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‘Babe, please,’ Richie says, tears of anguish gathering at the corners of his eyes, threatening to spill down his red cheeks at any moment, ‘please don’t this. 

There’s gotta be some other way. Please!’

His voice is almost hoarse with emotion. After three hours of crying and begging and pleading, Richie is on the verge of breaking completely. He is on his knees next to the bed, hands gripping his wife’s stocking-clad feet. He looks pathetic. 

Once upon a time, Tara would have been heartbroken to see him like this. But times have changed. Now the sight of him as a pathetic, begging, crying mess only makes her more determined to go through with her plan. His tears only fuel her anger. 

‘No, Richie,’ she says, a hint of cruel amusement creeping into her voice. ‘This is happening. This is what you get, you fucking bastard.’

Tara looks incredible right now. Her makeup is flawless – smoky eyes, cherry-red lips, hair styled into two immaculate braided pigtails on the sides of her head

– and she’s dressed to kill. She wears stockings, suspenders, a red plaid skirt, white blouse with the buttons open almost halfway over her breasts – pink lacy bra poking through the gap – and a luscious pair of stripper heels to complete the look. The sight of her is enough to make any red-blooded man fall to his knees. 

Just like Richie is right now. 

‘I’m sorry!’ Richie’s voice starts to choke, raw emotion and anguish finally getting the better of him. ‘I’m sorry! I swear, it’ll never happen again!’

‘You’re damn right it won’t,’ Tara says, fighting to keep her face stony and expressionless. The last thing she wants Richie to see is how much she’s enjoying his agony right now. 

Good, she thinks. Serves that bastard right after everything he’s put me through. 

Tara has chosen her outfit with exceptional care tonight; with almost the same level of care and precision she took when getting dressed for their anniversary dinner two months ago. The anniversary dinner Richie missed because he was busy ruining their marriage with some cheap skank. She knows that she looks far sexier and more enticing right now than she has for the past several years. In fact, for the first time in a long time, she actually feels both sexual desirable and empowered by her gender. She could head down to a bar right now and have her

pick of any man there. 

Richie knows this, too. That’s why he’s begging her to reconsider. That’s why he’s on his knees like a pathetic, broken man, with tears in his eyes; he knows that she means to go through with the plan. He wishes he had never suggested the idea that she get even with him. 

‘Tell me what to do!’ he says. Those tears finally spill from the corners of his eyes and roll down his flaming cheeks. He moves closer on his knees, waddling like an overweight penguin and grabs her leg. Tara swallows a snort of dark laughter. ‘Tell me how I can make this right!’

Tara scoffs. She places one freshly painted nail – cherry-red, matching her lips –

on his forehead and pushes, forcing his neck to bend and bringing his eyes up to face her. 

‘You know how can make this all better?’ she says. ‘You know how you can fix all this bullshit and make everything okay? You can go back in time and not put your dick in that stupid fucking whore!’

Richie’s face crumples in agony and he lets out a choking, sobbing wail of pain. 

He buries his face in her plaid skirt. Tara shrugs him off and steps back, letting him collapse on the floor like a broken man. She watches him with faint interest, like an anthropologist studying an exotic species. 

 Is this what I looked like when I found out? she thinks. I hope I didn’t look this pathetic. 

She turns her attention to the damp patch on her skirt and brushes her husband’s tears away with a disinterested movement. She examines the fabric for a moment, hoping that he hasn’t wiped snot on her clothing. He hasn’t. In a few moments, that wet spot will have dried up and nobody will ever know. 

Richie’s wails grow louder and more embarrassing. Tara rolls her eyes. If only he felt his ashamed and upset when he was cheating on her. Maybe things would have turned out differently and they wouldn’t be here like this now, waiting for Tara’s new friend to arrive. 

Speaking of Tara’s new friend… She checks her watch now, heart beginning to quicken as she sees that there are only ten minutes left until he’s supposed to be

here. Just ten minutes until Richie finally understands how much it hurts to know that your spouse fucked someone else. 

‘Ten minutes to go,’ she says, unable to stop a cruel smile tugging at the corner of her cherry-red lips. ‘Are you sorry yet?’

‘Yes!’ he says, pushing his face off the floor. He stays where he is, kneeling in penance. ‘I’m so sorry, Tara, please! Let me make it up to you! I don’t want you to go through with this. Anything but this, please!’

