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Chapter 1

“I would love to eat your wife’s pussy.”

I audibly gasped and looked up at the beautiful woman standing next to our dinner table. I glanced over at my husband to gauge his reaction to the intrusive stranger’s obscene words. I expected him to be offended or at least curse her out but he had a strange look on his face. Not only that but he was smiling. Smiling! I frowned at him and reached across the table to firmly pinch him on his hand. He was either too wrapped up in the beautiful stranger’s envious physique to notice my irritation or he’d suddenly become paralyzed from the neck down.

“Evan!” I hissed across the table at him.

“Would you mind repeating that again?” he said to the stranger, ignoring me.

I widely looked up at the woman again and cringed as she placed her hand on top of mine, gently stroking my skin. I yanked my hand away from hers in disgust, but she simply smiled and winked at me.

“I said, I would love to eat your wife’s pussy. I have a penthouse in the complex next door. I would love to take her there, to my room, undress her from head to toe, lay her down on my bed, spread her nice and wide and bury my tongue and my face inside of her.”

I blushed and made a move to get up from the table. This woman was crazy! I didn’t know her from a hole in the wall. And even if I did, I wasn’t, never was going to be, and had no intentions of being gay. I was strictly dickly. And I loved dick.

“Evan, let’s leave now,” I spoke through clenched teeth.

My husband was still wrapped up in the dark-skinned stranger’s beauty, drinking in her exotic looks and curvaceous body. I had to admit she was very attractive, but I had no interest in what she was offering. Evan, however, seemed transfixed not only by her beauty but by her bold invitation.

“You want to sleep with my wife?” he asked with a strange grin.

I raised my eyebrows at him and walked over to his side of the table, pulling tightly on his arm to get him to stand up. He ignored me and continued to stare at the woman. She looked dead at me in a way that made my skin crawl and I nervously looked away from her, tucking a stray hair behind my ear.

“Evan,” I desperately called him.

“Yes,” she quietly replied, still staring at me. I looked over at her and felt my breath leave my body. Her eyes held an urgency and hunger that I had never before experienced. No one had ever looked at me that way before, not even my husband. Most of the time he wanted to make love, he’d just grab me and start pawing all over me like a clumsy octopus. It never turned me on. He was pretty good in the sack but his foreplay skills were more than a little off.

I shyly looked back at the stranger, trying desperately to pull my eyes away from hers and failing miserably. I couldn’t wrap my mind around what was happening. I had never had a woman come on to me before or approach my husband about seducing me. I wasn’t bad to look at. I came from great stock on both my mother and my father’s side and I was an exotic combination of both. I had my mother’s long, lustrous raven locks and my father’s creamy caramel skin. I had inherited my mother’s curves and my father’s height. I had always felt self-conscious about my 5’10 stature but this woman acted like she didn’t notice it. She was tall herself and looked to be more than 6’. Her eyes were drinking in my body, staring hungrily at my large, heaving breasts and round, ample bottom. She licked her lips and I nearly moaned out loud. What would it be like if…

I snatched my eyes away from hers and abruptly coughed, wiling my hardening nipples and wet pussy to calm down and behave.

I grabbed Evan’s arms again and tried in vain to turn his face towards mine. “Honey. Let’s go.”

As if realizing I was still there, Evan dazedly looked over at me and narrowed his eyes. “Babe. Did you hear what she just said?”

“Of course I did.”

“Well, what do you think?”

“What do I think? Evan, have you lost your mind? I am not having sex with this woman. I am not a lesbian!”

“You don’t have to be a lesbian to sleep with her.”

I widened my eyes at him, disgusted that he was being so calm and rational about all this. “Evan, we are married!”

“So? It’s not like you’d be committing adultery. Well, you would but not really. I mean, it’s not the same thing. I would be royally pissed off if a man even came at you sideways like this but this young lady… Look at her. She’s beautiful. And she wants you.”

“Are you suggesting that I go through with this?”

“Not unless you want to.” He stared deeply into my eyes. “Do you want to?”

I looked around the crowded restaurant and prayed no one was overhearing our conversation. “Evan, we are celebrating our anniversary. I can’t believe you would even entertain me doing such a thing!”

“It would be the perfect anniversary gift.”

My eyes were about to pop out of my head. My husband had irretrievably lost his damn mind. Where the fuck was all this alpha male dumbness coming from? My husband had never told me anything about wanting to watch me with another woman. He’d never said anything about it being one of his fantasies! Most of his fantasies involved fucking Beyonce or Kim Kardashian and there was never any mention of me being anywhere in the vicinity if that ever happened. I didn’t understand how he was letting this woman stand in front of him and talk about me in such a foul, lewd manner. I had to admit I was a little bit flattered by her attention and attraction to me but I had no desire whatsoever to give her what she wanted. I couldn’t even fathom such a thing. Me with another woman? Disgusting!

“Baby, you got some good pussy. I’m always telling you it’s so good you should bottle it up and sell it.”

“I didn’t think you meant that literally Evan,” I said through tightly clenched teeth.

“If I think it’s good, I know this pretty lady here is going to think it’s good. You should try her out. I mean, look at her. She’s looking at you like she could literally eat your ass up right now.”

“I sure as hell could,” the stranger lowly replied with a sexual glint in her eye as she eyed my huge breasts.

“Cot, damn! Look at her! She’s practically foaming at the mouth. I know she’ll do you good just from looking at how bad she wants you. Come on babe. Don’t be stingy. Give her some. Give her some pussy.”

My husband sounded ridiculous and stupid. What the fuck did he think I was? A common whore?

“Evan, are you fuckin’ serious right now?” I was trying to keep my voice low and cool to deflect from anyone overhearing or witnessing our conversation, but it wasn’t working. “I am not doing that! No! Now let’s get the fuck out of here! Now!”

“I’m sorry.” She was speaking to me. “I didn’t mean to offend you. You are just a beautiful woman. You are breathtakingly beautiful. I noticed you when you and your husband first walked in the door. I haven’t been able to keep my eyes off of you all night. I was sitting at the bar watching your every move and the more I looked at you, the more I wanted you.”

I averted my eyes away from hers and continued to try to pull my husband out of his seat. He wasn’t moving. His eyes were excitedly darting back and forth between me and her, enjoying the show. “I’m very flattered,” I unconvincingly told her. “But I’m not interested. Sorry. I don’t do girls.”

“You don’t have to do anything to me. I just want to go down on you. I want to please you; bring you pleasure.”

My husband whistled through his teeth at that remark and firmly placed his hand atop mine, stilling me. My skin bristled at his reaction and my body warmed at her admission. I tried to ignore it but the more she talked and the harder she stared at me, the more turned on I was becoming. It was leaving me unnerved and more than a little annoyed. What the fuck was wrong with me? Worse than that, what the fuck was wrong with Evan? Why hadn’t we left yet? I was against domestic violence, but he seriously needed to smack the fuck out of this woman and tell her off for disrespecting me.

“Honey, did you hear that?” he asked me. “She wants to please you. She wants to make you feel good. And it’s only one-way. She has no interest in you doing anything in return.”

“Evan, please. Can we go?”

“Fuck, I’m so turned on right now,” he grumbled as he leered at the woman.

“Not as turned on as I am,” she murmured as she continued to openly gape at my breasts.

“Okay, you know what?” I snapped, grabbing my purse. “You two can sit here like disgusting dogs in heat if you want to, but I want no part of this shit.” I snatched my overcoat off the back of my chair and threw it around my shoulders. “I’m leaving. I’ll see you when you get home Evan.”

I purposefully started towards the door, my three-inch heels clicking soundly on the hardwood floor as I sauntered off.

“Denise wait!” my husband called after me.

“Wait,” the woman simultaneously called at the same time.

I could hear both of them running towards me (her heels and his cheap, well-worn dress shoes) and ran faster towards the door, throwing a wad of bills at the cashier on my way out. “You keep the change,” I told the startled girl behind the register.

Opening the heavy, oak door to the restaurant, I rapidly blinked as I was hit by the cruel, brutal wind of winter. The wind was blowing so hard it was hard to see. I squinted my eyes and frantically looked around the parking lot, trying to locate my charcoal gray Camry. I abruptly turned away as the door flew open again. Seeing my husband and the exotic woman coming through the door, I broke off in a wild run.

“Denise, for God’s sake, will you slow down? Stop being silly! The girl just wants to fuck you not marry you! What’s your fuckin’ problem?”

Anger coursed through my body at lightning speed at my husband’s insensitive rant. I turned to give him a piece of mind and cried out as my foot caught a crack in the sidewalk that sent me flying into the back of a beat-up, rusty Cadillac. I fell to the ground with a thud.

“Oh my God, are you alright?” the lady asked as she rushed towards me. She leaned down to me and worriedly looked into my eyes. I was momentarily hypnotized by the color of them. I never noticed they were a smoky green color before. She gazed back into my eyes, searching for any sign of injury or hysteria. There was none. My eyes were now… curious. Curious about her. Seconds ago, she was trying to get in my panties; now, she honestly seemed concerned for my well-being. Our eyes held one another for minutes, lost in the mystery and novelty of one another. She was honestly beautiful. Could I? Should I?

My thoughts were instantly interrupted as my husband skidded over to us, nearly bumping into us with his entire body as we kneeled on the ground. “Honey, are you okay? Did you hurt yourself?”

“I’m fine,” I gritted through my teeth.

“Baby, what the hell? What are you getting so hysterical about?”

