. She put her mouth over his cock and let some saliva dribble out.
Grabbing the head with one hand, she rubbed it in, then sandwiched it with her tits again.
Suddenly her own urge reared up inside her. She bounced up and down a few more times, then put her hands on his knees and clambered to her feet.
Pulling her PJ’s off, she got up onto his lap, knees on the bed either side of him.
His hardness felt so good against her soft, damp slit. She swung her hips slowly back and forth, running his cock through the groove of her pussy. Then she reached between them and aimed the head at her entrance.
They both sighed as he entered her. He brought his hands up and gripped her ass.
She put a hand on the back of his head and pulled him towards her chest.
He seemed to understand what she wanted. He latched onto her nipple and gave it a slow tug with his mouth, then a lick around it.
She pressed her breast against his face, her head falling back. His hardness felt amazing inside her. So hard it felt like her glass dildo. She rocked gently atop him, pussy walls squeezing him tightly.
She wanted more.
Pulling his head away from her breast, she lowered her mouth to his. Her kiss was hungry, her tongue roaming along his, urging him closer and closer to climax. She felt him throb inside her.
She pulled away and stared into his eyes. “It’s not cheating if you let me,” she whispered.
His reaction was instantaneous. His cock flexed and stayed rigid inside her. His head fell back, his mouth open, and he stared deep into her eyes.
She swayed her hips, achingly slow. A nourishing, nurturing stroke of her cunt along his hard prick.
She was certain now. Derek was curious about this but he just couldn’t say it. Hell, he probably could barely bring himself to think about it with his conscious mind.
“It’s not cheating if you let me,” she repeated.
He started to groan and she put her mouth over his to stifle the sound before it got too loud. Her body absorbed the moan and it travelled through her down to where their bodies were connected.
He was throbbing now. Pulsing inside her and ready to blow.
She pulled away from the kiss. Her hips were rolling in steady motion, her body going on auto-pilot at the thought receiving his offering. “Derek,” she whispered. “You want to see me suck another guy’s dick?”
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“This your place, huh?” 
She stood with Nelson at the foot of the driveway looking up towards the house. Quarter to six. The chaos stowed for the night at grandma’s.
“You want to come in?” she asked him.
He glanced at her, smiled with one side of his mouth, then looked up at the house again. “You know when I asked you out for that drink this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind,” he said.
She shrugged. “Yeah, well, this is what I can manage.”
She’d thought about all the options and realized this was the only way. She couldn’t do it any other way. Derek had to be there. He had to be right there with her or she wouldn’t be able to go through with it. Because this was about them, not just herself.
Nelson was a convenient prop that happened to be interested in her. But what was about to happen, if it did happen, was going to be all about Derek and Michelle.
“You’re sure about this?” Nelson asked.
“As sure as I’m going to get,” she replied. “You coming in?”
He glanced at her, the look a little more lecherous than usual. His eyes roaming her body like he was weighing the risks and rewards of what was being offered. “Your husband in there?” he asked.
She shook her head. “Not yet. Should be home any minute, though.”
Now Nelson didn’t seem quite so cocksure. There was doubt in his eyes and hesitation in his body language.
It turned her off for a moment until she realized how it might work. She took his hand and pulled him gently up the driveway. “Don’t worry,” she said as they approached the front door. “Everything’s gonna be fine.”
She put her key in the lock and twisted, then pushed the door open. She stepped in first, taking his hand again to pull him inside.
He looked around the place, still a little wary. Like maybe he thought Derek might come out from around the corner with a shotgun in his hand.
“Can I get you something to drink?” she asked.
He glanced at her and smirked. “Tables have turned. How about a macchiato?”
She chuckled. “I’ve got water or I’ve got beer.”
He scratched the back of his neck. “Sure. I’ll take a beer.” He followed her into the kitchen.
Out of the corner of her eye she saw him looking around, staking the place out.
She was a little surprised at how reluctant he’d become. But this was good. This was going to help her cause. If he came in here strutting and sure of himself Derek might have felt threatened.
Now he was just a guy she’d met at the coffee shop who she’d brought home to share a drink with.
This way she held all the cards.
She cracked the cap on a bottle of beer from the fridge and set it on the counter.
“You’re not having one?” he asked.
“Not really a beer kind of gal,” she said.
He picked up the bottle and took a swig.
A moment later the front door opened and Derek stepped inside. He was wearing his raggedy old steel-toed boots, work jeans and a t-shirt, dusty from his deck-building side hustle. He stopped in his tracks when he saw them.
She moved right away. Out of the kitchen and into the front hall. Closing the door behind him and pulling her man close. Putting a hand on his chest and craning her neck to reach up and kiss his mouth.
He pulled away. “I’m all grimy,” he muttered, then looked at Nelson. “What the hell is going on here.”
She ignored his grimy remark and brushed her hand across his chest, then stood on her tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek. “Nelson’s just over for a drink, baby,” she whispered.
She ran her hand down to his stomach and rubbed his abs. She tipped her head and kissed him on the neck.
He smelled like sweat and man musk but the smells aroused her.
She turned and stepped in front of him. Put her hands on his face and pulled him down to kiss her.
He hesitated, his body stiff, obviously nervous about what was happening.
She acted on instinct. It felt right to push her tongue into his mouth. Show him what she had in mind here. At least a hint of it. An oral foreshadowing.
He resisted for a moment, then he started to relax. Shoulders coming down, his rigid torso relaxing as he succumbed to her wet kisses.
She continued working her mouth against his until she felt his cock start to firm up against her thigh. She pulled away and stared into his eyes. “I want to make it happen, baby,” she whispered. “I want you to see it.”
The light shifted in his eyes. That fiery, jealous arousal flaring up and making him glower.
She knew she had to keep pressing. She couldn’t give him even a moment of self-reflection or he’d doubt himself and then there would be no telling what would happen then.
“Where are the…”
“Everything’s taken care of. Everything’s all arranged,” she said, hands falling to his belt as she pulled him towards the living room. “All you have to do is watch.”
His eyes widened. But he let himself be pulled through the entrance and into the living room. He glanced down at his boots, then kicked them off his feet so he wasn’t tracking mud all over the carpet.
She smiled at him. That was a good sign. That meant this was a possibility. That meant he was pliable. Gave her something to work with.
She leaned in and kissed him again, putting a hand on the back of his neck and going in deep and long.
She heard Nelson’s footsteps in the kitchen, then saw him step into view in the front hall still holding his beer bottle and staring at her as she made out with her husband.
She held a hand up behind Derek’s back. Nelson had to hang back for now. She was getting an idea of how this was going to work but she needed to be in charge.
She pulled away and smiled at Derek again, running her thumb along the line of his jaw.
“Michelle…”
She nodded, eager to get him talking. Eager to hear what he was thinking about this, what he had to say. She knew it wasn’t going to happen. She had to be the author of this story.
“I brought him home for us,” she whispered back. “You don’t have to say anything. You don’t have to do anything. Just enjoy this. Enjoy this thing between us. I can tell it’s there, Derek. I can hear it humming. Just relax. Ease into it. Let it surround you.”
She let her hand fall and gently cup the arc of his cock through his jeans.
He was hard. Hard and pulsing.
She caressed him through the rough denim, then bit her lip at his blush.
He turned his head, as if to try and catch a glimpse of Nelson over his shoulder.
She pulled him back. “Don’t worry about him. Don’t worry about him for now. Just be here in the moment with me.”
He furrowed his brow, but then nodded.
Lust exploded inside her. He was going to do this. He was going to let her do this. She was going to suck another man’s cock in front of her husband.
She put her other hand around his neck and pulled him into another deep kiss, keeping her palm firmly against his crotch. Cupping his balls and feeling their warmth radiating even through the fabric of his pants.
She pulled him deeper into the living room as she kissed him. Towards the big armchair in the corner where he watched his games. She spun him around and yanked his belt open with one hand, biting his lip as she fumbled with popping open the button.
“Michelle, I don’t know if…”
She cut off his murmured protest with more kisses. Peppered on his lips this time, then travelling down his salty neck as she jerked his pants down, then tucked her hand into the elastic of his underwear.
“Mmm.” She let out that satisfied sound as she wrapped her hand around his hot, hard prick.
So fucking hard.
She caught him glancing over her shoulder. Looking at Nelson, slight disbelief in his eyes at what was happening.
He didn’t yank her hand away from his cock, though. He let her fondle it. Caress it, then grip it tightly and stroke it even harder.
She wasn’t going to take this too far. Not today. She had to be careful and tiptoe towards the finish line. Today she’d just give him a taste of just how dirty she could be for him.
Giving him a firm shove, she backed him into the armchair until he sat down. His cock jutted out from between his legs, arcing towards his stomach.
She got on her knees and smiled at him. “Look at me. Look into my eyes,” she whispered.
He locked eyes with her.
She stared at him as she took him into her mouth. He was salty with sweat and his man-musk was more dank now but that was kind of fun-dirty too and she didn’t mind it.
She sucked him slowly. Cleaning off his hard shaft and swirling her tongue around his cock head, all the while giving him her big, wide, wondrous eyes like it was the most euphoric thing for her, taking him in her mouth.
Something between a grunt and a growl escaped him. His hips bucked, the motion seeming involuntary. It thrust his cock deeper into her mouth.
She had him right where she wanted him. She pulled off and licked his glans. Then she took his hands and rested them on the arms of the chair. “No touching,” she whispered. “I want to make you come myself.”
She turned slowly on her knees until she saw Nelson staring at them, his lips parted and his head tilted slightly to one side. Looking almost aghast at what he was watching.
Don’t chicken out on me now, buddy.
She lifted her hand and crooked her finger, beckoning him towards her.
He stood there for another few moments staring. Then he set his beer bottle down on the TV stand and took a few cautious steps towards them.
She shuffled towards him, staying on her knees.
They met half a dozen feet from the armchair and she stayed on her knees, looking up submissively at him. “We gonna do this?” she asked.
Nelson looked stunned. Like he wanted to pinch himself to make sure this wasn’t some wet dream he was having. But, predictably and like any young man might, he didn’t protest when she reached up and hooked her fingers in the elastic of his joggers.
His eyes widened when she started pulling them down.
She bit her lip and looked at his abdomen. As she pulled the pants lower she saw jet black curls of pubic hair dappling his groin area.
She turned and glanced at Derek.
He looked mesmerized. Transfixed on what she was about to reveal and spellbound by what might happen.
She tugged the sweats lower and blinked twice when she laid eyes on the thick root of Nelson’s black cock.
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She balked at the sight of that big thing. Blinked a few more times and thought of pinching herself to make sure this wasn’t her wet dream.
The root of that thing was as thick as her wrist. She’d heard the stereotypes before but…damn!
She heard Derek rustling in his chair and it snapped her back into the moment. She better get busy with this or things were going to go sideways.
Tugging Nelson’s pants lower, she raised her other hand and reached for his cock, then remembered who she was doing this for. She glanced sideways at Derek.
He was still sitting exactly as she’d left him. Hands on the arms of the chair, his cock an angry red poking up from between his legs. He hadn’t moved and he hadn’t tucked his junk away.
She thought she’d better put on a good show. For both of them.
Derek flinched when he saw her wrap her hand around Nelson’s organ.
