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Chapter one
Chapter 1


Samantha kind of hated how cliche these Sunday brunches had become. Six women clucking around a breakfast table about the price of groceries, real estate and restaurants.

All done up in Sunday dresses like they were in New York and not dinghy Springfield. At least the food was good, despite the cheesy name. Eggcellent!

She picked at the spinach garnish on her eggs benny as Michelle went on about the summer camp she was sending Joy and Simon to.

She felt a pang of nostalgia about the days when Clara and Roger were still home, packing them up to send them off for two weeks of sleepover camp. How Clara would leave with tears in her eyes and come back tanned and grinning, saying she’d had the best time of her life.

“Okay,” Rachel said, cutting Michelle off. “That’s all fine and dandy but we’ve been here for almost an hour and one of us has barely said a word.”

All of them chuckled and Samantha turned and looked at Arnelle who’d been carefully dissecting her lemon-dill salmon rosti like she was performing open heart surgery.

Arnelle glanced up, a half smile curling one corner of her mouth, and looked around the table at each of them. “What? I’m enjoying my salmon!”

“Yeah, okay Arnie,” Michelle said. “Seriously, girl, what gives?”

Samantha resisted cringing, but just barely.

Michelle had convinced herself she coded young and insisted on trying to use extra-generational slang that hit exactly wrong.

Arnelle slowly set her fork down and picked up the white napkin lying in her lap to dab at the corners of her mouth. She looked around the table again, the smile forming fully on her lips now. “I’m not really sure I want to share this,” she said, cocking her head slightly to one side.

Tanya and Amy exchanged puzzled glances. But Sam sat up even straighter. Was something interesting actually going to happen at one of these brunches? Her eyes shot around the table to see each of the ladies leaning closer, lips slightly parted in anticipation of whatever bombshell Arnelle might drop.

“What do you mean you don’t want to share this?” Michelle asked. “We’re the true stories club, girl. Dish!”

Samantha pressed a finger to her forehead in embarrassment.

Arnelle looked at each one of them again. “I mean I don’t want to ruin the vibe or anything.”

The way the smile faded from Michelle’s mouth was highly titillating. “What do you mean ruin the vibe? Is everything alright?” she asked.

Arnelle took a sip of water from her glass and set it down. “Everything’s fine. I just don’t know if everyone’s going to be on the same page about this. I don’t want to offend anyone.”

“Um, well now you obviously have to tell us,“ Amy said, letting out a nervous chuckle.

Uptight Amy was the youngest out of all of them. Her kids were still in grade school and she still had that pleasant plumpness young moms get when they don’t have enough time for exercise.

Arnelle smiled a little wider. “Okay,” she said. “I guess if I have to, I have to. I’m having an affair.”

After five of the longest seconds of solemn silence she’d ever sat through Sam nearly burst out in a nervous, gurgling laugh in her excitement.

Because, like, holy shit. Something actually exciting was going to happen at this brunch! She covered her mouth just in time and coughed.

Amy blinked, staring at Arnelle like she’d just sawed a baby’s head off. Tanya became aggressively quiet and stared down at her plate.

Michelle, who thought she could swing with the cool kids, looked mortified.

Samantha couldn’t believe what a glorious, record-screeching halt the proceedings had been brought to.

“Are you fucking serious?” Rachel asked.

Rachel, a home health worker who never swore and played the cello, but who could still be down to party if the stars aligned, was giving Arnelle a half-deadly, half-incredulous stare.

Arnelle looked not so secretly delighted by the bombshell she’d just dropped. “I’m serious,” she confirmed, nodding. “I told you I didn’t want to ruin the vibe. I think maybe some people’s vibe is ruined,” she said, glancing at Tanya and Amy.

Rachel looked at them too, then let out a tight-lipped sigh. “Well, I mean, some of us consider Jason a friend,” she explained.

Michelle was still staring in wide-eyed horror, apparently unable to process anything that had just happened.

Arnelle scowled at Rachel. “There’s no reason for that to change?” she said.

Rachel glanced side to side. “What I meant was that it kind of puts us in a difficult position if you’re cheating on him.”

Arnelle’s eyes widened. “I’m not cheating on him!” she quickly clarified.

A couple of the tables surrounding them went quiet.

Arnelle leaned in and lowered her voice. “Who said anything about cheating? I said I was having an affair.”

Samantha could barely contain her mirth. “What’s the difference?” she asked.

“He’s been crazy busy at work. He’s exhausted when he gets home. I’m on this new estrogen lotion and it’s making me super horny,” Arnelle explained. “I was trying and trying and trying but he’s just too distracted. So he sat me down one evening and told me all he cares about is my happiness and to find someone who can deliver what he can’t give me right now.”

Michelle’s eyes popped open so wide Sam thought they might roll out of her head and onto her plate.

Amy looked like she was going to cry.

Rachel was wearing a suspicious little sneer and Tanya was still staring down at the table.

“He did not,” Samantha said, finally allowing herself a chuckle.

“Trust me I was just as taken aback as you all are,” Arnelle went on. “I actually started crying.”

“You did?” Rachel asked, leaning in, suddenly all in on the sordid gossip.

“I did,” Arnelle confirmed.

“What did he do?” Rachel quizzed.

Arnelle shrugged. “He reassured me and told me this had nothing to do with us. The project he’s working on is going to last three more months and that we’d been married nearly twenty years, why don’t I have an adventure and tell him all about it once he’s through this?”

Michelle’s jaw dropped.

Arnelle laughed. “I cried myself to sleep that night and the next morning I found a note beside the bed telling me he’d downloaded an app and that I should setup a profile and he couldn’t wait to hear all about it when he got home that night.”

Samantha found her titillation transforming into a heavier feeling just below her stomach. She’d known Arnelle and Jason for fifteen years and she’d never have guessed he’d suggest something like this. “And you found someone?” she asked.

A mischievous smile flickered to life on Arnelle’s mouth. “So quickly it was scandalous.”

Michelle covered her mouth. “What?” she gasped.

Arnelle glanced sideways at her, then laughed and put her napkin back down onto her lap. “Ladies,” she said, addressing Amy and a deeply blushing Tanya. “If you want we can talk about something else and I can save this for the end. That way whoever wants to stay can stay and whoever wants to leave can…”

“I think I just need to go now,” Tanya said. She was up and had her hand inside her purse, pulling her wallet out before anyone could react. She laid down a fifty on the table and walked out of the restaurant without another word.

Arnelle shrugged and turned to Amy. “Amy, sweetheart, I’m sorry if I upset you. It’s really nothing to be upset about,” she explained.

Amy looked up at her with reddened eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said, voice strained with emotion. “I think I have to go, too.”

Arnelle put a hand over hers and patted it. “Brunch is on me. I’m sorry I ruined it for you.”

Amy shook her head but was visibly upset by what she’d heard. She collected her purse and tucked her chin to her chest as she scurried towards the front door.

Arnelle sighed. “Guess I should have talked about the new coasters I just bought for the sun room,” she said, laughing. “Y’all want that I should just go home?”

Rachel looked around the table. “I mean I’m still here for a reason. I don’t know about the rest of you.”

“Better spill the whole story. We can deal with the Tanya-Amy fallout some other time,” Samantha said.

“I just can’t believe it,” Michelle whispered.

Arnelle laughed again. She stabbed a piece of fish onto her fork and popped it into her mouth, chewing slowly. She set her fork down and dabbed the napkin against her lips. “I think the hardest thing to believe was how easily a woman my age could find a man to…you know.”

Samantha let out a guffaw. “You’re so full of shit,” she said, chuckling.

Arnelle looked straight at her, dead serious. “I’m actually not at all. The number of guys out there looking for a…mature, I hate that word, woman is astounding.”

Michelle slowly shook her head side to side in disbelief.

“Guys our age?” Rachel asked.

“Oh hell no!” Arnelle replied. “The last thing I needed was another stressed out senior engineer telling me he didn’t have time for me!”

They all shared a chuckle.

Rachel narrowed her eyes. “You’re seeing a younger guy?”

Arnelle ran her tongue over her teeth and nodded.

Michelle let out a mousy squeak and some of the other patrons turned their way.

“How much younger?” Samantha asked.

“He’s twenty-five,” Arnelle said.

Samantha’s lips parted in surprise and Rachel actually gasped.

“You’re dating a twenty-five year old man?” Rachel said. “He could be your…”

“Don’t even think of saying that,” Arnelle interrupted, glaring at her and holding a finger up in the air.

Rachel glanced at Sam, then Michelle, then leaned back in her chair and smiled. “So what’s this young man’s name?” she asked.

“His name’s Malik,” Arnelle replied. She looked around the table at the three of them. “Yes. He’s black,” she added.

Samantha’s eyes widened and she couldn’t hide her shock. “You’re dating a twenty-five year old black man?” she said, utterly taken aback.

“I don’t really call it dating,” Arnelle said.

“What do you call it?” Rachel said, a certain haughtiness in her tone. Some part of this obviously offended her, even if she was intrigued.

“I don’t know,” Arnelle said. “Hooking up, I guess. I don’t really talk about it to anyone. You’re the first people I’ve told so I haven’t had to call it anything yet.”

“Wait, Jason doesn’t know?” Michelle asked.

“He knows I’m seeing someone,” Arnelle replied. “He told me he doesn’t want it distracting him right now but that he’ll want to hear about it eventually.”

“I just can’t believe that,” Rachel said, shaking her head.

That heavier feeling had begun to blossom and stretch inside Samantha. It was awkward and slightly uncomfortable to be experiencing at the breakfast table because it so closely aligned to what felt like arousal.

Her core had dampened and her nipples were scratching against her bra.

“I mean, I wouldn’t lie to you about something like this,” Arnelle countered.

“I’m not saying you’re lying,” Rachel clarified. “I just actually can’t fit what you’re telling me into my head right now.” She let out an awkward chuckle.

Arnelle looked around the table at the three of them, smiling.

“So, what, you just meet and…” Samantha said, leaving the question dangling.

“We meet for sex, yes,” Arnelle said.

“Where?” Michelle gasped.

“One of the motel’s on the strip on highway seven,” Arnelle explained.

“So seedy!” Rachel said.

“Actually it’s very cute and tidy. They have to compete with all the airbnb’s now so they hustle.”

Rachel was staring at her, her brain short-circuiting for all the lurid gossip. “So you just meet and…do it?” she asked.

“Pretty much,” Arnelle said.

“Will there be anything else for you this morning?” The pleasant waitress who’d been hovering about, waiting for the right moment to inject herself into the conversation, had her hands clasped and wore a tight smile.

“Just the check, please,” Arnelle said. “All one bill. And takeout containers. This one’s on me. We can finish breakfast in the park if you want.”
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Chapter 2


Outside in the parking lot Rachel wanted to stay but had told her mom she’d help her clean the church they played at.

Kevin was waiting for Michelle. She gave Arnelle cheek kisses and composed herself before ducking into the Honda. Kevin waved before pulling away.

Arnelle turned to Samantha, smiling. “You have a pressing appointment too?” she asked.

“Not at all,” Sam replied. “You want to go for a walk?”

“I’d love to,” Arnelle said.

They crossed fourth and walked through the park towards the little creek that ran into the duck pond.

“You think Amy and Tanya will ever come back?” Arnelle asked.

“I wouldn’t worry about Amy. You know how sensitive she can be. She probably just needs time to work through this. Tanya’s pretty buttoned down, though.”

“Yeah. That’s why I wasn’t sure about saying anything. I kind of had to get it off my chest. You don’t hate me, do you?” she asked.

Sam scowled at her. “Why would I hate you? It’s your business what you and Jason do behind closed doors. Or, I guess, you and Malik. I have to admit it’s pretty shocking, though.”

“No, I just meant about possibly breaking up the brunch crew?”

“Meh. Sometimes you’ve got to shake things up. I’m not hugely close to Tanya and I only know Amy through Michelle. I’m mostly just still stunned that this is actually happening. How are you feeling about all this?” Sam asked.

Arnelle glanced at her, biting back a widening smile. “Honestly? I haven’t felt this alive in years.”

“Really?!?” Sam asked. “Just from…” She didn’t know how to finish the sentence.

“I don’t want to TMI you.”

Sam waved a hand. “You obviously need to talk about this.”

Arnelle grabbed her hand and squeezed. “I can’t believe how amazing getting fucked feels. There. I said it!”

Sam threw her head back and let out a loud laugh. “Arnie! Are you serious? Are you really being serious about this?”

“Oh my god, Samantha, he’s got the body of an Adonis. I mean the kind of washboard abdomen you could actually launder a shirt on. And when there’s no baggage, no history, no shared memory it just becomes about the sex. I can finally just stick my ass up in the air and get properly nailed. And I love it! He fucks like a god, by the way.”

Sam stared at her wide-eyed, her own arousal growing inside her. “Are you kidding me? Because I still can’t really believe this either!”

Arenelle squeezed her hand again. “I wish you could try this. I wish…I wish everyone could try this. You remember when you were younger?”

“Don’t remind me!”

“No, so that’s just it! This is like having sex in your twenties. All the intensity and raw lust but without all the worry. No pills, no condoms, no wondering the morning after.”

“You’re having unprotected sex with this guy?” Sam squawked.

Arnelle shook her head. “He’s clean. Everything’s fine. He’s a very respectable and upstanding young man who happens to want to smash,” she said, giggling.

Sam shook her head. “Okay, I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be rude but we’re nearly fifty, Arnie. He really wants to smash…” She looked down at Arnelle’s big, round caboose and waved her hand around. “That?”

“Trust me I was as shocked by it as you are. These guys, these younger men these days they want to have a nice time. But they don’t want drama. He wants to focus on work but he wants to have a nice time every once in a while. He’s planning on finding someone to settle down with eventually. In the meantime he just wants no strings attached!”

Sam shook her head, still unable to fully wrap her mind around this. “Sounds like you found a unicorn,” she said.

“That’s what I thought at first,” Arenlle replied. She leaned in closer. “But it’s not just him. They’re all over the place. I don’t think I’ll ever tell the girls the whole story, not after that reaction. But I can tell you,” she whispered.

Samantha stared at her, her mind spinning and her panties dampening. “There’s more?” she asked.

“There’s more than Malik,” Arnelle said, squeezing her hand again.

Sam blinked and her eyes bugged. “You’re having sex with more than one guy?”

Arnelle sucked her lips into her mouth and gave three eager nods. “After we hooked up a few times he asked if he could give his friend my number.”

“You’re fucking kidding me!” Sam asked. “You’re having sex with this Malik guy and his buddy?“ She felt herself blush and chuckled at how embarrassed she’d become at Arnelle’s admission.

“I’m being a total slut and I love it!” Arnelle said.

Sam stared at her, wide-eyed and shaking her head, still unable to fully wrap it around the reality of what Arnelle was saying. “How can you be sure that Jason isn’t going to flip out when you tell him the whole truth and nothing but?” she asked.

“He’s not going to flip out, Sam,” Arnelle replied. “He’s an engineer and he gave me permission. He’s not suddenly going to turn into a teenage boy and start having feelings when I tell him about what happened.”

Sam narrowed her eyes at her. She was probably right. She’d met Jason enough times to know how level-headed he was. Still, it seemed like Arnelle was playing with fire.

“Anyways, that’s enough about me,” Arnelle said, waving a hand. “What’s going on with you and Chris?”

Sam tried not to sigh but it came out anyways. “Everything’s wonderful. Really wonderful,” she replied.

“Sam, honey, you don’t have to do that with me. You know that,” Arnelle said.

Sam chuckled and let out another sigh. “I’m not doing anything. Things really are good. I mean I can’t really complain. I don’t know if it’s the kids being out of the house, menopause or just aging generally but I’ve had sex on the mind lately.”

“It happens, right? Something just clicks one day and you start thinking about it?”

“I guess,” Sam replied. She looked at Arnelle and wondered if she should say more. “I guess this is so shocking because...” She paused and let out a sigh. “I’ve been trying with Chris. I swear I have. Skimpy lingerie. Candles. One night we had a quickie and he kissed me on the forehead then went out to the garage to work on his midlife crisis bike.”

“He calls it that?” Arnelle asked.

Sam laughed. “I call it that when he’s not around. I’m not complaining. I’m really not. He was the best dad and he’s an amazing guy.”

Arnelle leaned in. “But sometimes you want a little romance, am I right?”

Sam sighed again. “I don’t know what I want. It’s not like he was ever some kind of demon in the sack but we had a good sex life. I don’t even think I wanted a demon. There’s just something about getting older, I guess. Something that makes it feel like the tires aren’t fully inflated on the bike you’re trying to ride.”

“Ha!” Arnelle shouted, throwing a hand up in the air. “That’s the perfect description of it. Let me tell you there is none of that problem with these young guys.”

Sam glanced at her out of the corner of her eye. Curiosity had blossomed inside her. She felt a greedy need to know more details about Arnelle’s somewhat sanctioned trysts. “So, uh, what’s his cock like?” she asked, then burst into giggles like she was still in high school and hadn’t seen a dick in real life yet.

“Sweetheart that thing is eight inches long and hard as a rock in no time. Sometimes I blow him until he pops just to feel it get that hard in my mouth.”

Sam’s jaw dropped at the scandalous admission. “Arnelle what the hell?!?” she squawked.

“I’m telling you I can’t get enough. Desensitizes him and, at his age, he’s ready to go again in fifteen minutes and has so much more stamina. He pounds the ever living shit out of me for my trouble.”

Sam gawked at Arnelle, aghast and even more aroused to hear her talking like that. She hadn’t thought of sex in that way in years. It certainly wasn’t the lazy, languid thrusting she and Chris gave each other once every other week or so.