I clumsily stood to my feet and glared at my handsome but stupid husband. “Really Evan? Are you serious?”

“It’s not like the girl threatened your life! She just said she wants to eat your pussy! What’s so awful about that?”

I looked over at the exotic beauty, back at my husband; then back at her again. “Excuse me Miss… What is your name?”

“Veronica,” she said.

“Veronica. Okay, nice. Could you excuse us for a second Veronica?”

She indifferently shrugged. “Sure.” She walked to the other side of the parking lot and waited, staring intently at us.

I shook off the unnerving tingling her hypnotic eyes were stirring inside my body and turned my full attention to the crazy man I had been married to for seven years. “Evan,” I patiently begin. “I don’t know what the fuck is going on with you tonight, but I don’t appreciate it. Are you seriously thinking about loaning me to some strange lesbian for the night? A lesbian that we both know nothing about? A woman who didn’t even have the decency to introduce herself, ask our names, or start a conversation with us before sexually… propositioning me like I was some low-grade hooker on the street? How could you be aroused about that? Act like it’s something to be excited about? Do you know how that makes me look? Do you know how that makes me feel?”

“Honey, I am excited and more than a little flattered. And you should be too.”

“I should be flattered?”

“Yeah! I have a beautiful, sexy wife and everyone knows it! This isn’t the first time someone has taken an interest in you. Whenever we go out no one can take their eyes off you!”

“They can’t take their eyes off me but they have sense enough not to be disrespectful about it. No one has ever approached us or come at me sideways before! Ever! This woman just waltzed up to our table like everything was okay and basically asked me to spread my legs open for her like a whore! I am not a whore! I am married! To you! I am not a lesbian, I will never be a lesbian, and I have no intention of ever getting with a lesbian! Ever! Period!”

“Denise, don’t be so close-minded!”

“Close-minded!”

“This is a fantasy of mine honey! I would love to see you with another woman!”

“How come you’ve never said anything about it before?”

“Because you’re so sexually uptight!”

I put my hands on my wide hips and winded my neck at him. “Uptight?”

“Yes, uptight! You only like to fuck one way! You don’t even like to get on top! You don’t even like sucking dick that much!”

“But I do it!”

“Yeah, begrudgingly! And God help me if I even mention fucking you from behind or sticking my finger in your ass! You practically bite my head off any time you think my dick is going anywhere near your ass!”

“Evan, I told you I’m not interested in things like that. It makes me uncomfortable.”

“I know that and I accept that. But what this young lady-Veronica- is talking about is something simple. She just wants to eat your pussy. That’s all. Just eat your pussy. You like having your pussy eaten; you practically beg me to do it all the time. I don’t like doing it but I do it anyway because I know it pleases you.”

“You don’t like doing it? Why have you never told me that before?”

“Because I didn’t want to hurt your feelings.”

I was speechless. I didn’t know what else to say. I just shook my head at him and crossed my arms, turning away from in heated rage.

“You see that girl over there?” he asked. “That beautiful, stacked, sexy, available woman over there? She wants to eat you out. You hear me? She wants to eat you out. She’s practically begging for it. How can you turn that down?”

“Evan, we are married. It is our anniversary. How can you-“

“Like I said, it would be the perfect anniversary gift for me. I am dying to see that woman’s head between those big, beautiful thighs of yours.”

I didn’t know why but my body was warming up at the thought of seeing that woman’s head between my legs. She had beautiful, full, shoulder-length hair and I wondered what it would be like to pull it as she lapped at my flesh with her full, lipstick painted lips. My heart-rate accelerated as I thought of those lips circling both of my breasts. I loved having my breasts sucked. Evan wasn’t much in the foreplay department and he’d admitted he only went down on me because I liked it and not because he wanted to. This woman knew what she wanted and she wanted me. And I didn’t have to do a thing to her or with her.

I gnawed my lip as I pondered the idea of letting her make love to me. Was it cheating if there was no penetration involved? Was it cheating if it was with a woman? More than that, was it still cheating if my husband was pushing me and encouraging me to do it?

“Come on, look at her,” he said to me. “She’s beautiful. You can’t deny that the woman’s beautiful.”

Looking over at Veronica, I felt my pussy throb as she openly stared back at me. The hunger in her eyes had intensified now. I felt my face reddening as she licked her lips and stared below my waist. I looked down and was mortified to see my dress had risen above my knees during my fall and exposed my panties. I was standing out in the open air with my satin, red lace panties on display in public. And she was staring at my panties like she could see straight through to my pussy. Moisture began to gather between my legs as I stared at her tongue snaking across her lips. What would that feel like between my legs?

Shaking my head at my carelessness, I yanked my dress back down, attempting to pull it down to my knees. It was nothing doing. My fat ass made it impossible for any dress I wore to be anything less than a miniskirt. She looked disappointed that I blocked her view, but I didn’t care. Least, I tried to convince myself that I didn’t.

“Don’t,” Evan said, pulling my dress back up. “Don’t hide it. Let her see your pussy.”

“Evan please,” I said, lowering my eyes and turning away from him again. I was so humiliated. I just wanted to go home and forget this night had ever happened. Everything felt like a nightmare. I couldn’t believe I’d married this man. This pervert. I couldn’t believe he was willing to share me with another person. It made me feel so degraded, so useless. I felt like a slut. And I didn’t like it. I seriously needed to think about staying married to this man.

“Come on Denise,” he prompted, turning my face back towards his. I looked into his hooded, dark eyes and almost became lost. My husband was such a good-looking man. And I loved him so much. He’d always been so good to me. He had saved me from an abusive home and turned my whole life upside down with his goodness, his love, and his devotion. Now he was turning it upside down again with his craziness.

“Denise, please,” he said, placing his cold hands on either side of my face. “Just do this. Do this for me. If you do this, just this one time, I promise I will never ask you to do anything like this ever again.” He stroked my bottom lip with his tongue. “Ever.”

I vulnerably looked back at my husband, feeling cornered. At one point in time, there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t do for the man. He could’ve asked me to build him a house from the ground up and I would’ve gathered every brick, stick, and piece of timber I could find to build a home for him. Granted, I didn’t need to do that because my husband worked for the city and was well paid. He’d bought us a two-story immaculate home in a gated community two years after we were married. I didn’t want for nothing and neither did he. But if he hadn’t had it, I would’ve found a way to get it for him. He couldn’t ask me to do this. He couldn’t. If I did this, our relationship would never be the same again. Ever. No matter what he said, no matter what he insisted, he would never respect me again. He wouldn’t.

I hesitated as Evan leaned over to kiss me. His lips lingered on mine before he slickly parted them with his tongue and fully kissed me. I wanted to resist him. I wanted to push him away and run away from him and her. But I didn’t. I kissed him back. Passionately and hungrily. I threw my arms around him and pressed my body close to his. He groaned and grabbed me by my ass, stroking and massaging it with his big, calloused hands. Remembering my panties were still exposed to the world, I moved to pull my dress back down but he held it up to the top of my hips with his hands.

“Evan,” I breathlessly replied as I pulled away. “Evan, no. Someone might see me.”

His lips lifted in a crooked smile and he winked at me. “That’s what I’m betting on.” He looked over at Veronica and signaled her with his hand. “Veronica. Come here.”

I widely looked over at her and cringed as she sensuously crossed the parking lot, back over to us. I’d forgotten she was there. I hurriedly looked at Evan and tugged on his arm again, pulling my dress down with my free hand. I loved my ass, but I didn’t want it to be on display like a carnival act.

“Evan, no. Please. I can’t. Get me out of here, please. Take me home and make love to me.”

“That’s exactly what I’m going to do darling. Right after I watch this beautiful creature annihilate your pussy.”

I frowned as I looked at him. Who the fuck was I married to? Evan didn’t talk like that. Not even in bed. I have to admit that kind of always bothered me. I always wanted someone to talk dirty to me in bed. The men I’d been with before Evan were all heavy breathers and deep moaners but they never really talked dirty to me like I wanted them to. Evan was a heavy breather but that was all. What was making him so blatantly lewd and dirty now?

I shrank back and stood behind Evan as Veronica reached us. She gave me a delicious smile and I gave her a half-hearted smile in return. “Well?” she asked. “What do you want to do?”

“She’s going to do it,” Evan easily told her.

I crossly looked at him and shook my head. Veronica looked back and forth between the two of us and tilted her head. The wind whipped her hair around her face and she smoothly moved it back into place. I thought she looked so beautiful and I was afraid what that meant. Maybe it just meant she was beautiful. I had certainly seen women and thought they were beautiful before. So what was the problem? The problem was none of them had ever offered to eat my pussy before. And I’d never thought about letting them.

Veronica looked over at me and seriously searched my eyes. “Are you sure?”

I shook my head again and defiantly raised my chin to her. “No. I’m not going to.”

Veronica looked over at Evan and raised her eyebrows in question. “I thought you said…”

Evan heavily sighed and rolled his eyes skyward. “Denise-“

“I said I’m not going to and that’s what I mean,” I emphasized to him. “Now take me home. Now.”

“I’ll pay you!” she blurted out.

I cocked my head at her and narrowed my eyes. “What?”

“I’ll pay you. Whatever you want. I have money. What will it take? $1,000?  $5,000?”

Evan’s eyes were about to bug out of his head. “Are you serious?”

“I’ll even up the ante to $10,000,” she said, as if that made a difference.

