
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
  
      
        
          Doctor's Orders

          
		      
          Jason Lenov

        

        
          
          Thirteenth Line Publications

        

      

    


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Jason Lenov 
All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher.
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.
All characters are eighteen years of age or older.
Book Cover by JL







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one












Chapter 1


The day started like every other morning shift. Doing the rounds, checking charts, making sure everyone’s IV’s were in and oxygen on. 
She chatted with Dorothy, a lovely older woman in room 13 that looked out onto the parking lot. She’d just had surgery and her family was a couple of hours away so didn’t get visitors that much.
Amy grabbed a coffee after that and downed a few sips before settling in at the computer to update some charts.
Her mind started to wander.
Back to the house, which was a disaster. Trying to remember whether she’d run the load of clothes that was piled in front of the washer or not.
Then to the kid’s rooms which she’d been meaning to get them to clean for what seemed like weeks now. Everything felt so much more overwhelming with Mark gone.
He was working a job out of town. He’d tried commuting the first few days but the extra hour on each end of the day had been exhausting and Tom, his contractor, offered to split a dinghy motel room with him.
She’d told him it was fine. And it was. She missed him but the first few days had been fine. Then it had started to feel like the kids and the cooking and the laundry were twice the work on top of going to work.
But it was only going to be a few more days and he’d be back. She was  happy about that.
And kind of stressed.
It felt like it had been forever since they’d had any kind of intimacy between them. She missed him but also it never seemed like the right time to get things started.
She knew this was just a phase. Things were busy, they were working as much as they could. It made it feel like something was missing from their lives, though.
“Anyone ever tell you how pretty your eyes look when you space out like that?”
The question startled her and she jumped a little in the tiny office wheelie chair she was perched on. She looked across the hall and saw him leaning up against a wall.
Wearing a bright smile and filling out those scrubs so impeccably.
The thought brought an immediate blush to her cheeks and she flashed a quick smile as she looked down at the desk, unable to hold his stare. “Dr. Johnson,” she muttered. “I didn’t see you there.”
He casually pushed off the wall and sauntered across the wide hallway to the nurses station, then leaned against it with both arms.
“You been getting any sleep lately?” he asked.
She glanced up at him, puzzled. “I beg your pardon?”
“Pardon me for mentioning it but you’ve been looking a little worn down lately. Everything alright at home?” he asked.
“Oh…I…yes. Thank-you! Thank-you for asking. I’m sorry. I haven’t been…I mean, I’ve been getting everything done fine it’s just that…”
He held up a hand, silencing her in mid-sentence. “I’m not here to judge you. Just checking in. Making sure everything’s alright?”
She looked up at him again and there was such kindness in his eyes. Her insides got a little soft and the warmth that spread out through her belly didn’t go unnoticed.
She blushed way hotter than felt comfortable. He must have really been paying attention to know something was off with her. She thought she’d done a better job of hiding it than that.
A wave of guilt washed over her. She shouldn’t have gone out with the girls. She shouldn’t have told them about any of the thoughts she’d been having. Saying it out loud had made her think about it more.
And now three other women knew she had a crush on a guy at work named Dr. Johnson.
“That’s so sweet of you to ask,” she said quietly.
“Hey. We’re all on the same team here. Gotta look out for each other, right?”
She looked up at him and smiled and nodded. “Mark’s been away and it’s been a bit of a challenge.”
He nodded sagely. Then he stared at her with the slightest smile at the corners of his mouth.
Her face heated even more under such direct attention. She locked eyes with him and felt a surge of something deliciously exciting well through her. Something very close to the way she’d felt the first time a guy had looked at her like that.
She held his gaze and her mind started racing, wondering if he was getting any of the same energy from it she was? Why was he smiling like that?
Her mind sank lower. To a dirtier place that reminded her of the time a few days ago she’d noticed something in the pant leg of his scrubs as he was bending over.
That triggered even more heat to bloom, across her chest this time. She broke the stare and bit her lip to keep herself from giggling. He probably thought she was a total bimbo by now.
“What’s all that about?” he asked.
She glanced sideways at him and let out a nervous laugh. “What do you mean?”
“What’s with the cute blush?” he asked, smiling a little wider.
Another wave of feeling crashed through her. Buzzing excitement and embarrassment and guilt at her own dirty thoughts. “Uh…um…” she said, then laughed again.
“Oh don’t worry. It just makes you look that much prettier,” he said, his voice low.
Her chest felt like it was expanding. Dr. Johnson was being deeply inappropriate. It would have been totally creepy and reportable if she didn’t have such a crush on him.
Did he know? Oh my god. Did he freaking know about it?!?
“I, uh…” she stammered, then let out a nervous laugh.
“I’m not gonna get hauled into the director’s office about this, am I? I haven’t been reading you wrong?”
Her smile faded and she looked up at him, mortified. “Reading me wrong?” she whispered.
“I just thought I saw you checking me out a few times. You’d tell me if I was wrong, wouldn’t you?” he asked.
She felt like crawling under the desk and never coming out.
He’d freaking caught her checking him out? She thought she might just die of embarrassment.
Now not only did the girls know about her little crush, but apparently Dr. Johnson was in on the secret too. “I am so sorry,” she said, pressing a finger against her lip.
Dr. Johnson shook his head. “I’m not. As long as I don’t have it all wrong. The feeling’s mutual.” He smiled a little wider. “Anyways, I don’t want to interrupt any more of your day. Just wanted to make sure everything was good. And, you know, if you see I’m not busy then I’d always love a chat.”
He slid his arms off the desk, gave it a tap, then turned and walked off down the hall.
Amy hunched her shoulders and tried to bury her face in the monitor, typing vitals in as furiously as she could to avoid being interrupted.
* * *
She parked the car at the end of their street and turned the engine off. She needed a few minutes of calm before diving headfirst into dinner and bedtime. She had the sitter until eight anyways.
She leaned back against the seat and let out a heavy sigh. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about the brief interaction with Dr. Johnson all day.
That, in turn, had led her to remember over and over his mention of her checking him out.
She was still mortified by it. But each recall sent a swarm of butterflies fluttering from the top of her chest to the bottom of her tummy.
She couldn’t believe he’d seen her. And she couldn’t believe he’d been so forward that morning.
She closed her eyes and remembered the way he’d smiled at her and the long look they’d shared and a warmth blossomed just beneath her belly. She savoured the feeling until a fresh ripple of guilt cut through her good vibes.
She opened her eyes and sat up straight, gripping the steering wheel with both hands. “What the hell am I doing?” she whispered.
She had a perfectly wonderful life. An amazing, loving husband and two beautiful kids. Arnelle and Sam and Tanya were all older than her. They either didn’t have kids or their kids had moved on.
That was the time to go out and experiment. To mix things up when they got dull. She wasn’t even forty yet and the kids were still in grade school!
She let out another frustrated sigh. What was she thinking? She didn’t have time for this. They didn’t have time for this.
Mark was working overtime every day on a job out of town and she was at home fantasizing about an older black man?
When she put it like that to herself it sounded crazy.
She closed her eyes again and counted down from ten. Now was not the time for this. Maybe when they got older she’d suggest something like this to Mark. Those stories the girls had told had only made things worse. She needed to put this out of her mind and focus on getting on with life.
She turned the car back on, put it in drive and drove the last few hundred feet to their driveway.
She was shocked and a little unsettled to see Britney’s car gone and Mark’s truck parked in the driveway. Had something happened?
She parked the car, turned it off and hopped out not even bothering to grab her purse or bag from the back seat. She jogged up to the house, stuffed her key into the lock and twisted.
She stepped inside to find the lights turned down low. No one was screaming. The place smelled like…dinner? The kids were nowhere to be seen.
“Hello? Mark? You here babe?” she called out.
She was startled to see him step out of the kitchen wearing a fresh polo shirt and jeans with no holes in them. He looked freshly shaved and showered. “Babe? What are you doing here? What’s going on?” she asked.
He smiled as he walked towards her. He put his arms around her waist and pulled her into an embrace. “I missed you,” he said quietly.
Her heart melted.
Had he really driven all the way home just to say that? “Are you making dinner?” she asked. “Where are the kids?”
He smiled wider and shrugged. “I got home a few hours ago and told Britney she could go. Took them for a burger and then over to grandma’s, which they were thrilled about. Mom’s gonna take them to school tomorrow. You’re off tomorrow morning, right? I hope I didn’t read your calendar wrong.”
Her eyes widened and she wrapped her arms around him and squeezed. “Oh my god I can’t believe you did this!”
“I’ll have to get going around noon tomorrow but Tom said I could have the morning off.”
“That’s amazing!” she said, hugging him tighter.
“I think my sob story about us not ever having any time for each other got to him. He just signed his divorce papers and told me I need to put in some time for us.”
The warm, glowing feeling washed over her and a tear formed at the corner of one eye. She hugged him again, holding him in the embrace for a long time. She pulled away, sniffled, then wiped the corner of her eye. “You never answered my question.”
He cocked his head to one side.
“Why does it smell like chicken in here?” she asked.
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Chapter 2


Turned out he’d stopped at the Brazillian BBQ place on his way back from his mom’s. He’d picked up the half chicken meal with creme de milho and a bottle of wine and now had the table in the kitchen all set with the meat warming in the oven. 
She kissed his cheek when she saw it and told him to pour her a glass of the red and give her fifteen.
She raced upstairs, pulling her scrubs off as she went, and hopped into the shower to clean up after the shift. She was in the bedroom five minutes later. Picking through her underwear drawer to find the nice underwear she’d bought last year before Valentine’s day and never used.
The lace sat in tissue paper at the back of the drawer. It was a deep plum colour with black trim along the edges.
She held up the bra and remembered how the cups had barely contained her when she’d tried it on in the fitting room. The salesperson had assured her it was supposed to fit like that.
She fastened the clasp behind her back and adjusted the straps. The underwire lifted everything up and together, creating cleavage that spilled over the scalloped edge.
The matching underwear hugged her hips and cut high on her thighs in a way that highlighted her shapely ass and made her legs look longer.
She turned sideways in front of the mirror. The fabric stretched across her backside, the seam disappearing between her rounded cheeks that the Brazilian cut framed rather than covered.
Not bad for someone who’d just worked a twelve-hour shift.
She pulled on jeans and a loose button-down, leaving the top three buttons undone so he could see the lace peeking through.
Downstairs, he’d already plated everything. The chicken glistened with chimichurri, the corn custard steaming beside it.
“That was fast,” he said, smiling at her and holding out the glass of wine.
She slid into her chair and took the glass from him, then took a small sip and sighed. “Mark, this is the most amazing surprise.”
He leaned around the table and put a hand on her knee and squeezed it. “I love you, baby,” he whispered.
That warm feeling bubbled through her again. On it’s coattails, though, came a niggling guilt.
Not too long ago she’d allowed herself to be flirted with by a very handsome colleague. Then she’d spent the day being unable to stop thinking of that same colleague. Sometimes in the most inappropriate ways imaginable.
The whole time she’d been doing that at work, Mark had been on his way here, then taking care of the kids after sending the sitter away. Then taking them to his mom’s house and preparing this surprise romantic dinner for them.
Her throat went tight just thinking about it.
“What’s going on?” he asked.
She realized she’d gotten lost in her thoughts about it and flashed a quick smile. “Nothing! Just…really enjoying this.”
“You must be tired after work,” he said. “You just spaced right out there. We can call it an early night if you want.”
She regained her composure and took another, slightly bigger, sip of her wine. “Not a chance, bub,” she said, setting down the glass and picking up her utensils.
They ate slowly, taking their time to really enjoy the food their two picky eaters never would have stomached. Mark told her about the job and how it was almost finished. Some McMansion up in cottage country with vaulted ceilings that had him climbing up and down scaffolding way more than he wanted.
He talked about Tom and how it was pretty fun rooming with him at the motel and how they drank too much beer at night.
When he asked her about work she told him things were busy but not crazy like the last winter. She talked about Jenny, her work BFF, and how she’d gotten engaged and they were thinking of maybe starting a family after all.
After they’d finished she started to clear the plates but he stopped her and told her to enjoy her wine. He cleared the table and got the dishwasher loaded and running, then pulled out a cherry ice cream cake from the freezer from the shop next to the Brazillian place.
He cut each of them a small slice and and put the rest away then brought the plates over with tiny dessert forks on them and gave her a kiss on the top of her head.
She flashed a coy and knowing smile at him. Her very good boy was going to get a very nice reward later that evening.
Mark’s grand romantic gesture had her all aflutter. Almost enough to forget all about her workplace drama. But not quite.
Every so often the vision of Dr. Johnson leaning against the nurse’s station desk would drift into her mind, followed by a pang of guilt that made her stomach clench.
As their slices of ice cream cake grew smaller she found herself entertaining those thoughts for longer and longer moments.
Then, out of nowhere, she realized the warmth and slight ache that had built in her core and the moisture that had come with it.
As Mark went off on a tangent about hockey, she took another moment to contemplate what that reaction meant.
The realization shook her to the core and there was no denying it. Sitting there with her husband while thinking about the good doctor turned her on. It flipped something in her mind.
She hadn’t purposefully aroused herself. Her body’s response was autonomic. The achy pressure in her sex. The way her pussy moistened. She hadn’t willed that. It wasn’t a choice.
The choice she had was whether she acted on it or not. And so far she hadn’t and had nothing to feel guilty about. Thinking about a man while she was sharing a romantic evening with her husband wasn’t cheating.
But it would be disingenuous at best and dishonest at worst if she didn’t tell Mark about it. One of the things she loved about Mark was how open he was. How willing he was to make himself vulnerable if it meant strengthening the relationship.
Keeping this from him would be wrong. She just needed to figure out the best way to bring it up.
“So what do you think?”
She tuned back in just as he said that.
“Movie time or you ready to hit the hay?” he asked.
She set down her fork, stood up and took his hand, then pulled him out of his chair. “I’m ready to hit something,” she whispered.
She smiled when she saw his lips do their usual little wave when she suggested amorous times.
He wasn’t uptight or anything but he did get a little awkward when it came to initiating sex.
She’d been with other guys who’d been more dominant and demanding and that could be fun. Mark wasn’t like that. Mark was sweet in all the right ways.
She let out a little laugh and pulled him out of the kitchen and down the hall to their bedroom.
Even though they were alone she closed the door and turned the lights down low, then walked him to the bed and sat him down on it.
“You know I really just wanted to spend some time together. I get it if you’re tired after work,” Mark said. His usual sweet and thoughtful self. Always making a hundred and fifty percent sure she was into it.
She lifted a hand to the front of her shirt and tugged it up over the top of her head. She watched his eyes fall to her breasts. She was wearing a cute little pink push up bra that really squashed them together and gave a nice dark cleave between them.
It didn’t make a difference in her scrubs but the moment she had her shirt off she saw his eyes glaze over and his lips part as his man-brain took over.
She giggled, delighted by his response. She reached back around and unhooked her bra, then slipped the straps down her arms.
His mouth opened a little wider as he ogled her.
She slipped out of her bottoms and stepped towards him in just her panties. She bounced up onto the bed and sat on his lap. “Mark,” she whispered. “You’re adorable.”
He snorted a little laugh.
She put her arms around his neck and pulled him closer. “What a good boy you were today,” she whispered. She watched as he looked up at her with wide, round eyes.
She didn’t do this to him a lot. Hell, there wasn’t much time for any kind of sex these days. But she’d tried the dommy-mommy act on him one time and she’d had him eating out of her hand.
It wasn’t whips and chains or anything. Just a little gentle femdom. But he’d been mesmerized by it.
Now she watched him as he stared up at her, that wondrous look in his eye. He was a strong guy, a tough guy. Sometimes he just needed someone else to take charge and it was kind of thrilling that she could do that for him.
“You like these titties, baby?” she whispered, running a finger through his hair and lifting a breast with her other hand.
His eyes sank to her boobs and he nodded.
Her hand to fell to the back of his neck and she pulled him closer. “Come on, baby. Give ’em a little suck.” She pulled his mouth towards her nipple.
He latched on immediately and gave it a long, solid pull.
She’d learned he liked the feeling of having it in his mouth. Sometimes she’d sit up on the bed, cradling him in one arm and stroking his cock while he sucked on her tit.
She’d come to realize it was a safe space for him and it made her so happy to do that for him.
Now she ran a finger through his hair up and down the back of his head as his jaw moved as he sucked on her nipple.
The pressure and suction against the sensitive bud sent tingling running down through her body all the way to her pussy. She could feel it moistening even more as he suckled her.
She gently pulled her nipple from his mouth, then gave him her other breast to latch onto, which he did eagerly.
He let out a soft moan as he sucked just as eagerly as with the first.
She watched his expression settle into such contentment and safety. Her next thought jolted her whole body.
What if Mark’s dommy-mommy introduced the good Dr. Hector Johnson into their playtime? Her heart skipped a beat at the possibility.
This whole time she’d been wrestling with how to divulge her naughtiest fantasy to him. What if she did it in bed and in character? What if, instead of sitting down and having a serious conversation about it, she made it just about sexy playtime?
Her pules notched up a few beats as she thought of the possibilities. First, though, she needed to give him his reward for being such a loving husband that day.
She pulled her breast from his mouth and tilted his chin up so he was looking into her eyes. She lowered his lips to his and kissed him soft and gentle. “I think this good boy has too many clothes on,” she whispered.
He blinked, his eyes still big and round.
She giggled and slipped off of his lap. She pulled off her underwear so she was completely naked. Then she pulled his pants and underwear down his legs and his shirt off over his head. “Scooch up the bed, baby,” she said.
He crab-walked backwards until his head touched the pillows. His cock had already started to harden.
She got onto the bed on her hands and knees and crawled towards him like a predator, grinning at him the whole time.
She could see the excitement in his eyes. The anticipation of what was about to happen. The thrill at knowing she was taking charge and all he had to do was lie back and follow instructions. Like a good boy.
She got up over his legs and crawled up his thighs, then up past his cock onto his stomach. Her pussy was so wet and leaky she could feel the snail trail of wetness it left on his skin as she crawled up his chest, then his neck, to sit with her pussy right below his mouth.
He looked up at her with wild abandon in his eyes.
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Chapter 3