She pretends to think for a moment, letting Richie believe that his pleas for mercy are actually softening her resolve. A sparkle of hope begins to dawn in his eyes. Maybe, just maybe, his wife isn’t going to punish him. 

‘I want you to tell me everything,’ Tara says. ‘Tell me everything you did with that slut. All of it!’

‘Babe, please…’ A grimace contorts his face. ‘It’s… you don’t want to hear…’

‘Oh, but I do,’ she says, a steely edge hardening her voice. ‘I want to know everything that she did to you. I want to know that it was worth all this.’

Richie’s lips tremble. He swallows. More shameful tears gather at the corners of his eyes. 

‘Did she suck your cock?’ Tara says. Her barbed tone causes him to flinch. ‘Tell me, did she blow you? Did you like it?’

He looks down at the floor and nods. 

‘Was it better than mine?’ she says. ‘Did she blow you better than I do?’

He shakes his head with vehemence, but doesn’t look up at her. Tara’s expression hardens. He’s lying. 

‘How did you fuck her?’ she says. ‘Did she get on top? Did she bend over the bed like a willing whore?’

‘Tara, c’mon, we don’t have to do this…’

‘Did you wear a condom when you fucked her?’

‘Yes!’ he says, with such speed and conviction that Tara immediately knows he’s lying again. 

‘Did you come in her?’ Tara’s eyes are like two steely blades. He can’t bring himself to look at her face. 

‘No,’ he says. But his voice is less than convincing. 

Tara folds her arms in obvious disapproval. Not only did her husband cheat – on their wedding anniversary, of all days! – but he enjoyed that skank’s mouth on his cock and they fucked without a condom and he came inside that slut’s diseased hole. He betrayed Tara; their marriage; everything they had together. 

They haven’t had sex together in months. Hell, Tara hasn’t had a real, all-consuming, scream-at-the-top-of-your-lungs orgasm in two years. She just accepted it as part of growing up and getting old with the one she loved. 

Apparently the one she loved felt differently about it. 

Tara’s resolve hardens. Now, more than ever, she is determined to go through with their arrangement. She grabs her phone from the bed and unlocks the screen. 

‘Are you calling him?’ The desperation and hope in Richie’s voice makes Tara’s skin crawl. How could she have ever loved such a weak and pathetic man as him? 

Tara ignores him. She opens her phone’s photo gallery and scrolls through the files. She ignores all the happy pictures – photos of her and Richie, smiling and in love – and opens a video she recorded a few weeks back. The screen fills with Richie’s contrite face. She turns the phone towards him. 

 I promise, says the Richie in the video, I won’t try to stop you. You can do whatever you want. With anyone you want. I cheated, so it’s only fair you get to do the same, okay? 

The video ends. Heavy silence fills the air, broken only by the sound of Richie’s guttural panting. 

‘Tara,’ he says, after a long pause, ‘I’m begging you…’

His words are cut off by the sound of the doorbell. It’s a shrill, urgent scream that tears through the quiet house. Tara’s heart skips a beat. She puts her phone aside and looks down at her pathetic, cheating husband. His face is an expression of humiliated distress. 

‘Too late,’ she says. ‘Looks like he’s here early. Seems like he’s pretty keen.’

‘Please!’

‘Shut the fuck up.’ Her voice is like a cracking whip now. ‘You did this to us. 

Now I’m doing this for me. Stay right there, you worthless piece of shit.’

Tara turns on one stiletto heel and walks out of the bedroom, her footsteps muffled by the carpet. She walks downstairs, balancing easily on the heels. Her heart races faster as she descends. All her life, she’s been raised as a good girl. A loyal girl. An obedient girl. She’s never had a man cheat on here and she’s never done anything like this before. 

But Richie hurt her bad. And he’s gotta pay for it. 

She opens the door. 

The man on the other side smiles politely. His eyes sweep up and down her body. 

His smile widens. 

‘Wow,’ Evan says. ‘You said you’d make it worth my while. Didn’t expect this kind of service.’

‘I’m a woman of my word,’ Tara says, stepping aside for her new friend to enter the house. 

‘I didn’t know if I should bring something,’ Evan says. He holds up a bottle of wine. ‘I’ve never fucked someone else’s wife before. Is this okay?’