Evan was practically dancing in place. “10,000 doll- Did you say $10,000?”

I twisted my neck at her and put my hands on my hips. “Bitch, what the fuck do you think I am? A prostitute?”

“No,” she cooly said. “I just want you that badly.”

Her eyes looked so sincere, but I didn’t give a fuck. I was beyond insulted. This bitch had really taken this shit too far. “Alright, I’ve had enough of this freak show. I’m going home. Evan, you can stay here with her. At this point, you can find another ho and the two of you can fuck her together; I really don’t give a fuck. I’m out.”

Beyond pissed, I moved to go towards my car, but Veronica stood in front of me, stopping me. “No.”

“Bitch, you better move. Right now.”

“Denise, stop acting like that,” Evan groaned.

“You shut the fuck up Evan! I don’t want to hear another word from your stupid ass! Fuck you and fuck her!”

“I just want to see it,” she said earnestly as she walked closer to me. I stepped back from her and fixed her with a hateful glare but she wasn’t intimidated. “I want to see you. I want to see what you taste like. I watched you kissing him and you did it with so much passion and hunger. I want you to feel that with me. I want to make you feel good. I know I can make you feel good. Just give me a chance. Look, I know I insulted you with the money thing. But I just want you so bad. I want to take your clothes off and see what’s underneath this dress, those panties… I just want to eat your pussy, please. Just for one night. That’s it. Just for tonight.”

I couldn’t do anything but dumbly look at this strange woman. Every-time she spoke those bold statements my mind turned to mush, my body to liquid. My pussy was overflowing with juices and my nipples were as hard as saucers. The intensity in her eyes was burning through me in ways I couldn’t comprehend.

Biting nervously on my lip, I averted my eyes from hers and looked down at the ground, feeling caught. It was cold as hell outside and the wind was whipping around us chilling our bones but I honestly couldn’t really feel it. This woman had my body heating up in ways that were embarrassing. I couldn’t help but think about her hands on me, her mouth inside of me, her skin against mine, her hair brushing against my bare ass… I stilled and closed my eyes at the last thought. I couldn’t stand the thought of anyone or anything near my ass but suddenly I wanted her there. I wanted her finger to probe my hole, her tongue to explore it. What the fuck was happening to me? Was I losing my damn mind?

Both she and Evan were stoically still as they watched me quietly mulling things over. I could feel the anxiety and anxiousness coming from both of them. I wanted to give her what she wanted.  I didn’t give a fuck about Evan at this point. It was almost like I thinking of hooking up with her just to spite him. But if I was being honest with myself, I was more than anxious to see what it was like for a woman to eat my pussy. I had heard they were the best at it and I wanted to know if it was true.

Squaring my shoulders, I looked up at her and braced myself for what I was about to say. “Okay,” I breezily said.

Her eyes widened with excitement and I could see Evan beaming widely out the corner of my eye. “Yeah?” she almost shrieked.

Her excitement for me nearly drove me wild but I held it together. “Yes. Okay.”

Her eyes grew serious as they bore into mine. “You will not regret it. I promise you. You are going to love it.”

I ignored the stirring in my center and looked under my eyes at her, feeling coy all of a sudden. “Where did you say your penthouse was? Next door, right?”

“Yeah. Right next door. Less than a two-minute walk.”

“Alright. Let’s go then.”

She nodded, rubbing her lips tightly together. I could tell she was trying hard not to attack me right there in the parking lot. “Let’s go beautiful.”

She placed a shaky palm to my back and led me back towards the luxurious sky-rise. Evan followed closely behind us, hot and heavy on our heels. “Alright ladies, let’s go, let’s go, let’s go!” he ecstatically said.

Veronica abruptly turned to him, cutting him down with a hard glare. “You’re not going,” she frostily told him.

He blinked and looked up at her in confusion. Veronica had him by a good five inches. “Excuse me?”

“I said, you’re not going. This is about me and your wife. You’re not invited.”

Evan was affronted. He looked taken aback as he stood in her face. His glare was heated as he stared at her. “You’re not going anywhere with my wife without me.”

“This is about her, not you. I don’t want you. I want her. I promise you nothing will happen to her. I’ll take real good care of her. I’ll see to it she gets home safe. You can leave now.”

“Naw. Uh-uh. Who the fuck do you think you are? You don’t make the rules. This is my wife. That’s my pussy. It’s not going anywhere without me. Anywhere! You got me?”

Her eyes bore into his as she peered down into his face. “It’s my pussy tonight,” she quietly told him. “And trust me, with all I’m going to do to her, she’s not going to be thinking about being your wife. She’s not going to be thinking about you at all. That’s how good I am with my mouth. You’ll be lucky if you even have a wife at all after tonight.”

Evan angrily stared at her for a long moment, then looked over at me, snapping his fingers. “’Nise. Let’s go.”

This man had really lost his damn mind! Since when did he start snapping his fingers at me? I placed my fingers in Veronica’s soft hands and turned my back on my husband. “Go home Evan. I’ll see you later.”

“No! Fuck no! I am your husband and you’re not going anywhere without me! You belong to me! Not her! That’s my pussy! If anyone else is going to have it, I’m going to be there! This shit is not going down without me! No way man!”

Letting go of Veronica’s hand, I stalked over to him and shoved him hard in his chest. “This is what you wanted, right? This is your fantasy? What you’ve been thinking about for years? Well, now it’s coming true! You’re getting your wish! So man up and take your ass home! I’ll be fine! I’ll fill you in on all the juicy, nasty details when I get there. If I come back at all.”

“With the way I eat pussy, you might not want to ever go back,” Veronica slickly said with a sinister chuckle. I tried to ignore the way my anxious pussy was threatening to break free from my panties. I had no doubt this woman was going to wreak havoc on my pussy. And I couldn’t wait.

Evan’s face twisted with an ominous sneer as he started towards her. He pointed his finger at her. “Bitch-“

I immediately stepped in front of him, blocking him from Veronica. The woman was tall, but my husband was built like a brick and I knew there was no way in hell she’d be able to beat him. He could kill her ass with one left hook. He was too vain to go to jail and I wasn’t ready to explain the reason why he beat a pretty femme to death with one fist.

“Evan,” I persistently began, “go home.”

Evan’s face tightened with disbelief. “Denise-“

I turned away from him and took Veronica’s hand again, pulling her along with me as I started back towards her complex. I couldn’t believe how confident and brazen I’d gotten suddenly. “Go home Evan,” I breezily called back to him. “I’ll see you tomorrow. Maybe.”

My pitiful husband stood frozen in the parking lot, stupidly watching us until we disappeared from sight.


Chapter 2

Once we were inside the complex, we casually made our way through the marble-tiled foyer, to the elevators. The ride up to her suite was quiet and tense. We didn’t look at one another, didn’t speak. My heart was beating so fast I was sure she could hear it in the back of the elevator where she stood. I stood in front of her, facing the doors. I knew she was looking at me and enjoying the view of my envious assets. My body heated at the thought. I had removed my coat and placed it over my arm, giving her full viewing access to my body. The dress I was wearing was already short, but my plump ass made it look even shorter. It didn’t make me look like a hooker, but it left little to the imagination. Despite the cold weather outside, I had chosen an extremely short dress to wear for the evening. It was sequined, strapless, and red. It was our anniversary and I wanted to look extra sexy for my husband. If I’d known how the night was going to end up I would’ve chosen to wear a garbage bag covered in dog shit instead. Something inside told me that wouldn’t have mattered. I think I would’ve been beautiful to this woman no matter what. That gave me an odd feeling of exhilaration and warmth inside.

Evan was crazy as hell to have entertained the thought of sending me anywhere with this woman. It was like going into the lion’s den at the zoo. Part of me knew that once I went in, there was a possibility I’d never come back out to the life I once knew and enjoyed. Was I ready to throw everything away for some reckless fun and raw cunnilingus?

I was also wearing a garter belt with red lace stockings and a red satin bra with serious hydro-lift… By my own estimate, I looked absolutely delicious and Evan had definitely thought so too. He loved showing me off and got a hard-on every-time men stared at me past the point of disrespect. It never bothered him. He considered it a compliment. My best friend Sasha always insisted Evan only married me because of my looks. I never believed that to be true, but after tonight…

I quietly inhaled and exhaled as I watched the numbers at the top of the elevator get higher and higher. With each floor we passed, I knew I was one step closer to being ravished by this strange woman behind me. Suddenly, I felt self-conscious. I reached down and tried to pull my dress further down my thick thighs and big hips. I rolled my eyes in annoyance when my dress immediately moved back to just below my hips. When I was growing up, my ass was a great source of embarrassment to me. I could never wear anything too short. Every-time I walked somewhere or went anywhere, men cat-called me and screamed obscenities at me and it always made me feel so ashamed. Having big titties didn’t help matters either. I had more than one man begging me to breast-feed them; some of them were even older than my Dad. I hated my body so much and prayed every night for my breasts to become smaller and my ass to shrink. It didn’t help.

The older I got and the more I grew into my looks, I saw my beauty as a blessing and I became more comfortable with myself and more confident. I embraced my sexuality and I thoroughly enjoyed the power it brought me. That was when it came to men. I never experienced it with women before. And this woman right here…

I tugged on my dress again, praying it would stay down this time. It didn’t.

“It’s not going to help,” I heard her slur behind me. “Your ass is too big. Besides, I already saw plenty in the parking lot.”