She brought her hands down to his cheeks and smiled at him. “Are you gonna be a good boy and lick my pussy?” she teased. 
He blinked a few times and nodded.
She had to admit she loved this, too.
It wasn’t control like she was manipulating him or anything. Just a sexual game. A little domination and submission that they both got off on. She didn’t want to tie him down and spank him.
But knowing she had this power, that her body could turn him into this awe-struck creature just awaiting her command, was hot.
She tipped her hips forward, pressing the sloppy lips of her pussy against his mouth.
His eyes fluttered shut and his mouth and tongue immediately began their work.
He had nice, full lips and a strong tongue and she’d always loved the way he ate her out. Taking his time even if she was already wet. Teasing her by sliding the tip of his tongue along her folds before dipping between them to taste her.
He never went right for the target and started thrashing her clit like some guys, trying to get her to orgasm as fast as possible. No. He took his time. Savouring her taste and the way his mouth could make her body move over top of him.
She didn’t disappoint him now. As soon as his exploration began she started slowly swaying her hips back and forth. Helping him reach all of the nooks and crannies of her genitals before centering her clitoris right above his mouth and commanding him with her eyes to focus on that.
He did just that.
She smiled down at him, running her hands along her sides. Up to her breasts and cupping them and shaking them a little so he could get a good view.
She could feel the clench beginning already. The tightness that gradually formed before erupting in a powerful climax. She rose up onto her knees, pulling her sex  away from his mouth before she got too excited. This was supposed to be his reward, after all.
She thought of the brief flirtation with Dr. Johnson and her pussy squeezed as she stared at her husband’s face down between her legs. It gave her an idea.
She swung a leg over his chest, then turned slowly so her ass was towards the wall. She swung her other leg over his face and slowly lowered herself so he could reach her pussy lips with his tongue.
He let out a soft moan as he started licking her.
She’d only done it this way a few times but this time she was feeling adventurous. Emboldened by the cheating brunch club and extra horny because of her encounter with the doctor.
She lowered herself a little more, so her pussy was seated neatly on his mouth in a dirty little kiss.
He groaned louder and his cock twitched, flopping from one thigh to the other.
That made her curious. She knew her little asshole was right above his nose in this position. Did he like it? Did he like that she was about to sit on his face and mash her stinker against his face?
She dared to try.
He groaned louder and, to her delight, his cock went fully hard.
“You like that, baby? You like eating my pussy with my asshole in your face?”
He groaned louder and his hips bucked, fucking the air, his cock desperate for any source of friction.
Keeping herself firmly planted on his lips, she bent at the waist and lowered her mouth to his cock. She wrapped her lips around it and sank deep, her nose nearly touching his taint as she took him almost into her throat.
He moaned and started gorging himself on the juices leaking from her pussy. His cock hardened against her tongue and she treated him to a few loving, sloppy swipes before pulling him out and suckling on the head. His hips began to buck again, fucking his cock into her mouth.
She could already taste that he was close. Just from this brief foreplay he was leaking precum and ready to explode. He’d never had great stamina but he could go for a while if they took it slow and gentle.
Anything dirtier or with a hint of kink got his engine roaring and his balls clutched up tight between his legs in no time.
She didn’t mind this time. She had more designs on the evening than just a quick sixty-nine so if he blew his first load now that would only mean he’d be able to last longer a second time.
She gave him what he wanted. Started bobbing up and down on his hard organ, letting the head nearly kiss the back of her throat. He wasn’t long enough to reach all the way which meant she could really let him fuck her face without worrying she was going to gag.
She felt him harden and wrapped her fist around the base of his cock, ready to pump him through his climax when it came. She didn’t much fancy the taste of it in her mouth.
He grunted and jabbed his cock up and she felt it thicken, then jerk, as the first spurt of his eruption shot through the shaft.
She pulled her mouth off and slid her hand up to the head and started to pump. She rocked her hips back and forth, urging him to keep licking her as she pumped his balls dry and felt him writhe beneath her with what seemed to be a very pleasant climax.
His cock spat jizz and it flew down between his legs and onto the sheets, which she made a mental note to change tomorrow. She kept pulling on his prick until his balls were dry and she heard the satisfied, less hungry moan of her sated man.
She was really worked up horny now. Her pussy was drooling and her pelvis was nice and tight, ready to come any time she wanted. There was more fun to be had, though.
She stroked him a few more times, then swung on leg over his head and then the other, turning so she was face towards him again. She shuffled up onto his chest and sat so he had access to her pussy with his mouth and tongue again.
“What a good boy, coming for me like that,” she whispered, eyeing him and smiling.
He looked up at her with renewed wonder. They usually came together and she didn’t normally carry on after a climax. This was different and she could see he was curious about what was going to happen next.
“I have to tell you something,” she whispered, stroking the side of his face with a finger. “Keep licking, baby.”
He dutifully slipped his clit into her mouth and started suckling.
She studied his eyes as his jaw moved pleasantly between her legs. She could see the curiosity in them, along with a certain longing.
She still wasn’t sure if she should do this. There was always the risk that he’d have a bad reaction.
Mark wasn’t the sort to fly off the handle, though. At most he’d get a little introverted and not want to talk about it.
She didn’t want that but it wasn’t like he was going to erupt and ruin the evening if he didn’t like it.
She reached back and wrapped her hand around his cock. It was wet and sticky with his cum. She gave it a few lazy strokes until she felt it start to firm up again.
“I didn’t know if I should tell you this. But we’re always supposed to be honest with each other, right?”
His eyes widened even more and he nodded. He kept a steady rhythm with his tongue.
“Well, here’s the thing. There’s this doctor at the hospital,” she whispered. Her eyes widened when she felt his cock twitch in her hand. She gave it a few more strokes, firming it up some more.
“He’s really nice and we chat sometimes. But today? Today he…he was kind of inappropriate.”
Mark’s cock throbbed against her palm.
Her pulse kicked up a few notches. Was this real? Was this really making him excited?
“Baby, he kind of flirted with me a little.”
She felt him shudder between her legs.
“And I kind of flirted back,” she lied.
His hips jerked up, his body trying to fuck her hand harder at her little story.
“Are you mad at me, baby?” she asked, her voice high and as innocent as she could make it sound.
He was lapping at her pussy so hungrily now. His eyes were fixed on hers and he looked like she’d put him into a trance with her confession. He turned his head side to side.
“Oh, that’s such a relief,” she said, still staying in character for him. She bit down on the corner of her mouth. “Cause the thing is, baby, I’ve…oooh, I don’t know if I should tell you this…” she said, looking off to one side.
His tongue was thrashing at her clit and it was all she could do to keep herself from coming. He gave a few jerky and eager nods.
“Well, the thing is, he kind of called me out on something. See, I’ve been…” She bit her lips again. She could feel that he was wild with excitement beneath her. “I’ve been kind of checking him out.”
He huffed and his cock went rock hard in her hand. He closed his eyes and sucked her clit deeper into his mouth, spinning fast circles around it with his tongue.
“Oh god, Mark,” she gasped. “Mark you’re going to make me come.”
He doubled down on his efforts. His eyes flew open and he stared straight into hers.
Her hips began to roll. Back and forth, back and forth, grinding her pussy against his mouth as the pressure built inside her.
Her mind swam with a slurry of lewd thoughts. Seeing Mark’s face between her legs. Feeling his cock harden when she told him about Dr. Johnson. Feeling his reaction beneath her body.
It all came together and she felt herself rocketing towards an orgasm.
“Oh god, Mark! I’m gonna come!”
She did her best to keep stroking him but finally just kept her hand still and let him fuck it as the climax took her. She grabbed her breast with her other hand and pinched the nipple. Peppering the pleasure that came roaring through her with a twinge of pain to make it count.
She felt her pussy clench and start to ooze and it felt so dirty knowing she was coming all over Mark’s face like that. Telling him about flirting with her doctor friend and feeling his cock so hard.
She felt it thicken in her hand again and knew he was about to blow but she wanted more from him still. She hadn’t expected this reaction. She let go and heard him whimper at the denied orgasm but he kept licking her as she writhed through a climax above him.
As it passed, she slowed her hip roll and got her breath under control. Then she slowly slid off his face and backwards down his chest and tummy leaving a much greasier trail than she had on the way up. She got onto his lap and tucked a hand between them to point him at her swollen pussy.
He gasped and held his breath as she swallowed his hard prick with her cunt.
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The way he shuddered under her as she sheathed him gave her all kinds of tingles and squeezes. She clenched the walls of her pussy, clutching at him. 
She took a strange pride in how tight that orifice remained, even though it wasn’t of her own doing. Mark jokingly complained about it sometimes when she mounted him and made him spurt in under two minutes.
Now it gave her even more of a sense of control over him. Even more gentle domination over her precious guy.
He closed his eyes and shuddered again as she gripped him.
Another thing she took pride in, and did have something to do with, were the regular Kegel exercises she performed. Strengthening her pelvic floor so she could elicit just this reaction from him.
“Pussy tight enough?” she whispered, grinning at him.
“Oh god, Amy,” he whimpered. His eyes fluttered open.
She gazed into them, searching for the real true feelings behind his climax. “I guess you’re not too upset about my story then?” she asked.
“No,” he whispered, shaking his head and staring back at her with that wondrous gaze.
“It was kind of hot, huh?” she pressed.
He nodded.
She rewarded him with a gentle roll of her hips and another squeeze with her wet walls.
He groaned and his hips bucked as he tried to dive over the edge she’d let him to.
“Unh-uh. No sir,” she said, shaking her head. “No coming until I say so, okay baby?”
His jaw fell and a look of consternation furrowed his brow but he nodded.
She could tell he loved this. He loved letting her take charge and playfully boss him around in bed. It warmed her heart.
He really was solid as granite inside her. His cock felt so good against her softness and she wanted to savour the feeling without chasing after an orgasm. She’d give him a whopper when the time came.
“I have another secret if you want to hear it?”
The way he stared at her nearly made her laugh. Like he was seeing her for the first time and falling in love on the spot. It was lovely.
“I kind of have a crush on him, Mark. On Dr. Johnson, I  mean.”
His body’s reaction was immediate. His cock went from granite to steel inside her and she saw his pulse quicken in his carotid.
Whatever his conscious reaction was, his instinctual response was obvious. Thinking of her with another man, imagining that, was turning him on. He was becoming highly sexually aroused by the notion.
She pressed her hands against his chest and sat up on his lap, sinking him even deeper into herself. Her hands drifted up her body and she cupped her breasts and shook them for him.
She watched, delighted, as his eyes roamed her curves and locked onto her breasts when they moved.
His cock was throbbing inside her now. Probably leaking fluid with each pulse and it turned her on so much that she could get him this turned on.
What would it be like, she wondered, coming home and telling him all about a date she’d gone on with Dr. Johnson? What would it be like relating to him that she’d allowed herself to be seduced and let Dr. Johnson into her body?
It made her pussy clench and her jaw drop. She drew in a heavy breath.
Pressing her palms against his chest again, she rocked back and forth. Slowly kneading his hard shaft with her inner muscles and feeling fresh pleasure of her own welling from between her legs.
“Oh god, Amy!” he moaned, obviously on the verge of a big one.
She stopped dead-still. Teased him some more by twisting her shoulders and shaking her tits at him.
“Please!” he begged.
She rolled his tiny nipples in between fingers and thumbs, then pinched to give him a little spike of pain through his pleasure.
He jolted underneath her.
The motion was enough to set her off. Her ass started bouncing, twerking on his lap. Her pussy slurping up and down his shaft as she started chasing another climax.
He groaned and his expression strained. His back came up off the bed, his body curling towards a fetal position.
Then he shouted and she felt the first pulse of his ejection, followed by that warm, gooey spurt of man-juice into her tight cavern.
It set her off. A burst of tight contractions in her pelvis made her moan and collapse on top of him, her ass still moving up and down as they shared a climax.
She clung to him as she rubbed and rubbed his cock inside her greasy sheath until she felt it start to soften. She slowed, then stopped, laying her head down on him, cheek against his chest.
She listened to his heart pump for a while. When it slowed, she slipped him out of herself and spilled gently off his body to lay on her side next to him.
He stared up at the ceiling for a long time.
She gave him time. Mark needed more time than most guys to process things emotionally, even if he didn’t know that about himself.
Finally, he turned his head and locked eyes with her.
She smiled. “What did you think?” she whispered.
“Did all that stuff really happen?” he asked.
“More or less.”
He stared at her for a while. “Why’d you tell me all that stuff?”
She let out a soft sigh. “The girls at brunch.”
“Huh?” he asked furrowing his brow.
She let out a quiet laugh. “The girls I go to brunch with. Half of them have been having sex with other guys. And their husband’s think it’s hot. I guess I thought I’d see what my husband thought.”
It was way more honest and direct than she’d thought she was going to get but it felt good to tell him. It felt good getting it off her chest and mind.
Mark thought about it for a while, his eyes moving side to side. “You want to do that?” he asked.
She got up onto one elbow and pulled a pillow down over her breasts because she could see they were distracting him. “I don’t know. Not necessarily. I just thought it would be fun to sexy talk about it. Did you have fun?”
To be honest, now that she’d dirty talked about it it kind of took some of the pressure off.
He thought about her question for a while, then nodded. “I don’t know if…” he began, then trailed off.
“Relax, silly goose,” she said, chuckling. “We don’t have to make any life-altering decisions about it. I just thought it would be fun to mix things up.” She petted his cheek then laid a gentle kiss on his mouth.
Mark wandered off into his thoughts some more and she laid back down on her side and watched him. “So, uh, what’s he like?”
“Who? Dr. Johnson?”
He nodded.
“Well, he’s very smart and very handsome. He’s kind and thoughtful. He’s a great doctor and a great part of the team at the hospital.”
He thought some more. “Would you?”
She smiled. “Would I do it?”
He nodded.
She felt a tickle underneath her belly. It was so fun just talking about this! “I guess…that depends.”
“On what?”
“How you’d feel about it. And if we were sure it wasn’t ever going to become a problem.”
He studied her intently. “Do you want to?”
She giggled. “That depends on how you’d feel about it and if we were sure it wasn’t ever going to become a problem. But Mark, we don’t have to do this. I didn’t bring this up to force you into making a decision or anything. I just wanted to see if it turned you on.”
“It turned me on a lot,” he said.
She could tell he was grappling with that. He wasn’t sure how to feel about it. “Just keep it in your mind for a while then. You can tell me what you think about it when you get back. How long are you gone for?”
“Probably three days this time,” he said.
She flashed a bright smile. “That’ll be three days that I’ll be sure you’ll be thinking about me!”
He scowled. “I always think about you.”
“Oh, baby,” she said, cuddling closer and petting his cheek. “I know you do. I was just trying to be cute.”
“I love you,” he whispered, pressing his forehead against hers.
“I love you too,” she whispered back. They kissed again and then she smiled at him.
They laid there for a while. She started getting chilled so she pushed the covers down and crawled under them.
Mark got up and walked out to the bathroom.
She had the thought that maybe she should shower but she kind of liked falling asleep with the gooey feeling between her legs and knowing that his warmth was up inside her.
Her eyes bugged wide when Mark walked back into the room and his cock was hard.
He walked around to her side of the bed, gazing at her with a hungry lust in his eyes. Pulling back the covers, he knelt on the bed, then tucked a knee between her thighs and pried them open.
“Again?” she asked, laughing softly. This was…novel.
He didn’t reply. He crawled in between her legs and pulled the covers up, cloaking them in each other’s warmth. He held his cock in one hand and found her soft opening, then eased himself inside.
She drew in a shallow breath at the fresh penetration. He was as hard as he’d been when she’d mounted him, something that seemed physiologically impossible. They were still young but it normally took him a while.
She gasped when he pinned her wrists to the bed and thrust into her. She could see in his eyes exactly what had inspired this fresh erection and another round of fucking.
And this time he was in charge. This time he wanted to show her who was boss and who would call the shots and she loved that.
She opened her legs wide for him and arched her back, making her breasts just up and out.
She closed her eyes and whimpered as Mark dug in and started rutting, her thoughts on another man entirely.
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They spent the morning lazing around in bed until nearly ten o’clock. Then Mark had to get up and get showered and out the door. 
Amy got up with him and made sandwiches for the road while got ready. Turkey breast and cheddar with lots of crunchy lettuce and tomatoes they way he liked.
She washed out his big thermos and filled it with a fresh pot of coffee, then waited until he was ready to see him off at noon.
She could tell he was a little withdrawn and knew what was on his mind. But she’d learned over the years to give him time to sort his own thoughts out. There was no use diving in and making him have a big conversation about something he hadn’t arranged in his mind.
He started his truck and got his tools in the back, then came and picked up the brown bag lunch and thermos.
She stood at the front door in her bathrobe.
“I wish I didn’t have to go,” he said.
It squeezed her heart because that wasn’t something he’d ever normally say. He prided himself in doing whatever it took to keep them fed and with a roof over their heads.
“Baby,” she said, touching his arm and leaning in to kiss him. “I wish you didn’t have to go either. Just three days and then the job is done, right?”
He smiled at her and nodded, then leaned in and kissed her. He turned and walked down the driveway and got into the truck.
It was hard watching him go after he’d said that. She couldn’t help but wonder if she’d mistimed her dirty-talking. Maybe shouldn’t have done it when he was working away from home and had nothing but time to ruminate.
She waved at him as he pulled out of the driveway and he waved back and then he was gone.
She set her worry aside and went inside and started getting ready. There were groceries to do, and laundry, all hopefully before she went and picked the kids up from school.
On the way up the stairs she checked her calendar on her phone and her stomach sank. Had she read this wrong? She had a seven AM shift tomorrow morning she’d been sure she asked to have off. There was no way she was getting the kids off on her own with Mark gone.
A thought struck her, slightly mischievous, slightly guilty. She pulled up her contacts and tapped on Mark’s mom.
“Hello?” Rosie’s voice was saying after a few ringtones.
“Rosie it’s Amy. How were the kids last night?”
Rosie laughed on the other end. “Absolutely exhausting but absolutely delightful! Did you two have fun?”
Amy smiled. “Your son is so sweet for doing that. Thank-you so much for taking them.”
“It really was a pleasure. What’s up? Mark get away alright?” Rosie asked.
“He did,” she said. More guilt fluttered through her at what she was about to ask. “Rosie I just realized I’ve got a 7 o’clock tomorrow morning. I don’t know how I missed it I asked for no mornings while Mark was out of town.”
“You need me to hang onto them for one more night?”
“Ugh, I feel terrible asking about it and if you can’t it’s…”
“Say no more!” Rosie said, obviously grinning. “We got into the tumbleblox last night and they were having a blast. All they could talk about this morning was how sad they were that they weren’t coming back. They’re gonna be so thrilled when grandma picks them up from school!”
“Aw, Rosie, I’d appreciate that so much.”
“I’ve got your back, kid. You guys are so busy and with Mark being gone I don’t even know how you’re holding it all together. Alright, on that note, that means I’m going to have to get ready for another evening with those whippersnappers.”
“Thanks again, Rosie.”
“You got it. I’ll talk to you soon!”
Amy breathed a sigh of relief as she hung up the phone. Her guilt had eased from Rosie’s enthusiasm and now she had a whole evening to herself to look forward to. Mark’s visit had been so awesome but she hadn’t had a night to herself in…what? Months? Years?!?
She still had groceries and laundry to do, though.
She got herself showered and organized and was out the door by one. She drove to the big box store on Allen for the staples. Toilet paper, paper towels, cleaning product and detergents. Then she decided to treat herself to some decent produce at the Fresh Smart.
She got a basket and strolled through the vegetables, picking out perfectly ripe tomatoes and a big head of lettuce for a chef’s salad that evening. She made a detour to the deli to check out some of the fruit salads for dessert.
“Amy?”
She turned at hearing her name and a tremor of excitement shot through her. “Dr. Johnson!”
Her heart rate immediately picked up as she recalled not just the last time they’d spoken but her tawdry evening with Mark the night before. Heat flared across her face and the same embarrassment she’d felt at the hospital gripped her.
Dr. Johnson wore narrow jeans and leather loafers and a polo shirt under a black bomber jacket. He smiled at her. “Okay, so, first things first. Out here it’s Hector. And second of all if I need to apologize again for making things awkward at the hospital yesterday I’m happy to do that. But I certainly don’t want to inspire that blush every time I say hello,” he said, chuckling.
She let out a nervous laugh and tried to calm herself down with a few deep breaths. “I’m sorry. You know me. I’m not usually like this,” she said, trying desperately not to fan her face in his presence. She was behaving like such a fangirl!
“Look, we can just forget about what happened yesterday if you like. I really did just want to check in on you and make sure everything was alright. I’m sorry about the added overture and for reading things wrong.”
A part of her wanted desperately to tell him he’d read nothing wrong. “Thanks,” she muttered. “You really don’t have to apologize. Things have just been so busy I think…I think it just kind of caught me off guard.”
He watched her for a few long moments, his expression friendly and a little bit curious. He glanced at her basket. “No chicken fingers for the kids?” he asked, one corner of his mouth curling higher.
She sighed and smiled and looked up at the ceiling, her awkwardness easing. “My mother in law’s got them this evening. Mark came home last night and surprised me. And then I realized I’ve got a seven o’clock tomorrow morning and I just couldn’t get them to the before school program and myself to work on time so Rosie said she’d take them again for the night. Rosie’s my mother in law. You don’t need to know that,” she said, giggling and blushing again.
The embarrassment came flooding back. She really was acting like a starstruck teenager around him. She’d need to do something about that because she couldn’t let this happen every time they ran into each other at the hospital.
He glanced at her groceries again. “So, you’re alone for the evening?” he asked.
Her stomach tightened. “Um, well, yeah. Technically,” she muttered.
“How about you let me take you to dinner then? My treat. A hardworking gal like you deserves a break every now and again.”
That only deepened her blush.
“Relax, Amy. No funny business. Just a couple of colleagues out sharing a meal. Mark won’t mind, will he?”
Her face went even redder. Thinking of all the dirty things she’d said to Mark last night. How she’d twisted Dr. Johnson, Hector, into their sex life. Thinking about it now made her want to run back to the car and never go back to work again in her life.
“Mark won’t mind, will he?”
The way he repeated the question, his tone with a hint of edge to it, made it sound almost like a dare.
She looked down at her grocery basket, then up at him. Was she crazy? What was she doing? She should just tell him Mark probably would and go home and make herself a salad.
Except now she’d involved Mark in her little fantasy, her little crush. He’d told her it turned him on. Given her permission, if not to act on it, then at least to indulge her feelings about it.
Dr. Johnson was standing there, staring expectantly at her. Asking her if her husband would mind if he took her for dinner, not knowing how salaciously she’d talked about him the night before.
“I don’t think he’d mind, no,” she said quietly.
He reached down and plucked her basket out of her hand and set it next to a big crate full of apples. “Then I don’t understand what we’re waiting for.” He held out an arm in a very old-fashioned and chivalrous way.
She wasn’t sure she was ready for that yet. She giggled again. “I’ve, uh, I’ve got my car in the parking lot.”
“Don’t worry about that. Just leave it there and we can come back for it. I know a great little Italian place just around the corner. What do you say?”
She furrowed her brow and glanced at her basket. The salad ingredients in it were safe and boring. This handsome guy was exciting and fun. “You mean right now? It’s two in the afternoon.”
“Shoulder season’s the best time to travel and between the rush is the best time to eat. You’re gonna love it.” This time he put his hand under her arm and started marching her towards the big sliding doors.
She giggled as giddiness swept through her. An evening alone, or an evening with Dr. Johnson? What would she tell Mark?
* * *
The Italian place was fabulous.
The Italian place was fabulous.
They started with crispy arancini, golden rice balls oozing with mozzarella, followed by a delicate carpaccio drizzled with lemon and olive oil. Hector ordered a bottle of Vermentino, crisp and citrusy, which paired perfectly with the bruschetta that came next. The tomatoes were so fresh they burst on her tongue.
The pasta courses were to die for. First, silky cacio e pepe, simple but divine, then a rich pappardelle with wild boar ragu that made her close her eyes and let out a soft moan.
Hector watched her reaction, grinning.
“Good?”
“Incredible,” she breathed.
“I told you!”
He switched the wine to a bold Barolo for the main, osso buco so tender the meat fell off the bone, served over creamy risotto Milanese. Amy couldn’t remember the last time she’d eaten like this.
Dessert was tiramisu, espresso-soaked and heavenly, with tiny glasses of limoncello to finish.
She sat back in her chair, pleasantly buzzed and utterly satisfied. “I can’t believe we just did that.”
“Why not?” Hector leaned forward, his eyes intent on hers. “You deserve to be spoiled, Amy.”
Her stomach fluttered. The way he said her name felt dangerous. “I’m gonna have to take a cab home. I drank too much.” Suddenly the buzz wore off of the evening. “Oh shit! I can’t do that I need my car to get to work tomorrow!”
“Hey! Amy. Relax.” His deep baritone voice was deeply reassuring. Like Dr. Hector Johnson was going to make everything A-okay.
“I’ll split a cab with you.”
She scowled at him. “What? What part of town do you live in?”
“Doesn’t matter. I’ll take you to your house then walk back to the store and drive your car back. That’ll give me time to sober up and you time to get ready for your day tomorrow.”
“I can’t ask you to do that,” she protested.
“Well you’re not asking. I’m telling you that’s what I’m gonna do. Now come on. Let’s get this show on the road.”
When they walked out of the darkened restaurant she was blinded by the sunlight and realized it was only four in the afternoon. She could have probably just walked around the block a few times and sobered enough to get herself home.
But Hector was already hailing a cab and packing her into it. Squeezing in beside her and before she knew it she was telling the driver the address.
Her face warmed as they rode along in silence. She could feel an achy arousal that had grown steadily between her legs as they ate. Now it felt dangerous and threatening.
Not like she was going to do anything about it. That would be crazy! But he was dropping her off at her house and going to get her car for her. Wouldn’t it at least be polite to invite him in for a drink?
Don’t think like that!
A few minutes later they were pulling up to the curb in front of the house. She tried to pay for the cab but Hector insisted and they both got out and stood at the foot of the driveway as it pulled away.
“Keys?” he asked.
Her stomach fluttered as she glanced at him and smiled. She knew she should stick with the plan. Let him walk back to the store parking lot and get the car and drive it back here.
The booze had loosened up a naughty impulse inside her, though. Stripped some inhibitions that normally would have kept her in line. “Do you, uh, do you want to come in and have a glass of water or something?” she asked.
The smile he gave her made it clear this was a bad idea all around. “Sure. Why not?”
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Her stomach tightened as they stepped through the door and into the house. She was crossing a line here she knew she shouldn’t cross. 
Going for a friendly dinner was one thing. She should have known better, though. She should have known that that one friendly thing could easily lead to another. Especially when there was booze involved.
Now Dr. Hector Johnson was standing in her front hallway right behind her. Standing there and making her stomach flutter and her pussy moisten.
I should tell him to leave.
She didn’t trust herself any longer. She didn’t trust herself to keep this within the confines of a friendly interaction with a colleague. “The kitchen’s just over here,” she said, heading towards the back of the house.
She heard him following her but didn’t dare turn around. She felt like if she looked him in the eye she was giving him permission to take this a step further. She didn’t want to give him any signs that might be misunderstood.
At the same time she wanted to give him all of the signs.
She pulled a glass out of the cupboard and filled it with water, then set it on the counter and turned around crossing her arms over her chest and smiling at the ceiling.
Hector ignored the glass of water and stepped right up in front of her. So close his muscled abs brushed against her forearm.
Her arousal response shocked her. Her knees went weak and her pussy flooded with moisture. She couldn’t help but look into his eyes because he was just right there. There was nowhere else to look.
He tipped his head slightly and smiled at her.
She returned the smile, trying to act calm but her heart was beating hard.
“Amy,” he said softly. He leaned in even closer.
She gave no resistance as he pressed his lips against hers and slowly slipped his tongue into her mouth. It tangled with hers and she kissed him back, their mouths moving in tandem.
She knew this was wrong. She knew this was going too far. This was cheating. Somehow that thought only made it hotter. Her pussy was so soaked it was dampening her panties.
He kissed her for a long time. Lapping slowly at her tongue, exploring her mouth with his and turning his head to taste her from every angle.
He was a good kisser and it only made her wetter between the legs.
When he pulled away and looked into her eyes he smiled again. “Wow,” he whispered. “That was even better than I imagined. You’re so smoking hot I could do that all night.”
The words me too stayed on the tip of her tongue. She didn’t dare say them out loud.
“What do you think, Amy? You think Mark would mind?”
Her eyes widened at the bold question. His confidence was incredibly arousing. Walking into another man’s house, kissing his wife, then asking if she thought her husband would mind?
He put a hand on her still crossed arms and pulled them away from her chest.
Her lips parted and she drew in a quiet breath when he cupped her breast with his strong hand. The touch was so tender.
He leaned in again and kissed her before she could answer him.
She let herself sink into the moment, ignoring the moral strength she would need to summon to tell him to leave. Just a few more seconds of bliss…
“Amy?”
Mark’s voice wrenched her from her euphoria.
Her eyes shot open and she gasped and startled, turning her head in the direction it had come from. Her jaw dropped when she saw him standing in shorts and an old beat up white t-shirt holding a socket wrench. “Oh my god, Mark,” she whispered, covering her mouth with a hand.
Her mind started racing. Throwing up excuses and explanations she could offer up for why she’d been caught in this compromised position. They were all ridiculous. Preposterous.
There was only one explanation. She’d allowed Dr. Johnson to wine and dine her and then brought him home knowing she’d be seduced by him. That was the truth and that was all she would be able to offer by way of explanation.
Then the ball would be in Mark’s court.
She started thinking of what she would say. How, exactly, she would beg him not to be mad. Not to leave her. To think of the kids and…
Hector stepped away from her, turned and walked to where Mark was standing in the hall. He smiled at him and held out a hand. “Dr. Hector Johnson,” he said. “You just be Mark.”
Her jaw dropped at the audacity of it. Talk about ballsy. Offering to shake the hand of the man whose wife your mouth had just been on. Said man holding a socket wrench?
Mark stared at him like he couldn’t believe it either, though he looked more awe-struck than angry.
She was stunned when he reached out and shook Hector’s outstretched hand.
“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Hector said. He turned his head to regard both of them. “Well, I suppose it’s up to you two what happens next. I can head out and go get your car like we planned. Or we can…whatever! The sky’s the limit!” he said, chuckling.
Amy just stood there staring at him and wondering if he’d gone insane? Who says something like that after they’ve been caught making out with someone’s spouse?
“You know, I’m gonna give you two a moment. Mark where’s your bathroom?”
Mark blinked and seemed to come to his senses. He waved a greasy hand in the direction of the bathroom. “Second door on the right.”
Hector turned and walked out of sight. A moment later the door to the bathroom clicked shut.
Mark stared at Amy for a few seconds, then set the wrench down on a chair and walked towards her.
“Oh my god, Mark, I don’t even know what to say. What are you doing here? What are you doing at home?”
“Truck broke down an hour out of town. Gonna be in the shop until at least tomorrow.”
She put a hand over her mouth again, lowered her eyes and shook her head. “I’m so sorry. I’m so, so sorry,” she muttered. “I got carried away. There’s no excuse. I ran into him at the store and I got carried away and I made bad choices and it’s all my fault and I just hope that…”
He stepped towards her and pressed his hand gently against her arm.
She stopped mid-sentence and looked up to see him staring at her with that same wondrous look from last night. She didn’t dare hope he might not be pissed off.
Surely even her thoughtful, tender husband had his limits?
“I want to watch it,” he whispered.
Her eyes widened. Had he really just said that? Did he mean what she thought he meant? Was he serious or was this some trap he was laying for her to walk into? “What?”
He pulled her arm towards himself and slid his hand down over hers, then brought it up between his legs. He pressed her palm against his rigid erection. “I was in the garage. I heard voices. I came out and saw him kissing you and I just stood there and watched. Were you going to do it? Were you going to have sex with him?”
Her brow arched as an almost painful jolt of guilt shot through here. “Oh, Mark…”
“No, no. I mean it. I want to know. I’m not mad. I just want to know if you were going to do it or not? I don’t want to make you. But if you were I…I want to see it.”
He seemed sincere. Like he just really wanted to know the answer. Not to pass judgment. Not to make her feel bad. Just to know whether he’d be able to watch or not.
That thought scared her. She wasn’t sure she could do that. Dirty-talking about it was one thing. Sleeping with Hector was one thing. Mark actually watching? That was a whole different ballgame.
“Well? Were you?”
She owed him an answer. An honest one. “I…I think so,” she said quietly. His cock throbbed against her hand.
He seemed to realize he was still pressing her against his junk and let her hand fall away. “Do you think I could? Would you let me watch?”
Her heart just melted. Her sweet Mark politely asking her if she’d mind if he watched her having sex with another man. The man she’d nearly, kind of, cheated on still being so kind even though she’d almost been a dirty slut and cheated on him.
She could see now he wanted this. She’d felt the evidence with her own hand. His stiff cock hardening when she admitted she would have slept with Hector.
She knew she owed it to him. If this was going to be his reaction and she’d been going to do it anyway, who was she to tell him no?
The thought filled her with dread. Could she really do that? Could she really perform for him like that? She couldn’t imagine how embarrassed that would make her feel. “Mark…I don’t know if I can.”
The hope drained from his expression.
“Don’t know if you can what?” Hector’s cheerful voice came from behind Mark in the hallway a moment before he popped into view.
He walked into the kitchen, his mood as buoyant as it had been all afternoon, seemingly oblivious to what was going on between the two of them.
Mark turned to face him. “You were going to have sex with my wife,” he said.
Hector held up both hands. “Guilty as charged,” he said, chuckling.
“I wanted to see it.”
Amy covered her mouth again as it opened. She couldn’t believe what she’d just heard.
Hector smiled. “Well then I think we’ve got ourselves the makings of a fine evening.”
Mark shook his head. “She doesn’t think she can do it. I don’t think she wants me watching.”
She had no idea what had Mark cracking open and spilling it all to Hector. The man was charming but this was crazy.
Hector chuckled again. He stepped around Mark and casually wrapped his arms around Amy, then tipped his head and kissed the side of her neck. “I don’t think she knows what she’s talking about,” he said, trailing a line of sloppy kisses up the side of her neck.
Mark turned and their eyes met over Hector’s shoulder.
A wave of embarrassment crashed over her as her cheeks flushed. Another man was kissing her neck and her husband was right there.
Hector pulled away and stepped around behind her. He wrapped his arms around her waist, then drew his hands up to cup her breasts.
Mark’s eyes fell to her chest and he blinked a few times.
When Hector laid another line of kisses on the other side of her neck, she couldn’t help but tilt her head. The feeling of his lips on her soft skin sent delicious ripples of skin-prickling pleasure raining down her back. Her pussy squeezed.
Mark looked up and their gazes met.
Excitement surged through her and the inhibitions that had snapped back into place when Mark appeared, gradually started falling away again.
How could his gaze make her this hot with another man’s hands on her?
“Should we find somewhere a little more comfortable than the kitchen?” Hector asked.
“The bedroom’s this way,” Mark said.
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Hector kept his arms wrapped around her even as he started moving after Mark. His touch was greedier now. Pawing at her breasts and hips and waist, then moving back to grab her ass as she walked. 
She was still embarrassed but her disbelief that this was happening at all had muted that feeling.
Each of Hector’s touches brought a fresh wave of arousal crashing over her. Her panties were soaked. Mark was going to see that. Mark was going to see just how aroused another man made her.
“I don’t…I don’t know about this,” she said, a slight panic gripping her as they stepped into the bedroom.
Mark was standing in the corner and Hector had begun to untuck her shirt to pull it off.
She hunched her shoulders and held her arms against her body, resisting the undressing.
“Mark. You’re going to have to help me on this one,” Hector said. “Will you convince your lovely wife to take some clothes off?” He stepped back behind her and she heard him undoing his belt.
Mark stared at her for a few moments before approaching. His eyes had taken on a certain look he sometimes got. A determination that Amy knew was not to be trifled with. He really wanted to see this.
“Baby, I love you,” he whispered.
“Mark, I love you too it’s just…”
“You were going to do it. You were going to do it anyways, right? Just pretend I’m not here. Pretend you’re alone with him.”
A pleading sound escaped her. “I don’t know if I can!”
He stepped even closer, then leaned forward and kissed her.
She could barely believe that, either. He hated PDA’s and Hector was right there behind them.
“Baby. Please,” he said, pulling away. He pinched the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up over her belly button.
He wanted this badly. She could see it in the way he was looking at her. She just didn’t know if she could…
He took a step back, letting go of her shirt. He gripped his own and pulled it up over his head.
She gasped at the sight of his bare chest.
He pushed his shorts down his legs and now he was standing naked in front of her. “There. Now you’re not going to be the only one that’s naked.”
She glanced down at his cock. It was red and engorged and twitching in time with his heartbeat. She couldn’t believe he’d stripped. He wasn’t a walk around naked in the locker room kind of guy. Sometimes he’d get shy just being naked around her if they weren’t mid-act. “Okay,” she whispered. “Okay I’ll do it.”
Hector was up behind her immediately. Wrapping his hands around her and kissing her neck again. “Of course you will. Of course you’ll do it. I’ve seen the way you’ve been looking at me. Your wife’s been giving me the eye at work, Mark,” he said, chuckling.
She locked eyes with Mark again, horrified at what his reaction might be. She’d dirty-talked it all the night before but this was another guy saying it to his face. Saying it to his face with his hands all over her.
Hector palmed her breast and kneaded it.
Mark wrapped his hand around his cock and started stroking himself, his eyes locked on that big, black paw groping her.
Her anxiety about doing this in front of Mark was slowly peeled away with Hector’s kisses.
She let him pull her shirt up over her head. She felt him fiddling with her bra. It loosened and when he pulled it down her arms she hunched her back and put an arm up over her breasts.
“She always this shy?” Hector asked. It was just a tease and his tone was playful.
“No sir,” Mark said, shaking his head.
“Don’t be shy, Amy,” Hector said. He buried his face in her neck and gave her a big, sucking kiss at the base of it as he played with her breasts.
Mark’s mouth opened and he stared with rapt fascination at what was happening to her.
Somehow his gaze, the intensity of it, loosened her up even more. She’d been doing this for herself but now she was doing it for him, too. Maybe she could put on a little show for him? Maybe she could put on a little performance that would make this even more special? “You like that, baby? You like seeing him play with my tits?”
Mark shuddered as he let out a breath. He nodded, his eyes darting from her face to Hector’s big dark hands on her tits.
She put her hands over Hector’s, guiding his motions. Making him squeeze her breasts, then pinch her nipples until they were fully stiff.
Hector laughed against her neck. “That’s it. That’s the spirit. That’s more like it, isn’t it Mark?”
Mark nodded again, just absolutely lost in his trance.
Hector’s hands slipped down to her jeans and popped the button and slid the zipper down. He tucked his hands into them and slowly worked them down her legs.
She wiggled to help, giving Mark a little show with her hips.
Hector got down on his knees behind her and pulled her shoes off, then pulled her jeans off over her feet.
Now she was standing naked, except for her underwear.
Hector’s hands slid back up her legs and he made a satisfied humming sound as he stood up. “Girl that is the most perfect mom bod I’ve ever seen.“ His hands swept around to her tummy and up to her breasts again, then down to her ass. “You gonna help me get undressed?”
She turned and was startled to face him again. She suddenly felt so exposed and vulnerable and Mark was standing right there behind her.
“Unh-uh, don’t you get all skittish on me we’re just starting to have a good time.” Hector grabbed his shirt and pulled it up and off over his head, tossing it to the floor.
Her eyes widened at the sight of his torso. Dr. Hector Johnson was ripped. Apparently every spare minute he had away from the ER was spent at the gym because his chest looked like it had been carved from granite and his arms were jacked.
The thought of taking a man like that sent a signal straight to her pussy. She felt even more wetness leaking from it.
“Come here, Amy,” Hector said, taking her hand and pulling her close so she stood chest to chest with him. He leaned down and tipped his head and closed his eyes and kissed her again, his hands playing with one breast and one ass cheek.
Mark’s gaze burned behind her and the thought that he was watching all this started to drive her wild.
She kissed Hector back hard, wrapping an arm around his back and clinging to him. She lifted her other hand between his legs until she felt the outline of his cock. She could tell just from touching it he was bigger than Mark. Thicker, too.
It was only half hard and she rubbed up and down the length a few times trying to find the end of it.
“You like what you feel?” Hector asked.
She giggled and blushed, suddenly feeling bashful again.
“What do you say Mark? You want to see your wife tug on a big black cock?” Hector asked, grinning.
She glanced over her shoulder at Mark, smiled and bit her lip. He was standing a few feet from the wall, stroking his dick and gawking at them. “You want to see me touch his dick baby?”
His eyes bugged and he drew in a deep breath as he nodded.
She turned and looked up at Hector. “I guess he does,” she said, then giggled again.
Hector gave an approving nod. “Go on then. Get in there and pull it out.”
She tugged his belt open, unbuttoned his jeans and pulled the zipper down. She tucked her hand into the elastic of his underwear and slid it down his pelvis until she felt the thick root of his prick. “Holy shit,” she whispered, letting out a nervous giggle this time.
“Take it out. Show your man what you’re gonna be dealing with.” Hector’s confidence put her at ease. It seemed like he’d maybe done this before? It felt like he was in charge and that made it easier to relax.
She ran her hand along the length of his shaft. The veins bulged so much she could feel the snaking ridges against her palm. She wrapped her hand around it and lifted. The thing was heavy.
She pulled it up and pulled the elastic of his underwear away from his abdomen until the cock flopped free. It sagged toward the floor in a crescent shape, suspended by her hand, which looked tiny beneath it. The thing was huge.
Just the sight of it made her pussy even greasier. “Are you serious?” she whispered. She looked at Mark.
His jaw hung even lower as he stared at her hand dwarfed by Hector’s enormous penis.
It was hard to believe he was deriving pleasure from this. From seeing her fondling another man. But his dick was rock hard and cherry red as he stroked it.
She ran her hand along the length of the black cock, looking at Mark and studying his reaction.
His eyes followed the motion and he didn’t blink even once as he watched her.
Something about his catatonic state filled her with an impish mischief. She smiled at him as she stroked it again. “You want to see me suck on it, baby?” she asked.
“Oh god yes…” The words came out sounding pained, his voice almost trembling.
She still couldn’t fully wrap her head around why he would like this so much. But now she had not just visual evidence but verbal confirmation that this was what he wanted. He wanted to watch her do this.
“I’d like to see that, too,” Hector said.
The quip tickled her and she laughed and Hector laughed with her.
Mark just stared.
Holding onto Hector for balance, she sank to her knees in front of him. She reached up and grabbed his jeans and boxers and pulled them down, revealing legs as muscled as his arms.
He stepped out of the clothes and kicked them away.
She found herself face to face with his semi-erect dick.
She wrapped both hands around it and lifted, studying the heft and size. The shaft was as thick as her wrist and darker than the rest of him. The head was a deep purple-brown that looked almost plum-colored in the bedroom light. A thick vein ran along the underside, pulsing faintly beneath her fingertips.
Nervous excitement jolted through her at what she was about to do. She glanced over her shoulder at Mark.
He stood in the same pose, holding onto his cock and staring.
She turned back towards the cock and looked up at Hector.
He was smiling and looking very pleased with himself. “Hold up a sec,” he said. He gently pushed her hands away from his cock and gripped it. He put a finger under her chin and turned her face up so she was looking at him. Then he laid the heavy organ against her cheek and across the bridge of her nose.
She’d dated a few guys in college who’d tried shit like that with her and she’d hated it. Somehow this was different. Somehow submitting to Hector was different.
He was smart and not some dumb jock which made her feel less objectified.
“You look so pretty, nurse Amy,” Hector said.
She smiled up at him from under his prick. “Why thank-you, doctor.”
He grinned. Then he looked up at Mark. “Bro you should come see this. Come see how pretty your wife looks with this thing on her face.”
She heard Mark’s soft footsteps behind her. Then he appeared in her peripheral vision and she turned her face slightly to the side to smile at him.
He looked enraptured by the sight of her.
Feeling even more emboldened, she flicked her tongue and gave the underside of Hector’s cock a long, lazy lick.
Mark let out a shuddering breath.
“You want to see her suck on that thing, hubby?” Hector asked.
Mark nodded.
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Feeling even more courageous, she pushed Hector’s hand out of the way and wrapped hers around it. 
She smeared the cock all along her face, puckering her lips and running them along the underside. She opened her mouth and flicked at the head of it with her tongue, then closed her lips around it and slowly sank onto it.
“Fuck that’s good,” Hector said.
She kept her eyes on Mark as she gave the cock long, slow pulls with her mouth. She could see in his eyes what he craved. He wanted to see her dirty. Full slut mode taking that dick as deep as she could in all the holes she had to offer. It turned her on to think of giving that to him.
She pulled it deeper into her mouth and bobbed back and forth a few times then sucked it deeper. The feeling of it thickening against her tongue sent tingling all the way down to her pussy.
She worked the shaft down toward her throat again, eyes locked on Mark’s face. Each inch she took stretched her lips a little wider and filled her mouth fuller. She breathed through her nose, relaxed her jaw, and pushed on.
Mark’s pupils dilated as she took more. His breathing got faster and he his grip on his cock tightened.
The head bumped the back of her throat. She swallowed around it, coaxing it deeper. Her eyes watered but she didn’t look away from her husband. Something fierce and tender burned between them in this moment. Him watching her submit to another man, her doing it because she knew it drove him wild.
“Jesus Christ,” Hector groaned above her. “You’re incredible.”
His voice startled Mark, who took a step back, as if he’d just realized there was someone else in the room with them.
She pulled back for air, saliva connecting her lips to his cock, then dove back down. Deeper this time. The head breached her throat and she held it there, swallowing rhythmically. Her throat squeezed around him.
“Fuck, Amy.” Hector’s hips jerked forward slightly. “Your wife gives amazing head, Mark.”
Mark said nothing. His hand drifted to the bulge in his jeans.
She kept herself impaled, counting seconds, then withdrew slowly. Long strings of spit connected her mouth to Hector’s glistening cock. She wrapped her hand around the slick shaft, stroking it while she caught her breath.
“Like that, baby?” she asked Mark.
Mark’s hand froze on his crotch. His voice came out rough. “Yeah. Exactly like that.”
The approval in his tone sent heat surging between her legs. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling how soaked she’d become from sucking another man’s cock while her husband watched.
She leaned forward and dragged her tongue up the underside of Hector’s shaft, from base to tip, never breaking eye contact with Mark. Then she took him deep again, faster this time, finding her rhythm. Her head bobbed steadily, taking him into her throat with each forward motion.
“That’s it,” Hector encouraged, his fingers tightening in her hair. “Take all of it.”
She tried. Each time she pushed a little further, felt him a little deeper. Her eyes watered freely now, mascara probably running, but she didn’t care. Mark’s gaze burned into her, hungry and possessive.
She pulled off again, gasping, hand working the spit-slicked length. Her lips felt puffy and used. Her jaw ached.
“You look so beautiful,” Mark said quietly.
The words hit her harder than any dirty talk could have. She smiled at him, a real smile despite the debauchery, then opened her mouth wide and took Hector to the root in one smooth motion. Her nose pressed against his pelvis. She held herself there, her throat spasming around him, until her lungs screamed for air.
When she came up, Hector pulled her to her feet. His cock stood rigid between them, thick and proud and glistening with her spit.
“I think your husband wants to see more than just your mouth working,” Hector said, turning her to face Mark. His hands slid around her waist from behind, one moving up to cup her breast through her bra, the other drifting lower toward the waistband of her panties.
Mark’s eyes tracked every movement of Hector’s hands on her body.
“Let’s get these off.” Hector’s breath was hot against her ear.
He slid the panties down and off of her legs, then kissed her thigh and ass as he stood back up. He put a hand on the small of her back and walked her to the bed. He made her sit, then leaned over her and kissed her, pressing her backwards until she was lying down on the bed with her feet still on the floor.
He pulled away from the kiss and put a hand on her thigh, easing her legs apart. “Ooh, look at that beautiful pussy,” he whispered. “Look at that bud. Look how wet your wife gets from sucking my dick.”
Mark had turned and was staring at her vagina with that same stunned expression. The tip of his cock was leaking fluid and he gripped the base, probably to keep himself from climaxing.
It felt good dirty to let Hector split her legs apart wide. Let him show her husband just how lubricated she’d become sucking on the good doctor’s cock.
Hector traced his fingertips along her outer lips in light touches that made her hips twitch. He spread her open with his thumbs, exposing her completely to both men’s gazes.
“So pink,” he murmured. “So swollen.”
He leaned down and dragged his tongue along her slit in one slow pass. Amy gasped, her back arching off the bed. His mouth felt different from Mark’s. More aggressive, more demanding. He licked her again, this time circling her clit with the tip of his tongue.
She turned her head to look at Mark. His eyes were glued to where Hector’s mouth worked between her legs. The intensity of his stare made her wetter. Being watched like this, being desired by both of them at once, sent an electric pulse through her.
Hector sucked her clit into his mouth and she moaned. His tongue flicked against the sensitive pearl while he sucked, and her thighs trembled. She couldn’t hold still. Her hips rolled against his face, chasing the sensations.
He pulled back, his chin glistening with her wetness. “How’s that pussy doing?”
“Good, doctor,” she whispered.
He grinned and pressed two fingers into her, curling them upward immediately. The pressure against her G-spot made her cry out. Her hands clutched at the bedding as he stroked that spot inside her.
“Oh god,” she whimpered. “Oh fuck.”
He added his mouth back to her clit, sucking hard while his fingers pumped in and out. The dual stimulation overwhelmed her. Her thighs clamped around his head and she writhed on the bed, unable to control her body’s response.
Mark made a strangled sound. She forced her eyes open to look at him. His fist worked his cock frantically as he watched Hector finger-fuck her. The sight of her husband stroking himself to her getting eaten out pushed her closer to the edge.
Hector’s fingers curled harder, hitting that spot perfectly with each thrust. His tongue flicked rapidly against her clit and she felt the orgasm building, coiling tight in her core. Her moans got higher, more desperate. Her hips bucked against his face.
“That’s it,” Hector said against her flesh. “Come for me.”
He sealed his lips around her clit and sucked while his fingers pounded into her G-spot. She balanced right on the edge, every muscle tensed, feeling like she was about to break.
The orgasm tore through her. Her whole body went rigid and a warbling cry ripped from her throat as the climax seized her. Her pussy clamped down on Hector’s fingers and her back arched off the bed.
She thrashed against the sheets, hands twisted in the fabric, unable to control the spasms wracking through her. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her until finally she collapsed back onto the mattress.
Hector kept his fingers inside her, moving them slowly, drawing out the last tremors. Each small movement sent aftershocks trembling through her.
Through half-lidded eyes, she turned to look at Mark just as his body went rigid. His cock pulsed in his fist and thick ropes of cum shot out onto the carpet. His face twisted in ecstasy as he emptied himself, never taking his eyes off her sprawled on the bed.
Hector withdrew his fingers and licked them clean. “Get up on the bed properly.”
Amy’s limbs felt like jelly but she crawled backwards until her head hit the pillows. Hector followed, his cock swaying heavily between his legs as he moved up over her. He gripped her knees and spread them wide, settling between her thighs.
“Mark. Come here. Get a good look at this.”
Mark stumbled forward, still breathing hard from his own orgasm.
“You want to see my black cock go inside your wife?” Hector asked, positioning himself at her entrance. The thick head pressed against her opening. “You want to watch me stretch her out?”
“Yes.” Mark’s voice came out hoarse.
Amy’s heart pounded. She could feel how big he was just from the pressure against her pussy. Hector leaned down and kissed her deeply, his tongue claiming her mouth the way he was about to claim her body with his cock.
He broke the kiss and looked down at her. “Eyes on your husband.”
She turned her head to meet Mark’s gaze. Their eyes locked as Hector gripped his shaft and pressed forward. The head of his cock was thick, but her pussy was swollen and soaked from the orgasm and it slid in easily.
Mark slumped into a chair in the corner of the room and gawked at Hector entering her.
Amy pulled her gaze away from Mark and looked up at Hector. The muscles in his broad and powerful chest rippled as he moved. His dark skin gleamed.
She ran her hands over his pecs, feeling the hard muscle underneath. His shoulders were massive. His arms were thick.
She loved Mark with everything she had. But Hector was at least a foot and half taller and wide. Having all that muscle and power on top of her and inside her made her pussy clench around his cock.
She lifted her legs higher, wrapping them around his waist. He pushed deeper and the stretch increased. She savoured every inch of him as he burrowed into her. Her hands gripped his shoulders, holding on as he filled her.
“Fuck,” she gasped. “Oh fuck.”
He kept pressing forward. The stretch brought more blood rushing to her pussy, making it swell and soak. She loved the feeling of opening up around him, taking more and more of that fat cock inside herself.
He leaned down and grabbed her breast, squeezing it hard before taking her nipple into his mouth. He sucked on it, his teeth grazing the tender flesh. Then he moved to the other one, giving it the same treatment. Then his hips pressed forward again.
She felt him hit a wall inside her. “That’s it,” she gasped, her hands dropping to his belly to stay his advance. “That’s all I can take.”
Hector lifted his head from her breast and grinned down at her. “Baby, you don’t even know yourself. Relax for me.”
She tried to breathe, tried to relax her muscles. He shifted his angle slightly and pushed again. Something gave way inside her with a wet sound and suddenly he sank in fully. His pelvis pressed flush against hers. His balls rested against her ass.
“Oh my god,” she whimpered.
He was buried in her to the root. She could feel him everywhere. Deep in her belly. Touching places nothing had ever touched before. Her pussy throbbed around him as he held himself there.
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She gasped as Hector inched his hips forward, finding the very last part of the inside of her. She pressed a hand against his belly again and put one on his ass. 
“You alright? Everything okay down there?” he asked.
“I just…can you just stay there for a second?” she said, her eyes fluttering down towards her stomach. She took a hand off of his belly and laid it on her own. Up nearly at her rib cage. The point where it felt like his burrowing cock had come to rest inside her.
She slowly turned her head to look at Mark.
“He’s all up in me, baby,” she whispered. “He’s all up in my pussy. Up in here,” she said, grazing a fingertip against the top of her belly.
The dirty whisper dragged Mark back into the game. He shuffled to the edge of the armchair, his sagging cock starting to engorge again as he stared at the place on her body her new black lover had penetrated.
“Let’s take it slow for a while,” Hector whispered. “You two keep sweet talking each other and I’ll just do my thing.”
She thought that was sweet and she smiled at Mark at hearing Hector say it. But when he started slowly dragging his cock out of her, the vacuum that created caused her to look down between her legs.
The mighty, black shaft shimmered with coagulated clumps of her own discharge. She’d never seen her lubricant take that form or colour. Bits of whitish grool dripped from exiting shaft down onto the sheets.
She whimpered as he left her, leaving just the head of his cock stretching the lips of her entrance.
He held himself above her, tension building inside her with each moment he denied her the pleasure of his stretch again.
She mewled and rocked her hips up and down, trying to coax him back inside with the wet friction of her drooling pussy.
He remained suspended in his pose, planked above her and teasing her with a smile.
She had the urge to beg but that seemed undignified. Instead, she tried to ignore the growing ache in her sex and turned to look at Mark again.
His mouth was once again agape as he ogled the coupling. His hand was back around his cock, stroking lazily as his eyes ran along her body and lingered in between her legs where Hector was connected with her.
She let a hand fall on the mattress and wiggled her fingers. All of her inhibitions about Mark watching had evaporated and now she wanted to share this moment with him. She wanted him with her when Hector finally drove that fat tool back inside her. “Baby. I need you,” she whispered.
Mark glanced at Hector.
“Go ahead, son,” Hector said. “You come over here and tell her she needs to beg for that black dick before it goes inside her again.”
Mark sank to his knees from the chair and crawled across the floor. He lifted his hand and slid it along the mattress until it rested in hers.
She closed her hand around it, holding him tight.
“Now tell me what you want,” Hector said.
“Tell him what you want, Amy,” Mark echoed next to her.
She looked from one man to the other and mewled again. She lifted her legs up high so her feet pointed towards the ceiling. Shamelessly offering herself to Hector in the hopes that he’d relieve the pressure building inside her by replacing it with the stretch of his cock.
He didn’t budge.
“Tell him what you want, Amy,” Mark said, squeezing her hand.
She bit her lip and looked up into Hector’s eyes. She could tell it was just a game and that winning, for him, would come with her submission. She closed her eyes. “Fuck me,” she whispered.
“Look at me,” Hector whispered back.
Her eyes fluttered open.
“Now say it.”
Her resolve snapped. “Fuck me with that black dick!” she snarled.
A slow smile curled one corner of Hector’s mouth. “Just like that,” he said. He lifted one fist from the bed and wrapped his arm around her leg, then did the same with the other. He crawled forward, folding her nearly in two, so she could clearly make out his cock and watch it enter.
He lowered himself, cock nearly vertical as it slid into her pussy.
She let out a warbling moan and gripped Mark’s hand tighter. She wanted to look at him, to share this moment by looking into his eyes but she couldn’t tear hers away from the sight of Hector’s black shaft disappearing into her body.
With her pussy stretched, the hole was even more accommodating and he penetrated her easily. His thickness sent a wave of pleasure rolling from the base of her brain to her toes and they splayed out as she moaned again.
She felt Mark let go of her hand. She couldn’t muster a protest. All of her attention wanted to be on Hector as he began to fuck her. She needed all the space in her mind to parse the sensory assault his powerful body brought.
The masculine smell of him tinged with the sweetness of his cologne. The sight of his powerful muscles rippling as he pumped in and out of her in controlled strokes. The feeling of his shaft dilating and elongating her vaginal channel. Even the disgusting queefy farts hissing out of her pussy as he pressed inside.
She put her hands on his biceps and gripped them tightly as he fucked her pretzeled body.
The way he had her all twisted up made her pelvis already tight and with each thrust into her she felt herself move closer to orgasm.
Listening to the girls at brunch, she’d never really understood how they could do something like this to their husbands. Only now, getting filled by his hard and powerful shaft, did she realize what a potent force it was.
The thought of living without it made her stomach hollow. She pushed the thought aside. She’d deal with it later. Now all she wanted to do was feel.
Her pussy squeezed and clenched.
“Uh-huh,” Hector growled. “You’re gonna come on that big black dick for me, nurse Amy.”
Hearing him call her nurse tripped some kinky switch inside her. “Yes, doctor,” she panted.
Hector smiled. “Oh I like that. I want more of that.”
Feverish with lust, she let her hands fall from his biceps to her ass. She pulled her cheeks apart, gaping her asshole so he knew he could have any part of her he wanted.
She felt his balls tapping against her anus with each thrust. She moaned as her pussy squeezed again.
Hector slowed the rolling of his hips and slid languidly in and out of her.
The slower rhythm stretched out her approach to the climax and she savoured each moment of tension building inside of her.
He let her legs fall away from his arms and tucked his knees up under her thighs, then laid down on top of her and kissed her.
His tongue invaded her mouth deep, pressing against hers, trying to touch all the deepest parts of both of her holes.
She’d never felt so deliciously and filthily occupied. Her brain went blank except for the distilled feeling of his cock and tongue thrusting into her like tentacles.
He pinched her nipple and she moaned into his mouth.
His thrusts started coming harder now. His pelvis meeting her ass with soft thwacks as he rode her between her thighs.
“I feel that pussy,” he whispered, lowering his mouth to her ear. “I feel that pussy squeezing hard. You’re gonna come hard for me, nurse Amy. Your husband’s right here watching you being a dirty little black cock slut. Yeah?” he asked, and she could hear his smile. “You like being a dirty little black cock slut, huh?”
She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his trunk and beat her fists against his back.
His pace stayed steady between her thighs.
She dug her nails in, trying to spur him on but he just chuckled, amused by her depraved need for more, more, more of him.
There was no agency behind the moan that escaped her mouth. Her nerve endings were firing but avoiding her frontal lobe and targeting her hypothalamus. Causing her pussy to soak wetter and tighten. Preparing her body for potential insemination by the genetic material his cock would deliver.
The thought sent a wild flash of panic through her.
Had she taken her pill that morning? Where was she on her cycle?
In a bizarre and completely outrageous twist of the mind she found the questions aroused her instead of slamming the brakes on her lust.
The thought of being inseminated by the seed of a black man while her husband watched drove her wild.
She reached down and around Hector’s thigh, trying to grasp at his testicles. The best she could was feather them with her fingers at the apex of his pullout. Rubbing the wrinkly skin of his ball sack, her body trying to stimulate his ejaculation into her.
“Oh shit,” he grunted above her. “Nurse Amy wants that cum up inside her, huh?”
His thrusts got harder, his body slamming into her hard enough to knock the headboard against the wall.
Nurse Amy wants that cum up inside her.
Now that was all she could think of. The thought galloped frantically in circles in her mind. Nurse Amy did want all that cum up inside her. No matter if she’d remembered her contraception that morning or not. No matter where she was on her cycle.
A teeny-tiny part of her somewhere deep inside her even wanted to be on the wrong, or right, side of her cycle.
She imagined his seed ejecting from the head of that huge cock. Spilling into her and corkscrewing up into the softest, deepest part of her that no one could touch.
Her pussy latched onto him and started suckling. She cried out as a wave of orgasmic ecstasy burst out of her mind and crashed down through her body. Her arms and legs wrapped tight around him as she felt the first pump of his cock deep in her channel.
The low and satisfied growl he made sent her up and peaking again.
She could feel his cum pulsing inside her now. A slowly expanding hot wetness that filled her so full and started to spill out of her.
She clung to him as the liquid seeped from her, hastened by his cock pressing deeper and deeper into her.
His body’s natural response to their mutual climax. His hips cocking forward hard, driving the genetic material from his balls into her body, aiding it on it’s quest for her tiny ovum.
That sent her cresting over another peak. Knowing that Mark was right there watching. Right there watching the moment the shape of her body again, but this time without his contribution. This time she would swell with another man’s sperm.
She cried out as her pussy and pelvis squeezed Hector’s cock hard.
He let out another groan and let his weight settle on top of her, panting from the effort of breeding her.
Somehow his weight was a comfort. She turned her head to the side.
Mark was gripping the arms of the chair. Staring at them and blinking, as if he couldn’t believe what he’d just witnessed with his eyes.
She let her hands slip down Hector’s arms and fall to her sides. Her legs fell apart.
His cock twitched inside her.
He made a guttural sound, then roused himself and lifted his torso from hers and got up onto his fists and knees. He smiled down at her and shook his head. “Just as incredible as I expected,” he said. “I’m gonna let you two have a moment. I’ll see myself out.”
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Chapter 10