‘Perfect.’

Tara closes the front door. She takes the bottle of wine and walks through to the kitchen. Evan follows her, his eyes fixed on her short skirt and perfect legs. He’s casually dressed in a loose shirt and jeans. Part of him wonders if he should have made more of an effort tonight. After all, Tara looks fantastic. 

‘I’ll put this in the fridge,’ she says. ‘Let it cool down. We can have it later, if you like?’

‘Sounds good to me.’

Evan follows her into the kitchen. She opens the fridge and bends forward and slots the bottle into a rack. Evan exhales in lust. The way Tara is bending over has caused her skirt to lift, exposing a sliver of her ass and pink thong. 

‘See something you like?’ she says, cocking a look over her shoulder. 

‘God, yes.’

‘Do you want anything to eat? Something to drink?’

‘I’m good,’ he says. ‘I came prepared.’

He holds up a box of little blue pills. The little blue pills that let men last much, much longer in the bedroom. Tara flushes with excitement. All her nerves and doubts are distant memories now. Between her husband’s pathetic pleading and Evan’s cocksure attitude, she’s certain this is the right decision. 

‘When do they… kick in?’ she says. 

‘In about five minutes.’ His grin is infectious. 

She closes the fridge and steps in close. She smells him; a mixture of aromatic cologne and masculine musk. It’s a good odor. 

‘You remember why we’re doing this, right?’ she says. 

Evan nods. ‘Your husband cheated, so you get a freebie, that about cover it?’

She smiles. ‘That about covers it. But, Evan…’

‘Yeah?’

‘He’s going to be here for the whole thing,’ she says. ‘And I want him to suffer.’

He frowns now. ‘How do you mean?’

‘I mean,’ she slips a hand around his waist and gives his ass a squeeze, ‘I want you to give me the best sex of my life. I want you to fuck me better than you’ve ever fucked anyone before.’

His frown melts into an eager grin. He nods. ‘I can do that.’

She steps back and turns away, beckoning for him to follow. 

****

Richie is still on his knees, exactly where Tara left him. He resembles a penitent man, praying for forgiveness. 

 Too late for that, she thinks. Far too goddamn late for that. 

If Richie was genuinely sorry about what he did, he would never have done it. 

Now it’s Tara’s turn for revenge. 

‘Is… is he here?’ Richie’s voice cracks with sorrow. 

‘He is,’ Tara says, glancing around to see Evan arriving at the top of the stairs. 

Her soon-to-be lover looks eager to begin. She feels warmth swirling around in her belly. Her sex tingles. Richie has been her only sexual partner for almost fourteen years now. She can’t imagine being with anyone else. She couldn’t imagine Richie being with anyone else, either, and look how that turned out. 

‘Please…’ Richie makes one final plea for mercy, but Tara’s mind is made up. 

Richie told her to do this and she’s going to see it through. The more it hurts him, the better. That’s why she was so careful in choosing her outfit for this meeting… and her lover. 

‘I think you’ll appreciate my choice of partner for tonight,’ Tara says, ignoring him. She reaches out to Evan. He takes her hand and steps into the bedroom doorway. Richie blinks in confusion for a moment recognizing the other man, but unbale to recall why. Then his jaw drops. 

‘Oh, so you remember Evan?’ Tara can’t hide the dark satisfaction in her voice now. ‘Yeah, Evan, you old co-worker.’

‘Until you got me fired,’ Evan says. 

‘Because you thought he was too flirty with me,’ Tara says. ‘What bullshit. You get Evan fired because you got all jealous about him being near me… and then you cheat on me with some stupid whore.’

‘What a dumbass,’ Evan says. 

Richie swallows hard. He looks between Tara and Evan repeatedly, trying to decide which one of them will be lenient on him. But all he sees are the satisfied faces of two spurned people enjoying his predicament. 

‘Evan, man, c’mon,’ Richie says. ‘C’mon, man, that’s my wife…’

‘Yeah,’ Evan says. ‘Yeah, it is. And I would never have laid a hand on her. Until you got my ass fired.’

Richie’s mouth flaps open and closed. He moves his leg, beginning to stand up. 

Tara walks over to him and places a hand on his shoulder and pushes him down on the floor again. 