It was hard to imagine thinking that way about sex again. “He’s really eight inches? Doesn’t that hurt?” she asked.

Arnelle smiled. A satisfied, almost smug smile. “That young man has found parts of me Jason’s never touched. You want his number?”

The question startled and embarrassed her both at once. She felt her face flush and let out a nervous laugh, looking off to the side to avoid Arnelle’s eyes. She shook her head. “I don’t want his number. Chris and I could never…that would just never work like that.”

“Why don’t you ask him?”

Sam gave her the funny eye. “Ask my husband if he minds if I have sex with a young black man?”

“What have you got to lose?” Arnelle countered.

“Uh, my marriage, for one. Jason brought this up. This wasn’t you asking him if you could do this. There’s no way I’m going to hit Chris with something like that out of the blue. Besides I don’t even know if I want what it is you’re describing.”

Arnelle cast a skeptical glance at her. “You don’t want to be reminded of what it feels like to get properly fucked?” she asked.

Sam let out an exasperated sigh. “I don’t know,” she replied, shaking her head. “I don’t know about any of this. I just…I was just curious about what was going on with you.”

Arnelle held her hands up. “Hey, I’m not pressuring! But if you change your mind you know who to call to hook you up.”

Sam let out a laugh. “Okay, Arnie. That sounds great.”

They chatted some more about the new gym Arnelle was going to and the cute placemats Sam had found the other day at the thrift store. Twenty minutes later they were back at the restaurant parking lot.

Arnelle walked Sam to her car and leaned in through the open window, kissing her on the cheek goodbye. “Thanks for listening, honey,” she said. “I really needed to get some of that stuff off my chest. I hope I didn’t upset you.”

Sam smiled and assured her she hadn’t. She drove down Ninth and out of downtown and into the winding streets of their little suburb.

When she pulled into the driveway she found Chris in a tank top in the garage with a socket wrench in one hand and a beer in the other. She turned off the car, smiled at him through the windshield and got out, sauntering up the slight incline to the garage. “How’s the beast coming?” she asked, looking at the array of tools and motorcycle parts arranged on a tarp.

“Perfect way to knock down a Sunday. How was brunch with the girls?” he asked. “Everything good?”

She looked at him and smiled again. He had his running shorts on and a pair of old steel-toed construction boots. Her heart swelled a little for this man who she’d loved so much all these years.

She really couldn’t be too judgmental. It wasn’t like she walked around in designer clothes at home. But she tried to keep herself fit for him and looking nice. He was just going through a thing right now and needed a little time to focus on himself. “You want to hear something kind of greasy?” she asked.

He arched his brow. “Sure. You want a brewskie?” he asked.

She looked down at the brown bottle of Sampleton’s he was holding, smiled and shrugged. “Sure. Why not?”

He seemed pleased, grinning as he walked over to the little cooler he’d filled with ice. He picked out a sweaty bottle, popped off the cap and handed it to her, taking a seat on the two step stairway that led into the house. “Grease me up, baby!” he said, raising his drink.

She snorted out a laugh and took a swig of the beer he’d handed her. “It’s Arnelle,” she said, studying him for his reaction. “She’s having sex with a black guy half her age.”

Chris’s jaw dropped.
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She related the story Arnelle had shared, leaving out some of the details she thought Arnelle might not want him to know about. She left out the colourful language about male appendages, too.

Chris got a little weird if she talked about sex too openly.

He listened intently and got kind of contemplative afterwards.

She leaned against the edge of his workbench and watched him processing the sordid tale.

She tried to ignore the fluttering in her stomach. There was something exciting about telling him about it. Something dangerous and maybe kind of fun, even. There was so little mystery left in their lives it was kind of nice to have some drama.

He looked up at her as she was taking a swig of her beer. He gave her a long, intense stare. A look he hadn’t given her in a long time.

It even brought a slight blush to her cheeks.

He set his bottle down and stood up, then slowly sauntered over to where she was leaning against the workbench. “Why do you think she told you all that?” he asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t know. She seemed to really want to get it off her chest. I think Jason’s pretty busy at work and not really giving her a lot of what she needs right now.”

He stared into her eyes, his expression serious. “Is Samantha getting everything she needs right now?” he asked.

She shot him a funny look. “Chris! Of course I am!” she replied, rubbing his arm.

“No, I’m serious,” he said, putting a hand over hers. “Would you ever do something like that?”

The question threw her completely off balance. It was the last thing she’d expected from him. It was so out of character. She’d never have told him the story if she thought that was where he’d take the conversation. “Chris! I don’t…I don’t…of course not!” she stammered.

She wasn’t even sure if it was a lie or not but it brought a great rush of heat to her face. She looked off to the side, laughing nervously to try and hide her reaction but knowing she couldn’t.

She could feel him watching her. His eyes intense and probing. “Chris, I just thought it was a crazy story that would be fun to tell you. I never meant that…” She stopped, unsure of how to finish the sentence.

He reached out and stroked her arm. “That what?” he asked.

“I just didn’t mean it as some kind of…lead in to…God only knows what! I just thought it was crazy and that telling you would be fun. God! I didn’t think you’d take it the wrong way!” she blathered.

He turned her head with a thumb on her chin and leaned in. “I’m not taking it the wrong way,” he said.

She drew in a breath in surprise when he pressed his lips against hers. At first she stiffened, startled by the sudden intimacy. As the kiss lingered she relaxed and gave into it.

He stayed with his lips on hers for a long while. When he pulled away he looked into her eyes.

The smell of beer and motor oil lingered around them but she didn’t even mind. It was the most unexpected reaction from him. She liked it. “What was that about?” she asked.

He shrugged. “You want to go inside?” he asked.

She looked up at him, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. The urge to reassure him some more, that she would never do anything like that to him, was incredibly strong.

Just giving in to wherever this was going felt more fun.

She let the smile form on her mouth, took him by the hand and pulled him towards the door into the house.

He was on her as soon as it closed behind them. His hands running down her arms and to her waist. Turning her around so her back was to him. Nuzzling her neck then laying a trail of tiny kisses along her shoulders that sent shivers down her back.

She started leading him towards the hall but he pulled her into a tighter embrace and stopped her.

After another line of kisses he spun her around and, to her shock, hoisted her up off of her feet and onto the counter. “Chris!” she squealed, letting out a giggling laugh and covering her mouth.

He grinned as he sank to his knees in front of her and flipped her dress up.

“Oh my god, we can’t!” she said, trying to push the dress back down and push his face out from between her legs.

“Why not?” he said, playfully dodging her hands with his face and shimmying her dress back up, exposing her thighs, then her underwear. “Come on, baby,” he said. “I haven’t had breakfast yet. I’m hungry.”

“Chris!” she squealed again, aghast at how dirty and forward he was being. She couldn’t believe his reaction almost as much as she hadn’t been able to wrap her head around Arnelle’s story. Had that really prompted this? “Chris, I should go shower at least!” she protested.

He coaxed her to the edge of the counter and looked up at her from between her thighs. “I like you dirty,” he said, then pressed his mouth against her sex.

She drew in a quick breath as his tongue passed between her pussy lips and caressed the sensitive flesh of her entrance. Her back arched and her toes curled as it plied the wet flesh and flicked over her clit.

She looked down and found him glaring up at her as he feasted on her pussy. She couldn’t remember the last time he’d eaten her out. Now he was on his knees in the kitchen looking so hungry to please her.

She let her hand fall to the back of his head and closed her eyes, unable to stand the intensity of his gaze. She focused on the sensation of his tongue as it swirled in circles around her clit.

She felt him wrap one hand around her thigh. Two fingers of the other slipped into her and he began slowly fucking them in and out as he licked her.

She moaned, giving him the feedback that he was in exactly the spot she needed him to be. He’d perfected his technique over the years and knew just which buttons needed to be pressed.

It was always a very pleasant, if somewhat predictable routine.

She rocked her hips back and forth as he ate her. Flexing the muscles in her pelvis for a little additional stimulation. She felt her body arcing higher towards what would be a very enjoyable climax.

The thought of Arnelle with her young, black lover materialized out of nowhere in her mind. She gasped as the words properly fucked bounced around the vision.

She heard Arnelle describing only having to stick her ass up in the air and began thinking of herself in that position. On a bed with her ass up and a powerful, hard black cock pounding into her soaked pussy.

An orgasm exploded through her body and she let out a loud moan that filled the kitchen.

Chris intensified the pressure on her clit, sending her soaring over one of the most powerful climaxes she could remember.

Her body shook on the counter, her thighs squeezing against his scruffy cheeks as she endured the ecstasy of her release.

He sensed exactly when she became too sensitive and withdrew his fingers. He gave her clit a gentle kisses, then stood up and started pulling his shorts down.

She looked down at the little puddle of her own wet and his saliva that had pooled on the counter just beneath her crotch.

Chris pulled his cock out and started tugging it, trying to jerk it to life to get it in her.

She reached out and cupped her hand under his balls and gently rolled them around in her fingers, hoping to help.

After a minute or so she could see the frustration growing on his expression. His spirit was willing but sometimes age did funny things.

She pulled her hand out from between his legs and slipped off of the counter onto her feet.

“Shit,” he muttered, his head sinking forward.

“No, no,” she whispered. “Don’t worry about it. Just let me return the favour okay?” She smiled at him then sank to her knees.

She took his cock into her mouth and, after a few long pulls, felt it start to harden as he groaned above her. She kept sucking on him and pressed her hand between her legs beneath her dress.

A wave of guilt rolled through her as she summoned one of the dirtier bits of Arnelle’s story. How the feeling of her young lover’s cock firming in her mouth often made her keep sucking him off because she liked the feeling so much.

She moaned as she looked up at Chris.

He was staring down at her with his mouth open. Staring at her as she blew him in broad daylight in the kitchen. He hadn’t looked at her like that in years, either.

His cock went from balky to firm in her mouth and she tasted the first tiny spurt of his pre-ejaculate.

“Oh fuck, baby, that feels so good,” he groaned, his hips giving an involuntary jerk forward.

She stared up at him, giving him her best loving eyes. In her mind, though, it wasn’t Chris with his cock in her mouth. She imagined herself in Arnelle’s position. On her knees in front of her young, black lover. His cock so deep in her mouth it was touching her throat and making her gag. Sucking on him so long that he finally exploded.

“Sam I’m gonna come!” Chris warned, trying to pull away.

She’d never been a fan of the taste and didn’t often finish him that way. Her own excitement took over and she put a hand on his thigh, letting him know this was okay.

His eyes widened and his hips flexed, shoving his cock deeper into her mouth.

She let out another muffled moan as she felt it flex, then tasted the first spray of his ejaculation onto her tongue.

“Fuck!” Chris grunted, his face screwing up as he came.

She touched herself, spinning a fingertip around her clit and weirdly enjoying this bizarre early afternoon blowjob that had come out of nowhere.

She watched as his face contorted in pleasure and swallowed the seed his cock spat into her mouth.

He sighed and softened and she gave him one final pull, then pulled him out of her mouth and looked up at him. She swallowed his semen and wiped her mouth with a finger.

He looked down at her and let out a chuckle. “Holy shit, Sam,” he said, taking her by the hand and helping her to her feet.

She smiled back at him, pleased that she’d been able to please him. “Holy shit yourself,” she whispered.

He tucked his cock back into his underwear and pulled his shorts up his legs. He rubbed a hand over the back of his neck, looking a little sheepish at what they’d just done. “You, uh, you want to watch a movie or something?” he asked her.

She arched her brow, surprised by the invitation. “You’re gonna leave the beast all alone?” she asked, chuckling. “That must really have been something then.”

He leaned in to kiss her again but she backed away and pressed a hand against his chest. “I’m all…” She didn’t want to actually say it so she just waved a hand around her mouth.

“I don’t care,” he said, brushing her hand away and pressing his lips to hers.


Chapter four
Chapter 4


She was at the studio at six-thirty the next morning. Folding towels and doing a quick scan of the big room where her first class was booked. When she came back out Sienna was at the front desk wearing a tank-top and tights with her ponytail up high on top of her head. A protein smoothie teetered precariously close to the edge of the desk.

“Hey Sienna,” Samantha said, walking up and smiling at her.

Sienna picked up the smoothie, winked and took a sip through the straw. “Hey, hun,” she said, setting it down. “Got a little something special lined up for ya this morning.”

“Oh yeah?” Samantha asked. “What sort of special?”

“I think that’s them right now, actually.”

Sam turned to see the glass door open at the front of the studio. Her smile faded as a group of young and very athletic looking men made their way into the lobby.

A few of them smiled and nodded when they saw her and Sienna standing by the front desk.

Sam turned and looked at Sienna. “Uh, what’s going on?” she asked.

Sienna took an extra beat checking out the handsome young studs before glancing at Sam. “It’s the Strikers,” she said, nodding.

Samantha just stared at her blankly.

“Football team from the college?” Sienna offered.

“Okay,” Sam said, glancing over her shoulder at the now very large group of men milling about in the lobby. “What are they doing here?” she asked.

“I think the coach will do a better job of explaining that,” Sienna said, nodding at a bald man in his fifties approaching the desk. “Coach Grey? This is Samantha. She’ll be the instructor for your group this morning.”

She felt the twenty-five or so sets of eyes lock onto her and stare. She stood up a little straighter, flashed a tight smile and extended her hand. “A pleasure to meet you, coach,” she said.

The coach shook her hand and smiled. “What’s half a football team doing at a yoga studio? It’s something of a team building exercise. Your receptionist here told me you could put them through a routine that would make them squeal?”

She glanced at Sienna, who almost certainly had not said anything like that. “I can take them through some of our more challenging poses, yes. If you’ll just make your way through that door over there I’ll join you in just a moment.”

“Alright fellas!” the couch called out, clapping his hands together. “Through those doors over there.”

She couldn’t ignore the way their stares lingered on her. A surge of excitement rushed through her at the way they were checking her out.

She rarely had any male participants in her classes and the energy inside the building was completely different already with all that testosterone.

As the coach followed his team towards the doors to the studio, she leaned over the counter towards Sienna. “Maybe give me a little more of a heads up next time?” she suggested.

Sienna smiled and took another sip of her smoothie. “If I’d given you a heads up you would have had a chance to sub out!” she said, chuckling.

Sam smiled back at her and made a mental note to get her back for this. It wasn’t that she minded leading a class full of men, not that she did that often. It just took a different mindset and some time to prepare would have been nice. “Okay then. See you in an hour!”

She turned and walked towards the studio door where the coach was waiting for her. “I just wanted to mention you should feel free to be as firm as you want with these guys. Seriously, don’t feel like you need to hold anything back.”

She flashed the coach the same tight smile she’d given Sienna. “Don’t worry, coach. I know my way around a roomful of guys.”

She stepped into the studio and clapped her hands. “Eyes up front! Mouths shut! For the next hour your pretty little asses are mine.”

She was pleased at the sea of astonished looks she got, and at the way the coaches mouth was hanging open by the door.

* * *

At the end of the hour she felt the same satisfaction at the grunts and groans emanating from around the room. She’d taken them through one of her favourite sequences, one she called Grounding and Gratitude Flow.

It was a sequence she might use in an advanced beginner class. Given most of them were novices, the poses suitably kicked their asses.

She would show a pose, then walk around the room correcting postures and enjoying watching the fit young men tiring.

As the room heated up and the sweat started pouring a strange and novel sensation presented itself inside her. She’d always set the highest bar for being a consummate professional when it came to her classes.

Now she couldn’t help but glance at the powerful glutes and deltoids flexing rock hard all around her. She had to continually guide her mind away from her conversation with Arnelle the previous day and the bizarre but erotic sex it had inspired when she’d shared it with Chris.

She found her gaze lingering too long on some of the men’s asses.

When she’d finished the session the coach came up and thanked her, beaming and saying he’d be back with the other half of the team soon.

The guys looked a little less cocksure and a little defeated as they shuffled out of the room.

All except for one.

A young black who she’d noticed because he hadn’t had any trouble with any of the poses, gliding into each of them comfortably. He obviously had some previous experience with yoga.

Now he was standing at the back of the studio, his head hanging slightly to one side, and staring at her.

She put on her most professional smile and walked over to where he was standing. “Did you enjoy the class?” she asked.

He nodded a few times. “Very much so,” he replied.

“I’m so glad! Is there something else I can help you with?” she asked, glancing at the last few team members making their way out of the room.

“I hope so,” he said. Then he just stared at her, smiling.

She felt a little lick of embarrassment heat the back of her neck under his dark eyes. Her mind conflated Arnelle’s salacious story and the young man standing in front of her now and the heat worked it’s way around to her face. Thankfully she was still a little rosy from the workout and she hoped he couldn’t see the blush for what it was. “Would you like to let me know what that is?” she asked.

He chuckled and glanced towards the door. “Can I get your snap?” he asked.

She furrowed her brow, gave him a quizzical look and snapped her finger and thumb. “Like that?” she asked.

He stared at her, his smile turning to puzzlement. “You serious?” he asked.

“My snap?” she asked.

He started chuckling again, an infectious sound, and his hand over his mouth. “You really don’t know what I’m talking about?” he asked.

She blushed hotter still, this time sure that he could see it, and that he knew it was because she was embarrassed. “Is that some kind of slang for something?”

His chuckle resolved into a very sweet-looking smile. “I mean your snapchat. Can I get your name on snapchat?”

Snapchat.

Snapchat.

Her face turned a darker shade of red as she realized this was the internet he was talking about and she’d just given away that she was old. She touched her fingers to her forehead and collected herself. “I’m sorry. I’m…old.”

He shook his head. “No you’re not. You’re fine.”