He was gone in a blur and suddenly it was just her and Mark. 
Mark sitting naked on the edge of that chair, her with her arms and legs splayed out, still trying to even her breathing out.
She bit down on her lip and looked sideways at him. “You okay over there?” she whispered.
He swallowed, then gave a slow nod. His cock was rigid and red between his legs.
Now, with Hector’s delicious onslaught over, she needed her guy. She needed her sweet Mark to lie next to her and tell her everything was going to be alright.
What she really needed was to feel him between her legs but she had no idea if he’d even be into that? They hadn’t planned any of this. They hadn’t talked. It was all on a whim and now she had no idea what to do or how to act but she knew she needed Mark to take her back. “Can you come over here?” she asked.
He swallowed, and again, he nodded. Standing up looked like it took a Herculean act of strength. He didn’t crawl this time. This time he walked, stalked, proudly towards her with his cock jutting out in an arc ready to reclaim his bride.
Or so she hoped.
She looked at that cock. That cock that had given her so much pleasure and love, that now looked a little smaller than she remembered it.
Of course that was impossible but in the wake of Hector’s incredible size her mind concocted that optical fantasy.
Mark’s gait turned apprehensive as he approached the edge of the bed. His eyes roamed down her body as he took in the sight of her defilement. He looked at her eyes. “What do I do now?”
His voice sounded ghostly and hollow.
“What do you want to do now?”
Her need for him grew with each second and she couldn’t believe she wanted him so bad after what she’d just had. Like when they were first in love and couldn’t get enough of each other no matter how much they fucked.
“I want…I want to fuck you so bad,” he said, nearly groaning the words.
Heat pulsed up from her dripping pussy, warming her chest and her neck and her cheeks. She spread her legs and put her hands on the insides of her thighs. She looked down to see them reddened from Hector’s thrusting.
Mark looked down at them too. He looked unsure. Like he needed encouragement or direction from her.
“Baby,” she whispered.
He locked eyes with her again.
“I want you to fuck my used pussy.”
His eyes widened and his face turned bright red.
The reaction sent wave after wave of lust pulsing through her. “I want to feel your cock slide into my cum-filled pussy, baby.” It was so dirty and wrong and she loved the confused, almost angry expression he was wearing.
He crawled onto the bed on all fours, then crawled around her feet and between her legs. He sat back on his haunches, staring at her dripping core.
A moment of doubt made her break out of character. “Is it too gross?” she asked.
He clenched his jaw, then shook his head side to side.
She smiled, relieved at his response. Trailing a finger along her thigh, she swirled it around her clit, then dipped it into her sex and pulled out a dollop of Hector’s semen and played with it with her fingers.
Mark shuffled forward. He put his hands on her knees and drew them up along her thighs. He shuffled forward until his cock was just an inch or so from her snatch. He looked up at her. “Is this gonna be okay?” he asked.
She knew what he meant. He wasn’t a worrier but this was a risk even with birth control. He was smart enough to know that.
She held out her hands for him.
He crawled forward, leaning over top of her and staring at the gushing gash of her cunt.
“I want to feel you inside of me,” she said.
He nodded, acknowledging her sordid desire. He pointed the tip of his prick at her slit and eased the head inside with a low groan.
“Come here, Mark. I need to feel you close.” She took him by the hands and pulled him down to lay on her.
Now that the awkwardness of letting him watch, and the wild impulsiveness of her arousal was ebbing her caregiving instincts, the ones that had led her to a career in medicine, kicked in and all she wanted was to shepherd him through this moment.
To welcome him into her sacred and freshly soiled receptacle and tell him that everything was going to be okay.
He lay down on top of her, suspending some of his weight on his fists, as if he worried his lean body might do damage even after seeing Hector’s hulking black mass taking her.
She put her hands on his cheeks and smiled at his rosy complexion. “Put it in, baby. Put it all the way in.”
She let out a pleased hum as he drove his erection into her. She could feel the drippings of Hector’s mess squeezing out between their conjoined bodies. A shudder rippled through her at the filthiness of it.
He shuddered too, and she knew it was from the same thing. The guilty pleasure of enjoying something that should have been so gross. Another man’s gunk gurgling out of her as he pushed his penis in.
His entrance was pleasant but she wasn’t going about to put on theatrics about how good it felt. Mark was smart and he’d see through any put on moaning or writhing. Her body had done enough of that collecting Hector’s spend.
Now they could share a quiet moment of intimacy together and reconnect that wild, gut-wrenching ride. “How do you feel?” she asked.
This was pushing it. Mark was the most thoughtful, stand-up guy she’d ever had the good fortune to come across but he wasn’t a share your feelings kind of man.
Intuitively, though, she knew he needed this. He needed to face what was going on inside his mind and what safer space to do it in then wrapped in the warm succor of her pussy?
“Horny,” he muttered, which made her laugh.
“That it?” she asked. It was amazing how this side of her took over just as it was needed. Guiding, healing, encouraging Mark to embrace his own feelings about what had just happened.
Nurse Amy, indeed.
“I don’t know,” he whispered, wriggling his hips so his penis could catch some friction in there.
She put her hands on his shoulders and stilled him. She didn’t want him rutting out a climax just yet. She wanted to savour the afterglow that had descended on them, now with Hector gone.
From her freshly sullied depths, a wicked thought bubbled that titillated her to no end. She could see the worry still creasing his brow. The slight anxiety that maybe she’d taken too big of a chance and that now they’d both be waiting for her monthly time to come to know the worst hadn’t happened.
In that look of worry lay something else. He hadn’t objected to Hector’s injection. He hadn’t stood up and shouted in protest, told them to stop, to finish somewhere else.
He’d watched that big bull of a man tuck her under himself and fucking breed her dripping pussy with his cock straining and the tip leaking. There was something he’d enjoyed about it, too. Clearly.
“I have to tell you something,” she whispered, her mouth close to his ear.
He groaned as if he already knew there was some fresh depravity coming that would delight him even more. His hips bucked forward, a motion that did not feel voluntary. Like his frontal lobe had been short-circuited too and his body was now just reacting the way it had been programmed to upon seeing another man fill her with semen.
She gasped when his hips recoiled and she felt suction in her pussy channel. A loud slurp and gurgle and then Hector’s hot sperm spilling out.
She thought of the shape of Mark’s penis. The slightly upturned arc of it erect and the helmet at the head, scooping out the fluid that threatened their domestic harmony.
“Good boy,” she purred, running her fingers down his back and making him shiver. “You’ve got to fuck all that sperm out of me, baby.”
His hips cocked and bucked again, then tugged, yanking his cock back along with another clump of Hector’s sludge.
An unexpected and thrilling arousal ripped through her at this. She’d been getting ready to gently guide him to his own orgasm. Lying spread and welcome for him as he thrust his way towards climax and reconstructed marital harmony. Now she felt another climax coming, too.
“Mark,” she whispered, more breathless now. “Mark I can’t remember if I took my birth control this morning.”
He groaned on top of her and shuddered. His body seized and his hips slammed against her thighs, then retracted with another quiet slurp.
She groaned, wrapping her arms and legs around him the same way she had with Hector. “Fuck your cum into my pussy, Mark. I need it in me. Just in case.”
Her body jolted and she dug her nails into his back as he bucked into her again and again. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to indulge in the thrilling terror of the risk she’d taken.
No method but abstinence was foolproof and what she’d done with Hector had certainly not been abstinence. She’d let him fill her whorish cunt with seed that might right now be barrelling towards it’s target.
Even as Mark writhed on top of her, fucking her desperately, his bent prick scooping goo out of her like a fleshy shovel, she indulged the fantasy that he was already too late.
That one of Hector’s little swimmers was already destined to penetrate the gamete at her core. That the coupled genetic material would bury itself inside her uterus and that her belly would swell with the fruit of that union.
She moaned and scratched at Mark.
His cock was so stiff inside her and just the rubbing friction of his pelvis against her clit was urging her towards yet another climax. She already longed for the overblown stretch Hector’s cock had brought.
She would always love her husband’s cock even in that shared intimate moment with him she knew there was no going back. Her pussy had tasted forbidden fruit and now it hungered for more.
A tickle fluttered in her pussy as Mark’s groans grew heavier and more intense. He never made sounds like that when they made love.
She could feel his prick twitching. Her walls were slowly closing, the shape of her vagina returning to what it had been before Hector had her.
She put a hand on the back of his head and turned it so her mouth was next ot his ear. “Fuck your cum into me, baby. Fuck me full of that hot cum.”
He moaned and his back arched, his body going rigid as he dug into her as deep as he could get. It was nowhere close to where Hector had been but it made her come, nonetheless. Knowing that her husband had been so aroused by the big black man fucking her sent waves of warmth up and made her head swim.
The pleasure from this orgasm was more subtle. What she’d become used to when her and Mark made love and only remarkable now in contrast to the outrageously explosive climax Hector’s cock had given her.
She curled her body around Mark, cradling him in her arms and thighs as he rocked out the last spurts of his emission into her.
He collapsed on top of her, exhausted.
The weight of his limp body pressing her into the mattress gave her comfort.
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Chapter 11