I gulped and stepped closer to the elevator doors, distancing myself from her. Part of me prayed the doors would open between floors and I’d fall out, plummeting to my death. I loudly cleared my throat and smoothed the front of my dress with trembling hands. “I’m sorry about that,” I said.

“Sorry for what? You have nothing to apologize for. Or be ashamed about.”

“I’m not ashamed.”

“Good. Because I don’t want you to be. I don’t want you to regret anything about this night. I’m glad I was at the right place at the right time. I’m glad I met you.”

I said nothing.

“I like your stockings. Is there a garter belt attached to it?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes.”

“Ah, yes. I see it…Delicious.”

I closed my eyes and willed myself not to start babbling like a fool. I always babble when I’m nervous. And this woman made me nervous. I sighed with relief as the elevator finally came to an abrupt halt. Glancing up at her reflection in the elevator doors, I inwardly moaned when I saw her looking me up and down and licking those luscious full lips again. I was becoming addicted to the way she looked at me. I couldn’t wait to show her what I was working with beneath my dress.

My eyes nearly popped out of my head when the elevator doors opened and her luxurious suite came into view. The doors opened right at the penthouse suite. The front room was huge and moderately decorated with rich colors, elegant furnishings, and fancy artwork. It housed a huge leather sectional, an imposing black, baby-grand piano, and numerous bookshelves. The couch faced windows that were drawn closed with deep burgundy drapes. I could see a state of the art kitchen to the left of me and a long hallway to the right, which I assumed led to the bedrooms and bathroom. My jaw dropped open as I impressively looked around the gorgeous room. Just what did this woman do for a living to afford such a fancy place?

I jumped with a start as I felt her brush up against me. Her hair teased my bare shoulder and it felt so good I nearly moaned out loud. “Go on,” she said. “Come inside.” She walked past me, sending whiffs of an intoxicating odor up my nostrils. I lightly sniffed the air, trying to be inconspicuous. I never noticed how wonderful she smelled before. The wind was nearly knocked out of me at the wild feelings it stirred inside of me. What was happening to me?

She looked over her shoulder at me as she walked from window to window, pulling the curtains open. “Are you coming in?”

Noticing I was still standing at the elevator, I shakily walked into the room, cringing as I heard the doors close behind me. This was it. I was officially hers now. We had reached the point of no return.

“Come,” she said, motioning towards me with her finger. “Take a look. The view of the city from up here is amazing.”

I walked over to the windows on wooden legs and expectantly looked out. The view was amazing. You could see the entire downtown area. The city was brimming with lights and it looked so beautiful. For a minute I felt envious. This was always the kind of place I wanted when I was growing up. It was the kind of place I planned to get when I graduated college and started my career. Instead I’d gotten married and settled on being a housewife. I wish I had settled for my dreams. I had missed out on so much being married to crazy.

I heard Veronica moving around the room and turned around to look at her. She was taking her coat off and hanging it in a closet by the entryway. “This place is beautiful,” I said.

“Thank you. Would you like me to take your coat?”

I met her halfway, handed the coat to her, then walked back to look at the spectacular view of the city. Looking at the lights made the night feel magical, whimsical. I felt like I could escape with her. Like we were in our own private little world and universe. “Do you live here?” I asked.

“Sometimes.”

I turned to look at her. She was standing behind the couch, watching me intently. My breath left my body as I looked back at her. I had noticed her beauty before, but I had time to really digest it now. Aside from her mesmerizing green eyes and tousled shoulder-length hair, I took note of the dress she was wearing and how well she was wearing it. It was a long, body-hugging, black, velvet dress. It hugged her curves in all the right places and had a plunging neckline. She had modest-sized breasts, a small waist, flat stomach, and wide hips. They were a little on the flat side but still enticing. She didn’t look like what I thought a typical lesbian would look like. She was all woman. And comfortable with it.

I quickly looked away when I realized I was staring. “Where do you stay the other times?” I casually asked her.

“On the south side of town.”

“What do you do for a living?” Realizing it was rude to ask, I closed my eyes and shook my head. “I’m sorry. That’s none of my business.”

“It’s okay,” she said as she sat on an arm of the couch, leaning her long legs to the side. There was a slit at her thigh and I tried not to stare. “There’s no rule that says tonight should be all fun and no convo.” She paused and smoothed her hair behind her ear. “I’m a lawyer.”

My eyes nearly popped out of my head. I had been hit up by a lawyer? Evan was a construction worker. I had really come up in the world. “A lawyer? What kind?”

“Corporate.”

“Wow. I guess from the looks of this apartment they pay you good.”

She widely smiled. “Very.”

I didn’t know what else to say after that, so I just turned back to the window. My heart was racing in my chest. Perspiration was covering my top lip. I was so uncomfortable. This wasn’t like being with a man, but it felt oddly comfortable and that made me very uncomfortable. How would the night progress from here? Should I keep talking or should I walk over and put my pussy in her face? I almost choked at the thought.

We sat in uncomfortable silence for a few minutes. I could feel her watching me and I tried not to let it unnerve me. I wasn’t sure if she was waiting on me to make the first move or what. I felt safe by the window, like I could jump out if things got too uncomfortable or scary. Only problem with that was I didn’t know where the hell the lock to the windows were. It was all glass from top to bottom. Maybe they didn’t open.

“Would you like me to light some candles to set the mood?”

I jumped and abruptly turned to her, startled. “What? What did you say?”

She blinked at my outburst. “I just asked if you wanted me to light candles to set the mood.”

Set the mood? What mood needed to be set? Weren’t things already sexy enough? The sexual chemistry crackling between us was enough to short-circuit the building. Surely, she could feel it too. I could feel it and I wasn’t sure why. Sure, she was beautiful, but I wasn’t into girls. I was just into being ate. And hard as it was for me to admit it, I was desperate to feel her mouth on me. Still, a little ambiance wouldn’t hurt. Her penthouse was bright as hell.

I uneasily smiled at her and touched my tongue to my lips, tucking my hair behind my ear. “That’s fine.”

She chewed on her bottom lip and warily watched me for a moment. “You know you don’t have to do this if you don’t want to. You can leave at any moment.”

I dutifully nodded. “I know.”

She quietly regarded me for a few moments, then easily smiled, got up, and walked to the kitchen. She pulled a few candles down from the cabinet above her sink and turned out the kitchen light. The light in the living-area followed. I restlessly watched as she placed the candles on the coffee-table in front of the couch, side tables, and the piano. She grabbed a pack of matches off the bookshelf nearest to the piano and carefully lit them all. The candles gave them room a luminous glow.

“Do you play?” I asked her.

Her lips lifted in an embarrassed smile. “No. I just got it for the decoration.”

“Oh,” I said, trying to hide my disappointment. I was hoping she would play something soothing to calm my nerves.

“Is this enough light or would you like more?”

“It’s fine.”

“Maybe I should light a few in the kitchen.” She hurriedly walked to the kitchen and grabbed a couple more candles. I felt myself relax a little. She appeared to be nervous too. “It’s too dark in here and I want to be able to see all of you,” she sensuously added.

I gulped and moved my shoe around on the hardwood floor. Maybe not. “Oh,” was all I said.

“Would you like something to drink?”

“No thanks, I’m fine.”

She brightly smiled at me and leaned against the island in her kitchen. I noted it had two bar stools in front of it and briefly imagined sitting on one of them naked as she roamed her tongue between my legs. I stiffened as I felt more moisture gathering in my panties. Fuck, I wanted her to eat me so bad. I couldn’t wait. But at the same time, I didn’t want to rush.

Our eyes held one another with interest as we settled in silence again. My head felt like it was spinning. I couldn’t wrap my head around what I was doing up here with this woman. I couldn’t wrap my head around the dangerous, illicit feelings of lust I was having. I was married. It didn’t feel right. It wasn’t right. I wasn’t a particularly religious person, but I’d always prided myself on having decency, self-respect, and morals. I never steered too far away from sticking close to them. I wasn’t very spontaneous or impulsive. I was very methodical and practical, thought about everything before I did it. I didn’t know why I was there; I just knew I didn’t want to leave. And it had nothing to do with loving Evan, pleasing Evan, or fulfilling his fantasies. It was all me. I wanted to be there. I wanted this. I wanted her to do anything and everything she wanted to do to me and then some. And that scared the fuck out of me.

“Would you like for me to turn on some music?” Her eyes were heated as they penetrated mine.

I stared back at her, wanting to break eye contact but not able to. “If you’d like.”

Her eyes drifted over my body once again. “Anything in particular?”

I resisted the urge to pull up my dress and expose myself to her. “Something sexy.” I gulped. Where the fuck had that come from?

Her lips lifted in a delicious smile. “For sure.”

She walked to one of the side tables, picked up a small remote, and pressed a button. The sounds of Usher’s melodic voice immediately permeated the room. “Nice and Slow”. Perfect. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to get swept away by the music for a moment. When I opened my eyes, she was sitting right in front of me, on the coffee-table. The look in her eyes as she looked up at me was enough to melt steel. It scared and thrilled me at the same time. I wanted to run. But I didn’t. The whole night felt like a dream. Never in a million years had I ever imagined I would one day allow a woman- a stranger- someone I had known for less than two hours- to make love to me. I wanted this so much I could taste it. The fact that I didn’t know her added to the delicious thrill of it all. I was so glad I had told her yes. I felt wild. Reckless. I wanted to open my legs wide to her and spread my pussy lips for her.  I wanted to watch her mouth on me. I wanted to look into her eyes as she tasted me. I wanted her to loudly suck my huge breasts as she caressed them with her pretty, manicured hands. I wanted her to finger me and tickle my G-spot. I wanted…

“How old are you?”