She smiled. “Thanks. That’s very nice of you. Um, the studio has a facebook page. Why don’t I go get you a card,” she said, turning to walk to the front of the room where she had a few brochures and business cards.

“No hold up!” he said. “I don’t want the studio facebook thing, whatever. I mean you. You have a phone number?”

Her smile faded and she looked at him, puzzled. A curious mix of shame and flattery wrapped itself around her. She could no longer tell how red her face was.

Was this man trying to get her number?!? Like that?!?

“I can give you the studio number if you want?”

He shook his head. “I’m not interested in the studio. That’s why I’m asking for your number. Not hers,” he said, glancing at Sienna.

Sienna, Sam was pleased to see, was near-glaring at the two of them from the front desk. Perhaps this was retribution enough for the lack of heads-up about the class.

That satisfaction was fleeting since this young man was still standing in front of her and she couldn’t be sure why he was asking for her number. “I’m sorry I’m not sure I understand,” she said.

He smiled a little wider. “I’m not really sure how much clearer I can make it but here goes. I think you’re fine.” His eyes danced down her body. “And I’d like to get your number so that I can see you again. Maybe go out somewhere.”

Her attempt at keeping the shock from showing on her expression was utterly futile. She felt her mouth tremble and gape for a moment before she got a hold of herself.

The blush returned with a vengeance. This time it came as a heat throughout her whole body, along with a flutter somewhere in her midriff.

This man was asking her out. Like that.

“Everything alright? I hope I didn’t offend you?” he asked.

“Uh, um, no, I…I just…” She pressed a hand against her chest and tried to calm her beating heart as she thought of something to say.

He glanced down at her hand, then back up at her. “You don’t get asked out a lot?” he asked.

“I…I…um…” she stammered.

“I’m Jalen,” he said, holding out his hand.

She looked down at it. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on his arm and he had incredible vascular definition. Her mind wandered away on it’s own, wondering what else a vascular system like that could support.

“I’m Sam,” she said. “I’m Sam and I’m married.” She raised the hand from her chest and showed him the ring on her finger.

His brow furrowed slightly. “Pleasure to meet you, Sam,” he said, letting his hand fall to his side.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, too,” she muttered. She was stunned that this young man had asked for her number. That hadn’t happened in nearly two decades now. She felt bad about being such a klutz about letting him down.

“So, uh, is that a yes or a no?” he asked.

“Uh…I beg your pardon?”

“Can I get your number or not?” he said.

There were so many questions running through her mind she just stared at him dumbly.

Why was this young man asking an old woman out?

How did he not understand that I’m married means she wasn’t giving him her number?

Why did he seem completely unfazed by this whole interaction?

“Looks like you need to think about it,” he said, nodding. “That was a really great class, by the way. I’ll see you around.” He turned and walked out into the hall, then disappeared through the front door onto the street outside.


Chapter five
Chapter 5


Arnelle was already at the bar when Sam showed up. She looked stunning in a tight little mini and a tight, white blouse. She wore loud red lipstick and her hair was down and she was getting plenty of looks from all across the room.

Sam was a little annoyed that Arnelle looked so hot. She’d wanted to meet in the park or just a parking lot but Arnelle wasn’t the type to miss happy hour.

She crossed the room to Arnelle’s table and sat down. A waiter appeared instantly. “Can I get you something to drink?” he asked.

Sam glanced at Arnelle’s martini glass. “I’ll have what she’s having,” she replied.

Arnelle glanced at the waiter and winked before he turned around and left.

Sam was a little aghast. “You know if you were a man and he were a woman that could be considered sexual harassment,” she said.

Arnelle rolled her eyes. “Puh-lease! Did you ask me to come out so you could bore me to death?”

“I’m just saying,” Sam said, a little miffed at Arnelle’s reaction.

Arnelle leaned over the table, swirling the liquid in her glass. “I feel like if you’ve sucked someone’s cock in the bar bathroom you’re okay winking at them when they’re serving you your drink,” she whispered.

Sam’s jaw dropped. She covered her open mouth with a hand and glanced around to see if anyone had noticed her reaction. “You’re not serious?” she hissed at Arnelle.

“Honey,” Arnelle said, patting Sam’s arm. “You need to stop saying that. I’m serious. Everything I’ve told you and everything I will tell you is serious. I get that you’re a little shocked. Just please stop asking me that question?”

“Okay,” Sam muttered. “I’m sorry.”

Arnelle grinned at her. “It’s okay. Now what’s going on that requires my attention on a Monday evening? You tell Chris you want to bang another guy?”

“Arnie stop that!” Sam hissed, looking around again to make sure no one had heard. “I’m not telling Chris I want to bang another guy!”

Arnelle leaned back in her chair and smiled. “Gonna do it the old fashioned way, huh?” she asked, then snickered.

“Can you stop that?“ Sam asked.

“Okay,” Arnelle replied. “I’m sorry. What’s happening?”

The waiter came back with the martini on a tray and set it down in front of Sam. “Would the ladies like to see a menu?” he asked.

“Just drinks tonight, Jim,” Arnelle replied.

“Of course,” he replied, then backed up a step and spun around.

Arnelle raised her glass and Sam picked hers up and delicately clinked. She took a sip of the ice cold martini and swallowed. The warm buzz of alcohol down her throat was immediately followed by a lovely relaxing feeling. She set her glass down and cleared her throat. “I don’t even know why I’m telling you this,” she said.

Arnelle watched her, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

“I had a football team in the studio this morning first thing.”

Arnelle’s brow arched. “Going straight to the gangbang! I’m impressed!” she said, then laughed.

Sam let out a sigh and shook her head but couldn’t help smiling. “Obviously not like that. Their coach wanted me to kick their asses so I put them through the grinder.”

“What football team?” Arnelle asked.

“Strikers,” Sam replied.

Arnelle fanned herself with her hand. “Oh god!“ she moaned, loud enough that a few people looked at them. “I would be fired so fast if I had your job!” she added, laughing again.

“Anyways. This kid, er, young man comes up to me afterwards and asks for my snap.”

Arnelle’s eyes bugged and she clapped her hands together in performative excitement. “See! You’re hot!”

Sam blushed and rolled her eyes.

“You are! And you know you are! You’re just pretending that, because you’re forty-eight, you need to turn into a dowdy Victorian matron who never shows her ankles!”

Sam tisked. “I am not,“ she insisted.

“So what did you say? Did you give him your number?”

“Of course not!“ Sam replied. She picked her drink up and took a big sip to calm herself down.

She had to admit there was something exciting about girlishly gossiping with Arnelle about getting a man’s attention. “He was black,” she whispered.

Arnelle’s smile spread wider. She watched Sam for a few moments. “You want to do it,” she said, quietly. “You want to go for it. I can see it in your eyes.”

“No I don’t,” Sam insisted.

“My little story yesterday got to you, huh?” Arnelle asked.

Sam couldn’t deny that. “I don’t even know why I’m here telling you this stuff,” she said, easing her discomfort with another sip of the martini.

Arnelle leaned over the table. “Because you want to process what’s happening. It’s okay. I’m here for you,” she said, with an uncharacteristic lack of sarcasm.

“Nothing’s happening. I’m not processing anything. I just thought it was weird that you told me that story and then that happened the very next morning.”

Arnelle sat up again and nodded but said nothing.

Sam took another sip of her drink. “I didn’t give him my number,” she admitted. “It just caught me so off guard that he would even ask. I didn’t know what was happening at first. I thought he wanted to book another class or something and I told him to call the studio.”

Arnelle nodded but, once again, said nothing.

Sam felt a need to fill the silence between them. “You know what he said?” she asked, a little thrill rushing through her at what she was about to divulge.

“I have no idea,” Arnelle replied.

“He said I’m fine. Not, like, oh, yeah, that’s fine. I think he meant…”

“Hot,” Arnelle offered.

Sam glanced at her from under her brow and a smile tugged at the corners of her mouth.

“There’s nothing wrong with enjoying feeling desired, Sam,” Arnelle said.

“I’m not going to do anything about it!”

Arnelle sighed and finished off her martini. She waved the glass in Jim’s general direction.

Across the room he raised hand and held up a finger.

Arnelle raised two at him and he nodded.

“What are you doing?” Sam asked.

“Ordering us another round,” Arnelle explained.

“I can’t. I have to drive home,” Sam said.

Arnelle tipped her head to one side. “You know you’re a bit of a roller coaster ride tonight? You ask me out to talk then you don’t want to talk and you tell me you can’t drink because you have to drive home.”

Sam let out an exasperated sigh and balled her hand into a fist in her lap.

“Okay. Sorry. I get it. You’re feeling conflicted,” Arnelle said.

“I’m feeling conflicted,” Sam echoed.

“And you don’t know what to do about it?”

Sam shook her head. “I don’t know what to do about it. And I feel horrible for feeling conflicted in the first place. I’m m-a-r-r-i-e-d, married!”

Jim came over with his little tray with two drinks on it and set them down on the table.

“What time you getting off tonight, Jimmy?” Arnelle asked.

Jim paused with his mouth open for a moment, then seemed to check himself. “Eleven,” he replied.

“You’ve got my digits,” Arnelle said.

A blush rose to his cheeks and he flashed a tight smile. “Will there be anything else?” he asked.

“We’re good for now,” Arnelle replied.

“Of course,” Jim said, backed away and turned towards the bar.

“You want me to tell you what to do?” Arnelle asked.

“Yes. And no. I know what you’re going to say and I don’t want to hear you say it. But also I do,” Sam explained. “I just don’t get why a young man like that would want to have anything to do with a…an older woman?”

“Okay. Look, I’m going to say my piece and you can do whatever you want with it. I’m happy to listen to whatever else you want to tell me about but here’s what I think about it.

“You finish that drink and get a cab home. You pour yourself a nice glass of wine and drag Chris out of the garage, telling him you’d like to have some time together. You get him undressed and drag him into bed, then suck his dick until it’s nice and hard. Then you put your mouth right next to his ear, stroke his cock and tell him you’ve been thinking about sex a lot lately. And how interested would he be in trying something a little bit different? Something off the beaten path?”

Sam stared at her, listening intently. “What if he freaks out?” she asked.

Arnelle tipped her head dramatically to the side, like a dog trying to make sense of its reflection in the mirror. “How long have you been married now?” she asked.

“Nineteen years this fall, why?” Sam asked.

“Do you honestly, sincerely and in good faith believe that if you ask your husband if he’d like to try something sexually different that he is going to freak out, Samantha? Have you ever met a man that would do that?”

When she thought about it she probably hadn’t. “I guess you’re right. It’s just…Chris is just so…Chris. You know?”

“Oh I know! Believe me, I know. That’s the whole reason we’re here is ’cause I know. The thing is we only get one crack at this. This is the only life we get to live. The choice is yours. You can continue to be this Samantha, this person, this woman you are now for the rest of your life. Or, you can try something different. Something a little more daring and exciting.”

That was the part that settled heaviest on her. That was the real choice here. Between something certain and safe and something new and unexpected. Possibly dangerous, even.

Sam shook her head. “What if…” She paused, forming the thought in her mind. “What if he’s into it?”

Arnelle raised her hands, palms up. “What if?” she asked. Arnelle waited a few moments before continuing. “That’s not really the most difficult question though, is it?” she asked.

Sam’s mind slowly formulated the response. A heavy dread hollowed out her insides.

The answer to Arnelle’s question was no. What if was not the most difficult question.

The more difficult question tied her mind up into all kinds of knots. The more difficult question shook the foundations of what she’d based her life on these past nineteen years.

The more difficult question had to do with the question Arnelle had previously posed. Did Sam want to be the same old Samantha? Or did she want something different? Something a little more daring and exciting?

And she was pretty sure she already knew the answer to that one. And it wasn’t same old, same old.

Which is what made the more difficult question the most difficult question. What if he’s into it paled in comparison.

The most difficult question was what if he’s not?


Chapter six
Chapter 6


She arrived home to a note on the counter.

Hey slugger!

Out for a game with the guys tonight, beers afterwards so don’t wait up!

Love ya!

She let out a frustrated sigh. She’d forgotten he had a baseball game tonight and had spent the whole cab ride over trying to work up the courage to do what Arnelle had suggested.

She walked to the fridge and pulled out the bottle of white anyways and poured herself a glass. The buzz from the two martinis was wearing off and even thought it wasn’t the smartest thing to do the first hour in the studio in the morning would cut whatever hangover she had down to a stump.

Carrying the glass, she walked to the living room and sat down on the couch. She’d spent half a day cleaning it when the boys had left to go to camp and it was very possibly the first time it had looked this tidy in fourteen years.

She picked up the book she’d been reading off the coffee table and opened it at the bookmark.

She spent a good five minutes reading the same paragraph over and over until she realized her mind was too far away to make any sense of the plot. Setting the book down, she picked up her wine glass and took a big gulp and sighed again.

She took her phone out and started tapping with her thumbs.

Chris is out with his buddies.

The reply came a few minutes later.

Guess you’ll have to take care of business yourself!

She rolled her eyes at that. She hadn’t masturbated in close to a decade. Arnelle must have really gone through some sort of hormonal evolution. She’d never been this sex-obsessed!

She turned on the TV and flipped through some shows that were streaming but nothing grabbed her attention.

Her mind wandered off to the bedroom. To the evening she’d been planning to have with her husband. Excitement rippled through her. She smiled when she remembered the Valentines day present Chris had given her three years ago.

They’d used the vibrator a few times together but she’d never used it on herself alone.

Now, for the first time in a long time, a pleasant ache had built in her core that would be very pleasant to relieve.

She bit her lip, somehow feeling guilty about a self-indulgent evening of masturbation. She took another gulp of wine, stood up and walked to the bedroom.

Leaving the wine glass on the dresser, she pulled her sweatshirt and tank top off. Then she pulled her tights down her legs and stood in front of the mirror in just her underwear and sports bra.

She still wore a thong and liked the way her toned ass looked with the colourful red strip of fabric disappearing between the cheeks.

Years of instructing yoga had spared her the belly rolls and flabby arms most women her age had. She turned, surveying herself, enjoying the way she felt in her body.

She bit her lip when the thought of Jalen’s dark and muscled hands caressing her body intruded into her mind.

Guilt racked her at how exciting she found it. She’d never been with a black man and never given it a second thought. A thrill rushed through her as she wondered whether the rumours were true? Were black men really bigger down there?

She walked to the dresser and pulled her underwear drawer open. She pulled out the long conical wand vibrator she kept hidden there. A swell of guilt made her shudder.

Rationally she knew she didn’t need to feel guilt. She hadn’t done anything wrong. It wasn’t wrong or immoral to fantasize. As long as she didn’t act on it no harm would come. Not to her and not to Chris.

Slipping a layer deeper into her thoughts made her realize why she felt bad. This wasn’t just a fantasy. She was thinking about it. She’d been thinking about it since Arnelle’s disclosure. She’d been thinking about it in context of herself.

Now she was thinking about it with Jalen in mind. Jalen with his big, strong black hands and his meticulously sculpted body. A body created with one purpose, really. To seduce and fuck.

She gasped, startled at the vulgar idea. Of course there was more to Jalen than that! How rude and disrespectful to the young man to deconstruct him into something so primitive. She had no idea where the thought had come from. She’d never once thought of any man like that.

She tried to put the wand away, acting out her own disgust. Somehow she couldn’t get it back into the drawer. Somehow her mind kept wandering back to that dirty, horrible thought.

To seduce and fuck.

She bit her lip.

That’s what he’d been trying to do in the studio. To seduce her, even though she’d told him she had a husband. To seduce her so he could get at her pussy and fuck her.

She gasped again, this time surprised by the wetness that had begun to soak her underwear. What the hell was wrong with her? Getting this turned on from just thinking about sex with a strange man? A strange black man?

She wasn’t sure how the fact that he was black was fitting into any of this. But it was, somehow.

She tried to put the wand away again but the ache between her legs was too insistent. She’d never be able to get to sleep with the feeling lingering there. She started bargaining with the side of her mind that was resisting all of this.

She had work tomorrow. Chris probably wouldn’t be home for hours. When he did get home he’d probably be a little tipsy and, these days, it was hard for him to…focus if he’d had anything to drink.

Really, masturbating wasn’t an indulgence, it was a pragmatic solution to a real problem.

Having convinced herself, she walked to the bed and tossed the wand onto it, then started peeling off her clothes.

As she was pulling her tights down her legs she caught a glimpse of her own reflection in the mirror. She stood up, now wearing only her sports bra and underwear and surveyed her body.

She cupped her breasts and lifted them up slightly. If there was one thing her intense exercise regime couldn’t help it was their sag. She wouldn’t even think of getting anything done to them but she did miss the perkier days.

A warmth spread through her at the thought that a man as young as Jalen would look at her and see something he wanted. Before she knew it she was smiling and another wave of guilt crashed over her.

How the hell would Chris feel if he knew she was having these thoughts? Probably the same way she’d felt when she came across those texts he’d been exchanging with Susan a few years ago.

Nothing had come of it. He’d been mortified and begged for her forgiveness. He’d even gone to therapy for a few sessions to work out what had happened.

Life had happened. She knew that. Didn’t need a therapist to explain. He’d been looking at the same woman for almost twenty years and, well, sometimes that could get a little stale no matter how good a shape she kept herself in.

Her shoulders sagged when she realized something similar was happening to her now.

Chris was the best and they’d built a beautiful life together. But was this really all there was? Was she just going to cruise into her fifties with the expectation that Chris’s cock was the final one she was ever going to see or feel?

Something prompted her to lift her arms and pull her bra up over her head. Her breasts fell out and bounced gently. They were still a pleasant shape. The nipples had stiffened from all this ruminating about sex and men.