“Dr. Johnson.” 
Hearing his name made Amy’s back stiffen.
Three shifts she’d been waiting to run into him and hadn’t seen him once. She turned to see Lizzie talking to him at the end of the hall. All smiles and giggles.
She balked at the pang of jealousy that shot through her. She had no right to be. She had no right to him. It had been a fling. A wild ride she’d gone on with Mark. Probably a one off. Probably.
She’d told herself probably because she couldn’t stand the idea that it would never happen again. She couldn’t sleep at night knowing that was a possibility.
It was insane what he’d done to her. What his cock had done to her. She found herself waking up to go to the bathroom in the middle of the night and sitting on the toilet dreaming about it.
Even just entertaining the notion that she might never feel that thing inside her again made her want to cry.
Now here was Dr. Hector Johnson, standing in the hospital in his civvies wearing his thick, black-rimmed glasses and talking to Lizzie like he might be flirting with her.
Amy turned her attention back to the computer screen. Back to the vitals she’d been inputting, trying to ignore the gnawing need to run up to him, shove Lizzie out of the way and ask why the hell he hadn’t even texted?
Wasn’t that the polite thing to do after you slept with someone?
She closed her eyes, took a deep breath and tried to pull her shit together. The last thing she wanted was for him to see her pouting. Because how unattractive was that?
“Amy.”
His lovely, velvety baritone swept up her back giving her chills and making the hairs on her neck stand on end.
She put on her most casual expression as she turned around. “Oh, hey Dr. Johnson.”
He tipped his head and gave her a funny little scowl. He glanced at his watch. “Your shift almost over? It’s five to seven,” he said.
She checked the clock and realized it was almost time to punch out. A desperate hope surged through her. Had he timed his arrival to coincide with her getting off of work? Had he been thinking about her?
She hated that feeling. The feeling that she needed desperately for him to have been thinking about her.
“I guess it is, yeah,” she replied.
He nodded. “You have time to go for a stroll? Or do you need to get home right away?”
Excitement fluttered up from her tummy. Into her chest and throat, making her want to clap her hands and giggle and do a little dance. Dr. Hector Johnson had been thinking about her.
She thought of Mark at home. Probably trying to wrestle the kids into the bath, then bedtime. She’d feel horrible for not rushing home to him. But saying no to Hector would leave her feeling ten times worse. “I think I can swing that,” she said. “Just let me finish up here.”
She finished entering the data points and Hector sat down across the desk in the patient waiting area.
When she was done, she grabbed her jacket and lunch box and walked up to where he was seated. “I just need to put this in the car.”
He stood up and followed her out to the parking lot.
She tossed the lunch box into the car and turned to face him. “What’s up?” she asked.
He made a patient face, like he was about to speak to a child. “Come on now, Amy. Don’t be like that?”
“Like what?” She’d always been bad at acting and she was no better at it now. She could tell he saw right through her feigned disinterest and it annoyed her. Why did he inspire the sort of schoolgirlish giddiness in her that she loathed?
“Look if this is about the radio silence then I’m sorry. I was at a conference in Toronto for three days and we must have had opposite shifts after I got back. But besides that I wanted to give you and Mark some time to sort through things.”
She let herself pout now. Putting on a scowl and feeling horrible for thinking he’d just been ignoring her. Of course he’d been at a conference. Of course they’d had opposite shifts. Of course he just wanted to give her and Mark time to process what had happened.
“Are you mad?” he asked.
“No,” she shot back.
He chuckled and it got her smiling and that warmth she’d been craving, the feeling she’d pined for the whole past week, came sailing back through her making her giddy again. “You could have texted or something,” she muttered.
“I’m here now,” he replied. “You want to go for that walk?”
“Yes,” she grumbled, unable to let go of her sour thoughts so quickly.
He put a hand on the small of her back and turned her towards the little parkette behind the hospital. The streetlights were just starting to come on and the air smelled like wet earth as the last of the long winter snows melted around them.
“So how are things with Mark?” he asked.
“They’re fine,” she replied. “He’s home now and looking for work. It’s slow this time of year. But that means he can help out with the kids which is huge.”
He nodded. “I sort of meant about what happened,” he explained.
How was Mark about what happened?
She thought for a while. Trying to frame the response in a way that wouldn’t put him off. She wasn’t a hundred percent sure she knew what was going on in Mark’s mind.
“A little confused, I think,” she replied.
“Oh?”
“Mark’s not the most talkative guy when it comes to his feelings. I mean he obviously was really turned on by what happened. It’s just after it was over I think he maybe started wondering if there was something wrong with him or something like that.”
“Mm-hmm,” he said, nodding. “That’ll happen sometimes. You tell him he has nothing to feel bad about. You tell him I said that, okay?”
That pang of jealousy gripped her again. This was obviously not Hector’s first rodeo. Which meant there were other women out there probably pining after him too. “Yeah. Sure,” she replied. But it came out sounding way too angry and tight.
“Hey, Amy,” he said, putting a hand on her arm and turning her to face him. “How are you feeling about what happened?”
Her throat closed up. She wanted to scream and beat on his chest and tell him she hated him for how he’d wedged himself inside her mind and…a whole bunch of other places, too. “Fine.”
“Come on, Amy. You’ve gotta do better than that. I had a real fun time with you and I want to do it again sometime. But it’s no fun if things get weird between us. Can you be honest with me? You catch any feelings?”
“Catch any feelings?” she asked.
“That happens sometimes too. I’ve gotta be real careful about it especially with someone I’m kind of crushing on.”
Hope welled through her again. Did he mean her? Was he crushing on her?
“Can you be honest with me?” he asked.
She took a moment, but then nodded.
“So?”
She looked up into his eyes and something squeezed around her heart. “I think I am kind of crushing on you,” she whispered.
He stared into her eyes for a long time, then nodded. “I feel it. I feel it too. It’s another reason I gave it some time. You know we can’t ever let ourselves fall into that, right? We can’t ever give in and let those feelings take over?”
It hurt like crazy to hear him say it. That felt so wrong. That felt like the real cheating. Hearing him say out loud what she’d been trying so hard to hide from Mark. It wasn’t right.
He was right, though. She knew he was. She had a family. She wasn’t about to go turning her life upside down over a few stray emotions. “I know,” she whispered.
He raised his hand and rubbed her arm. “Sometimes it’s really hard. That connection we had? That spark? It’s so hard to turn your back on that. Tell yourself it can only ever be physical and nothing more, right?”
She bit down on her lip as a sob threatened to well up and out of her. His hand on her arm felt so good. “I want to feel it again. I want to feel it so bad,” she whispered.
He gave her that wise nod. “So do I. Do you think we can make that happen sometime?”
She wanted to wrap her arms around him and bury her face in his chest. But the hospital was right there and anyone looking out of a window would be able to see this was more than just a friendly conversation. They’d probably already drawn a few eyes, standing facing each other and having an obviously very intimate conversation.
“I think we could make it happen,” she said.
“What are we gonna need to do?”
She smiled at the undercurrent of excitement in his normally stoic tone. He wanted her as badly as she wanted him. Had he been thinking about her all week the way she had about him? It made her giddy again.
“Let me talk to Mark about it?”
He nodded. “Actually, and no problem if this isn’t possible, but I was hoping that maybe you and I would get the chance to…meet on our own? Just the two of us?”
She felt horrible and elated at the same time that he’d asked that. She’d wanted him to ask her just that. It was horrible because it had been about Mark, too. About the connection it had brought them. But she wanted to have Hector to herself now. Without any of the messiness and complication of Mark’s feelings in the mix. She wanted to just bask in the bright glow of being in Hector’s arms and having that huge cock between her legs again.
“How can I get a hold of you?” she asked.
He cleared his throat. “Well, I don’t normally give out my private number. I feel like that helps keep things…contained.”
Her heart sank. Of course it was a good idea. How would Mark feel if he found a text thread on her phone with Dr. Johnson?
“But…”
More hope swelled up through her as she gazed up into his eyes.
“Maybe I’ll make an exception this time,” he said, chuckling and shaking his head. “This is a bad idea but I’m going to make this poor choice because I just can’t help myself around you.”
She whipped her phone out of the pocket of her scrubs and tapped in his number.
“I should not be saying this but I need you to know how badly I want to kiss you right now. We’ve probably already got the rumour mill started,” he said, glancing up at the hospital.
She put her phone back in her pocket and kept her hands tucked in with it to keep herself from hugging him.
“And Amy?”
“Hmm?”
“I think you should go home and tell Mark everything you just told me.”
Her lips parted and her eyes widened. What? Tell Mark? How could she do that? “You mean…”
“I mean about the feelings your having. I like a nice time but I’m no homewrecker. If he’s not into it after hearing you out then we need to respect that. Honesty first, alright?”
She wanted to beat on his chest again and shout at him for being so right and considerate and doing the right thing by Mark. The guilt at having even considered doing this any other way was already starting to eat at her. “Of course,” she said. “Of course I’ll do that.”
“Alright. Then I’ll be waiting to hear from you.”
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Chapter 12