It was warm and pliant, but starting to firm up. She tugged his clothes lower and began to lift it, startled by it’s heft. It took some effort but she managed to overcome the tension of the elastics.
It flopped out in front of her face. Dark and dreadfully obscene and at the same time alluring.
She just stared at it wide-eyed for a few moments, trying to quell her disbelief at what she was holding.
He had no foreskin. The glans was that smooth helmet shape and glistening. His scrotum was bulky and one nut dangled lower than the other behind his prick.
She’d never seen anything like it. She’d never even imagined a cock like this. It was long but not cartoonishly so, like in some porn vids. Maybe approaching eight inches. It’s weight lent it a certain gravity, like it was harder to let go of than a lighter prick.
“Yo,” Nelson said, quietly above her. He nudged his head towards Derek. “He okay?”
She turned and looked at Derek. His face was red. His jaw was clenched. He looked…agitated? “Baby?” she whispered.
He glared at the cock in her hand, then looked into her eyes again. “Suck on it,” he whispered back at her.
All her inhibitions melted and she sighed, relieved at how she’d managed to navigate Derek’s secret desire and his obvious hangups. Now she had his permission. His blessing. The dirty order to pleasure the young black man looming over her.
She let go of Nelson’s pants and put a thumb on the underside of his shaft. Turning her wrist, she lifted the head of his penis until it was just a few inches from her mouth.
She began to salivate an extraordinary amount. As if her body understood her own excitement and was preparing her mouth and throat for what she’d do next.
She parted her lips. She glanced sideways at Derek. Opening her mouth a little wider, she laid the head of Nelson’s cock onto her tongue and licked it.
Derek stiffened in his chair. His cock twitched. He dug his nails into the armrests.
The smell of Nelson’s maleness and a hint of his cheap cologne wafted up her nose. He tasted neutral compared to Derek’s briny, sweaty prick.
She wrapped her lips around the cock and moved her mouth onto it. Pressed it against her tongue and gazed into Derek’s eyes as she took an inch, then another.
Excitement flooded through her, her pussy soaking with her own wetness. She was doing it. She was sucking on a stranger’s cock right in front of her husband.
Nelson was staring down at her. Feasting his gaze on the sight of her stuffing his fat, black cock into her mouth.
She liked it. She liked being the centre of these two men’s worlds. The attention was intoxicating.
She dragged Nelson’s cock in and out of her mouth a few times. Slow pulls on it so her cheeks hollowed and scraped the sides. Giving Derek a real porn star performance of sucking it.
She turned her head sideways and moved it side to side. Letting the cock head push her cheek out.
Derek looked a mixture of entranced and horrified.
His expression sent more raw excitement pulsing through her.
He probably couldn’t articulate to himself why this turned him on, but that didn’t matter. What mattered is that it did. That he was sitting there staring at her and aroused by the sight of her hauling on this stranger’s dick.
She slowly pulled Nelson’s cock out of her mouth and let the head loose with a soft pop. She grabbed her shirt and pulled it up over her head. Then she unclasped her bra, baring her breasts for the two men.
“Fuck, yeah,” Nelson said, stroking his cock as he stared at them.
She grabbed the root of it and shoved it back into her mouth. She turned her eyes towards Derek.
His nails were dug in so deep into the armrest he looked like he was hanging onto it for dear life.
She moved her head side to side, giving him a good show with the black cock in her mouth. She moved deeper onto it again. Three inches or so this time. She felt the head graze the back of her throat.
It tickled her gag reflex. She coughed and sputtered and had to pull off of him again.
Derek winced but his cock twitched, too.
She gave him a big, gooey smile, her mouth covered in sticky spit. “You like that baby?” she asked him.
“I like it,” Nelson said above her.
She looked up at him and laughed. “Yeah, no doubt,” she teased.
Derek looked taken aback by this. Even more so than her just putting the cock into her mouth. Maybe their friendly banter was somehow even more vulgar than what she was doing with her mouth.
She got back onto Nelson’s cock and pulled it in all the way. This time she swallowed when the head of it touched the back of her throat. Her mouth began salivating wildly. Building up that lubrication to help her move him into her neck.
She looked at Derek and took another half inch, going slowly as the head stretched her throat.
Derek’s eyes widened and his cock started twitching furiously in his lap, like he was going to ejaculate purely from what he was witnessing and without any manual stimulation whatsoever.
“Holy shit,” Nelson whispered above her.
She looked up at him. His eyes were wide and his expression was borderline concerned. She pulled him out of her neck and started moving her mouth back and forth along the ridge of his head.
This was a good start. Wading into things until they got a feel for the temperature. She wasn’t going any further with him today and she needed to get back to Derek.
Nelson’s cock stiffened against her tongue.
She pulled her mouth off of him and started stroking him with her hand. Slick pulls with her thumb rubbing his glans. He went rock hard against her palm. “Yeah? You gonna give me that cum?” she whispered, staring up at him.
He was a young guy but she was still proud of herself for how quickly she’d gotten him this close to the edge.
She put her mouth on him again and started bobbing back and forth. She could taste the beginnings of it now. The salty prelude to his ejaculation coated her tongue.
She didn’t want him blowing it into her mouth, though. She pulled off and started jerking him off again. She put one arm under her tits, holding them up as a nice plump landing platform for his jizz.
“Come on, big guy. Come all over my tits.” She nearly guffawed at hearing herself say that. She saw Derek flinch out of the corner of her eye. It made her smile. She turned to face him. “You want to see that, baby? You want to see a big load all over my tits?”
Derek emitted an almost pained-sounding groan, but nodded. His eyes were riveted to her breasts.
She looked back up at Nelson. “Give me all that cum,” she whispered.
Nelson’s eyes bugged. His cock engorged in her hand, then twitched. The first ejection shot from the head as she was pointing it at her chest.
A dollop of his semen caught her on the cheek and she flinched. She felt the hot liquid start rolling down towards her chin.
She looked down at her breasts and her eyes went wide as she nursed Nelson’s ejaculate onto them with her hand.
Glop after glop of creamy, white goo basted her pale breasts.
Nelson groaned and his thighs shook as he struggled to stay standing still from the intense pressure in his pelvis. Some of his jizz coated her fingers, further lubricating her stroke and making sloppy wet sounds with each pull.
She kept pumping and flinging the last drops of his emission onto her already coated breasts. When she felt him go soft, she slowed. A few more pumps and he let out a sigh. She let go of his cock and stood up in front of him.
Nelson stared at her chest.
She let him savour the sight for a few moments, then tucked his penis back into his underwear and pulled his sweats up onto his hips. “That’s all for tonight, big guy,” she whispered. “Can you, um, see yourself out? I want a moment with my man.”
Nelson looked up at her, flashed half a smile and nodded. He strolled out to the hallway  and walked out into the night.
She turned slowly towards Derek.
He was still obediently seated in the chair, hands on the armrests. His eyes fell from hers to her cum-covered chest.
She shifted her weight from one foot to the other and put a hand on her hip, striking a saucy pose for his viewing pleasure. She wanted so badly to know what was running through his mind right then.
She unbuttoned her jeans and slowly peeled them down her legs, performing a little strip tease for him. Then she grabbed the shirt and wiped the semen off her chest. She walked towards him and climbed up onto his lap in the armchair.
His stiff cock felt good against her pussy.
Only then did she realize how wet she’d become. How utterly saturated her genitals were from sucking on Nelson’s big cock in front of Derek.
She put her hands on his shoulders and leaned forward and kissed him.
His mouth opened immediately. Accepting her tongue and pressing back against it with his own.
She felt his hands on her hips, then her waist. Then travelling up her sides and around front where he palmed her breasts. She pulled away from the kiss and gazed into his eyes. “Did you like seeing me suck his cock, baby?” she whispered.
His cock throbbed, pressing against her swollen pussy, demanding entrance.
She dipped her hand between her legs, wrapped it around his cock and guided it into herself. Her mouth fell open at how hot and hard it was.
His mouth opened and he stared up at her with the most wondrous eyes.
She bit her lip and rocked forward, then back, her pussy gripping tightly. “Tell me that you liked it, baby?”
“I…I…I liked it.”
She leaned in and kissed him again. She dragged her tongue along his.
He moaned into her mouth and began to throb inside her.
A moment later she felt his semen start to bubble out of her.
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She sat on his lap, watching him and smiling as his orgasm shook through him. She wasn’t used to seeing him look so…vulnerable. 
He was usually on top or behind her. They did cowgirl every once in a while but it really wasn’t her preference and Derek liked being in charge.
This was fun, though. Switching roles and getting him off so fast. Her pussy was aching like crazy from needing an orgasm. She was even more desperate to hear what was going on inside his mind.
He let out a sigh when his cock stopped throbbing and started to soften. He kept his eyes shut.
She knew this was going to be hard for him. He didn’t want to face what had happened. What he’d told her to do. She’d have to be gentle with him.
She leaned forward and brushed her lips against his. “I love you, baby,” she whispered.
His brow furrowed, like it was hard for him to say it back. “I love you too,” he finally muttered. His eyes fluttered open and fell to his lap, then off to the side.
“Derek,” she said, leaning sideways to get him looking at her. “You can’t just hide from this. I don’t want to hide from this. Look at me, baby.”
His jaw clenched. He sat there staring off to one side for a long time before forcing himself to look at her.
“You’re not upset, are you?” she asked.
“Why did you bring him here?” he demanded.
“I thought it would be fun. It was fun. Wasn’t it?”
He continued to scowl at her for far too long. Finally the creases in his brow faded and he let out another sigh. His eyes fell to his lap, where their bodies were still connected. “It was fun,” he whispered.
She cradled his chin in her hands and lifted his mouth to hers again. She pressed her lips against it and pushed her tongue in.
She kissed him softly, then pulled back just enough to study his face. “Tell me what you liked about it.”
His eyes darted away again.
“Derek.” She stroked his cheek with her thumb. She knew this was hard for him but this felt like it was going to be part of the fun for her. Pulling some of those raw feelings out of him and hearing all about them.
“Baby, it’s okay. It doesn’t make you weird or bad. We just tried something new together.”
“I don’t know what I liked about it,” he muttered.
“Yes you do.” She shifted on his lap, feeling him still inside her. “Was it watching me on my knees?”
He swallowed hard but didn’t answer.
“Was it seeing another man’s cock in my mouth?” She ground herself against him slowly, deliberately. “Was it how much I wanted it?”
His breath hitched. His hands tightened on her hips.
“It’s okay that you liked it,” she whispered against his ear. “It was just a fun sex thing we did together. That’s all it has to be.”
She felt him twitch inside her and grow thicker.
“See?” She smiled and kissed along his jaw. “Your body knows the truth even if you won’t say it.”
“Michelle…”
“You got so hard watching me.” She rocked her hips again, feeling him swell further. “You came so fast after he left. You were so turned on.”
His fingers dug into her flesh. His breathing grew heavier.
“Do you want to see more than just my mouth next time?” She rolled her hips in a slow back and forth, working herself on his hardening cock. “Do you want to watch me spread my legs for him?”
“Fuck,” he breathed.
“Do you want to see that big black cock push inside my pussy?” She moaned softly, feeling him fully erect now. “Watch him fuck your wife while you sit there and stroke yourself?”
His hips jerked up involuntarily.