She turned and looked over her shoulder at the reflection of her ass. Desire blossomed in her core.

Chris didn’t really have the stamina to get behind her and really do her anymore, despite being a gym teacher. Hydraulics changed as you got older.

She didn’t blame him for it. She missed it, though. She missed those virile days when he could get out of breath and still stay hard. She missed the feeling of him hammering into her from behind.

Still looking at her reflection, she inched forward to the bed and got up onto it on her knees. She pulled her thong underwear halfway down her thighs. She pulled her ass cheek to one side until she could see her butt hole and the glimmer of wet flesh beneath.

Bending over, she pulled the cheek open wider and saw her pussy soaked with wet.

She closed her eyes and the vision of Jalen looming over her, staring at her toned, round ass as he pumped his cock in and out expanded in her mind.

Her pussy throbbed. She indulged the feeling, really letting herself wallow in it. She imagined his strong hands gripping her waist as he pounded and pounded in and out of her soaked pussy.

She’d never been particularly aroused by visual stimulation but she craved it now. She glanced at the cell phone she’d left on the bedside table and crawled forward to the pillows.

Flopping over onto her back, she removed the underwear from her legs and spread them, running her hands along her thighs and staring at her reflection in the mirror.

Her bared pussy, neatly trimmed, still looked beautiful. It had a pretty, peach shape, which she’d always loved. She ran a finger down her seam and back up again.

She glanced at the phone again. She couldn’t believe what she was contemplating doing. The urge was so strong, though. Was this what men felt like all the time?

Ignoring all the judgmental noise humming in her pre-frontal cortex, she picked up the phone and opened up a browser. She searched for pornography and the page filled with a list of websites serving up an endless stream of videos.

She tapped on the first link and the page populated with thumbnails of every kind of filthy video you could imagine.

She paused and pondered whether she really wanted this. Her body didn’t care. Her body demanded it.

Tapping on the search bar at the top of the page she typed in ‘black man white woman.’

Just typing the words out felt wrong.

Her eyes widened when she saw the first result. The caption said BLACKDOWN and the thumbnail was of a blonde woman, about her age, on her elbows and knees on a bed with the outline of a black man’s body behind her.

Sam licked her lips and swallowed as her thumb hovered over the image. Was she really going to do this?

Ignoring the shade her higher reasoning was throwing, she tapped the image.

The picture enlarged to fill half of her screen and began to play.

She gasped.

The tinny sound of the woman’s moans filled the room. Behind it she could hear the wet, hard smacks of black skin against her white ass. The man had his hands on her waist and was slamming into her from behind.

The woman was staring straight at the camera and looked like she was gazing into Sam’s eyes through the screen.

Somehow, in her mind, the shape of the woman’s face changed to resemble her own. Her vision focused on that face, the woman’s heavy breasts dangling in smacking in the periphery.

She tapped a hand against the mattress until she felt the wand against her palm. She lifted it, pressed the head of it between her legs and clicked the button at the top.

It started buzzing.

Pleasure flooded through her from between her legs. She stared into the woman’s eyes and at her tortured expression.

The guy behind her was hammering hard. Fucking his big, black cock into her pink pussy. His head wasn’t in the frame, she could only see his muscled torso and arms.

She pressed the buzzing vibrator harder against her clit.

The woman lurched forward with each hard thrust and moaned.

Sam’s eyes opened wider still. She hadn’t seen a lot of porn and none like this. This was porn for men but she found herself unable to tear her gaze away.

Suddenly the video cut to a side view of the couple.

Sam gasped when she saw the size of the black cock gliding in and out of the woman.

Soon she found her own body was twitching with each thrust.

The video cut back to the look of anguish on the woman’s face. She moaned and balled her fists as she came.

Sam closed her eyes as her own orgasm loomed.


Chapter seven
Chapter 7


Sam was at the studio ten after seven the next morning.

Journey was behind the desk typing on the keyboard, a headset over one ear. “Uh huh. Yeah. For sure. I’ll set that up for you for five o’clock!” she said, startlingly cheerful for the early hour.

She tapped the headset to hang up and turned to Sam, smiling. “Morning Samantha!”

“Morning Journey!” Samantha said, flashing a smile back at her. She set her gym bag and purse on the reception counter. “How’s my day looking?” she asked.

Journey navigated to the scheduling program and printed out her daily schedule. It was all available on an app but Sam preferred having a piece of paper she could look at so she wasn’t constantly distracted by her phone.

Journey handed her the sheet over the counter.

Sam scowled. “Seven o’clock?” she said, shaking her head. “I wasn’t booked for seven,” she said. Adrenaline shot through her at having potentially messed up and missed the beginning of an appointment.

“Came in late last night,” Journey said. “I was actually the one who took the call. I tried telling him it was too late to book for the next day because of studio policy but he would not leave it alone.”

Sam’s tummy went a little tight and something fluttered just beneath it. He? “Is he here?” she asked.

“Already waiting in the private studio,” Journey said, nodding at the door to the room. “I told him you might not be here to fulfill the appointment.”

“What did he say?” Sam asked.

“That he didn’t mind. He’d just hang out until you got here and if he didn’t get his session then no big deal.” Journey’s eyes fluttered to the computer monitor and her cheeks got a little rosy, like she suspected there was more to this than a desperate need for a yoga class.

“What’s his name?” Sam asked, even though she could have just looked down at the printout she was holding. She didn’t want to confront this on her own.

Journey made a big deal about scrolling through the schedule and squinting at the screen. “Um, Jalen,” she replied.

Sam felt her heart kick. Was this really happening?

Journey glanced sideways at her. “He said he was here yesterday with the football team? I thought it would be alright. If it makes you uncomfortable I can…”

Sam shook her head. “It’s okay,” she said.

Journey gave an awkward nod.

Sam pulled her bags off the counter, turned and walked towards the private studio.

The door was open and she poked her head in. She saw Jalen in a Bakasana, balancing on flat palms on the floor with his knees just above his elbows.

It was an advanced pose that required and incredible amount of strength. She watched in awe as he gently rolled his body out of it and stood up.

He caught her reflection in the mirror and smiled. “Samantha,” he said. “You made it.”

She stepped into the room and hung her bag and purse up on a hook on the wall. She turned and pulled the door shut, then removed her running shoes and socks, walking barefoot across the hardwood floor. “What are you doing here?” she asked.

He smiled and took a deep breath, then released it slowly. “A good morning to you, too,” he said, before turning to face her.

“Good morning,” she replied. “What are you doing here?” she asked again.

“You said to call the studio about a session. I called the studio,” he explained.

She stared at him, still a little shocked that he was there at all. Her face flushed at the memory of what she’d done the night before. “Right,” she said, nodding and looking around the room to avoid meeting his gaze. “The football player who starts his day with a crane pose needs some pointers on his yoga technique.”

The sound of him chuckling sent a pleasant tremor running down her back and she had to work to resist the smile that almost formed on her mouth.

“I told you I wanted to see you again,” he said. “I couldn’t take my eyes off you the whole class yesterday.”

She drew in a breath and looked down at the ground as her face heated up.

“Then I thought about you the whole day. Thought of all the things I wanted to do to you.”

“Jalen. That is wholly inappropriate,” she said, but couldn’t bring herself to look him in the eye.

“It might be. I can’t help how I feel though, can I?”

Her body was pulsing with warmth. Chris had certainly never been this direct, not even when they were dating. He was way too easygoing to talk like that. She’d never had a guy come on so strong. She glanced up at him.

He smiled. “I see you looking shy. You just need a little help opening up, don’t you?”

The rational, finger-wagging part of her mind wrested control from her suddenly raging libido. She put her hands on her fists and willed herself to glare at him. “Jalen you can’t come into somebody’s workplace and talk to them like that. Surely you’ve figured that out at your age?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. I never saw anyone that made me feel like this so I never tried it.”

She rolled her eyes, looked to the side and let out an exasperated sigh. He seemed intent on making this as difficult for her as possible. “Jalen, once again, I’m married,” she said.

He shook his head. “I’m not trying to steal you away, I promise. I just…” His eyes raked down her body and he smiled a little wider. “I look at you and I feel like an animal. All I want to do is…”

“Stop!” she said, holding up a hand. Her heart was thundering against her rib cage and there were shivers racing up and down her back.

He tipped his head to one side but seemed unfazed by the interruption.

A part of her was annoyed that she’d stopped him. The part accelerating her entire nervous system wanted to hear what he had to say. Wanted to know what sort of ideas looking at her gave him.

She could feel that part of herself growing hungrier with each moment that passed between them. “Look. Here’s what I can do for you. You came here for a yoga session and that’s what I can give you. Or you can leave. Those are your choices.”

There. Delivered perfectly in her best PTA/soccer mom voice to sound as stern as possible like she was admonishing a misbehaving child. She hated the way it had sounded.

Jalen seemed unperturbed in that stubborn way men have when they think they’re going to get their way in the end. “Sure,” he said. “I’ve been told I need some work on my Viparita Virabhadrasana.

She narrowed her eyes at him. “Having trouble transitioning from the crane to the reverse warrior, are you?” she asked.

“Hey, I paid for the class. And you said yourself I could get a session or I could leave. I’d like my session please.” He stepped back with one foot and raised one arm up into the air and back behind his head, supporting himself with his other hand on his outstretched leg.

She was startled by the graceful motion of his body. It was unusual seeing someone so big and muscular perform a yoga pose with such elegance.

Her eyes moved down his body as she studied his form. They paused at his thighs.

He was wearing baggy, grey sweatpants. But with his legs apart like that, even the loose fabric couldn’t obscure the heft of his ample tool.

She blinked a few times, rational-brain screaming at her to tear her gaze away. She couldn’t. She’d never seen a cock that big. Not even the outline of one. Unless it was a prosthetic, the rumours were true.

Obviously she could only make out the rough outline. That extended from his crotch to well past halfway down his thigh. What kept her eyes glued to it was the thickness. It looked as fat as a corncob.

It was flaccid, which only made her more curious to know how long and fat it would be erect.

With each passing second her body heated and her mind nattered at her to look away. Just a moment earlier she’d very assertively turned down his advances. Now she was staring at his cock dangling between his legs like she was a customer at a strip club and not a professional yoga instructor.

His equally graceful exit from the pose startled her back into her senses. She tore her gaze away a split second before he looked at her and smiled. “What’d you think of my form?” he asked, stretching his shoulders backwards.

“Uh…um, I…I think that, obviously…I mean, come on now, Jalen. You know your form was almost perfect,” she stammered.

“Almost?” he asked.

She cleared her throat, hoping that perhaps a suggestion about his form would redeem her for gawking. “You probably know this but there’s a slight variation on that pose where, instead of resting your hand on the back of the knee, you wrap it around your back to grab your thigh. It gives just that extra little bit of stretch.”

She was sure he knew about the variation. One didn’t master the crane pose without knowing the ins and outs of a beginners move like warrior. She knew this was a game. A setup. Jalen creating a permission structure for her to engage with him without it being overtly sexual.

She couldn’t stop herself from joining in.

He nodded, then tipped his head to one side. “Maybe show me?” he asked.

She looked up into the eyes and felt the current of energy passing between them connect with her core.

He was harmless here. Docile. But she could tell he’d be aggressive when the moment called for it and now she found herself wondering just when such a moment might present itself.

She pulled her hoodie off over her head and threw it to her side on the floor. She didn’t object when his eyes fell to her breasts and lingered there. The attention was full of want and it was so deeply satisfying to be looked at like that again.

She knew she was playing with fire and it pained her. She wasn’t this person, this woman. She loved Chris. She was a faithful wife. This was a moment of weakness and indulgence.

She leaned back into the pose, her arm going up, then twisted her other arm slowly around her back to rest her hand on her thigh. She closed her eyes and held the pose for four, slow breaths before slowly standing up and out of it again.

When she opened her eyes she found Jalen staring at her in the same way she’d been staring at his manhood. He looked like he might tackle her to the floor right then and there.

“Would you like to try?” she asked.

Jalen nodded. Stretching his shoulders back again, he entered the pose and performed the variation perfectly. He closed his eyes, drew in a breath, then let it out in a slow exhale. “What do you think?” he asked.

Her whole body was thrumming with need. When she let her eyes fall to the outline of his fat tool again, her softening mind unhelpfully imagined what it would feel like pounding in and out of her from behind.

Her lips parted. She could feel the bead of sweat that had broken on her forehead. The urge to connect with him, to touch his beautifully sculpted body, was overwhelming.

She stepped towards him. Putting a hand over his, she pulled it gently towards his hips.

The tips of her fingers grazed against the iron-hard muscle of his thigh. Young, conditioned muscle that had been cultivated for raw power.

Football, yes. But the football, as with everything in life, was only a means to an end.

That end was connection. Deep and intimate. The most life-affirming activity the two sexes could engage in.

She let her hand linger on his leg for a wholly inappropriate amount of time. “You look beautiful,” she whispered, stepping back to admire his form again.

Jalen held the pose for three more breaths, then calmly exited. “You’re right,” he said. “That does really stretch right in here.” He traced a line down his side with his finger. “You gonna let me take you out?”

She sighed but it didn’t sound exasperated. It sounded defeated. She looked up at him and muscles she never considered tensed in her body. “I’m married,” she said weakly.

“This don’t have to get in the way of that,” he repeated.

“Shouldn’t you be looking for someone your own age?” she asked.

“Hell no,” he said, swiping a hand through the air. “Too much drama. Besides I ain’t met no one my age who looks as good as you. You’re hot as fuck, Samantha.”

Her blush was immediate. She put a hand on the back of her head and rubbed down to her neck, looking away. A smile formed instinctively and she tried to conceal it.

“Hey,” Jalen said.

She glanced up and gasped.

He’d tucked his thumb into his sweats and pulled them down an inch. His other hand was holding up his shirt.

Each ridge of abdominal muscle looked like a carefully polished piece of obsidian.

She stared at the bared skin and swallowed.


Chapter eight
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She carried the guilt with her all day, trying to release it in classes, doing poses along with the other participants.

It wouldn’t go, clinging stubbornly to her even as she drove home that evening.

She kept trying to tell herself there was nothing to feel guilty about. Yes, the way she’d touched Jalen had been inappropriate. Yes, she’d let the touch linger far too long. Yes, she’d salivated at the sight of his bare stomach.

None of that was cheating. Nowhere in her vows, which she still remembered well, had she promised never to look at or fantasize about another man.

Or that’s what she kept telling herself.

Deep down she knew none of those were the real reason for her guilt. The real reason was the growing feeling that Jalen had put something in motion that increasingly felt more and more inevitable.

Like she didn’t have a choice in it. Like she was just reacting to a chain of events that had already been scripted out somewhere and now had to be performed.

Chris was home and in a buoyant mood, talking the whole time about the three day fishing trip he was going on with his buddies the next morning.

The goddamned fishing trip. She’d completely forgotten all about the fishing trip and now it was the last thing she needed.

She felt a panic attack coming on and had to set down her fork and breathe slow and deep to keep it from materializing.

Chris didn’t seem to notice, gesticulating about lures and knots and laughing about something Mike had done the last time they went to the fishing shack together.

After dinner he went to work on his bike and she did the dishes. Standing at the sink she wished the kids were still home to keep her busy and away from temptation.

But they weren’t. It would just be her and the demons growing larger in her mind.

And Jalen.

Jalen, who she’d (like a goddamned fool!) given her number to at the end of their yoga session.

That was really at the core of her guilt. She’d dragged out the old dance card and let him sign his name. Now she felt horrible and giddy waiting for a message from him.

When Chris was finished with his bike for the evening he came in smelling of motor oil with greasy hands.

She followed him upstairs to the bathroom and brushed her teeth as she watched him scrub the oil off with the mechanic hand soap he kept underneath the sink.

She rinsed her mouth out and walked into the bedroom, pulling off her tights and her bra out from underneath her t-shirt. She sat down on the edge of the bed and waited for him.

He walked in and stopped in his tracks when he saw her just sitting there. A smile turned up one corner of his mouth. “What’s going on here?” he asked.

She forced a smile, because her insides were not feeling very smiley.

“Didn’t we just do that not too long ago?” he asked.

She shrugged. “You’re gonna be gone for three days, right?” she said.

His smile widened as he approached her.

Even this made her feel guilty. Seducing him as some sort of advance contrition for what she might possibly, maybe do with Jalen while he was away.

She’d forgotten the goddamned fishing trip and hadn’t considered this sort of timeline. She hadn’t considered a timeline at all! These had all just been jumbled emotions and desire until he’d reminded her about the fishing trip.

Now she was making a timeline. Three days alone and Jalen hungry for it. Hungry to give her that fat thing he had between his legs.

Her pussy squeezed and dampened when she thought about it.

Chris stood right in front of her in his boxers with motorcycles on them.

She reached out and ran her palm over his crotch, turning it to cup his cock and ball sack.

“Mrs. Barnes!” he said, tucking her hair behind her ear. “What’s gotten into you?”

She thought of blurting it all out. Telling him about Jalen and how Arnelle’s whispering had gotten to her. Telling him all about the young black man that couldn’t stop staring at her and who she wanted to get a proper pounding from. And would that be okay?

She nearly burst out laughing. Now, far away from the dark bar and Arnelle’s spell-casting it seemed absurd to even consider asking Chris if he’d be into ‘something different.’

Chris was into motorcycles and fishing trips and baseball games.

She grabbed her shirt and pulled it off over her head, baring her breasts for her husband before pulling his shorts down.

His eyes sank to her chest and lingered there with that dumb stare men get when they’re mesmerized by a pair of boobs.

She marvelled that even now, after all these years, her breasts could have that effect on him.

He reached out and cupped her left breast, squeezing it then running his thumb over the nipple.