She walked into a silent house with all the lights except the one above the stove turned off. From the living room came flashing TV light patterns. 
Mark sitting in the darkness waiting for her with the TV muted.
She kicked her sneakers off and set her lunchbox down as quietly as she could, then padded into the living room to sit next to him. Normally she’d hit the shower as soon as she got home but she needed to tell him why she was late.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered.
“Busy night?” he asked, smiling at her. Not a hint of irritation that he’d had to do bed time on his own, just like the sweet guy he always was.
That guilt came for her again. Squeezing around her stomach at the thought of what she’d been doing instead of picking toys up from the living room floor.
His smile faded when she didn’t respond right away. He didn’t have the greatest book smarts but he always knew when something was up with his woman.
She put a hand over his. “I ran into Dr. Johnson,” she whispered.
His eyes opened wider and he drew in a breath that made his chest swell.
His reaction excited her. Even though she knew she had some difficult things to tell him, things that might change how he felt about her seeing Hector ever again. Knowing he was becoming sexually aroused because she’d met her lover was…really hot.
“I’ll tell you all about it but I need to have a shower. Meet me in the bedroom?”
He picked up the remote and turned off the TV and nodded. He followed her down the hall and slipped into the bedroom as she walked into the bathroom.
She stripped and tossed her scrubs in the hamper and showered in under five minutes, then wrapped herself in her bathrobe and shuffled across the carpet to the bedroom.
Mark was all tucked in waiting for her.
She turned out the light and the room was cast in near darkness with just a glimmer of light from the street lamp coming through a crack in the curtains. She slipped the robe off at the edge of the bed and slipped under the covers next to him.
She looked into his eyes and smiled at the excitement she saw in them. “Nothing happened, just so you know. I don’t want you to get all worked up.”
He frowned, obviously disappointed by the news.
“But he wants to see me again.”
His eyes lit back up.
She slipped her hand down underneath the covers and along his stomach and down between his legs. Her fingers touched his already stiffening cock and she wrapped her hand around it and gave it a few slow pumps.
It turned her on, this dirty game. Not quite knowing what made it tick for Mark, or herself for that matter, only made it hotter. Her pussy was already starting to moisten just from jerking him off about this. “He wants to see me again but he wants…he asked if it could be just the two of us?”
Mark dragged in a lungful of air and held it, staring at her.
“It’s okay if that’s not alright. I don’t want you to fell bad about any of this. I don’t want any of us to feel bad.” She pressed her thumb against his glans and rubbed it. She looked into his eyes. “I’ve been thinking about him, baby,” she confessed.
His cock swelled in her grip and he kept staring at her with those doe eyes.
“I’ve been thinking about what it felt like. God I want to feel that again. I want to feel him inside me again so bad.”
His cock was fully hard now and her pussy was aching to have something inside it. She threw a leg over his lap and rolled over onto him, lifting the comforter up and onto her shoulders to stay warm.
She relaxed her thighs and sank down onto his lap, pressing his cock between her pussy and his pelvis.
He reached up and thumbed her nipples.
“He told me I have to tell you all this stuff.”
“All what stuff?” he asked.
“He told me I had to tell you I was having feelings about him.”
Mark gasped. His cock throbbed against her labia.
She bit back a smile. That turned him on too? “It drives me crazy just talking to him, baby,” she whispered.
Mark’s hips rocked up and down as he searched for her hole to get inside her.
She rewarded him with a few back and forth swipes of her pussy against his stiff prick. Teasing him with wetness but not giving him that tight wrap he craved just yet.
“He told me I have to come home and tell you about all the feelings I was having. And that I had to ask you if I could go for a date alone with him. He’s not a homewrecker, Mark. He doesn’t want to be like that.” She rubbed on his cock some more.
He put a hand over his mouth to stifle a moan.
She decided she’d teased him enough and she was so turned on she needed him inside. She slipped her hand between their bodies and pressed his cock up until it slid into her soft, tight hole.
She sighed and let the comforter fall from her shoulders. His cock was so hot and hard, it radiated warmth inside her.
“What do you say, baby? What do you think about all that?” she asked.
He stared at her with those big eyes and nodded.
She let out a quiet laugh and sank down onto him so her chest was pressed against his. “You’ve gotta say it, Mark. You’ve got to say it like you mean it.” She rocked her hips up and down. “You know I love you, right?”
“I know,” he whispered, his voice tight.
“But I want to get with Hector again. You’re okay with that?”
“I’m okay with that,” he said. He wrapped his arms around her and pushed his cock deeper inside her.
“Mmm,” she purred, matching his stroke and riding him. “You gonna let me go on my own this time? I promise I’ll come home and tell you all about it.”
He let out a huff of air and his hips jerked up and down like the motion was involuntary. His body’s reaction to hearing how she wanted to meet her lover again. Without him this time.
His hands dropped to her ass and he rolled it back and forth, begging for the sweet, wet friction of her pussy along his cock.
She pushed herself off his chest and arched her back, then started to ride in slow strokes as she felt his cock harden even more inside her.
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Chapter 13