“God, you do.” She moved faster, chasing the orgasm that had been building inside her. “You want to see me take all of him. You want to watch my pussy stretch around his cock.”
“Jesus, Michelle…”
“Tell me.” She grabbed his face and forced him to look at her. “Tell me you want to see it.”
His jaw clenched. His eyes blazed with something between shame and desperate arousal. “I want to see it,” he ground out.
The confession sent a jolt down to her core. She rode him harder, her breath coming in gasps. “You want to watch another man fuck me.”
“Yes,” her whispered. His hips were bucking underneath her now, matching her rhythm. His hands were on her sides, eyes locked onto hers, letting himself sink fully into this fantasy with her.
She came with a sharp cry, her pussy clenching around him as pleasure crashed through her in waves. She buried her face against his neck and whimpered through each aftershock, grinding herself against him as her orgasm rolled on and on.
He let out a grunt and his cock twitched and she knew he was close, too.
Her pussy was sore and raw now but she needed another warm balm of his seed in her. She lifted her ass and rubbed her swollen pussy lips against the head of his hard prick.
He grunted, clutched at her waist and pulled her down onto himself, driving his cock deep into her.
She closed her eyes and smiled as she felt another load start leaking out of her.
* * *
Nelson wasn’t there when she walked into the coffee shop around ten the next morning. She bought a scone and a London Fog, then got herself situated at her usual table in the corner.
Every time the door opened her eyes darted up to it. She couldn’t find her focus or get into flow.
Finally, around eleven thirty, she looked up at the sound of the little bell above the door ringing and watched Nelson walk in.
He saw her right away and stopped in his tracks for a moment, then smiled, shook his head and held up a finger. He walked over to the counter and said something to the girl behind it.
She nodded and glanced in Michelle’s direction.
Nelson sauntered over, spun a chair around and sat down, then leaned sideways and checked her out, shoulders to toes. “Fancy day at the office today, huh?” he asked.
She’d put a little more thought into her outfit that morning. Dark skinny jeans that hugged her thighs and ass, paired with an oversized cream sweater that slipped off one shoulder. Underneath, she wore a black lace bralette that peeked through the loose knit when she moved certain ways.
Her hair fell in loose waves around her face, and she’d actually put on mascara and lip gloss. Casual enough to pass as her usual work-from-coffee-shop look, but cute enough that she’d caught herself checking her reflection three times before leaving.
“Just felt like putting in some effort today.”
“Mm-hmm.” Nelson’s gaze lingered on the bare curve of her shoulder before meeting her eyes. “Derek see you walk out the door looking like this?”
Heat crept up her neck. “He was already at work.”
Nelson gave her another once over, nodding. “That was smoking hot yesterday,” he whispered.
She felt the beginning of arousal tingling in her pussy lips. “Glad you thought so,” she whispered back. She locked eyes with him and the way he held her stare, trying to dominate her with his gaze, sent wetness seeping from her.
“He figure his shit out about it?” Nelson asked.
“What do you mean?”
He leaned closer over the table. “I mean, when he walked in I was fifty-fifty ready to bolt out the back door from the way he looked at me.”
She chuckled and tucked a tress of hair behind her ear. “Derek’s not a fighter,” she said.
“Still, I don’t want any kind of trouble.”
“He figured his out about it,” she reassured him.
Nelson nodded. “So? Is that what the outfit’s about?” he asked, glancing at her breasts.
She set her laptop on the chair next to her and leaned over the table so her face was just a few inches from his. “He wants to see you fuck me,” she whispered.
Nelson leaned back and ran a finger along his lips. “I like the sound of that,” he said, staring at her breasts this time. “What do you want?”
“That should be pretty obvious, given that I’m here looking like this and given what I just said.”
Nelson shrugged. “Yeah. Maybe.” He locked eyes with her again. That certainty was back in his expression. That cocky, self-assured certainty that he was going to get what he’d wanted all along.
She sat back in her chair and smirked at him. “Come on, Nelson. Don’t be a dickhead.” She wasn’t about to start fawning all over him because of his big dick. She only needed one of his heads swollen.
“I’m not being no dickhead. I just want to hear you say it.”
She smirked again and shook her head. She looked up at the ceiling, took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. “Okay. Fine,” she said. She got up out of her seat.
The two guys sitting at the table by the front window glanced at her, then quickly looked away.
Nelson looked a little taken aback as she rounded the table towards him.
She smiled, bent at the waist and pressed her mouth right up against his ear. “I want to feel you fuck me with that big, fat cock of yours. How’s that? That what you wanted to hear?”
She straightened, walked back to her seat and sat down in it. She raised an eyebrow at Nelson.
He cleared his throat and glanced sideways, then shot her a tight smile. “Yeah. That sounds about right,” he said.
Out of the corner of her eye she saw the girl behind the counter staring at them. “I think maybe your friend wants to finish up her shift?” she said.
Nelson glanced over his shoulder at her. “Uh, yeah. Sure.”
“I’ll come talk to you before I leave. We have to find a different venue.”
Nelson nodded. “Okay. Sure. Sounds good.” He cleared his throat again, then stood up and swivelled the chair frontways towards the table. One hand dropped over his crotch.
She managed to catch a glimpse of the bulge she’d created a moment before he covered it. She smiled as he walked away.
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“Wait. What are we doing here?” Derek looked like a deer in the headlights as he stared up at the words Boudouir Bliss.
She looked up at him wearing a contrite expression. “I thought we could go in and check some stuff out?”
They’d spent the afternoon wandering through the mall, buying a few things they needed and getting ice cream. She’d thought this up a few days ago and knew there was no way Derek was going to go for it if she asked him about it.
So, like with bringing Nelson home, she’d decided to just go for it and see what happened if she just brought him here.
She got up on her tiptoes to whisper in his ear. “I thought you could pick out the underwear you want me to wear for when he fucks me,” she whispered.
He let out a strangled cough.
She’d been doing this to him all week. Little whispers and dropped hints about what was going to happen.
He’d crawled into bed each night harder than the last.
She’d been texting him pics of herself with questions like you think my ass will look good when I’m on my hands and knees for him?
She almost felt bad keeping him in this state of near constant arousal but it had made her horny as hell, too. They’d had sex every night like they’d just been married and couldn’t get enough of each other.
But this was pretty far outside of Derek’s wheelhouse. Walking into a sexy lingerie store with his wife to pick out an outfit didn’t really jive with the tough-guy exterior he liked to wear.
“I want to pick out something that won’t let you take your eyes off me,” she said.
“Michelle,” he whispered, then glanced around to see if anyone was listening. “I already can’t take my freaking eyes off of you. What more do you want?!?”
She burst into giggles, grabbed him by the hand and pulled him into the store.
As soon as they were inside the woman behind the counter, a curvy gal in her twenties, stepped out and approached them. “Welcome to the Boudouir!” she said, beaming at them. “May I ask the occasion you’re shopping for?”
Michelle’s eyes widened. When she glanced at Derek his face was so red she worried for a moment he was having a cardiac event.
He cleared his throat and ran a hand over his mouth.
Michelle laughed. “Um, just here for some fun,” she explained.
“Alright!” the woman said. “My name’s Lily. Feel free to ask for any help you might need. I’ll leave you for now and you can browse around.”
Michelle dragged Derek past racks of lace and silk. She plucked a red teddy from its rack, holding it against her body.
“What do you think? Can you see Nelson peeling this off me?”
Derek’s jaw tightened. He glanced toward the exit like a trapped animal. “Babe,” he hissed. “Come on. Please!”
“Or maybe I should leave it on.” She traced the sheer fabric. “Let him fuck me right through it while you watch.”
He pressed his lips together but couldn’t resist glancing at it, imaging what she’d just suggested.
She returned the teddy and moved to a display of bras and panties. A black set caught her eye. Barely any fabric, engineered to reveal more than they concealed.
“This one.” She held up the bra, dangling it from one finger. “Imagine me bent over the bed in this.”
Derek swallowed hard.
“You sitting in a nice comfy chair.” She stepped closer, lowering her voice. “Watching him slide into me from behind.”
“Michelle.” His voice came out rough.
“What?” She blinked innocently at him, then turned toward another rack.
They rounded a corner and she stopped short. A wall of silicone in various shapes and sizes stretched before them. Dildos, vibrators, plugs. Her pulse quickened.
They were pretty meat and potatoes with their sex life but this thing with Nelson had sent her imagination running wild.
“Oh.” She drifted toward the display.
Derek grabbed her elbow. “Babe, we should probably…”
“Look at these.” She picked up a curved purple vibrator, turning it over in her hands. “Maybe you could use it on me before he got there? Get me ready for him?”
“Jesus Christ.” Derek’s face had gone from red to nearly purple. He looked around to make sure no one was within earshot.
She set it down, trailing her fingers along the display. A glass dildo caught her attention, elegant and intimidating in its thickness. She imagined the weight of it and the cold smoothness warming against her skin.
“We could get something for after.” She glanced back at him. “For when it’s just us again and you want to remember.”
He looked like he might combust.
She grabbed the black lingerie set and headed toward the counter, Derek trailing behind, then lingering a half dozen feet away.
Lily rang up the purchase, still wearing the bright smile she’d greeted them with. “Great choice! These are super popular. Lots of married folks trying to spice things up!”
Michelle felt Derek tense beside her.
“First time trying something new?” Lily asked, glancing at Derek as she folded the lingerie in tissue paper.
“Sort of,” Michelle admitted.
“Well, you two are going to have a fantastic time. Trust me.” Lily winked. “The anticipation is half the fun, right?”
Derek made a strangled noise.
“And if you need anything else, toys, accessories, whatever, just come back. We do private consultations too if you want help picking things out together.”
“That’s really helpful, thank you.” Michelle accepted the small black bag, decorated with silver lettering.
“Have fun, you two!” Lily called after them.
They stepped back into the mall’s bright corridor. Derek walked stiffly, his gaze fixed straight ahead.
“That wasn’t so bad,” Michelle said.
He shot her a glowering look.
“What? She was nice.”
“Everyone in there knew exactly what we were buying that for.”
“So?” She looped her arm through his. “They sell that stuff for a reason.”
He shook his head but didn’t pull away.
She squeezed his arm, feeling the tension coiled in his muscles. “Want to get out of here?”
“Please.”
As they headed toward the parking lot, she leaned against his shoulder, looked around to see if anyone was watching, then brushed her hand along his crotch.
He was hard as a rock.
“I guess it wasn’t all bad, then?” she asked.
He grunted.
She grinned. She didn’t know why but part of what she found so appealing was dragging him through these uncomfortable situations. Watching his arousal overpower his usual stoic self. Watching him give in to it.
She could already tell what was going to happen when they got home and she loved it.
The truck ride home stretched out in silence, but it was the charged kind. The kind that made her shift in her seat every few moments, thighs pressing together. Derek stared straight ahead with his hands at ten and two on the wheel.
She studied his profile. She could see the muscle working in his jaw.
Heat warmed her belly. She knew that look. She knew the tension radiating off him meant she’d pushed him exactly where she wanted him. Past thinking and past second-guessing and straight into raw need.
The black bag sat in her lap, the tissue paper rustling with every bump in the road. She traced the silver lettering, imagining herself in the lingerie. Imagining Nelson’s hands on her while Derek watched.
Her breath came faster.