My eyes opened and I blankly looked at her. For a moment I’d gotten caught up in wild, kinky images and allowed my mind to drift from one dirty thought to the next. I rubbed my neck and nervously moved my foot across the floor. “25.”

“25,” she slowly drawled. “Great age.”

“You?”

“42.”

“You don’t look it.”

“Thanks.” She watched me for a moment, then tilted her head at me, assessing me thoughtfully. “So, what made you change your mind? About getting with me, I mean.”

I indifferently shrugged and glanced out the window. “I don’t know. Curious, I guess…” I gnawed my lip and looked down at the floor. “The way you talk to me.”

“The way I talk to you?”

“Yeah.” I looked under my eyes at her, smiling shyly. “I like it.”

She slipped off one of her shoes. “Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. I do.” I paused. “How many women have you been with?”

She took off her other shoe and stopped, thinking. She shrugged and placed her shoes under the coffee-table. “Enough.”

“Are you with someone right now?”

“Would you change your mind if I said yes?”

I shrugged, waiting on her to answer.

“Yes,” she readily admitted. “I’m with someone. Yes, I love her. Yes, she is utterly beautiful.”

My eyes were wide and curious. “Then what are you doing? Have you ever cheated on her before?”

She looked away from me. “No. Least not directly.”

“What does that mean?”

Now it was her turn to be shy. She looked everywhere but at me. “Everyone cheats in their head. It has never been worth the risk.”

“Then why are you here? Why are you with me right now?”

She looked uncomfortable. She played with her hair and shifted on the coffee table. Gathering herself, she looked intensely looked at me. “It’s just something about you. I told you. When I saw you, I knew I had to have you. I’m willing to risk any and everything just to know you. Just to know what you taste like. How you look naked, what you feel like… I want to hear the noises you make; I want to see your face when you come…”

I reddened and looked away from her, feeling good and embarrassed at the same time.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in my life,” she passionately continued. “My girlfriend is a wonderful woman and she’s beautiful, but… You just take my breath away.”

My heart warmed at her words. I shouldn’t have agreed to this. I should’ve just walked away right then and there. But I didn’t. Her words filled me in ways I could’ve never imagined. She had someone but she wanted me. It turned me on. Made me feel beautiful. Her words were heartfelt and beautiful.

“How long have you been with her?” I ask.

“Ten years.”

I gasped. “Ten?”

“Yes. She’s the love of my life. And I mean that. But…. I want you.”

“You’ve been with her that long and you’re willing to risk everything for one night with me? What if you like it? What if we both like it?”

“I know I will. And I assure you, you will.”

I ignored the throbbing between my legs. “No, I mean… What if we… What if I… What if you want… more?”

She intently looked at me. “I hadn’t thought that far ahead. But if I do… then I guess, I’ll have to have you again. I’d like to have you as many times as I can tonight. And if you, I, or we want more after tonight, then I guess we’ll have to find the time and place to meet up and do it again. However many times we want.”

We said nothing else, just watched each-other, Usher’’s voice and her words tempering the room with extraordinary heat and sexual desire.

“Why are you with someone like him?” she asked, breaking the mood for a minute. I didn’t want to talk about Evan, but I didn’t stop her. “He obviously doesn’t value you.”

I leaned against the window and heavily sighed. “Same as you,” I haltingly confessed. “I love him.”

“My babe is a good woman. You’re not married to a great guy.”

“You just met my husband tonight, so I really think it’s unfair of you to form an opinion based off of one episode,” I snapped.

“Sweetheart, he was willing to sell you for $10,000. Explain that.”

I averted my eyes away from hers, feeling crestfallen and ashamed. “I don’t know what got into him tonight. I mean, he likes when people look at me and stuff, but he’s never acted like that. He hasn’t always been like that.”

“Maybe he has, and you just didn’t know it.”

I helplessly shrugged, my eyes filling with tears. “Maybe.”

“How long have you been with him?”

“Five years married, eight years altogether.”

“You were just a baby when you got with him.”

I nodded. “17, yeah.”

“See? Not so different. You have history with him, you love him, but you’re still here with me.”

I didn’t know what to say to tha,t so I just defensively crossed my arms over my chest and looked down at the floor.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you upset. I just don’t understand him.”

“Look, I don’t want to talk about my husband anymore, okay? That’s not why we came up here, right? So let’s just drop it.”

She evenly looked at me. “That’s fine. But you asked questions, so I did too.”

“I don’t want to talk about Evan anymore.”

“Fine but I will say this. Your husband is crazy as hell for letting you loose on me. Any woman or man in their right mind would not leave a woman like you alone with anyone; would not let this body go to waste, would not even want to share it. He’s a fool.”

Tears filled my eyes as I looked back at her. I hugged my arms tighter to my chest, bunching my breasts up even further. Her eyes lingered on them for several seconds before she looked back at me, an emotion I couldn’t read clouding her mysterious eyes.

“Please don’t cry. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I’m sorry.” She reached her hand out like she wanted to touch me; then decided against it and dropped it to her lap.

“It’s okay,” I offered. “I don’t have the best guy in town; I get that. But he’s mine. And I’m his.”

Her eyes possessively bore into mine. “Not while you’re in here with me. Tonight, until you leave this place, whether it’s before dawn or after the sun comes up, you’re mine. You belong to me.”

I had no response to that.

“I will say one more thing about him though.”

I despairingly sighed and rolled my eyes, blowing out a breath. “Whaaaaaaaat?”

She chuckled at my exasperation and I laughed with her. It was the first time we had shared a laugh and it felt comfortable. It felt right.

Her face grew serious as she stood to face me. I resisted the urge to back away from her and walk to the other side of the room. My breath left my body as she lifted my hair away from my breasts. She stroked the side of my hair as her eyes hungrily stared into mine. “I really enjoyed watching him kiss you,” she murmured. “You have no idea how beautiful you look when you’re excited and turned on. I want to see that. I want to make you feel that way. I want to watch your face as you come.”

My legs were trembling. My heart was racing. My eyes blinked rapidly. My panties were beginning to feel heavy from all the moisture in them and my tits were so full they felt like they would explode at any moment. I was ready. I was so ready for what the night would bring.

“I hope you’re ready for what I’m going to do to you tonight,” she whispered, as if reading my mind. “I plan on eating your pussy until my mouth gets tired. Even then I’ll find some way to keep going.”

A soft cry escaped my throat as she walked closer to me, placing her hands on my shoulders. My eyes eagerly watched them as they caressed my shoulders, then teasingly moved down to the dip in my chest, right above the top of my dress.

“I don’t know if I want to take your clothes off or have you undress yourself,” she continued. “I feel like a kid in a candy store. I’m beyond excited.”

“What is it about me that has you so excited?”

“Have you looked in the mirror? Your body is fuckin’ amazing. You’re fuckin’ beautiful.”

“No, I mean there’s so many other beautiful women in the world. I’m sure you could’ve had anyone tonight. Why me?”

“I already told you.”

“I know but I’d like to hear it again.” I was stalling and she knew it, but she obliged me anyway.

“It’s so many things. It’s not just one thing. Yes, your body is amazing but it’s the soft things about you as well. The way your mouth tilts up at the corner when you smile. The way you throw your head back when you laugh. Your body was the first thing I noticed about you, but it wasn’t the only thing.”

Her hands on me was the sweetest thing. They felt tender and aggressive at the same time. She wasn’t doing anything but caressing my shoulders and massaging my arms, but I was about to lose it. I was breathing so hard I was practically hyperventilating. I looked up into her eyes and nearly crumbled at the way her eyes were greedily eyeing the rise and fall of my breasts.

“What size are your breasts?” she quietly asked me as she ran the back of her hand over them.

I gulped and nervously licked my lips. “I don’t even know. They’re in the triple digits of D.” Her eyes widened appreciatively at that admission. “My husband liked to suck on them a lot when we were dating. He likes to take credit for their size because they weren’t this big when we met. He says he made them grow.”

“I wonder how much I’ll make them grow tonight.” I blushed and averted my eyes from her. “Does he still like sucking them?”

I ruefully shook my head. “Nowadays he just likes to get in and get out. Foreplay is a distant memory for us these days.”

She sucked her teeth in disapproval. “Shit. He’s crazy. If I had these titties in my face all the time, you’d have to fight me off you with a stick. I’d be sucking on them so much, you’d be begging for me to stop. You’d get tired of me sucking them.”

I wryly chuckled. “I doubt that.”

“So, you like having them sucked?”

I vigorously nodded.

She devilishly raised her eyebrows at me. “Good. Because I plan on sucking them a lot tonight. I don’t know where to start. Your titties, your pussy…” She stopped, eyeing me closely. “Can I ask you a personal question?”

“Why stop now?” I playfully asked.

She crookedly smiled. “Do you shave?”

I swallowed and shifted from foot to foot, apprehensive yet again. It was scary how quickly my mood kept changing with each passing moment. I felt sexually bipolar. “Um, yeah. I mean, sometimes. Well, I haven’t shaved in a while. It’s not a jungle down there or anything but it’s not bald.”

She slightly smiled. “It’s okay. I don’t mind a few sprinkles on my ice-cream.”