She lifted his cock in her hand, raised her eyes to his and opened her mouth. Flicking out her tongue she slowly ran it around the head before taking his soft cock into her mouth.

“Oh, Sam, baby,” he sighed. “That feels so good.”

Hearing his affirmation eased the guilt still lingering within her. This would be her absolution for all the bad and dirty thoughts she’d been having. She’d leave him with this memory for his fishing trip.

She gave his cock a good, long suck until she felt it start to fill out and firm up and grow in her mouth. She kept sucking, rocking her head back and forth and fondling his balls with her fingers as his cock hardened on her tongue.

He groaned and ran his fingers through the hair on the side of her head. “Fuck that feels good,” he grunted.

He had his hand on the side of her face, pressed gently against it.

She wished he’d grab her by the hair and fuck her face. He hadn’t done that in over twenty years. When they’d been young and before she’d been a mom they’d fucked rough all the time.

He used to grab her hair and slam his cock into her mouth until she was soaking wet, then spin her around, throw her on her stomach and take her from behind until they both came.

Marriage had dulled the urgency a bit but not too much. Motherhood had muted their sex life far worse. Then age and changing hormone levels.

“I want to make you feel good, too,” he whispered above her.

She pulled him from her mouth, holding the root of his cock with her hand and ran her tongue along the underside. Ducking down beneath it with her face to show him what a dirty girl she could still be. “You just enjoy yourself,” she whispered back, then took him in her mouth again.

He looked deep into her eyes as she took him nearly to the root. Until her nose was nearly touching his soft belly.

He put his hand under her mouth and held her there, staring at her and enjoying his wife being a dirty slut for him again.

She let out a soft groan when he moved her head back and forth with his hand.

“Yeah?” he asked. “You want to be a dirty slut again?”

Her pussy squeezed and drenched with wet at the dirty question. He never talked to her like that any more. She nodded with his cock still deep inside her mouth.

He put his other hand on the top of her head and moved it back and forth again until he found a steady rhythm.

She found pleasure and contrition sinking into her submissive role. Letting him use her face like it was his own personal sex toy. Turning herself into nothing more than an accessory for her husband’s sexual release.

His gaze darkened as he stared at her. Turning into a look she remembered from the past. A darker side of Chris that had long been buried by fatherhood and teaching high school gym.

She let out a guttural moan as the head of his cock touched the back of her throat. Her mouth was sloppy with her own saliva and she could already taste the first drops of his pre-ejaculate on her tongue.

She kept her tongue stiff and her jaw slack so he had full access to any part of her mouth that would stimulate his organ.

He fucked her face back and forth for a while, then slightly to the side so her cheek poked out.

She watched him the whole time. Giving him her wide good-girl eyes so he knew everything he was doing was desired.

She groaned and closed her eyes for a moment when he grabbed her hair and really started using her mouth. She cupped her breasts and squeezed them together for his viewing pleasure.

She was rewarded by his cock stiffening against her tongue. She could taste the salty, brackish brine of his seed now, too. Little spurts splashing out as his body readied for the grand finale.

She let a hand fall between her legs and found her slit with her finger. It was soaked with sticky lubricating mucus. Pressing a finger against her clit she started spinning.

Out of the corner of her eye she caught a glimpse of her reflection in the mirror. Taking Chris’ cock into her mouth like an obedient slut seated on the edge of their marital bed.

The visual stimulus proved unusually potent. She moaned and started twisting her finger faster around her clit.

“Oh god!” Chris muttered above her. He pulled his cock out and started jerking himself off, obviously closer than she’d thought. He pointed it at her chest.

“No! On my face! Come on my face!” she pleaded, racing to try and summon an orgasm that would coincide with his seed splattering across her cheeks and mouth.

Chris looked a little taken aback by the request. It had been ages since they’d done anything this rough.

“Please!” she whispered. “Come on my fucking face!” She closed her eyes and opened her mouth and let her tongue hang out.

Chris let out a surprised and rather shaky moan, his hand slickly jerking his cock.

The first splash of gooey sperm hit her left cheek. The second landed on her tongue.

The depravity of being ejaculated onto drew out the orgasm that had been eluding her. She cried out and tensed as her body was bathed in pleasure.

She opened her eyes to see Chris red-faced and jerking fast and hard. Aiming his cock different parts of here face until it was coated in his thick load.

As her climax passed she ran a finger along her cheek and lip, gathering his seed and scooping it into her mouth where she rolled it on her tongue before swallowing and showing him it was gone.

She was a good girl. She’d taken her husband’s cum and swallowed it like a good submissive.

He let out a heavy sigh and his stroking slowed. The frenzy of the sex act faded from his eyes and expression and he almost looked a little sheepish at what he’d done. “Babe,” he growled. “That was so hot.”

She smiled, showing off her whole face to him, turning her head side to side. “Yes, it was,” she whispered.

Chris started chuckling. He pulled his underwear up and walked to the bathroom.

She turned and stared at her reflection in the mirror. A dirty slut with her face covered in cum. A dirty, horrible woman who was about to sin against her husband.
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She got up with him the next morning and made him coffee in a thermos. He’d packed the car the day before so only had to shower and put on clothes.

She waited by the door in her bathrobe. She handed him the thermos and kissed him and told him to have fun, then watched and waved as he pulled the car out of the driveway.

After he was gone she went and showered, dressed in fresh tights and tank top and poured out a traveller full of coffee.

She walked into the studio at ten past seven to see Sienna behind the desk again.

Sienna smiled her catty little mean girl smile and pointed to the private studio. “You’ve got another early morning customer!”

Sam’s heart did a little dance in her chest. She tried not to let her excitement show on her face. She flashed a smile back at Sienna and tried to not make it too mean-spirited. The girl was young and pretty and seemed to take offence that sometimes men paid attention to an older woman.

She calmed her breathing as she walked towards the door of the private studio. She couldn’t believe he was back again and now she really knew she was going to be a bad woman and do a bad thing but she didn’t care.

All she could feel was excitement. The thrill of a new connection that had long been left behind. Seeing a new man naked. Exploring a new body and finding new pleasure centres.

The thrill of getting fucked by a young, hard cock. Just like Arnelle had told her.

As she stepped through the door of her private studio her smile faded and her shoulders sagged.

“Morning Samantha!”

Paul Stevens, a geriatric regular, was standing in front of the mirror in his baggy boxer shorts just finishing a sun salutation.

She composed herself quickly and hoped her disappointment hadn’t shown. “Morning Paul! Ready for a tough one?” she joked.

“Ready when you are!” he shot back.

The day passed quickly and she lost herself in her classes, passing on the joy of yoga to studios full of people and guiding private sessions with beginners.

As soon as her last session was done, though, the disappointment from the morning returned. She’d barely slept all night from thinking about Jalen, even with Chris snoring beside her.

She’d been certain he’d be back. When it hadn’t been him in the private studio in the morning she’d convinced herself that he’d pop up sometimes during the day, even though he wasn’t on the daily roster.

Now she felt a longing, she’d even go so far as to call it heartache, that he hadn’t come.

She packed her bag and grabbed her coffee mug and waved at Sienna, who somehow seemed a little smug.

Her heart jumped up nearly to her throat when she walked out of the building and saw Jalen elegantly draped over a park bench just across the street.

Warmth and giggles bubbled up from the depths of her belly but she didn’t let the giggles out. That would have been too girly and she didn’t want to show her hand like that. She still felt bad for all these feelings and she wasn’t about to admit to Jalen how much she’d been pining for him.

Checking the traffic, she crossed the street and walked up to stand in front of him. “What are you doing here?” she asked, stifling a nervous, girly laugh.

It was hard to believe a woman her age could feel like this. It was hard to believe a woman her age could feel at all. She loved Chris with all her heart but this was making her feel alive again.

“Just taking a moment’s rest on the park bench,” he said, waving a hand over the bench. “Is that alright?”

She couldn’t believe how much she wanted to throw her arms around his neck and kiss him. “Are you stalking me?” she joked.

Jalen stood up, his powerful body towering over her petite frame so she had to look up to look into his eyes. “That depends,” he said. “Do you want to be stalked?”

The way he stared at her gave her butterflies inside her stomach. She stared back with the same intensity, letting him know she was game with her eyes.

When he reached up to put a hand around the back of her neck she stopped him. “Not here,” she whispered, looking side to side to make sure no one she knew had noticed the kiss that was about to happen.

“Where to?” he asked.

She realized this was it. The moment of truth. The instance of betrayal. She still had a choice to make here, though it didn’t feel like much of a choice at all. Beyond this events would transpire as they must. “You have a place?” she whispered.

“Dorm room I share with two other guys,” he replied.

Fuck.

There was no way she was bringing him home. Not to the house she and Chris had bought together. Not to the marital bed they shared as husband and wife. This transgression would have to take place far from that sacred ground.

It felt horrible contemplating the alternatives but that was all they had. She raised a hand and hailed a cab.

Jalen seemed unsurprised when he folded himself into it, or when she piled in after him. Like he’d known this outcome all along because that was always what happened with women he had an eye for.

The driver took them across town to the northernmost freeway interchange with I-95. To a strip of gas stations and squat motels that ended in farmland. They got dropped off at a place called Late Nights that had an empty, fenced off pool and only took cash.

She made Jalen wait outside holding her bag while she went in and paid for a room.

Her face burned with shame through the whole transaction but thankfully the overweight woman watching daytime soaps didn’t seem to notice or care.

She got handed a key for room one-oh-five on a heavy wooden fob and shuffled out of the smokey office and waved for Jalen to follow.

As soon as the door swung shut behind them Jalen dropped her bag and put his hands on her face and his mouth on hers and plunged his tongue deep into her mouth.

Her pussy, which had already been lubricating from his hand on her leg during the drive, soaked at the feeling of this large, strange man intruding into her person like that.

His kiss was hungry and possessive. Like he already knew he was going to have her any which way he pleased and like he knew he deserved that.

She returned it just as hungrily. Signalling to him that she was his. That her body was his to use and that she wanted what he had to offer.

Thoughts of Chris popped off like firecrackers but no guilt came with them. Somehow it only made her wetter to think of him and what he’d done to her the night before.

After a hot and lascivious make-0ut session worthy of an erotic thriller movie Jalen pulled away and looked into her eyes. “You’re hot as fuck. I been wanting to do that since I laid eyes on you.”

She blushed and giggled like a ditzy schoolgirl who’d just received her first ever compliment from a boy. Then she blushed even hotter in embarrassment at her reaction. “How are you this sure of yourself?” she asked.

In response, Jalen pulled his shirt up and off over his head. Then, without blinking or blushing he pulled his shorts and underwear off baring his whole god-like body and enormous cock for her inspection.

She put a finger over her mouth and gasped at the forthright and shameless exposition. Her eyes darted over his body, bursts of titillation going off in her mind at each ridge of muscle he would use to claim her.

They finally fell to his cock and lingered there as she found herself unable to look away.

She’d never seen a cock so thick or black. Two heavy balls dangled behind that heavy column of dark flesh. It was more imposing than just the outline in his pants.

She’d seen a few cocks in her time but none that looked like that. None that signalled so completely I am the source of his purpose. His whole body was built around it, in service of it. Everything about him was merely a support structure to that breeding organ. That seeding muscle.

She finally looked up at him, her lips parted, eyes wide in astonishment.

“That’s how,” he said.

Years of conditioning and football and the innate determination all strong, intelligent men possess to win the genetic relay race had honed and burnished that body into the beautiful fucking machine that stood before her now.

Her pussy drooled and ached with need just looking at it.

He reached up and drew a line across her cheek with the pad of his thumb.

A pang of guilt came out of nowhere.

Chris would just be pulling up to the fishing shack now. Pulling beers out of the cooler and laughing with his buddies. While she was standing in front of a naked man in a hotel with the full intention of cheating on him. Betraying the sacred wedding vows they’d spoken to each other.

Jalen shook his head. “Don’t let this get in the way of that,” he said, as if reading her guilty mind.

“You do this a lot?” she asked him in a whisper.

“First time,” he replied, sounding like he really meant it.

“Are you serious?” she asked. Like he’d tell her if it wasn’t.

“I told you. You’re hot as fuck. I can’t get my mind off you.” He gripped the bottom of her tank top and lifted it up to look at her toned belly. He glanced at her, requesting permission to proceed.

She raised her arms and let him pull the tank top off over her head. She grabbed her sports bra and, in a moment of narcissism paused just before her boobs fell out. She watched him, revelling in the same dumb stare he got just before they tumbled out.

She tossed the bra onto the floor and stood there, enjoying the way he watched her topless torso.

She got suddenly self-conscious when she caught a whiff of her own scent. It had been a long and sweaty day. “Maybe I should shower,” she whispered, looking towards the bathroom door.

“Hell no,” Jalen said. He reached out and touched her breast.

She gasped feeling a foreign hand on an intimate part of herself for the first time since her and Chris had started dating.

Jalen’s hands were softer than her husband’s, though they were stronger. He played with her breast, enjoying the weight of it in his palm before rubbing his thumb over the nipple a few times.

He took a step closer to her and put a hand around her neck, kissing her again as he rubbed and squeezed her tits.

She liked the way he fondled her. His touch felt genuinely hungry in a way Chris couldn’t imitate any more.

Jalen thought she was hot as fuck. Jalen wanted her.

She gasped when he put his hands on her shoulders and tossed her backwards onto the bed. She closed her legs when he dropped to his knees and yanked her tights and thong off.

She hadn’t pictured it like this. She’d fantasized about clothes being slowly peeled off. Romantic kisses and caresses.

Jalen pried her thighs open until he saw her pussy and ass and smiled. “Hairy pussy,” he said.

She blushed.

“Old school,” he said. “I fucking love it.” He pressed his mouth to her leaky sex and started lapping.
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Her momentary embarrassment at his crude remark was swept away by the deluge of pleasure his mouth brought to her sex.

As he lapped at her between the legs she couldn’t help but compare him to Chris.

Chris knew his way around her pussy. He knew how to kiss her and how to lick her clit to get the right response and it was always a fun time.

Jalen felt like he wanted to eat his way inside her. He wasn’t eating her out. He was feasting on her.

Pleasure pulsed upwards from between her legs, suffocating any other thoughts she might have.

The tension in her body ratcheted with each strong swipe of his tongue until she was teetering on the verge of a violent climax. Her hands shot out and she gripped the sheets, looking down her nude body at the dark head and shoulders undulating between her thighs.

The visual, an unusual trigger for her, sent her careening. She cried out in a voice not her own, a sound she’d never heard herself make.

Clinging to the mattress, as if for dear life itself, she watched her own body erupt in a frenzied and violent shaking as contraction after contraction squeezed her insides and ecstasy flooded her mind.

As the toe-curling orgasm receded, Jalen mopped up the juices he’d expressed from her with his cunnilingus and glared at her from under his brow.

She withstood the affection until her pussy became too tender. She pressed her thighs together, hoisted herself up onto one elbow and gently pushed him away from her sex. “I can’t,” she whispered.

He leaned back and wiped his mouth with a finger, looking pleased with himself for his performance and the reaction it had elicited. He put his hands on the mattress and stood up, lifting his cock and stroking it as his eyes roamed her naked body.

She stared at the cock and a nervous tremor raced down her spine. She’d sold herself on the story that this was inevitable. She knew it wasn’t. She could still put a stop to it. She could still not go all the way.

She wanted to know what that black cock would feel like inside herself so badly.

She saw Jalen staring at her sex and realized how lewdly her legs were parted. How she was displaying herself for him, showing him she had no shame and that she wanted to feel his big dick inside herself.

She pressed her thighs together in a moment of shame.

“Come here,” Jalen said, beckoning her with a bent finger to sit on the edge of the bed.

She scooted forward and sat up, sitting straight so that big dick was in front of her face.

She gazed at it with a perverse and insatiable curiosity. It had been twenty years at least since she’d seen a strange cock. The sight of it filled her with a girlish excitement.

Pride filled her at being pleasing to this man at her age. Pleasing enough that he’d gone out of his way to hit on her and come to this motel room to give her what she needed.

He waved the heavy tool, now semi-erect, in front of her face.

She looked up at him. It startled her slightly when he cupped her chin with his hand.

“It’s alright,” he said. “I won’t hurt you. I’ve just been dreaming about seeing this beautiful mouth on my dick.”

He stepped forward an inch and smeared the head of his cock side to side across her lips. Then he raised it higher and laid it diagonally across her face and stared at her.

It occurred to her that a woman her age should be disgusted by such blatantly dominating, misogynistic behaviour.

Jalen had been nothing but a gentleman up to that point. And she knew this wasn’t real. This wasn’t the real world. He hadn’t whipped his cock out in their private session like he could have. He wasn’t a creep.

This was fantasy. This was sexual make-believe and it was safe.

She looked up at him with longing in her eyes.

“You like that?” he asked.

“I love it,” she muttered, half of her mouth closed from the weight of his prick on her lips.

“Suck my balls,” he ordered.

Another tremor, this time of excitement, shot through her. She opened her mouth, eagerly obeying his command, and slipped the leathery skin of his heavy testicle past her lips.

She sucked on it as he stroked himself, staring at her with an unrelenting and ravenous gaze. She sat primly with her back perfectly straight. Playing the tender, innocent creature to his hungry beast.

She let out an obedient gasp when he tweaked her nipple. She moaned as he rolled it between finger and thumb, stiffening it, demanding evidence of her arousal.

He lifted his nut out of her mouth and pressed the other one in.

She sat and sucked and licked until both were equally slimy and slick.

He pulled it out and pointed the head of his cock at her mouth. “Open,” he said.