Derek pulled into their driveway and killed the engine. Neither of them moved for a moment.
Then he was out of the truck and around to her side before she could even unbuckle. He yanked the door open, grabbed her hand and pulled her out.
They’d barely crossed the threshold when his mouth crashed into hers. His hands roamed everywhere. Her waist, her hips, grabbing at her ass through her jeans.
She gasped against his lips. The shopping bag slipped from her hands and landed softly on the floor.
He walked her backwards through the entryway, his lips never leaving hers. His fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, popping one free, then another. She arched into him, feeling his erection press against her stomach through his jeans.
God, he was so hard.
Her back hit the arm of the couch and he spun her around, bending her forward. His hands went straight to her waistband, yanking her jeans down with her panties in one rough motion.
Cool air wafted over her moistened pussy. She gripped the couch cushion, her heart hammering.
“Fuck,” he breathed behind her.
His hands palmed her ass, spreading her. She heard his belt buckle clink, then the rasp of his zipper. Then the blunt pressure of him against her entrance.
She was soaked. She had been since the lingerie store. She’d been leading him on to this exact moment and now he had her the exact way she wanted to be had.
He wasn’t the usual gentle, considerate lover she knew. He was a man who needed to fuck his emotions into a hole.
She wanted nothing more than to be that hole for him.
He pushed inside in one long stroke and she cried out. “Derek,” she whimpered.
He pulled back and slammed in again. No gentleness. No build-up. Just pure want. Taking what was rightfully his.
She braced herself against the couch, taking everything he gave her. Each thrust drove her forward, her breasts bouncing beneath her half-open blouse.
His fingers dug into her hips, pulling her back onto him. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the quiet house, punctuated by her moans and his ragged breathing.
“This what you wanted?” he growled. “Walking me through that store. Talking about him fucking you.”
“Yes,” she gasped.
His hand slapped her ass, sharp and stinging. Her pussy clenched around his rigid prick.
“You love this.” Another thrust. “Getting me all worked up.”
She could only moan and push back against him, chasing the pressure building inside her.
His rhythm turned frantic, each drive of his hips harder than the last. She felt him throbbing inside her and felt her own climax rushing up to meet his.
“Come for me,” he demanded. “Come on my cock you fucking slut!”
The profane command sent her over. She cried out, her body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed through her. He followed seconds later, groaning her name as he buried himself deep and filled her with thick globs of seed from deep inside his balls.
She shuddered, another wave washing over her as she felt him start to bubble and ooze out of her pussy hole. She let out a gasp and the tension left her body. She rested her head on a couch pillow, her body still moving as Derek rubbed the rest of his orgasm out in her hole.
She felt so used and she loved it. He’d never called her anything like that the whole time they’d been together. Telling her to come on his cock like a fucking slut.
He started to soften and slip out of her pussy and she felt his mood had changed. Something had shifted. She could feel it in the way his hands fell off her hips.
She wasn’t going to let his guilt or shame ruin this moment, though. She turned around and dropped into a crouch, her ass and pussy still hanging out of her pants.
She wrapped her hand around his cock and tapped it gently against her cheek before slurping it into her mouth to clean it off. She sucked him clean, then ran her tongue around his crown.
“I’ll be your dirty fucking slut anytime you want,” she whispered.
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Aweek later they found themselves sitting on the edge of the bed in room three-oh-five at the Traveller’s Inn just outside of town. 
Michelle wearing a thigh-length robe over the black underwear she’d picked out and Derek in his jeans and a plain white t-shirt. Waiting.
She’d told Nelson seven-thirty and it was seven-twenty-nine.
Somehow in the last seven days, in every quiet moment they could find, she’d managed to drag it out of him. Explicit consent for what they were about to do, unmarred by any sexual arousal.
Somehow she’d gotten him to admit that this really did turn him on. And that it fascinated him, too. Not just in a carnal way but something more cerebral. A curiosity at where it might be coming from?
Her stomach fluttered as they sat there waiting. She put a hand over his, then slipped it under his palm.
His hand was clammy.
“Derek,” she whispered. “Look at me.”
He looked up from his lap and into her eyes.
“You’re nervous.”
“Of course I’m nervous,” he replied.
“You shouldn’t be.”
“I’m about to watch you…” He stopped mid-sentence and his lips drew into a tight line.
Excitement fluttered in her belly. “Watch me what? Say it for me.”
“Watch me fuck him.”
Derek’s jaw tightened. He didn’t say anything.
“Say it,” she whispered again. “I want to hear you say it baby.”
She didn’t know why this turned her on but it did. Hearing him describe what was going to happen. Knowing he fully understood what they were about to do. “Please?” she whispered.
“I’m about to watch you fuck another man.”
That brought heat between her legs. She reached over slowly and rubbed him through his jeans. He was hard already. Rock hard.
“Everything’s going to be alright,” she said, leaning in to kiss him. His lips were soft against hers, tentative at first, then firmer as she deepened it. “I promise.”
A knock at the door made them both freeze.
She moved to stand but Derek’s hand shot out, gripping her wrist.
“I want to do it,” he said.
She nodded and watched as he crossed the room. His shoulders squared as he reached for the handle.
Nelson stood in the hallway wearing a black jacket over a grey t-shirt and dark jeans. His expression shifted from cautious to relieved when Derek extended his hand.
“Hey, man,” Derek said.
Nelson shook it. “Hey.”
“Come in.”
Nelson stepped inside and the door clicked shut behind him. His eyes found Michelle immediately and widened. She watched him ogle the robe, the way it ended mid-thigh, the hints of black lace underneath. “Holy shit,” he said.
She stood up, giving him a full view of her body.
Derek moved away from them, pulling his phone from his pocket. He held it up.
“Hey would you, uh, would you mind if I recorded some of this?”
Nelson’s gaze moved reluctantly to Derek. “You mean like video?”
“Yeah.”
“I don’t want my face all over the internet, man.”
Derek shook his head. “It’s just for us. Private viewing only. No one else sees it. Ever.”
Nelson looked at Michelle, then back at Derek. After a moment, he nodded. “Alright. Yeah, that’s cool.”
Derek nodded, lowered the phone but kept it in his hand.
The three of them stood there in the cramped hotel room. The air conditioning hummed in the corner. A car door slammed somewhere outside.
Michelle realized she’d probably need to take the lead on this again. Derek was too dumbstruck and Nelson looked like he couldn’t really believe his fantasy was coming true. She took a step toward Nelson. His eyes tracked her movement, dropping briefly to her legs before meeting her gaze again.
“You look incredible,” Nelson said.
“Thank you.”
She could feel Derek watching them. Watching her. The weight of his attention pressed against her back.
Nelson shrugged off his jacket and tossed it onto the chair by the window. His t-shirt pulled tight across his chest as he moved.
“So,” Nelson said, glancing between them. “How do we...?”
“However you want,” Michelle said. Her voice came out steadier than she felt. “There’s no script here.”
Nelson’s lips curved into a small smile. “No script, huh?”
“No.”
He stepped closer. Close enough that she could smell his cologne. His hand came up to touch her face, his fingers brushing her cheek.
Behind her, Derek shifted his weight. She heard the soft rustle of fabric.
“You sure about this?” Nelson asked quietly, his thumb tracing her jawline.
“I’m sure.”
“Both of you?”
She glanced over her shoulder at Derek. He stood there with the phone in one hand, the other hanging loose at his side. His expression was unreadable but his chest rose and fell with quick breaths.
“Yeah,” Derek said. “Both of us.”
Nelson’s hand slid down her neck to her shoulder, fingers finding the edge of her robe. He tugged it gently and the fabric loosened, slipping down to reveal the black lace underneath.
“Fuck,” Nelson breathed.
Pride bloomed in her chest at the hunger in Nelson’s eyes. She worked hard to maintain her body. The early morning runs before the kids woke, the weights in the garage when Derek was on night shifts. But her stomach wasn’t as flat as it once was and her thighs softer.
None of that seemed to matter to Nelson.
Her pussy heated.
“Sit,” she said, nodding toward the bed.
Nelson moved backward until his legs hit the mattress. He sat, spreading his knees slightly as she approached.
She knelt before him and reached for his t-shirt, peeling it up over his chest. He raised his arms and she pulled it free, tossing it aside. Her hands moved to his belt.
The metal clinked as she worked it open. The zipper pulled down easily. She tugged at his jeans and he lifted his hips, letting her drag them down his legs along with his boxers in one motion.
His cock sprang free.
She hadn’t forgotten how thick it was. Or how the head flared wider than the shaft and how it curved slightly to the left.
She’d spent weeks fantasizing and now seeing the real thing made her hungry.
She wrapped her fingers around the base, feeling the warm and pliable erectile tissue. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips.
A glance over her shoulder showed Derek standing there, phone still in his hand but lowered. His face was flushed, his jaw tight.
She turned back to Nelson and leaned forward, opening her mouth.
The taste of him flooded her senses. Salt and skin and just the hint of soapy residue from a recent shower. She took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth as she worked him with her tongue.
She closed her eyes.
Her pussy was dripping wet now. Liquid soaking the delicate fabric of the lingerie from having him in her mouth again. She’d thought of this moment so many times and now that it was here her body was absolutely pulsing with lust.
She took him deeper still, letting his cock head touch the back of her throat with a wet click.
“Jesus,” Derek sighed behind her.
She heard him sink into the armchair.
She hollowed her cheeks, sucking harder. Her hand stroked what didn’t fit in her mouth. Saliva gathered at the corners of her lips, dripping down to her chin.
Nelson’s hand settled on her head. Gentle at first. His fingers threaded through her hair.
Then his grip tightened.
He pushed her down, forcing more of him into her mouth. She gagged slightly but didn’t pull away. His hips rocked forward, meeting her halfway.
“That’s it,” he said. “Take that cock.”
Light suddenly blazed across her peripheral vision. The phone’s flashlight.
Derek was recording.
Fresh wetness gushed from between her legs. She moaned around Nelson’s cock, the vibration making him groan.
Nelson’s control slipped further. Both hands now gripped her head, holding her in place as he fucked her mouth. Not brutal but insistent. Using her. She braced her hands on his thighs, letting him set the pace.
Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes. Drool ran down her chin to her chest.
The camera captured it all.
“Look at her,” Nelson said, and she realised he was talking to Derek. “Look at your good slut.”
She couldn’t see Derek’s reaction but she heard him suck in a sharp breath.
Nelson pulled her down harder, his cock hitting the back of her throat. She swallowed around him, fighting her gag reflex. Her knees hurt scraping against the cheap carpet but it didn’t matter.
She’d never been wetter.
“Your wife’s mouth is fucking magic,” Nelson said.
The words sent a jolt through her. Your wife. A reminder of exactly whose mouth Nelson was using while Derek watched and documented this depravity.
Nelson’s rhythm grew erratic. His breathing ragged.
She prepared herself for him to finish but he suddenly pulled her off, his cock slipping from her lips with a lovely wet pop. Her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath.
Nelson stood, pulling her up with him. He pressed his mouth against hers. His tongue swept into her mouth, licking hers and slurping as he pulled it out.
His hands roamed along her body. Cupping a breasts through the lace, squeezing her ass, then slapping it. There was an urgency in his touch that mirrored the way Derek had been fucking her.