I rolled my eyes at her corny choice of words and giggled. “Sprinkles? Ice-cream? Really? That’s so corny. How can you be so beautiful and so corny at the same time?”

My voice was filled with flirtatious mischief, but her eyes and tone were anything but light. “You can call me corny all you want but I’m dead-ass serious. As long as I can get to the pussy, I don’t give a fuck what’s on top of it. Jeans. Panties. Hair.” She shrugged nonchalantly. “I’ll move heaven and earth to get to pussy. Trust me. Especially this pussy.”

My insides vibrated at her sexy words. The hair stood up on the back up my neck as she reached behind me and grabbed both of my ass cheeks. She deftly massaged my rear and lightly ran her tongue over my ear.

I moaned and arched to her. “Veronica…” I stopped, embarrassed.

She stopped and pulled back to look at me, satisfied that she was making me feel good and I was responding well to her. “The sound of my name on your lips drives me crazy in ways you can’t imagine.” She stopped, looking at my lips. “Can I kiss you?”

I swallowed hard. “Do you want to kiss me?”

“Do you want me to kiss you?”

“How are you going to answer a question with a question?” I was joking but her eyes were very serious as she watched me, massaging my ass again as she waited.

The mood in the room had reached a level that was impossible to ignore or back away from. Luther Vandross was now filling the room with his seductive voice. The candles were generously highlighting her face and adding a seductive glow to my caramel skin. There was no turning back at this point. It was now or never.

Rubbing my lips together, I took a deep breath and answered her. “Yes.”

She placed her hand on the back of my neck and drew my face to hers. “Come here.”

Our lips touched. The kiss was soft. Gentle. Her lips felt soft and inviting. We repeatedly kissed one another close-mouthed. It was shy, unsure, and tentative but we were feeling our way through it. My nerves were on end. I kept trying to decipher if it felt different from kissing a man and I must admit that it did. Men were always so sloppy and all over the place when they kissed. Veronica’s kiss, though timid, was comforting and reassuring. I shyly placed my hands on her soft shoulders and leaned my body into hers. And that’s when things shifted again. Veronica moaned deep in her throat and dug her nails in my ass, pulling me tightly against her. She parted my lips with her tongue and I willingly opened my mouth to hers.

I pleasantly sighed and placed my arms around her neck, leaning in to her even closer. She groaned and slapped my ass with her hands; then jiggled it up and down. The way she was touching me turned me on so much. I wanted to beg her to rip my clothes off and have her way with me, but I was still too shy and too uncertain to make the next move. Besides, I didn’t want her to stop kissing me. She kissed so fuckin’ good. She kissed with confidence and ease. Her tongue probed my mouth like it belonged there. It was like she’d been kissing me for years. I almost forgot that I didn’t know her. That she was a woman. A stranger. I wanted the kiss to last forever. I almost didn’t care if we never got to the sex. I missed kissing. Evan didn’t like kissing. Kissing had always been so erotic to me, almost as sexy as sex.

Veronica kissed like she knew just what to do and how to do it. I could only imagine how her talented tongue would feel between my legs. I couldn’t wait. I. Could. Not. Wait.

“Damn,” she muttered as she pulled away from me. Her eyes were bright with lust and desire as she stared into my eyes. “Kissing you is better than I imagined. Your lips feel good as hell against mine.” She started kissing me again and I deeply moaned, resisting the urge to pull my dress up and lead her hands to my panties. She kissed me soundly, running her hands all over me. “I can’t wait to eat you,” she gasped. She teased my lips with her tongue then flicked it against my top teeth. “I want to eat your pussy so bad. I can’t wait to eat your pussy.”

My God, this woman was turning me on so much with her words. All I could do was moan in response as her hands boldly caressed my heavy titties through my dress. I was almost in tears that shit felt so good. I never imagined I’d respond this way to her. I was surprising myself more and more with her.

“Your husband said you have some good pussy.” She put her hands between my legs and squeezed. I gasped and arched my hips to her. “Is it good?”

“I-I don’t know.”

“Well, I can’t wait to find out. Although I can already tell from how you look and how it feels that it’s good. I want to bury my head in your pussy and lick you until you scream.”

She started licking and sucking on my neck and I cried out. My breath racked my ribs as I closed my eyes to her sexy words and tossed my head back to give her greater access. Her hands sneaked their way up the back of my dress and found my zipper. She slowly slid the zipper down.

“How do you like to be eaten? Gentle? Sloppy? A lot of tongue? More lip? You like licking, sucking, flicking, or kissing?”

“All of that,” I deliriously moaned. “All of that sounds good.”

My dress hit the floor and Veronica stepped away from me. She wildly looked me up and down, her green eyes desperate and fascinated. “My God, you’re beautiful. So fuckin’ sexy.”

I awkwardly stood there in my lace push-up bra, lace red panties, garter belt and stockings. Suddenly, I felt shy again. Afraid. Nervous. But I wanted to keep going. I needed this. My body needed this.

“Take your bra off,” she said.

My bra opened in front. I grasped the hook with my thumbs and flicked my bra open, setting my melons free. They sprang against my chest and bounced seductively. Veronica’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets and she looked like she was having a hard time swallowing.

“Turn around and let me see your ass.”

Shakily, I turned my back to her, showing off my wide, round hips. My panties hugged them tightly. The heels I was wearing gave them a perfect arch. “Damn baby,” she said. “Turn back and face me.”

I did as I was told. I felt like a cow on display at a carnival, but I followed her command without hesitation. Whatever this woman asked of me this evening, I was doing. I was through fighting her and myself.

“Your tits are amazing,” she said. “You have such incredibly large breasts. I love these titties.” My eyes widened as she took my breasts in both hands and lightly caressed and massaged them. It felt so good. All I could do was stand there and watch her hands on me. I was fascinated. Her small, manicured hands looked wonderful on me. A woman’s hands were feeling me up and I was loving it. She squeezed and pulled on my breasts like she was sizing up fruit at the market. She pumped them up and down, slapped them together, kneaded them, flicked my nickel-sized nipples with her thumbs and pulled on them with her fingers. She held them in her hands and moved them around in circles.

I looked up at her and almost died at the expression on her face. She was looking at me like I was beautiful, like I was the sexiest thing in the world. I had had men look at me that way before and it always felt so perverted and nasty to me. It didn’t feel that way with her. She looked like she could eat me up, but it looked heavenly to me. Her tongue was practically hanging out of her mouth. Her breathing was hard and hurried. My hands hung at my sides as I let her completely have her way with me. I was not going to stop her. I was hers to do whatever she wanted. I couldn’t wait to see what came next. I didn’t have to wait long.

She cupped both of my breasts and leaned in to them, closing her eyes. She softly kissed them.

“Oh!” I cried out, grabbing her hair with my hands. I pressed her closer to my chest and gritted my teeth as she circled my nipples with her tongue and loudly sucked my aureoles. She tasted me like I tasted good. My mouth opened in desire as I threw my head back. I continuously moaned as her mouth, tongue, lips, and teeth nipped, sucked, licked, and kissed my breasts, following the sensuous delicious pattern of her mouth. I rotated my chest to match her rhythm. I bite my lip and trembled, trying not to cry.

I had never felt so excited or turned on in my life. And that was saying something because, although I’d married at a young age, I was far from a virgin when I met Evan. I’d definitely been around. Marrying him had actually calmed me down. I was enjoying sleeping with who I wanted when I wanted, and I didn’t see shit wrong with it. I got a lot of dick and I gave up a lot of pussy. Without guilt. Not all of them were good but I’d had some that had me climbing the walls at times. But nothing, no one, not ever, had made me feel like this. Not ever.

Veronica’s hands left my breasts to stroke my stomach, my sides, and finally my behind as her mouth continued to greedily devour my breasts. I bit my lip and stifled a cry as she slipped a finger in the corner of my panties and stroked my ass with her pinkie. She parted my ass with her other hand and slickly moved her pinkie up and down my ass crack. My eyes flew open in surprise as she plunged her finger into my asshole, slowly moving it in and out. I looked down at her and pitifully moaned as I watched her trying to stick my whole titty in her mouth, her cheeks hollow as she inhaled my breast with force.

“Veronica…” I moaned. She slapped me hard on my ass and I cried out. “Oh my God. That feels so good, that feels so good…”

Veronica deeply groaned and pulled away from my breasts, making a loud smacking noise as she broke contact. She looked at my titties and massaged them for a few moments, before pulling them back to her and soundly sucking them again. She placed both hands between my legs and started stroking my throbbing pussy through my soaking panties. I murmured and opened my legs to her, bending slightly in my heels, holding her head to my aching breasts. I purred and encouraged her with my soft animal-like sounds. She moaned in response and increased the speed of her hands. She flattened one of her hands against my pussy and lightly tapped it.

She momentarily pulled away from me and leaned down to my crotch, tightening the panties against my flesh as she tapped it again with her palm. “Someone’s excited,” she huskily teased me. “Look at how wet I’ve made this pussy. She likes me, huh? Guess what? I like her too.”

I blushed and looked away from her, staring at the elevators in the front of the room. I wondered if anyone would accidentally stop on her floor and get a peek at what we were doing. The dirty side of me wished someone were somewhere watching us right now. Were there any buildings downtown with curious eyes watching us? Seeing what we were doing, seeing how we were being bad and misbehaving?