She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. Her pussy squished as he laid the heavy head of his cock onto it and rubbed it side to side. If she had one grievance, it was that he hadn’t allowed her the pleasure of feeling his cock harden in her mouth.

Some demented form of pride had made her want to experience that for herself. She’d wanted to know what that would feel like, that a woman her age could erect a young man’s cock with her mouth.

The grievance was whisked away when he grabbed her by the hair on top of her head. Her eyes darted up to his dark gaze.

“You like that?” he asked, ever the gentleman.

She knew he could see the desperation in her eyes when she nodded.

“Yeah. I thought you might,” he said. He pulled her hair back and forth, dragging her mouth along his shaft. She felt it kiss the back of her throat, then felt the head back on the tip of her tongue again.

He tilted his head to the side, mesmerized by the sight of his middle-aged yoga instructor sucking him with her mouth stuffed half-full of his dick.

Her pussy started drooling at the power she felt in his hand. He could have done anything he wanted to her now that they were alone in the hotel room. She was completely his.

It made her so wet thinking of that. Jalen using her mouth how he pleased to pleasure himself.

He pulled his cock out and rubbed the head along her lips and across her face from one cheek to the other. He rubbed it up onto her forehead, coating her face with her own saliva.

She closed her eyes and felt the deepest arousal well from within her at what should have been a humiliating treatment.

He pulled her head gently to one side, fist still firmly closed around her hair. “Open,” he ordered again.

She opened her mouth.

He dragged it along the side of his shaft.

She pushed out her tongue and twisted her head side to side in his grip, slathering more spit onto his slimy cock. She could tell he liked it sloppy.

He pulled her over onto the other side of his prick and she did the same. Then he pressed it back into her mouth and thrust his hips forward.

She gagged as it hit the back of her throat. She looked up at him and he tipped his chin back a fraction of an inch.

It was the smallest gesture of seeking consent but made her feel even safer and allowed her to slip even more deeply into the slutty depravity she’d been craving. She gave a wide-eyed nod and relaxed her throat.

He cupped her chin again and slowly eased the head of his cock into her neck.

The way it bulged and stretched her made her pussy soak with need.

He pulled away and pulled out, long strands of bile and saliva clinging to her lips and his cock head. He let her drag in a few breaths, then pushed into her face again.

Rocking his hips back and forth, he started fucking her mouth.

His cock was thick and stretched her lips.

She closed her eyes and let out tiny grunts at the way it twitched. This wasn’t the sometimes hardness of middle aged erectile tissue. This was steel. The way it stretched her throat made her squeeze her legs together.

The ache it inspired in her pussy was demanding and aggressive. She dipped a finger into her slit and rubbed her clit in tiny circles.

A wanton hunger rose up through her. Suddenly she wanted everything. She wanted him to spray her face with jizm. She wanted to feel it inside herself. Pumping and ejecting. She wanted to be on her knees, taking it from behind and still have it in her mouth somehow. She wanted to be completely filled by him.

Something she’d never needed.

Her jaw began to tire but she didn’t care.

He thrust and grunted, fist firmly on her hair, that arrogant glare piercing to her softest bits.

She whimpered at the way he used her face.

This was fucking. The pure, raw lust of youth fulfilling the deep craving the past days events had inspired in her.

She felt him harden.

He pulled out slowly, his cock gleaming and soaked with mucus. It strained as he held it above her. “You gonna take it on your face?” he growled.

“Oh god, yes,” she whispered, closing her eyes.

He pulled her by the hair, tilting her head back.

She opened her eyes and watched him stroking, stimulating that massive phallus she hoped would rebound quickly. She needed to feel him inside herself.

The first hot shot of his spurt his her right beneath eye and made her flinch. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out again. Showing him how ready she was to receive him in any hole he pleased to take.

He grunted and splat after splat of his cum coated her cheeks and chin and forehead until she was covered in him.

She blinked her eyes open, which he’d generously avoided squirting. She looked up at him.

He was staring at her, none of the intensity erased by his emission. He released his cock and it sagged, pointing at her neck. Drawing a thumb across her cheek he scooped some of his spend onto her lips.

She licked it off and swallowed it and showed him her clean tongue. Showed him what a willing slut she was and how much she still needed it.

She felt no horror at her behaviour, her body buzzing on dopamine and oxytocin.

He released her hair and she stayed in that position. Face upturned and waiting for his next command.

To her elation he raised his cock and laid the head against her lips again. She flicked her tongue out and against his glans.

He eased it into her mouth again.

There was no retreating now. Maybe getting eaten out could be excused but taking a man’s cock into her throat and his seed on her face was well and thoroughly cheating.

Some part of her hated herself for doing this. For doing this to Chris. Even with Jalen’s cock gliding into her mouth again she felt remorse.

“Hey,” he said, stopping mid-shaft and staring at her. “Don’t let that get in the way of this.”
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At first she wasn’t sure what caused her to heed his advice. A moment later she realized it was the feeling in her mouth. Jalen’s cock swelling along her tongue. Firming up and hardening against the insides of her cheeks.

She looked down her nose at it and drew in a breath.

The root was pulsing, fresh blood flowing into the erectile tissue as she massaged it with her tongue.

Her eyes darted up to his, showing him he had her full attention once again. That her mind was nowhere else but here. With his cock in her mouth and soon, she hoped desperately, in her pussy.

She suckled and licked, coaxing another erection to hardness with her loving mouth.

His hardening brought deep satisfaction. The semen covering her face was not a hindrance but a help to her arousal. What sort of dirty slut was she that she’d let him ejaculate on her face and was now sucking him off again so that he’d fuck her needy pussy?

A dirty, filthy slut.

She revelled in the moniker. That perverted pride filled her. That she could still be this kind of object of a young man’s attention.

She moaned over his organ as it hardened fully in her mouth.

He gripped her hair again and pulled her off his cock. Pulling her hair he sent her twisting sideways on the bed. Onto her side, then onto her belly. Pulling her hair back this time got her scrambling up onto all fours and pointing her pussy at the cock she’d just erected.

She gasped when his hand landed on her ass with a loud smack. She bent her elbows, lowering her chin towards the mattress and showing him more of her hungry pussy. She gasped again when he pressed a finger into it.

“I knew there was a dirty slut in there,” he growled, fingering her slowly. “I saw it in your eyes.”

She mewled, her aching pussy squeezing with need for his prick. She mewled again when he pulled his finger out of her and she felt what must have been the hard head of his cock brush against her folds.

He reached beneath her and fondled her breast and teased her with his prick against her sex.

“Please!” she whimpered. “Please! Jalen! I fucking need it!” she begged.

He chuckled, apparently delighted by her need. “Tell me you’re a dirty slut,” he ordered.

“I’m a dirty fucking slut. I need your cock so badly!”

She’d never felt so out of control of herself. Never had she been at the mercy of her own desires. She pushed back with her hands, hoping to impale herself onto the hard prick.

She was rewarded with another smack on her ass that made her look over her shoulder.

Jalen stepped back from the bed. He bent down and when he stood up he had his phone in his hand.

“What are you doing?!?” she gasped.

“Relax. You’ll thank me,” he said. He laid the phone against the pillow, camera on.

She saw the image of herself like in a mirror, little red light flashing as the phone recorded. A momentary panic flashed through her but was, again, doused by her own arousal.

She saw her cum-soaked faced and running mascarra. She saw Jalen take up position behind her. She could see his powerful shoulders and his neck but not his face. She watched him put his hands on her hips.

She felt the head of his cock. Her pussy was drenched now. Dripping wet down onto the polyester comforter cover. She shuddered as he moved the head of his cock into it.

She moaned at the feeling of his rigid erection stretching her delicate tissue. He was so hard moving into her. She blushed at the soft slurping sound her pussy made.

She moaned as he moved more of his length into her. He was touching parts of her that had never been touched. Crevices that had never felt the firm warmth of a man’s cock.

The sensations burst inside her head like fireworks. She stared at herself on the tiny phone screen. A cum-covered, cheating slut taking the cock that had exploded all over face into her pussy now.

Her pussy squeezed him at the dirty thought.

“Mmm, yeah. More of that,” he said behind her.

She glanced at herself again, to the same reaction.

Finally she felt his abdomen settle against her toned ass cheeks. She twisted her hips, unable to sate her desire to feel even more of him. “Please, Jalen,” she panted. “Fuck me!”

Jalen drew his dick out and thrust it firmly back inside.

She groaned, clawing at the sheets and pushing back with her hands to take him even deeper.

He thrust again, then a third time. The thrusts took on a rhythm. Powerful drives into the deepest part of her core.

She felt like just a shell of herself now. She had one drive, one imperative. To chase down the deeply fulfilling pleasure that waited at the end of all of this.

She focused on her pussy, on the way his cock tickled it and made it ache at the same time. On the way it squeezed him, her body nursing at his for his essence.

She gasped. Her body tensed.

His thumb had touched her perineum and was slowly inching towards her anus.

Her eyes flew open wide and a brief panic gripped her. Chris never ventured there, after a few mediocre anal experiences.

Jalen touching her there felt amazing. Like she’d just grown a whole new branch of nerve endings. Her mind crackled with arousal response as his thumb circled her sphincter.

“Just relax,” he whispered. “Breathe and relax.”

Said the man stuffing her pussy full of his fat, black cock.

The instruction sounded almost clinical. What made it hot was that Jalen was fully in charge. He owned her body now. He would do what he wanted with it and all she had to do was relax.

In this fantasy motel room there was no history between them. No intrusive thoughts about rehashed arguments or bills to pay.

There was only his big cock she had to submit to.

She did as he told her. Relaxing the muscles that had tensed in her ass. Granting him access to yet another orifice.

The tip of his thumb pressed into her. It was wet and slippery and warm and hard. It brought more arousal gushing out of her core and more pleasure flooding her mind.

On the phone camera she could see her body rocking back and forth. She saw her tits slapping together beneath her chest. She was totally debauched. The cum had begun to dry on her face.

Jalen’s powerful chest and arm muscles were flexing behind her as he pounded into her. He had command of her now. Riding her like a powerful from behind.

The stimuli all smashed together inside her mind and triggered another orgasm. She moaned and shook, fluid sputtering from her pussy as her pelvis squeezed tight.

The orgasm stretched out, Jalen expertly guiding her through it with his even strokes. It was obvious he was an experienced lover.

As the pleasure eased, tenderness took over. She let out a whimper and tried to crawl forward to escape the relentless friction of her cock in her sex.

“No, no, baby,” he said. “We’re not done yet.” As she collapsed onto her belly on the bed he climbed up and sat on her thighs, pushing his cock in and out and in and out and massaging her anus.

“You’re gonna take a big load from this cock. I’m gonna fill you up, baby. Fill up that pussy with seed.”

She moaned at the description. This would be her ultimate betrayal. Letting another man fill the space she’d kept solely for her husband all these years. She had no idea why that turned her on so wildly but it did.

Jalen would flood her slutty hole with his seed. His strong, black seed from the heavy balls she’d sucked on. The same seed he’d shot all over her face. For this brief moment he would own her completely.

She pushed back again, her sex desensitizing to his thrusts. She raised her ass up, offering her back hole for his continued caress.

“Yeah. My yoga slut likes it,” he said.

Being called his yoga slut was insanely hot. Yoga was all about purity and the quest for transcendence. This was the dirtiest thing in the world she could be doing. “Your yoga slut likes it,” she mimicked, trying it on for size.

She felt him harden inside her. She glanced over her shoulder and saw his brow furrowed. She felt his cock flex again.

She closed her eyes and lost herself to the feeling of her body rocking back and forth. She knew he was close. He had that look of concentration men got. Soon his big dick would be gushing a load into her.

She loved how young it made her feel. How a young man’s desire of her could make her feel twenty years younger. How insistently this young man had pursued her and all for this. So he could empty himself into her.

Jalen started thrusting harder. Pounding again now, his thighs smacking against hers. He got up on his fists and knees into a push-up pose and pounded down, pressing her into the mattress with each thrust.

She could feel his need. That primal motivation to fuck his hot seed into a female. She moaned again, giving him the satisfaction of knowing how good he was making her feel.

“Bitch you gonna take it good!” he snarled behind her.

She gave another moan. He was an animal now. His own higher level thinking had been abandoned and he was acting on instinct.

This is what she’d wanted. This is what she’d craved. Not a caring man who would gently tend to her needs. She needed an animal. She needed a beast that would fuck the shit out of her for his own pleasure.

“Give it to me,” she whispered.

She moaned again as he fucked her harder. Responding to her depraved lust and giving her what she said she needed.

“Fucking give it to me!“ she moaned.

“Fuck yeah, I will, bitch!” he said through clenched teeth.

Her whole body shook as he slammed into her.

He grabbed her hair again and yanked her head back. Overpowering her in every way and showing her he was in charge.

She wailed, delirious at his rough treatment.

He smacked her ass. One side then the other.

The sting just added to her excitement, spiking her pleasure.

She was a whorish slut, giving herself to this man, this young, strong, virile man. Her pussy clenched and another orgasm came screaming through her body. She squirmed and writhed underneath him, beating her fists against the mattress as he continued to fuck her.

“Fucking take it bitch!”

At the peak of her climax she felt his cock flexing and pulsing inside her pussy. His thick liquid filled her, dripping out of her pussy crevice and running down onto the mattress.

She didn’t care. Nothing mattered. Nothing made any sense. She was completely lost in the feeling of him fucking her brains out.

The knowledge that she’d given herself to this man in a seedy hotel on the edge of town only heightened her arousal and satisfaction. She’d lived for so long being a good wife and mother. Now she was just a slut that needed to be fucked like this.

Her belly swelled with a fullness she’d never experienced. Despite having blown his first load on her face, he apparently still had enough to make her insides bulge with it.

She felt it leaking out of herself. Onto her thighs and down onto her clit. Disgusting but delightful globs of out squishing out of her pussy and beneath herself.

“Fuck,” Jalen groaned. He pulled his cock out of her and tapped it against her ass cheeks, then her anus. “That’s the fucking shit.”

She shuddered, relishing being described as the fucking shit he needed.
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He was lying on the bed when she stepped out of the bathroom after her shower. Propped up on one elbow, smiling slightly and staring straight at her.

She blushed and pulled the towel she was wrapped in tighter around herself. Guilt had filled her as sexual pleasure waned.

What had she done? What had she done? This wasn’t her. This wasn’t the kind of person she was. How had she let Arnelle get to her like this? How had she just cheated on Chris in the most disgusting way? In a seedy motel?

“Hey.”

The sound of Jalen’s low voice made her look up at him. His smile had faded, his expression serious now. Like he understood the gravity of the situation.

“I should go,” she whispered.

“You should stay,” he replied.

She looked at him again, brow furrowed. Was he serious? Of course he was.

He had no idea what she was going through. He was a kid. He didn’t know anything about commitment or loyalty. He was probably just looking to fuck her again.

“You shouldn’t let this get in the way of your marriage,” he said.

She scoffed and rolled her eyes. Sure, it had been weirdly hot hearing that advice when he was balls deep inside her. Now it seemed trite and naive. “I can’t keep this a secret from him,” she said.

The last thing she wanted or needed was to spill her feelings to this random stranger. But she needed to process what had just happened. She needed to talk to somebody about it and it sure wasn’t going to be one of her friends.

It sure as hell wasn’t going to be Arnelle. She didn’t know if she’d ever talk to her again.

“Don’t keep it a secret,” he said.

She closed her eyes, let out an exasperated sigh and shook her head. “No offence but I really don’t need your advice right now,” she said.

“Fine. I’ll shut up. Just come here.”

She looked at him lying there naked. His big cock sagging over his thigh and resting on the mattress. That big, fat cock that had felt so good pumping into her from behind.

It was getting dark out now. She realized she had a choice to make. She could get dressed and go home and sit alone in the darkness with her guilt and shame.

Or she could go and sit on the bed and distract herself from that for a little while longer. What would it change if she did? She’d already done the unthinkable. She could face reality a little later.

She shuffled barefoot across the linoleum floor and sat down on the edge of the bed. She flinched when he put his hand on her thigh.

“I won’t hurt you,” he reassured her.

She knew he wouldn’t. She knew she was free to go.

“Why don’t you take that towel off and lie down?” he asked.

She kept the towel on but lowered herself onto her back on the bed next to him.

Her body was tense now. Now that the initial erotic charge had been expended she felt sort of awkward lying next to his naked body, his big dick just a few inches from her hand.

“You want to talk about it?” he asked.

“I’m not a cheater,” she blurted. “I’ve never done anything like this. I don’t know what got into me.” She felt him staring at her and rolled her head to the side to meet his gaze.

A strange comfort came from looking into his eyes. There was warmth there. And feeling. He could easily have left when she was in the shower. If this had just been a quick conquest for him he could have left and never spoken to or looked at her again.

But he was still there. Asking questions.

“He don’t need to know about it,” he said.

She thought of that. She thought of not telling Chris. Of living with this secret for the rest of their lives together. That seemed an insurmountable challenge. “Why did you do this?” she asked.

“I told you. You’re hot as fuck. I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I wanted to get with you.”

She stifled a smirk but couldn’t stop the blush that rose to her cheeks. It was still flattering that a man his age in that kind of shape found her attractive. She couldn’t hide from that.

“Some guys like it,” he said.

She scowled at him. “What?”

“Some guys like it when their girl gets fucked by another dude.”

She let out a snorting laugh and shook her head. “Not Chris,” she said. Her stomach hollowed at having said his name. Her husband’s name. The only man she should be lying naked with.

“You’d be surprised,” he said. “But anyways. You want to take your mind off it?”

She coughed out a low laugh. Typical man. Thinking some more sex would solve everything.