It drove her wild. Two men desiring her like this. Two men demanding she submit her body for their pleasure. The sense of power it gave her was intoxicating.
The phone’s light tracked across her body. Recording every grope, every kiss. She could feel Derek’s gaze burning against their entwined bodies.
Nelson’s fingers found the clasp of her bra. He freed it and the garment fell away. His palms covered her breasts and he brushed his thumbs against the nipples until the stiffened fully.
“Fuck, you’re perfect,” he breathed against her mouth.
He turned her until the bed was behind her. She sat, then lay back as he guided her down. The comforter was soft against her bare skin.
Nelson shed his boxers completely and knelt between her spread thighs. His hands slid up her legs, pushing them wider. The light followed his movements, illuminating her soaked panties.
He hooked his fingers into the gusset and pulled it aside.
She could feel his breath on her pussy lips.
Then his face was between her legs.
His tongue dragged along her folds in one long, deliberate stroke. Then another.
She sighed. The gentle pressure of his tongue on her pussy felt magical. She turned and glanced at Derek.
The camera light was off and he was sitting on the edge of the armchair. His arms hung between his legs and a thick bulge grew out of his crotch. His gaze was riveted to her naked body.
She’d never felt so naked. So vulnerable. This young man suckling at her pussy between her legs while her husband watched.
She let out a soft moan, her back arching off the bed. He lapped at her, slurping up the arousal that had been gathering there all night.
“Oh god,” she whimpered.
His finger pushed inside her. Just one at first, sliding easily through her slickness. His mouth found her clit and he sucked it between his lips.
Her hands flew to his head, fingers tangling in his hair. The sensation of his tongue flicking and circling her most sensitive spot while his finger pumped in and out made her thighs tremble.
He added suction. Strong, rhythmic pulls that had her gasping.
“Please,” she heard herself say. “Please don’t stop.”
The finger inside her curled, finding that delicate patch of nerves. He rubbed it in small circles while his mouth worked her clit relentlessly.
The two sensations collided inside her.
Pleasure coiled tight in her belly. Her hips rocked against his face, chasing it.
Nelson’s free hand gripped her thigh, holding her open as he feasted on her crotch. His tongue swirled faster. His finger pressed harder.
She was so close. Right on the edge of a shattering climax.
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Motion caught her eye. Derek standing and undoing his belt and button, pulling his zipper down. Shedding clothes as what he was seeing overwhelmed his inhibitions. 
She pulled Nelson’s mouth up tight against her cunt and cried out.
The climax detonated inside her and tore up the length of her entire body. Her thighs shook against Nelson’s cheeks. She arched her back, mashing her pussy against his mouth and demanding more.
He obliged, pulling her clit deeper and racing around it with his tongue.
Another wave ripped through her, then another. Then an exhaustion so profound she thought she might pass out. She stayed in that position, Nelson’s face against her sex while caught her breath.
He mumbled something.
She let go of her grip and he pulled away.
“I got get some air, man.”
For some reason that got her laughing.
Nelson wiped the slimy mess from mouth with his hand and started chuckling.
She glanced at Derek and found him smiling. Tightly, but still smiling, like he didn’t want to admit any of this could be silly or fun. Suddenly she needed him close by. She reached her hand across the bed and waggled her fingers.
Derek’s body went rigid again and he glanced at Nelson.
“Go for it man. She’s your wife and she’s the boss, right?”
Derek swallowed. He set his phone down and stood up, his cheeks reddening as he realized his cock was jutting out and up in front of him.
Nelson moved a few feet away, giving them space.
Derek got onto the bed on his hands and knees and paused, not knowing what to do next.
She pulled on his t-shirt until he leaned over her and their mouths connected.
She didn’t care if she tasted like Nelson’s cock. She needed her husband’s kiss right now. She kissed him deep and long, their tongues playing against each other.
When Derek pulled away she grabbed his shirt again. “I want you close,” she whispered.
Derek shot another nervous glance at Nelson.
She could understand why he was being cautious. This was probably the wildest sexual thing he’d done in his life. She’d had fantasies of a threesome but had never found the courage to actually have one. Now she could make it happen. Her husband and her younger lover.
The thought sent lust surging through her once again.
A practicality interrupted her train of thought. “Babe?” she whispered. “Can you get him a condom?”
Derek’s brow furrowed but he nodded. Like her asking him to get the condom had just made it even more real for him what was about to happen.
Derek walked to the duffel bag they’d brought and fumbled through it, pulling out the small box of condoms they’d bought earlier that week. His hands shook slightly as he tore one from the strip.
She rose onto her hands and knees, feeling the slickness between her thighs, the lingering heat from her orgasm still pulsing through her core.
“Stand up,” she ordered Nelson, her voice steadier than she felt.
Nelson got to his feet, his erection level with her face as she knelt at the edge of the bed. She plucked the condom from Derek’s fingers and tore the packet open with her teeth.
Derek drawing in a breath made her smile.
She pinched the tip between her thumb and forefinger and pressed it against the head of Nelson’s cock. The latex rolled down just slightly as she positioned herself.
“This is for you, baby,” she whispered, smiling at Derek.
She’d practiced this on her dildo five times in the past week. She’d wanted to give him something extra dirty to watch. Something he couldn’t have anticipated. 
The technique had seemed impossible at first. Coordinating her lips and tongue to unroll the latex without using her hands. But it had come with practice.
She parted her lips and took Nelson’s cock into her mouth, catching the ring of the condom with her tongue and pushing it down his shaft. She worked deeper, stretching the latex along his length while maintaining suction with her mouth.
Nelson groaned above her. “Holy shit.”
She kept her eyes locked on Derek’s face.
His mouth hung open, his cock still rigid but temporarily forgotten as he watched her work. The expression on his face, the aroused horror, sent fresh titillation running down her spine.
She wagged her ass in the air, giving Derek another thing to gawk at. When she managed to catch his gaze again, she winked.
The condom rolled down further. She took Nelson deeper, feeling him hit the back of her throat again. Then she pulled back to breathe before sliding down again. The latex stretched taut under her manipulations but, try as she did, she couldn’t get it down to the base of his cock.
She pulled her mouth off and saw the condom fully enrolled on his dark shaft.
“Holy fuck,” Nelson breathed.
She flipped onto her back and scooted to the centre of the bed, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy throbbed, still sensitive from Nelson’s tongue but ready, no, desperate, for more.
“Get the camera?,” she asked Derek. “I want you to record him going inside me for the first time.”
Derek’s throat worked as he swallowed. He picked up his phone. The camera light flashed on.
The exposure thrilled her. Being watched, being recorded, being desired by two men at once.
Nelson positioned himself between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance. The condom was slick with the packaged lubricant and the saliva she’d left on it as she put it on.
“Wait,” she whispered.
Both men froze.
She reached for Derek’s hand, pulling him closer to the bed. Close enough that she could see his wide pupils.
“I need you right here,” she said. “I need you to see everything.”
Derek knelt against the bed, trying to keep the phone steady despite the tremor in his hands. The roamed along her spread legs, Nelson’s cock poised at her soaked sex, the flush across her chest and throat.
“You ready for this dick?” Nelson asked.
She nodded, squeezing Derek’s hand once before letting go.
Nelson pushed forward and she felt her pussy stretch.
A small sound escaped her throat as Nelson pressed into her. Something between a whimper and a mewl.
“Oh,” she breathed. Then again, softer. “Oh.”
Nelson rolled his hips, working himself further inside. The movement sent a lovely shiver up her spine.
She rolled her hips with him, greasing up his thick tool to give him deeper access.
Derek leaned over their conjoined bodies, angling the phone to perfectly capture Nelson’s cock disappearing into her insides. His mouth hung open and his breath was coming faster. She could see the flush spreading down his neck.
She propped herself up on her elbows, not wanting to miss what the two men were both gawking at. She pulled a pillow up behind her back. She gasped as she saw Nelson’s dark shaft sliding into her pink folds.
The visual hit her harder than she’d expected. The contrast of their skin, the way her pale thighs framed his darker body, the pink of her pussy around his black cock.
Fresh wetness started seeping from her. “Holy shit,” she whispered.
She’d never really gotten off on watching. Porn didn’t do it for her and, when Derek fucked her, she preferred to close her eyes and fantasize than watch his cock going in and out.
The blackness of this cock against her pale cunt made something primal twist in her gut. She watched as he pulled back slowly and her lips clung to him, like her pussy was trying to suck. Then he pushed forward again. The dark length disappeared into her, splitting her open wide.
Her pussy clenched around it.
“Damn,” Nelson grimaced. “Shit’s tight as fuck.”
Derek winced but kept the eye of the phone aimed straight at the dirty act being performed.
Nelson thrust again and she gasped, the fullness suddenly too much.
“Wait,” she panted, putting her hand on his abdomen. “Wait, just…”
Nelson stilled immediately, buried halfway inside her.
She twisted her hips, adjusting to his girth. The angle shifted and some of the pressure eased. She took a breath, then another, feeling her body relax around the intrusion.
“Okay,” she whispered. “Okay, more.”
She reached down and guided him with her fingers wrapped around his shaft. The latex was slick, her own wetness coating it now. She pulled him deeper, gasping again as he filled her up.
“Oh god, that’s it,” she moaned. “Right there.”
Nelson began to move in slow thrusts. Each thrust sent pleasure radiating out from her core and through her body. His cock felt hotter and harder than Derek’s, like it had been designed to satisfy
She craned her neck, needing to get a better view. His dark cock sliding in and out of her, glistening with her arousal. The contrast made her dizzy. Her pussy seemed to grip him tighter with each stroke.
“You feel that?” Nelson asked, his voice rough. “You feel how fucking wet you are?”
She nodded. Her hips lifted to meet his thrusts now, seeking more of that delicious friction.
“You like that black dick, don’t you?”
“Yes,” she mewled.
“Say it,” Nelson demanded.
“I love that black dick.”
Derek shifted position, moving the camera behind Nelson. She could hear his heavy breathing as he watched another man fucking his wife.
The thought sent fresh heat crashing through her.
“Harder,” she breathed.
Nelson obliged, picking up his pace. The slap of skin on skin filled the small hotel room. Each thrust drove a little deeper, hitting spots inside her no one had ever touched.
The contractions began deep inside her pussy. What felt at first like a small shivering blossomed into a buzz, then a hum.
She looked at the cock. Slap, slap, slap. It was covered in her pussy gunk now, a creamy yellow.
Sometimes when she had sex with Derek she had to fiddle with her clit or press a vibrator to it. Not now. Now she could just recline, holding her legs up for Nelson’s dominating thrusts and savour the volcano of pleasure that was bubbling to life inside her.
“You feel that?” Nelson asked, smiling at her with one corner of his mouth. “I feel that. Pussy’s so hot and squishy. You gonna come on that black dick like a good little slut?”
Her eyes widened and she blinked as she looked down at it again. Slap, slap, slap. She nodded.
Nelson lifted his hand and pressed his thumb against her lower lip.
She let it slip into her mouth and sucked on it. She looked behind him.
Derek was on his knees at the edge of the bed. He’d stopped recording and was now just staring at her.
Staring at her naked, open body being used by this fit black man as she sucked on his thumb. It drove her to the brink and she moaned.
Nelson pulled his thumb out of her mouth and planted two fists on either side of her. “Tell me you’re gonna come on it,” he demanded.