I bit my finger and closed my eyes, lost in the hypnotic way she was running her nose across my panties, deeply inhaling my scent. She softly moaned. “You smell so sweet,” she sighed. She gingerly ran her fingers over my panties before slickly sticking one of them inside. My mouth opened in a silent O as she lazily ran her finger over my cleft. My pussy was slick with moisture.

Veronica pulled her finger out of my panties and put it to her nose, sniffing it. My heart beat wildly in my chest as I watched her open her mouth, stick her finger inside, and slowly suck it, her eyes holding mine. “Delicious,” she groaned.

The way she was making me feel wasn’t fair. My head was spinning. I was dizzy. It wasn’t right to be so turned on and feel so good. No wonder lust was a sin. That shit could really make you lose your damn mind.

My body vibrated with excitement as Veronica effortlessly stood on her knees, pulled my body forward, and opened her mouth to my breasts again. She slipped three fingers inside my panties and began lightly stroking me again as she sucked my titties. I placed my hands to the back of her head and moved her head back and forth to my breasts. My upper torso was leaning down towards her; my butt was lifted and exposed to the windows. I started moaning again and couldn’t stop. My body felt hot. Luther had long ago stopped singing and the only sounds in the room were my moans and her obnoxious sucks.

Never had foreplay felt so divine. Men always rushed their way through this process. She was taking her time and making love to my body like only a pro could. I was hypnotized by the wet sounds of my flesh as she tickled me with her fingers. I was so wet it was embarrassing. But she loved it and kept telling me so.

“Mmmm, yes,” I moaned. “Take my panties off. Please. Please.”

She didn’t immediately honor my request. Minutes passed before she stopped sucking and fucking me with her fingers. She gave a low guttural moan and pulled away from my breasts, leaving a trail of spit. I started fascinated as she wiped the excess from her mouth and looked at me, her eyes clouded with lust. “Say that again.”

“Take my panties off,” I sexily whispered. “Please.”

She stood and backed away from me. Sitting down on the couch, she licked her lips and pointed to my panties with her index finger. “Take them off for me. Let me see that pussy. Now.”

This woman had gone from elegant and classy to feral and animalistic. And I loved it! Fuck, I loved it! I removed my garter belt and stockings, and I tried hard not to faint in anticipation of what was coming next. Hooking my thumbs in my panties, I bent forward and slowly eased them over my large hips, reveling in the way her eyes watched as they drifted past my hips, down my thighs, to my legs, past my heels, to the floor. I kicked them to the side and stood upright, facing her. Aside from my heels, I was completely naked.

Her eyes drunkenly assessed me from my face down to my feet, before coming back up again to my pussy. I boldly stood in front of her as she watched me. I was no longer shy. My heart swelled with anticipation as her eyes lingered on the small patch of hair covering my pussy. She dragged her teeth over her lips and shook her head. “Damn,” was all she said.

How could one simple word turn me on so much? I was about to lose my mind from the hunger this wild woman stirred inside of me. My soul, spirit, mind, and body reached out to her, dying to pull her in. I wanted this woman more than I’d ever wanted anyone in my life. I wanted her to want me more than she’d ever wanted anyone, more than she wanted her girlfriend. I was glad I had thrown caution to the wind and come up here with her. I was glad Evan had pushed me on her. I was glad she’d come to our table and professed what she wanted. I was thankful I had a body and a beauty that possessed her in ways she had never experienced before. I felt lucky to house the body that I did. I could not wait to see and experience all the things she had in store for it.

I vulnerably stared into Veronica’s eyes as she stood to her feet and leaned towards me. Our lips met as our eyes held one another. Still holding her eyes with mine, I opened my mouth with hers. We watched one another as we kissed with animal-like lust. My eyes closed as she placed her palm to my pussy and lightly cupped it. Our heads winded around in circles as we passionately kissed, moaning softly.

“Fuck, I want you so bad,” she whispered as she pulled away from me. Dazedly, I watched as she leaned down and pressed her lips to my pussy. My mouth dropped open as she softly kissed it again, again, and again. She tapped it with her hand again. “So fat. So plump. And a little bit of hair, just like I like it.”

I was relieved it didn’t turn her off. She leaned to my pussy again and loudly kissed it, smacking my ass loud as she did. The sound echoed through the penthouse. I wildly looked at her and pushed my pussy to her face. She looked up at me and teasingly smiled. “Sit on the couch,” she softly commanded. She kissed my pussy once more and flicked her tongue against my cleft. I nearly jumped out of my skin.

“Sit on the couch and open your legs nice and wide for me.”

I moved around the coffee-table on wooden legs and sat down on the plush, leather sofa. The material felt cool and slick beneath my hips. I waited as Veronica pulled the coffee-table to the side; then nervously opened my legs to her, exposing my wet, pink pussy.

“Fuck!” Veronica harshly whispered. I watched with heightened anticipation as she pulled her dress off her shoulders and pushed it down to the floor. She stood before me in white lace. Her bra was strapless; she wore a thong. She looked beautiful. Breathlessly, I looked into her eyes and ran my hands over my breasts. She watched me and licked her lips. I loved it when she did that. She slowly got down on all fours and slowly crawled over to me. Her wide ass arched in the air and her hair hung loosely over her shoulders. I bit my lip and inwardly moaned. I couldn’t believe a woman so beautiful wanted me so much. I still couldn’t believe this was happening.

She stopped just in front of me and just looked at me, running her fingers up and down the inside of my thighs. I thrusted my hips towards her and looked at her through heavy-lidded eyes.

“Please,” I breathlessly begged her. “Please. Veronica please.”

“I’m not going to do anything until you tell me what you want,” she said in that honey-tinged voice. “Tell what you wan,t and I’ll do it. And I won’t stop until you tell me to. I promise you one thing, you won’t tell me to stop. Because I’m just that fuckin’ good.”

She leaned down and ran her tongue from the inside of my knee, up my thigh, watching me with those sexy eyes. She stopped when she got to my pussy and placed a long finger inside of me. She slowly worked it in and out. “What a juicy pussy you’ve got Denise. And it’s so wet.”

My mouth trembled. I could hardly catch my breath. “Please,” I tearfully begged. “Please.”

Her eyes burned into mine as she took her finger out my pussy and replaced it with her tongue. She slowly licked my pussy from the bottom, all the way up to my clit. She licked her lips. “Mmmm….” She licked it that way again. And again. By the time she did it the fifth time, my hips were thrashing wildly on the couch.

“Veronicaaaaaa,” I whined. “Oh my God. Please. Please.”

“Tell me what you want me to do Denise. Tell me now or I won’t keep going. Tell me what you want me to do.”

I tearfully looked at her, shaking and quivering with extreme need. “Eat my pussy. Please. Eat my pussy.”

She wolfishly grinned at me. “I’ve been waiting to hear that shit all night.”

She dove in and I was lost. I closed my eyes and screamed as her mouth devoured my flesh.

Chapter 3

“Ohhhhh… Ohhhhhhh…. Ohhhhhh….”

My head writhed back and forth against the leather sofa like I was possessed. My hands clumsily grasped the couch.

“Mmmm,” I painfully moaned. “Mmmmm…. Mmmmmmm…. Mmmmmm… That feels so good… Mmmm…. Mmmmmm…”

“Mmph, mmph, mmph,” Veronica appreciatively grunted, her head buried deep between my legs.

My mouth partially opened and my eyes fluttered open to gaze dazedly at the ceiling, my mind numb, my body alive as I listened to the delicious, wet sounds of Veronica eating my pussy. It was the sexiest sound in the world. But not as sexy as the sounds she was making. Veronica continuously moaned as she ate me. She ravished and attacked my pussy like it was a piece of meat. Her approach was almost beastly, and I loved it. She tasted my pussy like it was covered in licorice. She nipped at my clit, pulled on my cleft with her lips, and fucked my hole with her tongue.

I continued to stare at the ceiling, lifting my hips off the now wet couch, rotating my hips to the follow the rhythm of her demanding tongue.

“I knew this pussy would be good,” she whispered against my flesh. She smacked me hard on the ass and I gasped and jumped. “You’re delicioussssssss.”

I was finding it hard to breath. To move. To think. I was in a lustful daze. Never in my life had I been made love to so passionately. With so much intensity and emotion. I moaned. My cries of pleasure were on repeat, soft then loud. My breathing was erratic and choppy. My heart raced. Perspiration covered my top lip; beads of it rolled down my back. My hands massaged the smooth leather seat, then reached behind me to grab the back of the couch. Tears filled my eyes. This shit… was amazing. She was amazing. She ate my pussy so good. I had never had anyone eat my pussy so wonderfully before. I didn’t want her to stop. I didn’t want her to ever stop. This shit was the bomb. Was it because she was a woman? Were woman really the best at giving head? I didn’t have another woman to compare her to, but I was convinced she was the best lesbian in the world. Is this what her wife got every night? Or was it me? Was I making her so wild? Was I making her good? Did my pussy taste that good to her? She acted like it did and she didn’t stop telling me how good it was. It was like she was mesmerized. Possessed by my taste and my scent. Obsessed even.

Her face was buried deep in my pussy and her hands were everywhere, all over me. On my ass, on my breasts, twisting and pulling my nipples, rubbing my stomach, stroking my sides, pulling my hair, playing with my mouth, caressing my face… The sounds of her greedily eating my pussy filled the quiet room. The sound was hypnotic and made my body coil and contract in a way that was frightening.

“So good,” she breathlessly said. She yanked her tongue back and forth, her tongue making a sloppy smacking nose with each corner it touched. “So good! So good! So, so good!”