‘You stay right there,’ she says. ‘You’re gonna stay on your knees and you’re gonna watch everything.’

‘I don’t want to do this,’ he says. 

‘You should have thought about that before you fucked someone else.’ Tara looks into her husband’s face, eyes blazing with quiet fury. ‘If you can’t sit still and shut the fuck up, we’ll make you.’

‘How?’ Richie’s voice is half-frightened and half-challenging. Oh, yeah? How you gonna do that? 

Tara opens the closet and pulls out a few items from her bondage drawer – items she and Richie used to play with, once upon a time. She steps behind her husband and bends down. Richie starts to move. 

‘Hold him still,’ she says. 

Evan moves forward. He grabs Richie’s throat and shoulders, forcing him to stay on his knees. Evan offers a darkly amused smile to the other man. Richie whimpers. 

Meanwhile, Tara slaps a handcuff around each of Richie’s wrists. She attaches the other end of each chain to his ankles and fastens the catch in place. Now her husband’s hands are cuffed to his ankles. He won’t be able to move from this position. 

‘Tara, please,’ Richie says. 

Tara grabs a handful of Richie’s hair and yanks him backward, forcing him to gasp in pain. She leans in close to his ear and says in a low, angry whisper, 

‘Listen here, you stupid fuck. This was your idea. You did this to us. I’m getting even. I want this to hurt you. So you’re gonna stay right here and you’re gonna watch everything.’

With that said, she shoves his head away and stands up. She walks over to the foot of the bed and gestures for Evan to join her. He grins and steps forward, a bulge already forming in his pants. 

‘Do you like my outfit?’ she says. 

‘I do. You look extremely fuckable.’

‘Are you gonna fuck me really good?’

‘I am.’

She slides her arms around his waist and pulls him in close. Their lips meet. She kisses him softly for a moment, unused to the sensation of a different mouth. But lust soon takes over. Her lips part. His tongue meets her. She moans into his mouth. His hands caress her body, exploring her all over with eager, hungry desperation. 

The feel of having new hands on her body makes Tara tingle all over. It’s so thrilling, so naughty, so exciting. He touches her in new ways. She moans again. 

Evan’s hands glides down to her short skirt. He gives her ass a firm squeeze. She gasps and giggles, the sound muffled by their kiss. Evan lifts her skirt. Now Richie gets a glimpse of her ass cheeks, with that pink thong nestled between them. His heart feels like it’s breaking. He knows that he only has himself to blame. That thought makes this even worse. 

Tara reaches down and starts unbuttoning Evan’s pants. She can feel him getting excited and doesn’t want to waste another second. It’s been over fourteen years since she had any man other than Richie. She intends to enjoy this night to the full. 

Evan doesn’t stop her. He keeps squeezing Tara’s fine ass while she undresses him. His pants fall to the floor. Tara traces her hand across the bulge in his shorts, enjoying how warm it feels; how different it seems. She groans again and finally breaks off the kiss. 

‘My husband let some stupid skank blow him,’ she says. 

‘What an asshole.’

Richie whimpers. 

‘I guess that means my blowjobs aren’t good enough,’ she says. ‘Can I show you?’

Evan gives a be my guest gesture, with a smile of clear amusement. 

Tara sinks to her knees. She slowly peels down Evan’s shorts, delaying the inevitable for as long as possible. Richie whimpers again. They both ignore him. 

She eases his shorts down and smiles with satisfaction as Evan’s semi-erect manhood springs free. It’s a good-size cock, that’s for sure. Maybe not on the same league as those guys in porn, but definitely longer than Richie’s cock by at least two inches. A good thickness. Juicy, heavy balls. He’s even trimmed his thatch of dark pubic hair to give her more access to his shaft. She pulls his shorts down to the floor. 

‘Do you like my cock?’ Evan says, looking down at her. 

‘Yeah, I do,’ she says. ‘It’s bigger than my husband’s. If I’d known that, I would

have fucked you years ago.’

Evan snorts with laughter. He places a hand on her head. Tara gently takes hold of him in one hand, excited by the heat pulsing off his skin, and slowly teases him to hold, firm hardness. Her sex throbs with excitement. God, he’s bigger than any guy she’s ever had before. At least seven inches long. Maybe thicker than two fingers. 