She nodded again. “I’m gonna come on it,” she whispered.
“Again.”
“I’m gonna come on it,” she said, louder this time and breathless.
He slapped against her body harder, driving his cock even deeper.
She pulled on her legs, her knees coming almost to her face, giving him unfettered access to her nethermost interior.
The hum inside her rose to a wail, then to a thunderous, booming clap and something snapped. “I’m gonna fucking come on it!” she squealed.
“Fuckin’ right you are,” Nelson grunted.
Her pussy squeezed into an unfathomably tight contraction, gripping Nelson’s black cock as the first burst of pleasure erupted inside her.
She threw her head back on the pillow, unable to stand the intensity of looking at that black cock and the waves of pleasure crashing over her at the same time.
She shook and rocked back and forth on her curled back, driving Nelson’s cock as deep as it would get. As if she wanted his seed to eject as close to her womb as possible.
That thought brought her to a whole new level of excitement. She felt a small but jarring regret that he was wearing a condom. That they’d brought the condom at all. The thought of him squirting his thick load into her pussy brought a euphoria that sent a wailing cry from her mouth.
“Oh shit,” Nelson grunted.
From deep inside that hurricane of lust and soaring pleasure she heard a sharp sound, like plastic snapping.
Nelson’s cock went rigid a moment later.
Her brain put two and two together. The condom had snapped. His orgasm had begun.
What was left of her reasoning brain told her to abort. Push him off and out of herself and preserve the sanctity of her reproductive tract. That, surely, should have been reserved solely for Derek.
Her basest impulse sent her legs wrapping around the thick trunk of his torso. Foot locking behind ankle, her arms weaving around his body, drawing him in to herself where he would complete his act of ejaculation.
“No! Shit!” Nelson said, eyes wide and panicked.
She turned her head and locked eyes with Derek, euphoria carrying her to dizzying heights. “Look at me,” she whispered. “He’s coming inside me.”
The instruction was pointless as Derek was incapable of doing anything but what she’d just asked.
Nelson shuddered over her and she felt the fibrillations of his orgasm. The swelling of his appendage and the ejection of his semen through whatever tear had formed in the condom.
When she felt the liquid evidence of his emission begin to drip from her, she shuddered.
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“Shit. Holy shit,” Nelson groaned on top of her. 
She let her arms fall away from his shoulders and to her sides. A beatific calm descended onto her. Her legs fell from his body and splayed so they were no longer two bodies wrapped around each other but one on top of the other with only his blunt instrument connecting them.
He hoisted himself up and pulled his cock out of her.
Derek’s eyes bugged.
Nelson got up on his knees on the bed and ran a hand over his mouth, staring at her pussy.
Somehow the awkwardness and tension building between the three of them only served to fuel her arousal. The orgasm Nelson had given her had been huge but she wanted more already. “What is it?” she whispered.
Nelson chewed on the inside of his mouth, eyes moving from her cunt to Derek kneeling on the floor, who was also staring at it.
“What happened?” she asked.
“Uh…condom broke,” Nelson muttered, glancing at her hole again. “It’s…uh…it’s…”
“It’s still inside of you,” Derek said.
A shiver raced up her spine.
Nelson shifted on the bed, his hands fidgeting against his thighs. “Are you, I mean, are you on anything else? Like the pill or...”
She shook her head, still riding the euphoric wave. Why would risking pregnancy by another man make her euphoric?!? “No. I’m not.”
“Fuck.” Nelson scrubbed his face with both hands. “Michelle, I’m…”
“I’ll take care of it.” She waved a hand dismissively, though what she really felt like doing was bursting out in maniacal laughter. “It doesn’t matter. Really.”
But it did matter. The silence that followed was charged with something soaring and something awful.
Derek remained frozen on the floor, his gaze locked between her thighs. 
Nelson’s jaw worked as he stared at the same spot, both men transfixed by what he’d done. What she’d made him do.
The awkwardness should have killed her arousal. It should have snapped her back to reality, to consequences and responsibility.
Instead the darkest heat swam in her belly. The utter wrongness of it. The broken barrier, the seed leaking from her, it all fed something very dark and very hungry inside her.
She reached down gingerly, her fingers sliding through the mess on her inner thighs before finding the latex rim still lodged inside. The condom peeled away with a wet sound that made the two men flinch. Fluid flowed out of her. Semen. Nelson’s semen. Trickling down the lips of her vagina onto her thighs and ass and the bed sheets. She held up the torn rubber between her thumb and forefinger and they all stared at it.
The thin latex hung limp, half-filled with cloudy white that sloshed when her hand moved.
Derek’s breathing had strangely calmed. His eyes moved from her pussy to focus on the ruined condom, then back down again, as if he couldn’t get enough of the sight of either one.
She could feel it now. The slow leak of milky ejaculate coming from her. She wanted to take the dirty up a few notches.
“Nelson.” Her voice came out softly. “Could you give us a moment? The bathroom’s just there.”
He glanced between her and Derek, reading the tension between them. “Yeah. Yeah, of course.” He climbed off the bed, his semi-hard cock swaying as he walked. At the doorway he paused and looked back. “But, like, are we…”
“We’re not done.” She held his gaze until he nodded and disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door behind him.
Derek hadn’t moved. He knelt there on the carpet, still gripping his phone in one white-knuckled hand, his erection jutting out accusingly from his body.
“Derek.” She dropped the condom next to her on and shifted on the bed, spreading her legs wider to give him the full view of her despoiled snatch. “Come here.”
He moved towards her, climbing onto the mattress without breaking eye contact. His gaze dropped to her pussy again as he crawled closer, and she watched his Adam’s apple bob when he swallowed hard.
“Touch me,” she whispered.
His hand trembled as it moved toward her thigh, hovering just above her skin. She could feel the heat radiating from his palm, could see the conflict behind his eyes. Disgust and desire twisted together so tightly.
She propped herself up on one elbow and opened her mouth. She wrapped her lips around his hard cock and gently bobbed back and forth on it. She feathered the underside of his nut sack with her fingertips.
A groan rumbled deep in his chest, vibrating through his cock and into her mouth.
She pulled on him slowly, taking him deeper with each gentle bob of her head.
His hips jerked forward, and she felt his thighs tense beneath her touch.
“Michelle.”
She hummed around his cock and the vibration made him gasp.
His breathing grew heavy. One of his hands balled to a fist at his side.
His other hand moved between her legs.
The first touch of his fingers against her sticky orifice made them both freeze. His fingers slid through the slickness there, the warm evidence of what Nelson had left behind. Of what Nelson hadn’t meant to do.
She felt him shudder and felt his cock pulse in her mouth.
He pulled his hand away and brought it up. The dim light caught on his fingers, coated white with another man’s cum. His eyes locked on his hand and widened in what looked like horrified fascination.
He wiped the mess on the inside of her thigh.
The gesture sent a shimmer of arousal through her. So fucking dirty. Smearing another man’s cum on his slut wife.
She released his cock with a wet pop.
He gripped himself immediately, fist tight around his shaft, stroking once, twice. His gaze dropped to her face, and she saw something desperate bleeding through.
“What have you done?” His voice cracked. “What have you done?”
She reached up and took his wrists, her touch gentle despite the darkest hunger growing in her belly. “Shh.”
“Michelle, what…”
“Shh.” She tugged on his hands, pulling him down toward her. Pulling him between her spread legs.
He resisted for only a heartbeat before surrendering. His body moved where she directed it, helpless against her commands. She revelled in the absolute power she held over him in this moment. She could make him do anything. Anything.
The thought spiralled darker. If she wanted she could guide his face down. Press his mouth against her ruined pussy. Make him taste what Nelson had left inside her. Make him clean her with his tongue.
Heat flared white-hot between her thighs at the fantasy. Her cunt clenched, aching again now.
But the shame would be too much. That would be a bridge too far. Later, in the cold light of day, he would hate himself for it.
Right now she needed something simpler from him. She needed him inside her.
“Derek.” She pulled harder on his wrists, dragging him closer until the head of his cock brushed against her pussy folds. The contact made them both gasp. “I need you.”
“Like this?” he gasped. “Shouldn’t we…I can’t just…”
“You can.” She guided him, positioned him right where she wanted him. “You want this. I know you do.”
She lifted her hips, opening herself up for him the way she’d opened herself to Nelson.
His cock slipped inside her, sliding through the mess Nelson had made, and Derek’s eyes rolled back. A wounded sound welled from his throat as he sank deeper, burying himself in her slick, used slit.
“Oh god.” His voice broke. “Oh god, Michelle.” He began to thrust. Rapid, jerky and uneven motions like he wasn’t in control of his hips or his thighs. He turned his head to one side.
She watched him, wondering if the shame of it was too much already? Then she realized what he was looking at.
Her hand dropped to the bed and she pinched the condom between a finger and thumb and lifted it up.
He turned his head into the crook of her neck and buried his face there. Unable to face what he’d been so fascinated by. His cock was already throbbing inside her.
A wickedly mischievous impulse bubbled up from that darkest part of her mind.
She put her hand on the back of his head and pulled his face away from her neck. With a smile flirting with the corners of her mouth, she laid the condom over her lips and sucked the reservoir tip into her mouth, sucking on it like a lollipop.
Derek’s lip curled in a disgusted snarl. But his hips began hammering into her harder.
She pushed her tongue out, playing with the latex. Letting the cum inside run out and down her cheek onto her neck.
He stared at it, entranced that she would do something so horrifying and vulgar. At the same time fascinated by this perversion. That she would do something so horrifying and so very vulgar.
That attention, that obsessive male attention made her pussy clench as he fucked it. She pulled the condom off of her mouth, her mind spinning up an even darker fantasy to indulge in.
“Derek, baby, his cum is inside me,” she whispered. “I can feel it. I can feel it swimming up into me.”
He was banging her hard enough the bed bounced against the wall.
She lay there, serene and satisfied at the way her man was fucking her now. Like it was the most important thing in the universe to get his own seed inside her.
To blow that big load he’d been building up as he watched another man fuck her and set off a genetic race to her finish line.
The thought thrilled her and her cunt squeezed him. Soon she’d have two men’s cum sloshing around in her bare, unprotected pussy. She wasn’t sure if she was even in the window of possibility but the idea that there was  a possibility drove her to the brink of another orgasm.
Derek was glaring at her. His face red from the exertion of fucking her. His cock was throbbing and she could feel how close he was.
“You’ve got to fuck it into me, baby,” she whispered, trailing her fingers from his shoulder down his arm. “I can feel Nelson’s cum going deeper inside me.”
He groaned and his cock hardened.
She put her hand on his neck and pulled him in close so his ear was right next to her mouth. “You can’t let him get me pregnant,” she whispered. The words tripped her orgasm and she cried out as she came.
Derek moaned and she felt his cock start shooting sperm into her. She wrapped her legs around his and fucked him back, her pussy drinking up his offering, mingling the two samples inside her.
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She wrapped her arms around him as the last tremors of his climax shook through him. 
He collapsed onto her, panting right next to her ear and hiding his face in the pillow next to her.
She rubbed the back of his neck and down his back. Reassuring him that he’d been such a good boy the way he fucked her.