She glanced at her reflection in the elevator mirror one last time. She’d spent half the day getting ready and it had paid off. 
The hot little red dress she’d last worn almost five years ago had turned heads in the hotel lobby. Black stockings and black heels. She’d put her hair up in a cute but casual tuck and roll so it was off her shoulders. Red lipstick that matched the dress and mascara that matched her shoes and she was looking smoking hot.
She hadn’t felt this sexy in years and she couldn’t wait to see Hector’s reaction.
Walking straight to the elevators through the lobby, knowing she was going up to get fucked, had felt slutty hot, too. Her pussy was already damp and her nipples were starting to harden against her lacy bra.
The doors opened at floor fourteen and she stepped out into the muted silence of the carpeted hallway. She glanced at the numbers on the wall and turned towards fourteen-fourteen. The corner suite overlooking downtown.
It wasn’t the most expensive hotel in town but it was classy enough her and Mark would never have been able to afford it.
Dr. Hector Johnson, in addition to being hot and smart, clearly had impeccable taste.
She paused just in front of the door and took a few deep breaths to steady her nerves. She wasn’t even sure what she was nervous about. She’d been waiting for this for almost a week and the excitement had been a constant distraction.
Something about being alone with Hector, even with Mark’s permission, was freaking her out and she couldn’t quite put her finger on what that was.
She raised a hand and rapped her knuckles against the door three times.
It opened a few moments later. Hector’s eyes swept down her body and widened. “Wow,” he said, looking up and smiling at her. “Absolutely stunning. Come in. Come inside.”
She breezed past him and stepped into a spacious and tastefully appointed suite with a couch, a mini bar, a small kitchenette and the door to the bedroom off to one side.
She surveyed the room then turned to face him and gasped.
He was right there, almost on top of her. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into an embrace, then a kiss.
She melted in his arms. His kiss was fiery, his tongue jutting possessively into her mouth.
She’d expected some chit-chat. Maybe some romance? A refreshment perhaps? Hector taking some more time to appraise her appearance after all the work she’d put into it.
But now that she was in his arms she just wanted what they were both there for.
She kissed him back just as passionately, putting her hands on the back of his head and pulling him close and tight like she meant to swallow him. Her pussy started to ache and dampen as his hands wandered along her sides.
He pulled away and his lips were messy with their shared saliva.
She reached up and giggled as she wiped them with a finger. The gesture was so casually intimate it jolted something inside her. It was something she’d do to Mark, except he never kissed her like that.
“You look fucking stunning, Amy,” he whispered.
“Why thank-you. I’m glad you approve,” she said, returning his smile.
“Oh I more than approve,” he said, taking her hand and guiding it between his legs, where she could feel his organ already hardening. “Will you forgive me for getting right to the point? I’ve been thinking about this moment all week, about what I would do when I saw you. I had elaborate plans. Cocktails. Some playful banter. Then I saw you and all of that flew out the window. You are extraordinarily gorgeous tonight.”
He didn’t give her a chance to reply. Just pressed his forehead against hers and his mouth to her lips.
She closed her eyes and felt fifteen years younger as she succumbed to the passion in his kiss. A shiver ran up and down her spine and she let herself go, surrendering to the blissful, youthful euphoria of feeling like she was falling in love. “I missed you so much,” she whispered. “I thought about you so much.”
He pressed his mouth against her neck, kissing and licking her. Working his way around to the other side and sending waves of arousal that turned into wetness when they reached her pussy.
“You’re not going to ask me if I was a good girl and followed the doctor’s orders?” she teased him.
“I have absolute faith in you that you did,” he replied, grinning. “I know you wouldn’t be here if there was any friction with Mark. Which means I can relax and enjoy every inch of your incredible body.” He leaned in and kissed her neck again.
She rested her arms on his shoulders, tipping her head and savouring the sensations shooting through her from his hungry affection.
Soon, his fingers were pulling at the zipper of her dress. Tugging it down and slipping the fabric off of her body. It fell to the floor and he pulled her gently to step out of it.
He took a step back and surveyed her lingerie. The bra and pantie set had been a gift from Mark for their anniversary.
It had been Mark who’d told her to wear them for Hector.
The sheer black bra had a mesh so delicate her nipples were clearly visible. Dark and hard with arousal.
The panties made her feel truly filthy.
Crotchless, with black lace that framed her already dripping pussy.
Hector put a hand over his mouth and shook his head. He stepped closer and leaned down, kissing her again while his finger gently ran against the damp seam of her opening.
His touch made her realize how quickly things were moving and reminded her of the promise she’d made to Mark. She put a hand on his arm and slowed his eager advance.
“Is something wrong?” he asked.
She shook her head. “I’m sorry. I don’t want to kill the mood…”
“You can’t,” he interrupted.
She laughed. “Mark made me promise I’d talk to you before…things got heated.” She laughed again, somehow feeling oddly squeamish about what she was about to ask.
“What about?”
She smiled and looked off to the side, feeling shy. “I don’t really want to go into the details but we both decided it was kind of risky last time. The way things…finished up?”
He gave a slow nod. “I’m sorry. I guess I assumed you were on birth control.”
Her eyes darted to the side and she bit the corner of her mouth. “I…I was.”
He raised an eyebrow. “You were?”
“I was,” she confirmed.
He rubbed his chin with a finger and thumb, then took a step towards her.
Her heart began to beat faster. Her and Mark had dirty-talked about that risky finish every night for the past week. She gasped when Hector cupped her sex and curled his middle finger up into her.
“Then let’s certainly be more careful this time,” he whispered, leaning sideways and licking the side of her neck.
Another wave of shivers ran up her spine at his touch and the feeling of his thick finger inside her.
He thumbed her nipple through the mesh of the bra, then kissed her on the mouth. Slipping his finger out of her, he stepped around her and put his hands on her shoulders. He walked her into the bedroom.
She drew in a quick breath at the sight of the floor-to-ceiling mirror that spanned the entire wall opposite the foot of the bed. The room was lit only by the low and dim bedside lamp, casting shadow up towards the ceiling.
Her eyes moved down her body and her arousal grew when she looked at the reflection of Hector standing behind her.
He raised a hand and began undoing the buttons of his shirt. He pulled it off, revealing those muscular shoulders and arms she’d been fantasizing about. He pulled his belt apart and pulled down the zipper of his black pants, then pushed them down his legs. He reached into his underwear and pulled out his cock.
Her eyes fell to the reflection in the mirror. She shuddered.
That cock had been at the centre of her thoughts for nearly a week now. Seeing it again swelled the ache and yearning inside her. She turned to face him and her gaze fell to the real thing.
He hoisted it with his hand, as if offering it up to her touch.
She bit her lip, frightened by effect it had on her. She’d never been so captivated by a man’s junk. Cock’s had their limited uses but mostly she didn’t give them a second thought.
She’d always found the shape of men’s genitals to be kind of vulgar. The way they jutted when hard, demanding a hole to fuck. What was with the funny mushroom-shaped heads?
Hector’s cock was different. Even half-hard there was a muscular elegance to it. It did things to her before it even touched her. It moved something inside her.
She lifted a hand, turning the palm up and lifted the head. The pink skin on her palm made the cock look even darker. She stroked it back and forth. Just an inch, focusing on the way it reacted.
It undulated as her stimulation of the glans caused more blood to rush into the erectile tissue.
“Are you going to be a good black cock slut for me tonight?” Hector whispered.
She swallowed, unable to pull her gaze away from his cock. She nodded.
“Get on your knees,” he ordered.
She sank to her knees. Submitting to his command brought a fresh wave of shivers travelling down her back.
“Look at me.”
She turned her face up and blinked as their eyes met.
He lifted his cock and laid it across her face, then dragged it side to side.
Her pussy clenched. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out, offering it’s wetness for his pleasure.
He accepted, pressing the glans against it and rubbing side to side as he stroked himself hard.
The feeling of it hardening against her tongue got more moisture pooling between her legs. Coalescing along the ridge of her pussy lips until the drips became too heavy, then rolling down the insides of her thighs.
Hector took a half step back, pointed the head of his cock at her mouth and pressed the head into it.
She closed her lips around it, massaging his glans with her tongue. The salty musk of his prick in her mouth made her shudder.
Her husband was at home imagining this. He’d sent her out in that thin bra and crotchless panties, into the arms of this handsome black man who was now using her mouth to make himself hard.
Her eyes fluttered sideways as she tried to catch a reflection of herself in the mirror.
Hector put a hand on the top of her head and turned it, demanding that she look at herself. He moved more of his prick into her mouth and the head made her cheek poke out sideways.
He swayed back and forth a few times, fucking her mouth until he was fully hard. “Fuck you look beautiful like that,” he whispered.
She put her hands between her knees and arched her back. She tipped her head back further, giving him an unobstructed hole to the back of her throat.
He leaned over her and brought his hand down on her ass in a firm smack as he stuffed more of his cock into her mouth.
I’m just a set of holes for his use.
The thought made her pelvic floor squeeze and her mind went blank. She loosened her jaw and Hector took that as an invitation.
He thrust even deeper, his cock hitting the back of her throat as he bent over her and gave her another smack.
He held a lewd pose. Knees bent in a crouch that looked more animal than human. Running his prick in and out of her willing mouth, making her drool drip out of the corners.
I’m just a good little black cock slut.
She moaned as he smacked her ass again and the pain and heat sent more wet to her pussy.
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Chapter 14