She opens her mouth and takes him inside. There’s a little nervousness in her movements at first. A hint of shyness. Maybe it’s because this is the first new cock she’s sucked in over fourteen years. Maybe it’s because her husband is watching and weeping silently. Maybe it’s because she’s determined to please her new lover. 

Evan groans. Her mouth is hot and wet and feels fan-fucking-tastic on his sensitive cock. She starts out slow; gently working the head; teasing his shaft; pausing to take care of his balls. He groans again, closing his eyes and letting her approach this at her own pace. 

Tara hears his enthusiastic groans and begins to get a little bolder. She starts to bob her head and suck him faster, taking his cock further into her mouth. 

Richie gasps in pain. The sight of his wife sucking another man’s cock is one of the worst things he’s ever seen in his life. He moans and shakes his head, trying to push the images out of his mind. But it doesn’t work. He’ll never be able to unsee this sight. 

Tara’s head bobs back and forth a little faster. She starts to get into the blowjob; begins to lose herself to the pleasure of sucking a cock. It feels so different in her mouth compared to Richie’s. It’s bigger and thicker and tastes so much better. 

Her sex throbs and burns. She can feel her intimate lips growing wetter. 

She looks up at Evan and takes him into her mouth as far as she can. He moans with delight, watching every last inch disappear into her perfect red lips. She holds him there for a moment, before easing backward, her saliva clinging to his shaft. 

‘So,’ she says, breathing hard, ‘do I give bad head?’

‘Fuck no,’ Evan says. 

‘Maybe I just suck at sex, then.’

‘Let’s find out…’

Evan helps her get to her feet. He paws at her clothes, helping her out of the blouse. He cups her breasts as she unclasps the bra. She groans while he teases her hard nipples with his thumbs. His hands feel new and different. It’s exciting to her. 

Tara’s focus is entirely on her new lover and the way he deftly strips her. She’s a little disappointed – she thought it might be kind of sexy to stay partially dressed while they had sex – but this is even sexier. For the first time in a long time, she feels desirable and wanted and sexually attractive. 

Evan growls with passion. He unzips the plaid skirt and lets it fall to the floor, leaving Tara in just her stripper heels and a pink thong. The front of the thong is thin enough that he can tell she’s freshly shaved for this occasion. He runs a hand over her smooth mound for confirmation. As though sensing his question, she nods, with a slight giggle. 

‘Fuck,’ he says, ‘that’s perfect.’

‘I don’t shave very often,’ she says. ‘Only birthdays and anniversaries.’

‘This must be a special occasion.’

She nods. He slips his hands into the elastic of her thong and gently eases it down over the curve of her ass. He kneels in front of her and places a warm kiss on her shaved cleft. She moans, her body shuddering at his touch. 

Evan takes her hand and guides her over to the bed. She goes willingly, heart racing, a smile on her face. Tara can’t remember the last time she was so excited to have sex. 

‘Do you want me to wear a condom?’ he says. ‘I brought a fresh pack with me.’

She shoots a cruel glance at her wayward husband’s red and puffy eyes before she responds. 

‘No.’

Evan grins and nods. He lays her down on the bed and kicks off the rest of his clothes and climbs on top with her. 

Richie stares in horror. His precious wife – the woman he’s loved for fourteen years – is naked in their bed with a man he hates. It feels like his intestines are tying knots in his gut. He watches Evan move into position between Tara’s parted legs. He sees the other man lean down and gently kiss her lips again. He hears the soft, low groan she makes at his touch. 

Evan slowly guides the tip of his bare cock to her pink and swollen slit. He feels her body shiver with anticipation. Her hands gently grasp his arms. He takes a deep breath and carefully pushes forward. Her body accepts him willingly, parting before his advance as though she was made for this moment. 

Tara gasps with pleasure. She feels his red-hot shaft push through her tight, slick entrance and slowly plunge inside. He takes his time with her, carefully applying just enough pressure for his cock to glide further inside, an inch or two at a time. 

He pushes one last time and comes to a rest against her body. Now he’s all the way inside. Now he’s finally fucking her. 

‘Oh, my God,’ she says, in a whispering moan. ‘This is… yeah…’

At first, they’re slow together; the kind of gentle lovemaking reserved for timid lovers growing accustomed to the sensation of a new body. Tara’s moans are low, gentle, soothing. Evan’s breathing is deep and passionate. He guides her body with his hands. Her movements are slow and careful. 