They were in totally uncharted territory now. She had no idea how he’d react now that the fever of chasing a climax had passed.  Would he be disgusted? Would he tell Nelson to go? She didn’t want that. She didn’t want this dirty night to be over yet.
After a few more moments of silence he lifted himself off of her and got up on his hands to look her in the eye. He stared deep into her eyes for the longest time, like he was trying to figure out who this woman was he’d had no idea about. “You like this,” he said.
She bit down on one corner of her mouth and looked to the side.
“You like being a dirty fucking slut.”
She shrugged.
He shook his head. “I can’t believe you just said all that. I can’t believe you just sucked on a used condom.”
She looked back at him and flashed a small smile. “You want to see what else I’ve got?”
His eyes went wide. “Are you fucking serious?”
She shrugged again. “We’ve got the room for the night.”
He stared at her with horrified wonder.
“I can be your personal porn star. As dirty as you want,” she said.
His gaze darkened as he studied her expression. After a while, he nodded.
She smiled. She pushed gently on his shoulders, getting him up and out of her and off of her.
He stood up next to the bed and she slipped off of it, kneeling in front of him. She gazed into his eyes as she took his cock in his mouth and sucked it. Cleaning the mixed secretions from it and letting it plump up in her mouth.
She pulled her mouth off of it and clambered up to sit on the mattress, then stand up. She palmed his cock and gave it a few slow tugs. “Let me go grab the other cock,” she said.
He stared at her, dumbfounded as he watched her walk to the bathroom.
The fluids started running out of her and down her legs as she walked. Her slicked thighs squished. She opened the bathroom door to find Nelson sitting on the edge of the bathtub.
Without a word she walked over to where he was sitting and took his hand. Pulled him to his feet, then grabbed his cock and led him out into the room by it. She gave it a few slow rubs until she felt it twitch in her palm.
She felt like a queen. Ready to be pleasured anew by her two sexual servants.
Nelson took a breath. “Hey I don’t want to kill the mood but…”
“Then don’t,” she interrupted, dropping to her knees in front of him and taking his cock into her mouth again. She moved her knees apart, squatting as lewdly as possible, eyes moving between Nelson’s and Derek’s as she started sucking him again, working him up to another erection.
Nelson’s eyes glazed over as her head bobbed. His earlier worry seemed to dissipate as his young body began initiating another sexual arousal response.
She felt cum squish out of her pussy and drip onto the carpet. She’d never felt so dirty, so used. She reached up and grabbed her breast and squeezed it, excitement shooting through her at the way Derek stared at her.
He was holding his cock, stroking it as he watched her sucking on Nelson’s.
She felt like a porn star. She reached out for Derek’s cock.
He looked a little taken aback for a moment, glancing at Nelson, probably wondering if that would freak him out.
“It’s cool man. Get in there,” Nelson said.
Derek shuffled towards her and she grabbed his dick, rubbing it for him. She kept her eyes locked on him, Nelson’s dick in her mouth, her head bobbing back and forth on it.
Nelson was good and stiff now. She pulled her mouth off of him and stuck out her tongue, smearing the head of his cock and her saliva all over her face before turning and slurping Derek’s into her mouth.
He gasped but his cock started to immediately harden as she bobbed on it.
Her pussy was sore from taking both of them but her arousal came roaring back.
She understood now that this had always been inside her. This lust, this desire for depravity had always been hidden deep inside her. She’d been living her safe, suburban life but what she’d been craving was to be used as a fuck doll.
Now, as she slobbered and sucked on her knees in front of both men she was ready to let that slut come screaming out, begging for more. “I want both of you to fuck me at the same time,” she said, her mouth still half full of Derek’s cock.
Derek’s eyes bugged again.
Nelson nodded sagely, as if he’d always understood where this was headed. As if he’d known this woman was hiding underneath the carefully curated exterior of the MILF who came to his shop to work.
Nelson glanced at Derek. Waiting for him to take the lead and react, probably not wanting to push too hard.
Derek looked a little nervous but his cock was fully hard now and her request hadn’t changed that. “What do you mean, like…”
She pulled her mouth off of his cock and grabbed it, and Nelson’s, in her hands and started stroking them. “There’s a bottle of lube in the bag, baby. Can you get it?”
Derek stared in astonishment for a few moments. When he moved, it was a zombie like march towards the dufel bag. He stuck his hand in and rummaged around and pulled out the squeeze tube of lube she’d packed without telling him.
She hadn’t explicitly planned this out. She’d popped that bottle in there because, hell, why not? Just in case?
Her heart skipped a beat when she thought of what they were about to do.
Derek stood there next to her with the bottle in one hand and his cock in the other, unsure of what to do.
“How we gonna do this?” Nelson asked.
She pulled herself to her feet and remarked on how suddenly it was second nature to be standing there with these two men, all three of them naked. Any shame or apprehension she may have felt was gone. Replaced now by the driving need of getting fucked in the most depraved ways she could imagine.
She took Derek’s hand and led him towards the bed. She took the bottle of lube from him and tossed it onto the mattress, then kissed his mouth. “I never told you this. I’m sorry. I should have, it’s just…when is the time to say something like this? I’ve always wanted to try this. Is this okay? You can tell me if it’s not. We can do something else if it’s not.”
Derek gazed into her eyes and something in his expression showed her he understood what she needed. “How are we gonna do this?” he whispered.
Giddiness welled through her and formed a smile on her lips. “Which hole do you want?” she asked.
Derek looked down at her midriff and pondered. After a few moments he looked up into her eyes again. “You want anal sex?” he asked.
She bit her lip. “It’s not just anal,” she said, a blush rising to her cheeks from nowhere.
“She wants to be stuffed. Isn’t that right?” Nelson asked.
Derek glanced at him then looked at her again.
Her blush deepened. “Something like that,” she muttered.
Nelson had hit it on the head and she was grateful he was there. She was grateful he could be the conduit for all her dirty desires. Say all the things she could never bring herself to say to Derek.
“I want to watch it first,” Derek said.
That surprised her enough she gasped. “You want…you want to watch him fuck my ass?”
Derek nodded.
Now she saw the darkness in his eyes. He’d fooled around with that hole back there but they’d never really done it. She could see the dark fascination building in him. A curiosity about what sort of pain it might bring to see his wife give her anal virginity to this stranger.
“Are you sure?” she whispered.
He nodded again.
It thrilled her to no end and she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him. “You want to sit in the chair?”
He shook his head. “No,” he said. “I want to be right here.” He rounded the bed and sat down on the side of it.
She flashed him a wicked smile as she crawled up on all fours and spread her knees. “Nelson,” she said, still staring right at Derek. “Get over here.”
“Yes ma’am,” Nelson said.
Her feet were dangling over the edge of the bed.
Nelson took up position behind her.
She grabbed the tube of lube and held it up over her shoulder. She gasped and dropped it, her hand shooting to the mattress to steady herself as she felt Nelson’s lips touch her anus.
Her jaw dropped and her stomach clenched as his tongue flicked out and circled the puckered ring. “Oh my god,” she said.
Nelson’s jaw moved against her ass cheeks as he ate her out back there.
She’d never felt anything like it.
Each time Nelson’s tongue circled her asshole it made her gasp and shudder. The sensation was amazing and unlike anything she’d ever felt. He seemed to know his way around back there.
His hands gripped her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. His tongue pressed slowly into her sphincter.
She’d never imagined anything could feel like this. The wet heat of his tongue as it traced that tight ring of muscle. The way he alternated between broad licks and dips into her made her toes curl. So dirty.
“Oh fuck,” she panted, looking up at Derek again.
Derek had his hand wrapped around his cock, stroking slowly as he watched Nelson’s face buried between her pale and pillowy ass cheeks. His eyes were laser focused on what was going on back there.
Nelson pressed his tongue against her entrance, applying gentle pressure until she felt herself starting to relax, opening for him. The sensation was overwhelming. Dirty and wrong and so fucking good she couldn’t think of anything else.
“You like that?” Derek whispered.
She nodded, a low grunt escaping her.
“Can I kiss you?”
Her eyes widened and her pussy squeezed as she realized how dirty that would be. “Yes,” she managed to gasp. Her arms trembled as she held herself up on all fours, completely exposed to both men.
Derek leaned forward and pressed his tongue into her mouth.
Heat and excitement rushed through her as he kissed her deeply, Nelson still eagerly eating away at her back hole.
Nelson pulled back for a moment, his breath hot against her slick skin. “You taste like candy,” he murmured before diving back in, his tongue pushing inside her now, stretching her gently.
She moaned into Derek’s mouth.
Mixed fluids dripped from her pussy. Derek’s cum, Nelson’s cum, her own arousal. All of it dripped down her inner thighs and darkened the sheets beneath her.
Derek pulled away from the kiss and stared at her.
“Baby,” she whispered to him, her voice ragged. “I need it. I need him to fuck me back there.”
Derek nodded.






  
  Chapter thirteen
Chapter 13


Nelson must have heard her because, after a final, slow lick, he stood up behind her and brought his hand down on her ass in a heavy clap. “Feel good?” he asked. 
She grunted and nodded.
“You want to see this black in your wife’s ass?” he asked Derek. He sounded more confident now. Less worried about how Derek might react and like he’d forgotten about coming in her unprotected pussy.
She liked it. She wanted him cocky, the same way he was in the coffee shop when he was hitting on her.
Nelson grabbed the tube of lube next to her she heard him pop the cap.
A moment later she felt the cool, slimy liquid touch her ass hole. She clenched.
Nelson gave her another spank. “Relax. Open up.”
She took a deep breath, bit her lip and did her best to relax her body. She felt Nelson touch her anus with the tip of his finger and massage the lube in a circle around it.
She stiffened again when he pressed in, probing her with a half inch of his digit.
“Easy does it,” he said, pausing to wait for her to relax again.
She drew a deep breath and relaxed again. She let out a soft moan as Nelson’s finger went deeper. Pleasant sparks of sensation shot up through her whole body. She’d always thought anal sex would be painful and dull but feeling just his finger in there was totally the opposite. It felt amazing.
Nelson’s finger withdrew, leaving her feeling empty and wanting. Before she could protest, two fingers pressed inside her. Stretching her wider, scissoring gently to open her up. The sensation made her gasp and push back against his hand.
“That’s it,” Nelson murmured. “Get used to it.”
His other hand moved to her pussy, thumb circling her clit while his fingers worked her ass. The dual stimulation got her trembling, her breath coming in short bursts. She stared straight at Derek as she let out a low moan.
Nelson pumped his fingers slowly, methodically, preparing her. Each thrust sent jolts of sensation through her core. Her pussy clenched, desperate for more.
When he finally pulled out, she whimpered again.
The blunt pressure of his cockhead replaced his fingers, resting against her slick and stretched hole.
Her entire body tensed.
“Hold on,” Nelson said, his voice low. “Gonna go slow.”
She reached out blindly, finding Derek’s hand. His fingers locked with hers, grounding her.
An idea sparked through her lust-fogged mind.
“Baby,” she whispered. “Get up on your knees.”
He hesitated. “Huh?”
“I want your cock in my mouth while he…” She couldn’t finish, overcome by the filthy image in her head.
Derek shifted, understanding dawning on his expression. He moved to kneel in front of her, his erection bobbing near her face.