“You want to get that face fucked, baby?” he asked, cupping her chin with his hand and glaring at her. 
She nodded, half his cock still buried inside of her mouth.
He put a hand on either side of her head and held it in place as his hips rocked.
She kept her eyes open, watching his pelvis moving back and forth and his balls swinging between his legs as he used her like an object.
She hadn’t let a man be this rough with her before. She hadn’t felt the way she felt about Hector with any man, though.
She let her jaw fall completely slack and stuck out of her tongue.
“Oh that’s good, baby,” he growled over her. He smacked her ass again.
His approval made her whole body tingle. She thought about being his good black cock slut as his cock head kissed the back of her throat over and over.
After a few dozen thrusts he pulled his cock out of her mouth and stood up tall again. He smeared the saliva and bile collected on his prick over her face. “That’s beautiful,” he whispered. “Look at yourself.”
His hand went on top of her head and he turned her to look into the mirror again.
Her lipstick was smeared. Her mascara had started to run. Her pretty face looked destroyed. She tipped it up towards him and stuck out her tongue.
He chuckled. “You like that black cock don’t you?”
She nodded and lapped at the head of his cock. She caught another glimpse of herself in the mirror. Crouched on all fours, her ass jutting out behind her, red from where he’d spanked her.
He put his cock into her mouth again and started thrusting right away this time.
It felt more natural now. Her gag reflex had abated and she could take him into her throat easily without choking. Her mind blanked again.
There was something almost…serene about her submission. There were no charts here or vitals to take. No patients to care for. She could just exist in the moment, knowing she was of use to him. Knowing her body was serving his pleasure. Knowing she was being a good black cock slut.
She felt his cock harden in her mouth. The salty, pearly drops of his pre-emission dribbled onto her tongue and she greedily gulped them down, eager to have her belly full of his seed.
He slowed, then stopped his thrusts, dragging his cock out of her mouth and groaning, then chuckling. “Fuck that’s too good. That feels too good, baby.”
She pushed her lower lip out in a playful pout.
“No, baby, you’re not gonna get me with that. Come here.” He took her hands and pulled her to her feet and kissed her neck again. He grabbed his shirt and wiped her mouth with it before kissing her. “I want to do something special with you.”
He let go of her and walked to the nightstand and picked up a tiny tube. He smiled as he walked back towards her. “You want to be extra safe this time? I’ve got the perfect solution.”
She glanced down at the tube to see that it was lube. Her eyes darted up to his. “You mean…”
He dropped the tube on the bed, wrapped his arms around her and grabbed her ass. He pulled her cheeks apart and his finger touched the rim on her anus. “I mean I want to know what all of your holes feel like, baby,” he whispered.
She blushed and laughed, surprised by her own bashfulness at his suggestion. “Hector, I…” She wanted to give him everything he craved. But the actual logistics of it, at his size…
“Amy look at me.”
She looked up into his eyes and a wave of embarrassment rolled through her.
“I want to fuck that tiny little asshole so bad, baby. You’d look so good with my dick in your ass.”
She rolled her eyes and laughed. Now he was like every other jock she’d been with. Trying to flatter and smooth talk her into going even dirtier for him.
She didn’t mind anal. But it certainly didn’t do it for her the way regular sex did.
She puckered her back cheeks as he spiralled her sphincter with his finger.
“You’re worried it’s too big?” he asked.
“Well, yeah, actually,” she said, laughing again to hide her embarrassment.
“Baby I promise you. The moment, the very second you tell me it doesn’t feel good we stop. I’ve been thinking about this every since I first saw that pretty ass of yours at the hospital.”
That did flatter her. Hector thinking about her ass on his off hours. And she did want to please him. How dirty would it be if she came home and told Mark she’d been fucked in the ass?
“You promise you’ll stop if it hurts?” She didn’t need to ask him. She knew he would. It was more of a way of giving permission.
“Of course you know I will,” he said, rubbing her shoulder.
She nodded. “Okay.”
“Oh baby,” he said, rubbing his cock and picking up the lube. “Come on lets get that pretty ass up on the bed. Up on your hands and knees. Just like you were on the floor. Yeah. Just like that.”
She got up and arched her back again, sticking her butt out towards him. He hooked his fingers in her panties and pulled them down and off her feet.
She gasped when he knelt behind her and she felt his tongue flick against her puckered asshole.
The sensation it sent through her was, admittedly, delightful. A warm tingling that started at the centre of her rear and spread up through her belly towards her chest.
She bit back a moan as the tip of his tongue probed into her back hole. She couldn’t stifle the next one when he pressed in deeper.
The ache in her pussy grew. She brought a hand up between her legs and touched herself. Another moan rolled out of her.
“Oh yeah, that’s good. You touch yourself just like that. You ever had an anal orgasm?”
She glanced over her shoulder at him. Was he serious? That wasn’t really a thing, was it? “Um, no,” she replied.
He stood up and leaned over her, his hands caressing her arms, then her back, then her ass again. “I promise you this is going to feel so good.” He popped the cap on the lube and squirted a dollop onto her back hole.
She clenched and giggled from the cool liquid touching the sensitive spot.
He pressed his finger against her hole and slowly started working the lube in in circles. With each circle he worked his finger a little deeper inside her.
At first she resisted the pressure, drawing in a breath and thinking hard about keeping herself relaxed back there. When his finger grazed the sensitive inner lining her eyes opened wide and her breasts heaved.
His slimy finger felt amazing in there.
She glanced over her shoulder to see him grinning at her.
“Not so bad, is it?” he asked, working his finger in a half inch deeper.
Her back arched and she leaned forward, presenting her ass to him for a more thorough inspection.
He accepted her offer, driving his finger in until she felt the ridge of his second knuckle stretch her sphincter.
She looked over her shoulder again, this time at her reflection in the mirror. She scowled at herself for a moment. What a dirty slut she’d become, letting Dr. Johnson finger her shitter while her husband sat at home.
The scowl transformed into a devilish grin. What a dirty slut she’d become. “I want to try the real thing,” she whispered.
He smiled and stroked his cock as he pulled his finger out of her anus.
She backed up on the bed, spreading her knees and raising her ass higher to give him access to that hole and so she could see her glimmering gash in the mirror.
He glazed his cock with a generous squirt of lube before rubbing it in. Then he squeezed out another dollop onto her ass and worked it in with his fingers.
He pressed the head of his cock against her anus hole and rubbed it in ever widening circles around the spot.
She gasped when he applied pressure and her hand shot back behind her. It felt like it was just going to be too big.
He took her wrist and gently bent her elbow so her arm was behind her back. “You’re going to have to trust me, baby. Doctor’s orders.”
She chewed on the inside of her mouth but submitted to his grip. A shaky cry escaped her and she grimaced as his girth split and stretched that tiny exit hole.
A moment later she felt a hot bliss blossom in her bottom and spread throughout her innards. Like someone had stuck a warm poker in there.
His cock was hot, she realized. Hot and felt harder than it had even in her pussy. She felt muscles move she didn’t know existed as he pressed inward.
She moaned again, this time in pleasure as he widened her rear with his huge penis.
He stopped halfway in and held himself there.
She could feel the hot throb of his heartbeat through her anus.
As he began to pull out then thrust back in, her eyes rolled up and her eyelids fluttered shut. “Oh. My. God.”
The pressure sent a pulse of pleasure shooting through her.
“What did I tell you?” he asked her.
“Oh my fucking god,” she groaned as he withdrew and pushed back in.
He grabbed her other arm and pulled it behind her, holding her by both elbows. He drove his cock an inch deeper, pulling her onto him so she was almost seated on it. He leaned over her and nipped at her shoulder. “Now what does nurse Amy want?”
She turned her head sideways so she could see him in her peripheral vision. “I need my ass fucked by that fat black cock, doctor,” she panted.
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Chapter 15