Sensations rock Tara’s body, lapping at her wounded soul like waves in a rock pool. The feeling of having a new cock – such a different shape and size! –

inside her after so many years of only experiencing one man is exhilarating. His manhood presses against different parts of her body; his shaft glides inside her and moves in a wholly new way; and the extra couple of inches plunges so far inside her aching sex that she almost sees stars with every deep, long thrust. 

They remain this way for the first few minutes, enjoying the intimacy and the tenderness of this new experience. Tara gazes into Evan’s face, surprised to note how much she enjoys looking at him like this. He’s young, handsome, and easy on the eye. He offers her a warm smile, showing how much he’s enjoying the feel of her body against his. The sight of that smile makes something spark inside Tara; like flicking an ignition switch and setting off an explosion. 

‘Fuck me,’ she says, in a whisper that carries through the bedroom. ‘I want you to fuck me. Make me feel it.’

Evan’s warm smile twists slightly, becoming edgy and aggressive. It’s a cocky, predatory grin. The smile of a man who has waited years to hear those words. 

His hips begin to rock faster; pumping her dripping slit over and over; stretching her entrance wider with each thrust. Tara’s gasps of pleasure catch in her throat and turn into strangled cries of delight. She’s never felt anything this good before. Her body quivers and rocks with pleasure. Evan’s red-hot manhood feels perfect in the tight grip of her folds; like a warm massage for her insides. 

A flash of lust sparkles in his eyes now. He begins moving faster, driving his length into her sex with deep, hard, intense purpose. She cries out louder, holding onto him with clutching fingers, her red nails gripping his skin. 

Richie watches, staring at the two interlaced lovers, his face aghast. His stomach feels like a lead walnut – tiny; yet weighing down the pit of his gut. He’s never heard Tara make noises like these before. Never seen her body respond with such eagerness. 

He’s regretted the affair since the moment he orgasmed. It was a stupid slip-up, a terrible mistake, a foolish decision. He knew it at the time but couldn’t turn down the chance to have sex with that stupid girl. Now he’s regretting it more than he ever thought possible. The love of his life is making love to another man

– in their own bed – and she’s loving it. 

A pained whimper escapes Richie’s lips, but neither of the writhing lovers hears it. They’re far too engrossed in the pleasure of their lovemaking to even notice the broken man on his knees beside the bed. 

Tara’s eyes roll back. Her lips part and a series of frantic, passionate moans fill the air. Her hips buck and roll, meeting Evan’s firm thrusting and urging him to press deeper and fuck harder. Her moans become a desperate, gasping, mewling sound of utter bliss. The head of his cock plunges deep inside her sex; deeper than Richie’s ever been; deeper than she’s ever felt before. Her womanhood is molten-hot and growing tighter and slicker with every passing second. 

‘Are you gonna come for me?’ Evan says, his voice a passionate growl. 

She tries to respond but can’t. She can’t draw enough breath to speak. The orgasm is already beginning to explode, sending jolts of pleasure to every part of her body at once. All Tara can do is nod in desperation. 

Evan slides one hand under her head. He applies just enough pressure to force her to look at him. She gazes into his face – his firm, handsome, proud, sexy face

– and feels the pleasure final overwhelm her. 

This is Tara’s first orgasm – her first real, pure, orgasm with another person – in two years. It smashes into her like a meteor impacting the earth. She convulses and writhes and gasps and cries out in wordless ecstasy. She gazes into Evan’s eyes. She feels his wonderful cock pumping her with hard, steady strokes, pushing her further and further into this realm of erotic bliss. All she can do is clutch his gorgeous body and let him do what he wants with her. 

A tear of shame rolls down Richie’s cheek. He can tell that his wife is orgasming on Evan’s cock and he can’t do a damn thing about it. The two lovers are having more fun than Richie managed to enjoy when he cheated. 

‘Fuck!’ Tara’s wail of bliss strikes Richie’s heart like a bullet. ‘I’m coming so hard!’

Evan grins with devilish delight, his hips bucking harder and faster. Thanks to that little blue pill he took earlier, he isn’t even close to finishing yet. He’s gonna make sure Tara remembers this night for the rest of her life. 