On second thought, though, what else was there to do? Why else was she still there? She looked down his handsome body and her eyes paused at his cock.

It sent a thrill racing through her. She couldn’t understand how she could have such a fascination with such a dirty appendage. It was like he’d cast a spell over her with it.

She did want to take her mind off of it. She glanced up into his eyes again.

He reached over and tucked his hand into the towel and pressed his palm against her breast.

A shiver ran down her spine as he fondled it, squeezing and rubbing the nipple. She felt her pussy start to moisten again. This time she wanted to try it a different way.

Since she had this unit of a male specimen here and since she was staying she could at least distract herself with him.

She let the towel fall off of her body and watched Jalen’s eyes rake down her frame. His stare was instantly infused with that greedy attention, the gaze men reserved for women.

She lifted herself up and off of her back. Onto all fours and she crawled down towards the end of the bed. As he rolled onto his back she crawled between his legs and hoisted his cock up with one hand.

She was surprised at how heavy it was. It only made sense. Large things were generally heavy. It hadn’t seemed heavy inside her. Just filling.

It flopped side to side, already firming under her touch but not erect yet.

She glanced at Jalen.

He’d put one arm behind his head to prop it up so he could watch her.

She pursed her lips and spat on the head of his cock. She wrapped her other hand around it and began rubbing the saliva in.

He let out a pleased grunt, staring at her as she worked the appendage.

After a minute or so she got down on her elbows, her face between his thighs, and sucked one of his fat testicles into her mouth again. She stroked his cock above her head and sucked hard, rolling the nut around on her tongue.

Her pussy moistened when he groaned in pleasure.

She’d been gentle with his balls at first. Chris’s were always quite sensitive. She realized now that Jalen’s needed more pressure and suction. That thick, leathery sack probably kept them better insulated. She sucked hard and he groaned again and his body stiffened.

She let one testicle fall out of her mouth and sucked the other in with a soft but dirty slurping sound.

His reaction was similar. His body tensed and she could hear him breathing heavily.

Her pussy was soaked now. She could feel her lubricating juices running down her thighs.

She sucked and massaged his ball with her tongue, stroking his cock until it was rock hard in her hand again. She let go of his nut and got up on her hands and knees.

As she crawled over his lap she couldn’t get high enough to mount him and had to raise her knee and put her foot on the bed. “Holy crap that thing’s big,” she whispered, staring at his black cock between her legs.

“You like it,” he said.

She glanced up at him and smiled. A casual look exchanged by two strangers about to fuck again. “I fucking love it,” she whispered.

She slid the head of it along her sopping gash then slipped it into herself. She closed her eyes and drew in a slow breath. The stretch it brought felt like heaven. She’d never known such a fullness.

Opening her eyes again she saw Jalen watching her, his eyes moving between her pussy and her breasts.

She let out a sigh and started slowly sliding down the thickening shaft. As she settled onto his lap she put her knee back down on the bed and looked down at her toned stomach.

Jalen seemed to read her thoughts. He put his hand over her belly, the dark skin a contrast to her pale, untanned flesh. “It’s up there good, huh?” he asked.

“So good,” she whispered. She rocked her hips back and forth, slowly applying more and more pressure to her clit with the root of his prick. “Oh god,” she groaned.

If she had a cock like this at home she’d never get anything else done. Riding him was heaven.

Jalen lay back and ran his hands along her thighs and up her sides, then down her arms.

She put her hands on his chest and twerked her ass a little higher on his lap, enjoying the glide on his slick shaft. Her pussy was running with juice.

His cock seemed to thicken from the slow stimulation, stretching her wider still.

Jalen sat up and guided her arms around his neck. He leaned in and brushed his lips against hers.

She bit her lip and leaned back, avoiding the kiss. “I don’t know that we should do that,” she whispered.

She’d let him kiss her before they had sex. Something about letting him kiss her while they had sex was different. Too intimate.

“You’ll like it,” he said. He put his hands around her back and pulled her in tight and thrust his tongue into her mouth.

She moaned at the double invasion and the pressure in her pelvis increased.

Jalen’s hand slid down her back and over her ass. He pulled her ass cheek apart and started running circles around her ass hole again.

He pulled away from their kiss and lifted her breast to his mouth with his other hand. He slurped it into his mouth and sucked hungrily on it as he pressed his finger into her bottom.

The triad of pleasure smashed together inside her and an orgasm burst out of nowhere. She arched her back and moaned up at the ceiling as her body convulsed on his lap.

Jalen kept up the suckling, rocking her back and forth with his finger in her ass, sending her over another crest of the climax.

As the orgasm ebbed she was gripped by a wild desire to feel him come inside her again. Pressing her hands against his chest, she pushed him onto his back on the bed and started riding him hard with her pussy.
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“Ihave to talk to you.”

She’d put on a smile when Chris had arrived home. Handed him a beer and listened to his whole story about the trip and antics him and his buddies had gotten up to. She’d waited until he showered and put on a fresh set of clothes before coming up to the bedroom.

She’d spent the last three days alternately racked with guilt and exhilarated by what had happened with Jalen. She’d worried and ruminated and tried to use yoga to keep the intrusive thoughts at bay but they haunted her in bed alone in the middle of the night.

She’d barely slept a wink.

Now came the moment of truth. She’d decided as soon as she got home from the motel that she’d never be able to keep this from him. She’d never be able to live with this lie in her life. She didn’t know what the truth would bring but at least it would be noble and honest. Even if it did bring their lives crashing down around them.

“I’m gonna be honest that doesn’t sound great,” Chris said, tossing his old clothes in the hamper and walking to the door where she was standing.

She looked up into his eyes and her nostrils flared as she sucked in air to ease the knot in her throat.

“Sam? Everything okay?” he asked.

She shook her head.

“What is it?”

Did he know? Did he suspect? Did he have any inkling of what she was about to tell him? Of how he might be hurt?

He didn’t. There was still concern in his eyes. There was still caring in them.

“I did a terrible thing,” she whispered, her voice shaking.

He took a step back and stared at her.

She knew she just had to say it. She’d practised in front of the mirror that morning. “I slept with one of my clients.” She lowered her eyes, unable to look into his after the confession.

She had no idea how he’d react. They’d barely had a fight between them the last five years. She’d heard him raise his voice on three occasions since they’d had kids. But this? This was different. She’d fucking cheated on him.

Shame fell over her and her eyes filled with tears. “I’ll do anything to make this work,” she said, suppressing a sob. “Anything. Counselling, therapy if you want I can move into the guest bedroom. I’m so sorry, Chris. I’m so sorry.”

The tears were rolling down her cheeks now, though she’d told herself she wouldn’t cry and make herself the victim. He deserved better than that. She couldn’t help it.

How could she have thought a single night with a stranger, now matter how hung or how handsome, would be worth risking everything for?

Seconds ticked by, then minutes.

When he didn’t say anything she finally wiped the tears from her eyes and face and dared to look up at him.

His expression was…plaintive? He didn’t even seem upset? Hope surged through her that maybe he wouldn’t dump her right then and there.

He drew in a breath and let out a sigh and reached out and put a hand on her arm.

Her eyes widened in disbelief as he led her towards the bed and made her sit.

He picked up the box of tissues on the night stand and pulled out two and handed them to her. “Don’t cry, baby,” he whispered.

She knew he hated seeing her distressed. She didn’t deserve this though. He was being too nice about this.

She rubbed the tissues against her nose and blew into them as he sat down next to her. She looked sideways at him, still in shock that he wasn’t screaming. That he wasn’t having some kind of reaction.

Had Jalen been right? Was Chris cool with this?

“You’re not mad?” she asked.

He shrugged. “We’ve been married for almost twenty years. Sometimes people make mistakes. I guess I could get mad. Or I could just skip that part and we could start figuring this out.”

She opened her mouth to thank him but knew she’d burst out in sobs if she did. She bit down on her lip and took a few breaths to calm herself down. Her head was a little spinny.

She never could have anticipated this. She’d imagined him shouting (unlikely) or going really quiet, which could sometimes be worse. But saying he’d skip the mad part and go right to figuring it out?

She shook her head. “You can tell me how you feel,” she said. “If I gave you bad feelings you can tell me that.”

He put a hand on her back and rubbed it. “You’re my wife. You’re my best friend. It’s not like you were trying to hurt me, right?”

“Of course not!” she agreed.

“So I don’t have bad feelings. You want to tell me about what happened?” he asked. “I’m guessing this has something to do with that story about Arnelle?”

The dam burst and she broke out in sobs. She’d known he was a good man when she married him but this was way beyond a good man. This was a superhero.

When she calmed herself down she told him again about how Arnelle’s story had planted a bug in her mind.

She told him about Jalen and how she’d met Arnelle afterwards and she still had no idea then that anything would happen.

How she was coming home to tell him and he was out playing baseball and how she’d forgotten about the fishing trip. And she still had no idea that anything would happen.

How insistent Jalen had been…

And as she told him all of these details she saw that he wasn’t getting angry or upset. He seemed…intrigued?

She left out the gory details of the evening at the motel, just saying they had sex.

His smile when she finished her story was even more puzzling.

“You’re seriously still not upset?” she asked.

“Not really,” he replied, shaking his head.

“I’m sorry but…why?”

He laughed. “I mean…it just sounds like circumstances kind of conspired against you. You still love me, right?”

“Of course I love you!” she squawked.

“I still love you,” he said. “I don’t know. I don’t really have a lot of hangups around sex. It’s…just sex.”

She was dumbfounded. She’d be furious if he’d confessed the same thing she just had. She would have flown into a rage, she was sure of it. How could he say it’s just sex? “Do you…you want to do therapy or anything?” she stammered.

“I mean, not really? If you do, I guess. Sam, look, to be perfectly honest with you the thought of you with another man is…” He paused, looking at her like he wasn’t sure if he should finish the sentence.

“Well? What?!?” she demanded.

He smiled. “I’m not sure you’re going to like this but it’s…pretty erotic, actually.”

Her eyes bugged and her jaw fell.

He stared at her, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

She saw something different in his gaze now. Something she’d seen a hint of when she’d first related the news about Arnelle but not for a long time before that. Something that looked like longing.

She had no idea what to say. Jalen had been right. Chris wasn’t just about motorcycles and baseball. Chris had…other interests, it seemed.

“You want to tell me more about this Jalen guy?” he asked her.

Her face burned red with shame and she pressed a hand to her forehead, staring down at her lap. She’d braced herself for yelling or the silent treatment. She was not ready for this. “Chris,” she whispered. “I could never.”

Her embarrassment deepened as he moved closer to her on the bed and put a hand on her thigh.

“It’s okay if you don’t,” he whispered. “I just thought it might help clear the air.”

“Clear the air?!?” she gasped, still staring firmly at her lap. “How is telling you about…any of that possibly going to clear the air?”

He rubbed her leg again. “Look at me,” he whispered.

It took every ounce of will she possessed to turn her head slightly to the side and glance at him. She felt like her whole body was burning up with shame.

“You’re my wife. Even though it’s been twenty years I still only have eyes for you, baby. Knowing you had sex with another man but not knowing any of the details? Curiosity might actually drive me insane.”

She shook her head and looked down at her lap again. There was no way. Never. Not ever. There was no way she could tell him about anything that had happened and be able to look him in the eye again. No matter how pretty erotic this was for him.

“Hey, I have an idea.”

She let out a sigh of relief. He’d been away from the motorcycle for three whole days and was probably dying to get back in the garage. Which would give her a few hours to collect herself and try to sort all this out in her mind. “It’s totally fine you can go,” she said, waving him away.

He squeezed her leg and chuckled. “No, I meant for the two of us.”

She scowled and glanced at him again.

“How about we go for ice cream?”
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Chapter 14


Sam ended up going to therapy. She didn’t drag Chris, though he told her he’d go if she wanted. He seemed totally fine with everything, just occasionally would mention wanting to hear more about Jalen.

Which is what drove her to therapy.

She wanted to do this for him. She wanted to give him this thing he said he wanted but she couldn’t imagine doing it. Thinking about the situation being reversed, about hearing from him the details of how he’d had sex with another woman…

It made her mad just thinking about it. Furious at him and he hadn’t even done anything. She had.

So she went to therapy and it took three sessions to figure out what she wanted and three more to figure out how to give it to him. The whole thing had been incredibly embarrassing at first but had gotten easier with each session.

So she told herself that maybe telling Chris about her dalliance would get easier as well.

She couldn’t do it in any kind of sexy way, which seemed like what he wanted. She finally told him she could do it for him and he’d smiled and told her whenever she was ready and that almost broke her heart, how sweet he was being.

But those three weeks after he’d come back from his fishing trip had been different. He didn’t spend as much time with his bike. They went for ice cream every few days and long drives on others. They spent time together in a way that had been missing from their life lately. So she couldn’t help but connect the two occurrences in her mind. Nor could she help wondering if that night with Jalen had actually made something in their marriage better?

Now she rubbed the sweat from her palms onto her jeans and sat waiting for him in the kitchen.

He stepped out of the bathroom, looking a little sheepish now, too. A little nervous maybe.

A weird excitement rippled through her. It was bizarre but they were doing something together, strange as that something may be. It was different.

He sat down across the table from her, smiling and folding one hand over the other. He let out a nervous chuckle. “You sure you want to do this?” he asked.

“Um, no,” she said, echoing his nervous laugh with her own. “But also yes. I want to do it for you. If you still want it.”

He looked at her with those kind eyes of his. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it since you told me,” he admitted.

She took a deep breath and thought back to her therapy sessions. She’d been working herself up to this moment for weeks and now that it was here she could feel her hands shaking.

She’d sworn to herself that she would be honest and disclose every detail of what had happened. It was the least she could do for him. “So…how do you want me to do it?” she asked.

He flashed a quirky smile. “How do I want you to do it?”

“How do you want me to tell you?” she clarified.

He smiled wider and looked down at the table. “First of all, if it’s going to stress you out I don’t need you to do it. But if you still want to just tell me what he was like? What did he look like?”

Her mouth tightened as she thought back to her initial attraction to Jalen. She hadn’t even really noticed him until he’d stayed after class. “He was tall. And he was built,” she said, motioning to her shoulders. “He was…handsome. I’ve never been attracted to a black guy like that.”

Chris raised an eyebrow. “He was black?” he asked.

She nodded, not sure why he’d fixated on that particular detail.

The light changed in his eyes and she saw an even more intense curiosity in them. “Is that…is that alright?” she asked, quietly.

“Of course it’s alright,” he replied, his voice a little froggy. He cleared his throat with a cough. “Just unexpected, is all. How did he…how did you two…you know?”

A hot blush rose to her cheeks. This was the hard part. The part where he wanted genuine, real details about what had happened. This was the part she’d been worried about.

“Just take your time with it,” he said.

She glanced at him and saw on his expression that it wasn’t going to be easy getting out of this now. Maybe because he’d learned Jalen was black? That seemed to have triggered something in him. She wasn’t going to be able to back out of this now. Chris was more invested now.

A strange calm settled over her and with it came a surprising confidence. Something about his attention reassured her. Made her feel good, even. Now she could almost imagine getting a little sexy about this. A little playful. He was staring at her with such intensity.

She let a smile flutter across her mouth. “He stayed after the class. He just…he came on so strong.”

“You couldn’t resist?” he suggested.

“Oh, I resisted,” she said, letting out a tiny laugh.

Chris smiled and now his cheeks reddened a bit.

She looked down at her lap. “I resisted but…” She paused and cracked a wider smile.

“But? You’re killing me here,” Chris said, laughing.

She couldn’t believe how excited she felt. It was like they were meeting for the first time all over again. Like the last twenty years hadn’t happened and they were just getting to know each other. Figuring out their ins and outs and getting that first flicker, that first spark that maybe this would work out? That maybe they’d found the one?

“He came back for that private session and I knew he wasn’t there for the yoga. I knew it when I first saw him and…” She paused and glanced at him, making sure he was still reacting well. Making sure this was still positive.

“You don’t have to worry, Sam. I’m not going to freak out,” he said, shaking his head.

She waited a little longer. Staring at him, at the way he was looking at her, courage growing inside her to stay the course and tell him how she’d felt that day with Jalen. “I…it felt good to be wanted that badly,” she whispered.

“Oh, Sam,” he whispered back.

She watched his eyes flutter shut and he squirmed in his seat, obviously having a very visceral reaction to what she’d said. He really thought this was hot. It was very clearly arousing for him.

She leaned forward and looked him straight in the eye. “I watched a porn movie,” she whispered.

His eyes widened.

“I watched a porn movie with a black man having sex with this woman my age. She was on all fours and he was…doing it doggy style.”

His eyes kept getting wider and now she had his absolute and undivided rapt attention. All it took was a dirty story. “Her body was shaking and she looked just totally lost in her pleasure. I used a vibrator while I watched it. And I wanted that, Chris. You said you wanted to know, so I’m telling you. I wanted to get lost in sex like that.”

His eyes wandered from her face down her body like he was seeing her for the first time again. Like she was the most beautiful creature in the world to him in that moment and he couldn’t get enough of just looking at her.

“What do you think?” she asked.

He shook his head. “I’m so turned on right now,” he whispered.

His reply filled her with lust and a strange satisfaction. What she’d done could have broken their marriage and instead this was happening. A few minutes ago she couldn’t have imagined this turning sexual and now she felt a dampness between her legs and an ache just a little higher. “You want to do something about it?” she asked.

She stood up from the table and offered him her hand.

“Seriously?” he asked, taking it and standing.

“Seriously,” she whispered back.

***

In the bedroom they stood in front of each other like strangers. Two strangers who had no previous knowledge of each other’s sexual moves or how to even start.