She stumbled into the house on shaky legs and made sure to close the door as quietly as she could. 
Hector had asked her to stay the night at the hotel and she’d been sorely tempted. She couldn’t bring herself to do that to Mark, though.
The thought of him waiting for her all night, alone in their bedroom, guessing at what might be happening in the hotel was too much. Even though he’d given his blessing. Even though he’d said he wanted this she couldn’t imagine putting him through that.
She crept through the hallway and towards the bedroom on the off chance that he was asleep.
He wasn’t.
He was sitting in the dark with his back up against the headboard, his face illuminated by the blue light of his phone screen. He looked up when she paused at the door and his eyes widened. “You’re home,” he whispered.
She leaned against the door and smiled. “I’m home,” she whispered back. “You want me to take a shower?”
She was filthy. Hector had used every inch of her like he’d promised.
Mark shook his head.
A thrill rushed through her. Discovering this dirty side of herself made her giddy.
She closed the door, then walked to the bed and bent over to undo the straps of her heels.
“Leave them on?” he asked her.
She flashed a wicked grin. He wanted her dirty, too.
She unzipped her dress and let it slip off her frame.
His eyes bugged at the absence of underwear beneath it.
She slowly got onto all fours and crawled towards him. She tipped her head to one side and pressed her lips against his.
His kiss was shy at first but increased in intensity when he caught the scent of Hector and their love-making on her. He leaned forward and pushed his tongue into her mouth, hungry to experience her after she’d been fucked by another man again.
She swept her tongue around his, kissing like a man, dominating him with her mouth. Her pussy had already started to soak on the drive home at the thought of this moment.
Pulling away from the kiss, she gazed into his eyes. “He had my ass, Mark,” she whispered. She dropped a hand into his lap and found his hardness beneath the sheets. She stroked it through the fabric. “How do you want me?”
He stared into her eyes for a few long moments then, without a word, crawled out from under the covers and got out of the bed. He grabbed her hips and swung them so her ass was to him.
She glanced over her shoulder, a soft smile on her lips as she watched him stare at her used hole. She’d held in what Hector had given her just for this moment.
“Can I fuck it?” he whispered.
She shook her head. “I’m sorry baby. Not tonight. I’m too sore.” It wasn’t a lie but denying him the hole Hector had used was kind of hot, too.
He looked up at her. “Did you like it?”
She nodded. “I had, like, five anal orgasms. I didn’t even know they were a thing. He stretched me out so bad I could barely walk when he finally finished.”
Mark shuddered.
“Use my pussy, baby. I want to feel you in there.”
He looked back down at her ass with a look of longing. He stepped forward and slid his cock into her wet sex. His head rolled back onto his shoulders and his lips went tight as he stifled a groan.
“Hey baby,” she whispered.
He opened his eyes and looked at her again.
“You want to hear about how he fucked my face?”
* * *
“That is a wild story,“ Samantha said, stirring her straw in her drink.
Arnelle picked up her glass and sipped it. “I’m glad we’ve switched to happy hour drinks. I think brunch isn’t the right venue for this.”
Amy sat blushing and giggling at the attention she was getting from the other women.
Rachel shrugged and picked up a deep fried pickle spear and dipped it in the little bowl of ranch dressing. “You really kicked something off with that story of yours, Arnie,” she said. “It’s four of us now that have had a…ahem, experiences.”
“I’m glad we’re all meeting again. I missed you guys,” Sam said.
“Has anyone heard from Michelle?” Amy asked.
Sam and Rachel shook their heads.
A slight smile played at the corners of Arnelle’s mouth as she checked her phone. She set the phone down and glanced over at the door. “There she is. Right on time.”
The four of them all turned to look at the door to see Michelle picking her way through the bar.
Arnelle flagged down a waitress and asked for a light lager and a glass of pro secco for Michelle.
Michelle kept her chin close to her chest and her shoulders hunched, like she didn’t want to be seen. She slid into the booth next to Amy without taking off her trench coat.
“You undercover or something?” Arnelle asked.
The three of them chuckled.
Michelle looked around at the four of them and leaned lower over the table. “I’m trying to keep a low profile so no one sees me with you four sluts.”
There was a moment of awkward silence before Michelle grinned. The rest of them started chuckling. Except Rachel.
The waitress showed up and deposited drinks.
“Well, you’re not wrong,” Arnelle said.
“You told her?” Rachel asked.
Arnelle shot her a funny look. “I mean, you told me. I didn’t realize I’d signed an NDA about it.”
Rachel sat up a little more primly in her seat.
“Oh my god Rachel, puh-lease. Do not make this into some kind of thing. I finally managed to get Michelle back here. We’re all together again. Nobody’s nose fell off because they had some fun. Can we just enjoy the evening?”
Amy, her nurturing instincts kicking in, reached across the table and rubbed her hand on Rachel’s arm. “Nobody’s going to find out outside of our group, hon,” she said.
Rachel let out a sigh and seemed to relax a little.
Arnelle put a hand over Rachel’s. “I’m sorry. I could have been more sensitive. You’re right. It’s private. I should have asked.”
“It’s fine,” Rachel said. “Just forget I said anything. It’s fine, really.”
Arnelle patted her hand. “In that case, I think Michelle has something she wants to tell us?” She turned to Michelle.
Michelle picked up her beer and took a healthy swig. She set down the glass and wiped her lips with the back of her hand. She looked around the table at each of them, then covered her eyes with a hand. “I don’t know if I can,” she whimpered.
“Take your time, honey,” Arnelle said.
Michelle grabbed the table with both hands and took a deep breath.
Rachel rolled her eyes and Tanya giggled.
Michelle opened her eyes and stared straight ahead. “There’s this guy.”
Amy clasped her hands together and pressed her knuckles to her lips, grinning.
“That’s how it starts,” Tanya said.
Michelle glanced nervously at the again. “I think he wants to…do me!“ she hissed.
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