Her pussy grips him even tighter as she screams louder. Her face is the definition of passionate surrender. Mouth slack. Eyes glazed and rolling. Cheeks flushed with color. Evan can feel the pleasure of her climax through her body – heart racing, fingers gripping, hips bucking. She moans like a woman who’s forgotten what it feels like to be truly fucked. 

As her climax begins to subside and Tara catches her breath again, she pulls him down onto top of her and kisses him deeply. This time there is no shyness in her embrace. She kisses him with hunger and lust and burning, unyielding need. 

Evan allows their tongues to dance together for a long moment. Then he pulls back and gets to his knees, careful to keep his length buried inside Tara’s soaking slit. He grabs her hips and rocks back and forth, driving his shaft into her again, but in a new way. 

Her reaction is instantaneous and explosive. Tara grabs the bed and says, ‘Holy fucking shit!’ She stares up at him with disbelieving eyes. Her back arches, allowing him deeper inside. Her breasts rock and bounce with every thrust; hard pink nipples standing firm. She moans for him; loving the way his cock feels; loving the way he fucks her. She doesn’t even remember than her husband is in the room. All Tara’s attention is fixed on the man kneeling above her and the wonderful sensation of his furious thrusting. 

Evan glances off to the side. He sees Richie’s heartbroken face, tears streaming down his cheeks. Evan almost snorts with laughter. He catches Richie’s eye and the two men look at one another. Evan grins, showing Richie how good he is. 

How much better he is. How much more of a man he is. Evan didn’t have to sneak around to get some pussy. He was invited to fuck this woman. And he’s going to leave his mark on her. 

Evan grabs Tara’s ankles and lifts her legs up higher. She cries out again, her moans now more breathless and shriller than before. His cock rushes against different parts of her sex, sending new and unfamiliar signals to her pleasure-filled mind. Evan puts her legs up over his shoulders and drives his cock into her again and again. Tara’s sex is so wet and slippery that all three of them can hear it. Evan loves that sound. It means he’s doing a great job. 

‘Gonna – come – again!’

Tara’s throaty gasp comes just seconds before a loud, breathless wail of erotic indulgence. She shudders and moans, toes curling in the air, fingers twisting in the bed sheets, mouth opening and closing. Her body feels like a bottle that’s been corked for way too long, now finally getting to pop free and spill its delicious contents. She can’t remember the last time she came this hard. She can’t remember the last time she came twice in the same night. 

Her vision blurs. Her throaty, rasping cry reaches a crescendo. Evan keeps a firm grip on her legs, holding her in place, forcing her to feel and take every inch of his wonderful cock. He can feel her juices coating his shaft and clinging to his balls. Her pussy grips him in just the right way, squeezing and milking his cock. 

If he hadn’t already taken a pill to enhance his prowess, he would surely have blown his load by now. As it stands, he can feel a climax beginning to build deep in his gut. 

Tara writhes in ecstasy. Her body feels like it’s burning from the inside out, exploding with heat and lust and pleasure. She didn’t know an orgasm could feel this good. It’s like all the worries and the heartache and the pain and the stress and the humiliation and the agony of the past few weeks have been burned up in her chest and exploded back out as pure bliss. She’s never felt this good before in her life. 

Evan keeps fucking her, pumping his cock deep into her willing, greedy pussy, constantly pushing her further into a state of erotic bliss. Her cries of passion encourage him to keep going; to continue driving his cock as deep as possible; to make her lose all control. He’s fucked many women, but Tara’s pleasure is his greatest achievement. 

Meanwhile, tears stream down Richie’s face. He’s still stuck on his knees, unable to look away. He feels sick. He feels like a cannonball has been blown through his chest. He’s a shell of a man, utterly emasculated, completely broken. 

They’ve been making love for almost twenty minutes straight and Richie has never been more humiliated. He barely lasted three minutes when he cheated on Tara. Was it worth it? Fuck no. He watches his wife receive the best cock of her life and can’t help but tell himself a single thought, over and over; This is all my fault. 

Evan feels himself nearing the end now. Tara’s wonderful womanhood grips him in a tight, wet embrace, bringing him closer and closer to climax with every roll of his hips. He eases her legs back down to the bed. 

‘Come up here,’ he says, ‘sit on me.’