She felt so fucking dirty. Spitroasted between her husband and another man. About to take Nelson’s cock in her ass while she sucked off Derek. The delicious wrongness of it made her pussy throb.
Nelson pressed forward. Pressure built at her backside as his head pushed against her tight ring of muscle.
She gasped and her mouth stayed open.
“Breathe,” Nelson commanded.
She did, forcing herself to relax yet again. The pressure intensified, then suddenly…he was inside.
Just the tip of him, stretching her way wider than his two fingers.
“Fuck,” she whimpered.
“You good?” Nelson asked, putting his hands on her hips.
“Amazing,” she grunted. “Keep fucking going.”
Derek’s cock brushed her lips.
She opened her mouth wider, sucking him in as Nelson pushed another half inch deeper. The fullness was overwhelming and she couldn’t stop moaning.
Nelson paused, letting her adjust. His hands gripped her hips, steadying her.
She sucked on Derek’s dick harder, like it would somehow anchor her while her body accommodated the intrusion.
Derek’s breathing quickened above her and he thrust gently in and out of her mouth.
Nelson withdrew slightly, then pushed deeper. Another inch. She moaned around Derek’s cock, the vibrations making him groan.
“Good slut,” Nelson praised. “Taking it real good.”
Each slow thrust sent his cock deeper into her anus.
Her ass burned and stretched, but beneath the discomfort pleasure flowed, dark and intense. She rocked between them, pushing back onto Nelson then bobbing forward onto Derek.
Derek’s grip tightened in her hair. She glanced up at him through her lashes, saw his jaw clenched, his gaze locked on where Nelson’s cock disappeared into her ass.
“Jesus Christ,” Derek breathed.
Nelson pressed on. Moved another inch into her.
She moaned again and held a hand up behind her, letting him know she needed time to adjust to the pressure.
He stilled and dipped his hand between her legs and found her clit with his fingers. The dual sensation of his cock stretching her ass and his fingertips working her swollen bud made her vision blur.
She whimpered around Derek’s shaft.
After a while Nelson pushed deeper. Another inch. Then another.
The fullness intensified, pressure building inside her like a dam about to burst. Her thighs trembled.
“That’s it,” Nelson murmured, still rubbing her clit in slow, deliberate circles. “Almost there.”
She felt his hips press flush against her ass cheeks. He was all the way in.
“Fuck me,” he breathed. “You’re taking all of it.”
She moaned, the sound muffled by Derek’s cock sliding between her lips. The stretch was almost too much, pleasure and pain blending together and overwhelming her senses.
Nelson withdrew slowly, then pushed back in. A gentle thrust that made her whole body lean forward.
Derek grunted as her mouth slid further down his length.
Nelson established a rhythm. Slow, measured thrusts with his hips while his fingers kept working her clit. Each stroke sent jolts of sensation radiating up through her body.
Derek’s breathing grew ragged above her. His hips rocked forward, meeting her movements. She tasted the salt of his precum, felt his cock pulse against her tongue. He was close. Too close.
She pulled off him and gasped for air. “Not yet baby. Not yet.”
“Michelle—“ His voice came out strangled.
She wrapped her hand around his shaft and gripped the root, hoping to stop his orgasm before it exploded.
Nelson’s thrusts grew more intense. His fingers pressed harder against her clit, rubbing faster.
The orgasm building inside her felt enormous. Like something that might tear her apart when it finally came. It expanded with each thrust of Nelson’s cock, each stroke of his fingers. Her pussy clenched and she wished Derek was in her but she couldn’t stop riding the wave that was carrying her.
“Fuck that’s tight,” Nelson grunted. His rhythm faltered slightly. “So fucking tight.”
She felt him swell harder inside her. His cock throbbed, the head expanding.
The sensation pushed her closer to the edge of her own climax. She teetered there, stroking Derek’s slick cock while Nelson pounded her ass.
“Shit. Gonna…” Nelson’s voice broke. “Gonna come.”
“Yes,” she gasped. “Fill my ass.”
His fingers worked her clit frantically now. His thrusts turned erratic and desperate.
She took Derek back in her mouth, bobbing fast and hungry. She needed all of it at once. She needed to be filled in both ends, needed to feel like she was drowning ins semen.
Nelson slammed deep and froze. His cock pulsed inside her, hot spurts of cum flooding her bowels.
That broke her the dam swelling inside her.
The orgasm ruptured. White-hot pleasure exploded through every nerve, radiating from her pussy outward until her entire body was engulfed in pleasure. She cried out around Derek’s cock, her ass clenching rhythmically around Nelson, milking him.
Derek groaned and thrust forward, burying himself in her mouth. His cock jerked and he came, thick ropes of semen hitting the back of her throat as she peaked, her body shaking uncontrollably between them.
She swallowed reflexively, still trembling through the aftershocks, both men filling her at once while pleasure crashed over her in wave after devastating wave.
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“Iguess the weirdest part for me was how normal it all felt after we were finished.” 
Arnelle sipped her drink through a straw across the table from Michelle. She set the glass down and shrugged. “That’s just the thing. Everything’s outlandish and scary until it isn’t, right? I’m proud of you for stepping out of your comfort zone, Michelle. How’s Derek doing?”
Michelle gave her a soft smile. She leaned back in her chair, swirling the ice in her glass. “He’s...processing. Still won’t really bring it up himself, but I’ve been chipping away at him bit by bit.”
“Good,” Arnelle said. “Men need time to reconcile what they think they should want with what actually gets them off.”
“It’s been an education, honestly.” Michelle traced her finger along the rim of her glass. “About how much power I have in this situation. Not that I’m wielding it like some weapon or anything manipulative like that, but Derek’s become a lot more...responsive lately.”
Arnelle’s eyebrows shot up. “Responsive how?”
“To everything.” Michelle felt heat creep up her neck. “He listens now. Really listens. When I say I want something, there’s this look he gets. Like he’s cataloguing it for later.”
“And the sex?” Arnelle leaned forward, her expression gleeful. “Tell me the sex is mind-blowing.”
Michelle pressed her lips together, fighting a grin. “Derek would actually die if he knew I was discussing this with you.”
“Then it’s a good thing he’s not here.”
“It’s been incredible.” Michelle dropped her voice even though the coffee shop buzzed with enough ambient noise to drown her out. “His cock stays hard forever now, and when he takes me…” She paused, searching for the right words. “It’s like something broke open inside him. He just pounds me now. Don’t get me wrong, I love slow and sensual as much as the next gal but…man!“ She fanned herself with a hand.
Arnelle laughed, loud enough that a woman at the next table glanced over. “Ride that high, cowgirl!”
Michelle dissolved into giggles, covering her mouth with her hand. It was absurd, really. Discussing her husband’s newly aggressive sexual appetite in a coffee shop two blocks from their house hadn’t been on her bingo card. But it was kind of thrilling, dishing to Arnelle.
“Seriously though,” Arnelle said once they’d composed themselves. “This is exactly what I meant when I told you marriage doesn’t have to be boring. You’ve given Derek permission to want something different, and now he can’t unsee it.”
“I know.” Michelle picked at her napkin. “Sometimes I catch him staring at me with this intensity that makes my stomach flip. Like he’s replaying everything in his head.”
“Is he?”
“Probably.” Michelle thought about the way Derek had pinned her against the bathroom counter that morning, his hand twisted in her hair as he fucked her from behind. He hadn’t said a word, but his touch had felt so desperate. “I don’t think I’ve ever felt this desired by anyone.”
“God, you’re making me jealous. And kind of horny,” Arnelle said with a laugh as she finished her drink. “I hope Jason’s still up when I get home.”
“You opened this door for me,” Michelle reminded her. “You were the first one to step out.”
Arnelle’s expression softened. “You know it means a lot to me to hear you say that? After that brunch I thought that maybe I’d overstepped boundaries by making you so uncomfortable you had to leave. I’m glad this thing worked out for you the way it did. I really mean it when I say I’m proud of you.”
Michelle shrugged, though warmth bloomed in her chest at the compliment. “I’m still figuring it out myself. But it means a lot to me to hear you say that, too. Why was I so uptight about this? I’ve been asking myself that and I’m struggling to come up with a good reason.”
Arnelle settled back in her chair, crossing her legs. “Centuries of religious guilt, mostly. Control mechanisms designed to keep women in their place.”
Michelle blinked. She hadn’t expected a sociology lesson.
“Think about it,” Arnelle continued, warming to her subject. “For most of human history, a woman’s sexuality was currency. Her virginity, her fidelity, these things determined her value in society. A man could fuck whoever he wanted, but a woman who enjoyed sex? She was dangerous. Immoral. A threat to the established order.”
“I never really thought about it that way.”
“Nobody does. It’s so ingrained we don’t even question it.” Arnelle leaned forward, her eyes bright. “The whole Madonna-whore complex? That’s not natural psychology. That’s learned behaviour passed down through generations. We’re taught from childhood that ‘good girls’ don’t want sex, don’t pursue it, don’t enjoy it too much. And if we do? We’re sluts. Whores. Damaged goods.”
Michelle felt something uncomfortable shift in her chest. How many times had she policed her own desires? Felt ashamed for wanting more?
“The Victorians were especially brutal about it,” Arnelle said. “They literally invented diseases to explain female sexuality. Hysteria, nymphomania—conditions that required medical intervention. God forbid a woman actually wanted to come.”
“That’s insane.”
“Right? But the messaging stuck. We’re still dealing with the fallout.” Arnelle’s voice softened. “Think about how you felt when you first realized you wanted to explore something outside your marriage. That pit in your stomach? That wasn’t natural. That was programming.”
Michelle swallowed. She remembered the shame that had flooded her when Nelson first paid her attention. The guilt that had eaten at her even as arousal crept through her.
“And men get the short end too,” Arnelle continued. “They’re supposed to be these possessive, jealous protectors of their women’s virtue. Any deviation from that script makes them less masculine, somehow. Which is bullshit, obviously. Derek’s not less of a man because he gets off on sharing you. If anything, he’s more evolved than most.”
“I don’t know if he’d see it that way.”
“Of course not. He’s still deprogramming himself.” Arnelle drained the last of her drink. “But the fact that he’s allowing himself to feel what he feels? That’s huge. Most men would rather die than admit they find cuckolding hot.”
Michelle winced at the word. It felt too clinical, too loaded.
“Sorry,” Arnelle said, reading her expression. “I know labels make it weird. But my point stands. You’re both breaking free of these ridiculous constraints society put on you for no good reason. Why shouldn’t more pleasure be better? Why shouldn’t you fuck whoever makes you feel good, as long as everyone’s consenting? The whole concept of sexual scarcity is just capitalism applied to bodies.”
Michelle laughed despite herself. “Did you just compare my sex life to economics?”
“Everything’s economics if you squint hard enough.” Arnelle grinned and grabbed her purse. “Come on. I need to get home and see if Jason will fuck me after all this sex talk.”
They stood together, Michelle following Arnelle toward the door. The late afternoon sun hit her face as they stepped outside, warm and golden.
“Thanks for this,” Michelle said. “For all of it, really.”
Arnelle squeezed her arm. “Anytime. Now go home and demand another hot fuck from that firefighter husband of yours.”
Michelle watched her friend walk away, hips swaying, before heading to her own car. Her phone buzzed in her pocket.
A text from Derek: When are you coming home?
She smiled.
THE END
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