The old patterns had been disrupted, shattered by this careless mistake she’d made that was turning into something beautiful.

He leaned in to kiss her and she gave him her mouth and pressed back against his tongue. His body was warm and his hands roamed her curves with a renewed desire.

He pulled away and started tugging at her blouse, pulling it up towards her chest.

She smiled at his youthful eagerness but took a step back and pulled the blouse off herself. She unclasped her bra and shrugged it off, letting it fall to the floor.

His eyes fell to her breasts and he looked like he was seeing those for the first time, too.

She smiled a little wider, her face heating. She knew what she wanted. She knew what would bring this full circle and turn it into something wonderful and good in both of their minds and not the guilt-ridden blunder it had started as.

She sank to her knees in front of him and started working his jeans open.

“Sam, you don’t have to,” he whispered.

When his jeans fell to the floor and she pulled his underwear down she saw why. His cock was hard as a rock. Red and angry with lust and ready to be used. “I want this,” she said. “I want to suck your cock and feel you come on my face and my chest.”

She wasn’t one to express her desires so directly but felt no embarrassment now. It was as if her encounter with Jalen had unlocked a new power. A sexual honesty she didn’t have to be ashamed of.

She leaned forward and licked the underside of his cock, looking up at him to show him how much she wanted this.

“Sam?” he asked.

“What is it, baby?” she whispered.

“What was he like?”

She knew right away what he meant by the question. She understood that he wanted the truth or he wouldn’t be asking. The truth was what had aroused him and it would arouse him even more now. “He was big,” she replied.

His eyes widened again.

She slipped the head of his cock into her mouth and gently twisted her head around it, using her tongue to swipe around and around.

He groaned and his thighs flexed from the pleasure she was giving him.

She swayed back and forth, taking his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth. Enjoying the hardness her extra-marital adventure had caused him.

“Sam?”

She looked up at him again and slipped her mouth off of his cock. She wiped a drip of saliva from the corner of it.

“Did you…” He bit his lip and glanced to the side, like it was too much to actually say the words he needed to say to ask the question.

“I sucked him off,” she whispered. She wrapped her hand around his cock and stroked him.

“Oh my god!” he groaned.

She put her mouth on him again, easing him deeper inside and stroking his shaft with her fist. She tasted the first leak of his semen onto her tongue.

After taking Jalen’s big cock it was easy to go down almost fully on Chris. Her nose touched his abdomen before she felt the tip of his cock graze against the back of her throat.

He groaned and his hips twitched.

She looked up at him with her mouth full of his cock and it made it twitch and flex in her mouth.

This was thrilling for her now, too. Sucking her husbands cock and telling him all about the the big, black cock she’d sucked on while he’d been fishing with his buddies.

She swayed back and forth a few times, taking him completely into her mouth before pulling off for air.

“Oh my god, Sam,” he panted. “That feels incredible.”

She raised his cock with her hand and gently licked his testicle. “How about this?” she whispered, before slipping it into her mouth and sucking.

She couldn’t remember if she’d ever done that for Chris but it made him go wild.

She stroked his cock, rolling his nut all along her tongue, the memory of doing the same thing to Jalen making more wet run from between her legs.

She did the same to his other testicle and when she let it fall out of her mouth he was panting, obviously straining not to ejaculate, his face red and a tiny bit sweaty.

“I want to be inside you so bad,” he groaned.

She smiled and bit down on the corner of her mouth. She could feel how badly he wanted it. She needed this first. “We’ve got all night for that,” she said. “I need this from you first.”

She pressed his cock against her face and smeared it from one cheek over her nose to the other.

He stared at her, his eyes wide with disbelief at what she was doing.

She looked up at him from under his prick and smiled. “I want to be your dirty little slut,” she whispered, jerking him with one hand.

“Oh fuck!” he grunted.

She closed her eyes and smiled wider as the first hot splash of his ejaculate landed in a line from her cheek to her chin.
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She stood by the front door in her robe, peeking out the little window next to it and waiting for the car to arrive.

Chris was already in the bedroom. Seated in the armchair they’d dragged in there in just his boxers and a white t-shirt.

It had taken him two weeks to come around and ask her for what he wanted, even though she’d known it from that very first night.

Those two weeks had nearly driven her crazy. Ever since that night she’d wanted Jalen again so bad. She hadn’t said a thing, though, wanting it to come from him. Wanting Chris to figure out that he wanted it for himself, then wanting him to do the work of figuring out how to ask for it.

Now Jalen was on his way and Chris was ready and her pussy was a sloppy mess from thinking of how hot this was going to be.

Her heart did a little extra patter when a car pulled up at the end of the driveway and Jalen stepped out.

It was all the more exciting that they were at home and not some seedy motel. The home they’d made together and lived and loved and argued in together.

As Jalen climbed the porch steps she pulled the door open.

He smiled when he saw her, his eyes travelling down her body to take in the sexy red robe Chris had bought her for Valentine’s a few years back.

“Get in here before the neighbours see you,” she said, giggling and waving him inside.

“They don’t like black folks around here?” he asked, not budging from the porch.

She reached out and grabbed his wrist, tugging him into the house. “That’s not what I meant!” she said, laughing.

He wrapped his arms around her and leaned down, pressing his lips to hers in a deep kiss.

She gasped, startled by the sudden and unexpected intimacy. Her body relaxed in his arms as lust overwhelmed her.

Kissing him felt so easy and natural but she hadn’t intended for it to go like this. She’d imagined herself giving him a cordial greeting before leading him into the bedroom where Chris was waiting.

This was much different. The way he was kissing her gave her feelings.

He pulled away and looked into her eyes. “Guess you didn’t let this get in the way of that, did you?” he asked, glancing towards the stairs.

Motion caught her eye and she turned her head towards the hallway. Chris was standing there, looking down at her in Jalen’s arms, his face a mix of excitement and angst.

She gently eased herself out of Jalen’s grasp, cleared her throat and took a step away. “Uh, Jalen, this is my husband Chris,” she muttered. Embarrassment gripped her at introducing her…lover? Was that what Jalen was? Her one-night stand? Introducing him to her husband.

“Good to meet you, Chris,” Jalen said, smiling and looking completely unfazed.

“Good to meet you, too,” Chris replied. He turned a deep shade of red as he said it.

Jalen looked from Chris to her, then chuckled. “You two look like you’re going to a funeral. Why don’t we get on with the festivities so you can relax?” He took her by the hand. “Show me where we’re going?” he asked.

She nodded, then tucked her chin against her chest as she led Jalen past Chris and into the bedroom.

This had all gone differently in her head. In her imagination Jalen had just been a big blow-up doll who came in, did the deed so Chris could watch, then vanished into the night.

In reality it turned out he was still a person. A person with his own thoughts and feelings and ideas. A person who was taking charge now, moving them past their paralysis and starting to undress himself in her bedroom.

She stood watching him and Chris shuffled in, sticking close to the wall as he moved to the armchair.

He glanced at Jalen then quickly looked away as Jalen kicked his pants and boxers off and his big cock swung loosely between his legs.

Jalen pulled his t-shirt off over his head and threw it onto the heap of clothes on the floor, standing naked in front of them. “I take it y’all haven’t had much experience with something like this?” he asked.

Chris shook his head.

Sam felt like she could get away without answering so she just stood there.

“You just sit back and relax, Chris. Relax and I’ll show you’re wife a good time.”

Chris nodded. He looked perturbed. Like he wasn’t sure if he wanted to watch this anymore but couldn’t look away.

She couldn’t do anything for him now. Jalen was here and he was naked and now his hands were on his shoulders and he was starting to kiss her neck. She wasn’t going to kick him out. Chris would have to witness what he’d said he wanted.

She tipped her head to the side to give Jalen better access to her neck. Her eyes met Chris’s and a pulse of energy passed between them.

His reluctance seemed to melt away at the sight of Jalen kissing her. His eyes widened and he sank deeper into the chair.

Already she could see his cock starting to rise in his boxers. An erection forming purely from the visual stimulus of watching another man advancing on her sexually.

It excited her to see Chris, her husband who’d had the exclusive right to do that for so long, now witnessing how another man handled her.

Jalen’s hands came around her front and he slowly pulled her robe apart. He slipped it off her shoulders and it pooled at her feet. His hands rose and cupped her lace-lingerie clad breasts, squeezing them firmly before teasing the nipples with the pads of his fingers.

One hand dropped down to her crotch. He dipped it between her legs, rubbing it along the moist line of her thong panties.

Chris looked mesmerized by the sight. He watched Jalen’s dark hand moving in and out, in and out between her thighs, his finger gliding along her pussy lips.

“That pussy’s good and wet already,” Jalen said.

Chris gasped and gripped the arms of the chair.

Jalen chuckled next to her ear. “I think he likes it,” he whispered. “We gonna show him what a good black cock slut you are?”

A tremor ran down her back at the question. She’d been dreaming of feeling Jalen’s cock in her mouth again for weeks. Now that it was so close, already pressing against her thigh as it rose, all she wanted to do was get it hard and mount it, feel it inside her hot pussy again.

But she wanted to give Chris the full show. A recreation of what had happened between her and Jalen when they’d been alone.

A burst of courage welled through her and she made eyes at Chris. “You want to see how I suck his dick, baby?” she whispered.

Chris looked like he was going to shoot out of his chair like a rocket, clinging to it to keep himself seated. He swallowed and nodded but couldn’t find his voice to reply.

She spun around and looked up at Jalen. Tipping her head she locked lips with him and gave him a long, slow kiss, her tongue languidly rolling along his. Pulling away, she slowly lowered herself to a crouch, then got onto her knees, letting her hands glide down his body as she did.

“Turn it a little so your boy can see,” Jalen said, turning so his profile was to Chris.

She followed him, moving so his cock was in front of her and Chris had a good view of how she would suck it.

Her pussy pulsed with need as she thought of sucking another man’s cock in front of her husband.

She wrapped a hand around it and turned her head towards Chris, giving him a mischievous smile and checking to see he was still okay.

His cock had fully hardened in his lap. His mouth was open and his eyes were bugged wide as he watched her manipulate Jalen’s cock with her hand.

She lifted it up and got underneath it, licking the underside then pressing the fat thing against her nose and rolling it side to side.

Jalen stared down at her. “Why don’t you tell him? Tell him how much you like sucking black dick?” he said, nodding towards Chris.

The request startled her. She hadn’t really expected Jalen to take such an active role engaging with the two of them and their fantasy. She turned to Chris, who still looked astonished. His shock thrilled her. “I love sucking black dick, baby,” she whispered. She saw his cock throb in his lap.

She looked up at Jalen as she took the head of his cock into her mouth and sucked on it.

Jalen let out a pleased growl and watched her with that intense gaze as she worked him with her mouth.

She swayed back and forth, taking more and more of him into her mouth until he hardened and she felt the firm head touch the back of her throat. She put her hands on his thighs and held him there, looking up with wide-eyed obedience at what he’d have her do next.

He put his hand on her head and gripped a fistful of her hair. He moved her mouth slowly back and forth, pulling her up higher on her knees as his cock rose to a full erection.

He pulled her forward and pressed the thick head of his cock into her neck and held her there. “You like that?” he asked, turning to Chris.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Chris sitting on the edge of the armchair now. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the sight of her with her mouth stuffed full of black dick.

He swallowed again and managed a nod but otherwise remained motionless.

A warm thrill surged through her body.

Jalen held her in place a moment longer, then pulled her away and off of his cock.

She dragged in a lungful of air, staring up at him with her hair pulled back.

Jalen let go of her hair and offered his hand.

She took it and he helped her stand.

He walked her to the bed and got her onto it on all fours. Then he turned her until she was facing Chris. He took his time peeling her panties off of her ass and down her legs.

Then he got up behind her and pressed the head of his cock against her dripping sex. “Look at your man. He’s wondering why he didn’t ask for this sooner,” he said, chuckling.

She locked eyes with Chris, then intensity of the connection between them making her head spin.

She gasped as Jalen eased a few inches of his cock into her.

He thrust back and forth a few times, then drove in, splitting her soft folds wide apart with his thick tool.

She moaned and could feel the first tickle of an oncoming climax.

Chris stroked himself through his boxers.


Chapter sixteen
Chapter 16


“Itold you so.” Arnelle wore a smug smile as she sank deeper into the lounge chair.

The bar was dark with plush velvet chairs and solid oak tables.

Sam chuckled and sipped her martini. “I guess I still can’t believe it.”

“Men change as they age. They want different things. Sameness is stale. Novelty’s exciting.”

“It’s just so unlike him,” Sam said.

“So he loved it?” Arnelle asked.

Sam narrowed her eyes at her. “I’m not sure how much detail I want to go into here,” she said. “Is this going around the table at our next brunch?”

Arnelle shrugged. “Who cares?” she asked.

“Do not tell a soul about this!“ Sam warned.

Arnelle bit down on her lip and glanced sideways.

“Arnie!” Sam hissed. “You did not!”

Arnelle sighed. “I didn’t think you’d mind!” she said.

“Who did you tell?” Sam demanded.

Arnelle set her drink down on the side table next to her chair.

“Rachel got in touch with me a few days after you and I met.”

“Rachel?” Sam asked, her eyes widening.

Arnelle chuckled. “I think women change as they age, too. You know Rachel. She was always stunning. She still turns heads. No kids. Regular at the gym. Older now. It’s to be expected.”

“What did she want?” Sam asked.

“She wanted to know more about the details of my arrangement with Jason. There wasn’t much to tell. You know Jason. He doesn’t give a fuck about anything. Except…now that I’m fucking another guy I must say he’s a little more attentive.”

“Why did Rachel want to know more?”

Arnelle shrugged. “She’s curious. I think she’s maybe interested in something like that herself but ashamed to admit it? Our generation still has hang-ups about that sort of thing.”

“What did you tell her?”

“Same things I told you. You only live once. Is this it? Brunch on Sundays and cocktails? Or are we still allowed to try and find some new feelings?”

Sam shook her head, struggling to come to grips with Rachel even considering doing something like this. Then again, she’d written it off herself. Until she hadn’t. “You think she’s going to go for it?”

Arnelle shrugged again. “You should ask her yourself,” she said, nodding towards the door.

Sam turned to see Rachel scanning the restaurant.

Arnelle waved at her and Rachel slipped between the tables and made her way to the low couches they were sitting on. They both stood and greeted her with cheek press kisses, then the three of them sat down.

Arnelle smiled at Rachel and Rachel looked nervously between her and Sam. “Relax, hon, she’s already in on it,” Arnelle said.

Rachel looked at Sam with apprehension. “This is crazy. Are we crazy?” she asked.

Sam glanced at Arnelle. “How much did you tell her?” she asked.

Arnelle shook her head and beckoned a waitress. “I didn’t know what was going on yet. I just told her you had someone interested and sniffing.”

“Ew!” Sam exclaimed.

Rachel stifled a laugh.

The waitress came over and Arnelle ordered a Cosmopolitan for Rachel. As the waitress retreated Arnelle turned to Rachel. “She got herself fucked,” she said, lazily pointing a thumb at Sam.

Rachel’s jaw dropped and her eyes widened. She covered her mouth with a hand.

Sam blushed a hot red and shot daggers at Arnelle.

“What? You were going to tell her anyway!” Arnelle protested.

“I promise I won’t say anything to anyone. Not even true stories club,” Rachel said.

Sam shook her head and covered one eye with two fingers. This was so not like her to be sharing sexual exploits with her girlfriends. But Rachel did seem a little…adrift. And Sam was grateful she’d had Arnelle to talk to about this. “Don’t tell me you have someone interested and sniffing?“ she asked Rachel.

Rachel sighed and sank into her seat. “I mean, there’s always someone. There’s no shortage of interested men,” she admitted. “I just don’t know how to broach it with Ted. You want to tell me what happened with you? You don’t have to. If you don’t want to, I understand.”

Sam sighed and took a solid gulp of her drink. “I cheated on him.”

Rachel gasped.

“It all worked out!” Arnelle clarified., waving her fingers in the air.

“What do you mean you cheated on him?” Rachel asked.

“Whatever you do, don’t just cheat on him. I still get goosebumps when I think of how badly that could have ended. I got lucky,“ Sam said.

“Lucky?” Rachel asked.

Sam glanced at her, unsure of whether she should reveal Chris’s newly discovered proclivity for watching her have sex with another man. She lowered her eyes to the table. “It’s complicated and I would have done it differently if I could do it again. But it turns out Chris is…into it.”

“Into it?” Rachel squawked.

“Would you keep your voice down!” Sam hissed.

Arnelle laughed.

Sam gave Rachel a sideways glance. “He asked me if he could watch. And I let him.”

Rachel clapped her hand over her mouth again, eyes bugging. “Girl,” she muttered.

“Enough about me. I’m going to need at least three more of these before I say any more about that. What’s going on with you?” Sam asked.

Rachel glanced at Arnelle, then at Sam, looking unsure of whether she wanted to confess her own story and make it more real.

“Oh just tell her,” Arnelle said. “You only live once, ladies.”

Rachel cast another apprehensive glance and let out a soft sigh.

The waitress swooped in and put her Cosmopolitan down on the table.

Rachel lifted the drink and took a sip, then held it in her lap and looked at them with a guilty expression. “It’s one of my home health physio clients,” she admitted. “There’s always a little funny business going on if they’re guys because, well, they’re guys and they just can’t help themselves.”

“This one different?” Arnelle asked.

Rachel took another sip of her cosmo. “This one’s coming on pretty strong, which is normally annoying. Except this time it’s not. This time I’m really having trouble with it.”

“What kind of trouble?” Sam asked.

“Trouble not saying yes?” Rachel admitted.

END OF PART ONE
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