Tara’s strength has been almost completely fucked out of her. She takes his offered hands and he pulls her into an upright position. Now they’re both sitting on the bed, facing each other, their bodies entwined. His cock is buried in her aching, quivering sex all the way to the hilt. She lets out a guttural moan, the sound almost twisted beyond recognition by her pleasure. 

‘I want to come in you,’ Evan says, wrapping his arms around tar’s warm, sweaty body and gently pumping her from beneath. 

‘I want – that – too,’ she says, fighting to speak through gasps of ecstasy. She can’t tell if she’s still having an orgasm or if this just feels really good. All the

pleasures she’s received have rolled into one continuous experience. She had only planned to fuck her husband’s worst enemy – she never expected to enjoy it this much. 

Evan’s face lights up with wicked delight. He holds Tara tight and fucks her hard from below. She’s helpless in his arms, unable to do anything except take his cock and moan his name. 

‘Has he ever fucked you this good?’ Evan says, talking about Richie but not sparing the other man a single glance. 

‘Never!’ Tara wraps her arms around his neck. The two look more like lifelong lovers than a casual hook-up now. That image almost breaks Richie’s heart. 

‘This pussy is mine now,’ Evan says. His pace quickens further. His balls are tightening as a familiar pressure builds in his gut. ‘Mine.’

‘Yours!’ She’s almost senseless with lust now. 

‘Tell me to come in you.’

‘Come in me! Come in me! Come in me!’

Her final begging wail turns into a shocked gasp of surrender. As she begs him to come, Evan finally reaches climax and begins to pump her full of his hot, sticky load. It gushes from the tip of his cock like a volcanic eruption, shooting deep inside Tara’s stretched and well-fucked tunnel. She cries out at the feel. 

How long has it been since she’s felt so satisfied by this sensation? She’s not sure if she ever has. For the first time in her life, Tara feels sexual euphoria from making a man climax. 

Evan’s guttural groan of conquest hits Richie like the shockwave of an explosion. The shattered, broken husband lets out a choked sob of agony and finally topples over, collapsing to the floor, wrists still handcuffed to his ankles. 

Tara doesn’t even notice. All she can feel is Evan’s hot, fresh come pumping into her aching womanhood; the pounding of his heart against her bare skin; the clawing of his fingers into her back. She rolls her head back, eyes closed, and moans one final time. 

Their mutual climax passes. They stay like this for a long while, enjoying the feeling, loving the sensations, swimming in their passion. 

Tara’s eyes begin to focus again. She looks at Evan’s handsome face – now flushed with exertion and beaming with pride – and her heart swells. This was far more pleasurable than she could have ever imagined. 

‘Oh, my God,’ she says. ‘That…’

Evan nods. He swallows, unable to form the words. He hadn’t expected to enjoy fucking her this much. His cock throbs again, the last trickle of his passion spilling out. Her sex instinctively grips him again, milking his length for every drop. He groans with pleasure. 

She kisses him again. Long and deep and slow. The kind of kiss shared by long-term lovers after a lengthy bout of lovemaking. There is genuine affection in her lips. 

‘I know…’ she says, breathing hard, ‘I know I said this was a one-time thing…’

‘Uh-huh,’ he says. 

‘Maybe… you could stay the night?’ She looks at him with hope in her eyes. ‘I mean… I can’t guarantee we’ll do much sleeping…’

He chuckles. His cock throbs again, shuddering inside her. She gasps. 

‘I think I can do that,’ he says. ‘I won’t need long to recharge.’

‘Good,’ she says, ‘because I need that. Like, I need that. All night.’

He chuckles again. He kisses her slowly. Lovingly. 

‘What about him?’ he says, tossing his head in the direction of the slumped, sobbing man on the floor. 

She shrugs. ‘I’ll go my lawyer in the morning,’ she says. ‘Do you think you’ll still want to fuck me after I’m divorced?’

Evan smiles. He leans back and casually lies on the bed, looking at the gorgeous

naked woman sitting atop his body. Yeah, he could enjoy this arrangement for a long while. 

Tara takes his hands and interlaces her fingers though his. She gently rolls her hips and moans, feeling his cock begin to come back to life inside her. 

‘You ready for more, lover?’ she says. 

At the side of the bed, alone and forgotten, Richie screws his eyes shut. Once again, he wishes he had never fucked that other chick. 

###
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