“Yes!” I cried out, grabbing my titties in my hands and squeezing them as I arched more to her ardent mouth. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes baby! Yes baby! Oh baby… Oh baby…”

The more she licked, the wetter I became. My juices were oozing out of my pussy in droves. The entire leather seat was covered with my juices; juices were saturating her face and running down my thighs. The more she kissed, the more she sucked, the more she caressed me, the more she fingered me, the harder it was for me to sit still. I wanted to just lay there and take it and let her go ham on my pussy, but it felt too good. It was like it was raining between my legs. My juices were beginning to seep into my ass crack. This woman had no idea what she was doing to me; what she was pulling out of me. She seemed to love how wet I was and even more so the noises I was making. She couldn’t get enough.

I grabbed my hair with both hands as I felt a roaring orgasm approaching from deep within. It started in my pussy; then danced its way up to my clit. I exploded and collapsed against the couch in convulsions, screaming at the top of my lungs. I opened my eyes wide and looked down at her in shock, my face contorted with sexual delirium. She looked back up at me, holding my ass in place as I shook, her eyes blazing into mine with animalistic hunger. She didn’t stop; she kept going. I begged and pleaded with her to stop. I pressed against her shoulders and struggled to free myself from her grasp, but it was no use. She held me tightly in place, refusing to let me move or get away.

“Please,” I tearfully pleaded, pushing at her shoulders; tugging at her now wild hair. “Please. I can’t… I can’t…”

“I’m not done with this pussy yet baby. I’m not done having my way with you. I’m only getting started.”

“Veronica. Please. Please.”

She said nothing else, just looked into my eyes as she tenderly kissed and lightly licked my pussy, waiting patiently while I calmed down and relaxed. Her eyes held mine and I found it impossible to look away. Her eyes were gentle yet demanding. Authoritative. Intense.  She looked at me like she owned me. Like I was hers. I wanted to be hers. In that moment, I wanted to be hers for the rest of my life. Whatever she wanted, whatever she needed, whatever she wanted to do to me… I was down. I never wanted the night to end.

My pussy twitched and contracted for I don’t know how many minutes; she continued to lick and kiss me through it all. She paused momentarily to passionately kiss and suck on my breasts for a few minutes then returned to my pussy. She pushed both of my legs high up in the air and spread me wide, opening me up completely to her. My insides vibrated with excitement as I stared into her heated eyes. I loved the way this woman looked at me. It made me feel like the sexiest, most beautiful and desirable woman in the world.

She leaned her head back between my legs, never breaking eye contact with me. My eyes closed and I audibly exhaled as she began eating me again. Her tongue expertly licked my flesh, teased my folds, flicked my clit, fucked my hole, massaged my asshole; kissed my thighs… She swirled her tongue round and round in my pussy, moaning harshly under her breath… I opened my eyes and looked at her… I frowned in desire and placed my hands at the top of my pussy, spreading my pussy open for her…. She started gently sucking on my clit and my eyes rolled to the back of my head before opening to look down at her again. This woman could eat some pussy. This woman was born to eat pussy. This woman was born to eat my pussy.

“Fuck, you’re so wet it’s driving me crazy,” she wildly whispered. “This is the best pussy in the world baby. I’ve never tasted anything so good in my life.”

She grabbed me by my ass and pressed her face deep inside my pussy, wildly eating, sucking, and kissing on it again. I recklessly pumped my pussy to her face, relishing in the way her head bobbed up and down with each movement of my hips… I loved watching her mouth bump up and down against my pussy. I loved watching her eat my pussy. I swear, if I lived to be one-hundred, I’d never again see anything more delicious or amazing.

I gripped the back of the sofa with my nails and spread my legs wider. All I could do was stare at her with my mouth open in a daze as I shook and trembled, my breath coming out in harsh, whimpering gasps, soft cries spilling from my mouth in droves…

“Uh,” I cried out. “Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh. Ooooo. Ooooo. Oooooooo. Ohhhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhhhh! OH!”

Her hands reached up and began circling my breasts again with aggression. She moaned with each wicked flick of her tongue and said things to me that lovers say when the sex gets really good. I loved hearing her say it. I was spouting out my own kinky words of lust. I wanted her to know how good she made me feel; how amazing she was. It’s mind-blowing how great sex can have you feeling, saying, and doing all kinds of things.

I grabbed her hair with both hands as she began fingering me with one finger. Then two fingers. Then three fingers. She held my pussy open with her free hand and finger-fucked me wildly with the other. She sucked my clit loudly, looking down at my pussy with each suck. My eyes fixated on her beautiful ass as I watched it move with her tongue, her pearly white thong looking delicious in her ass, against her flawless chocolate skin.

At that moment, Veronica pulled back from my pussy, her lips making a loud smacking noise as she released my clit. She heatedly looked at me and teased my breasts, slapping them together and twisting my nipples with the tips of her fingers. She took one of her fingers and placed it back in my pussy, swiftly moving it in and out as she watched me.

“Is this what you wanted baby?” she asked me. “Is this what you wanted?”

I arched my breasts to her hands. “Yes,” I whispered.

“You like the way I touch you baby? You like what I’m doing to your pussy?”

“Oh yes.”

“You want more? Do you baby?”

“Yes, please!”

“Tell me what you sexy.” She leaned her mouth to my left breast, sucking it greedily. “Tell me.”

“Eat my pussy Veronica. Eat my pussy. Eat my pussy, please.”

“Didn’t think you’d like a woman on this pussy did you baby?” She kissed her way down to my pussy and nuzzled her nose in my pussy hair. “I told you I’d eat this pussy good, didn’t I?”

I bumped my pussy to her face and thrashed my head back and forth against the couch. “More Veronica, please. Give me more. Give me more. Eat my pussy like you own it .”

Veronica pushed my knees back to my ears and went in for the kill. She didn’t come up for air for the next hour. I lost count of how many times I came. I was convinced this woman was trying to torture me. But I enjoyed every minute of it. Evan was a distant memory. He didn’t cross my mind much during my wild encounter with Veronica. And the few times he did, it was only because I imagined how turned on he would be to see what she was doing to me. When I thought about him watching us, it turned me on. I admit, it did. It made me come excruciatingly hard. It surprised me how much it excited me. Veronica was introducing me to a world I had wanted no part of before. She was introducing me to myself. It was like certain parts of me had been there all along; I’d just been too prudish and too stuck up to notice or admit to it. I liked this woman that was with Veronica. I liked her wildness. Her confidence. Her sexiness. I loved that I wasn’t worried about what people thought or how I looked. I would be forever thankful to Veronica for making me experience sex in a way I never had before.

I loved being nasty with her. We were wild, we were kinky, we were freaky, we were nasty, and I loved it! She ate me from the back, she ate me sideways, she sat on the floor with her head leaned back on the leather seat as I sat on her face with my knees straddled on either side of her… She ate me on the floor, she ate me while I stood…. Looking down at her and running my fingers through her amazing hair and over her gorgeous face as she massaged my hips and looked back up at me as she ate me, I felt like I was on cloud nine. This was the best night of my life. No doubt about it.

But… I’m a coward. I’m a runner. I hate long goodbyes. And as wild and fun of a night as I’d had with Veronica, it had to end. I didn’t wait until the sun came up. I didn’t wait until she’d fallen asleep. I didn’t wait until she’d eaten my pussy again one-hundred ways til Sunday, as she’d promised (whatever that meant). I waited until she was in the bathroom.

After our wicked encounter of her eating me while I stood, I recovered from my brutal orgasm on the couch, my body still twitching and trembling. My eyes drifted, threatening to send me to dream world. Veronica covered me with a light blanket and said she was going to the bathroom and she’d be back shortly. I waited. I waited until I heard the door shut; then weakly but quickly got up and put on my clothes. I was so tired and exhausted I could barely pull my panties up and my dress on, but I managed. The heels were another thing. I decided to wing it barefoot and carry those.

Sneaking a peek down the long hallway to make sure she hadn’t exited her bathroom, I hurried through the penthouse, looking for pen and paper. I finally located some in a junk drawer in the kitchen and scribbled out a short and impersonal note.

Had a great time. Thanks for an unforgettable evening. Take care.

Denise.

I left the letter on her fancy island in the kitchen and raced to the elevator. I impatiently pressed the down button and anxiously looked back towards the hallway, praying. I did not want drama. I did not want to look into her green eyes and get seduced again. I did not want to be talked back out of my clothes. I wanted to leave before I couldn’t. I didn’t know what would await me when I got home with Evan but the idea of a confrontation with him felt better than an extended adventure of pussy eating and orgasmic bliss with Veronica. I’d always have my fantasies.  Thank God for fantasies.

I breathed a sigh of relief when the doors pinged open and scurried on, pressing the button for the lobby. And that’s when I heard the door open.

“Denise?” I heard her call.

Ignoring the visceral tingling response of my body to her voice, I closed my eyes against my impractical desire for her and lowered my head as the doors closed.

When I reached the lobby, I sprinted off the elevator, to my waiting car in the restaurant parking lot, thankful that Evan and I had met for dinner in separate cars. I was inside the car and driving towards the exit when I saw her standing at the front of her building. The sight of her beauty literally took my breath away. She was in her robe and it hugged every small curve in her body. The look in her eyes is what almost stopped me. She looked confused. Irritated. Betrayed. It didn’t matter. She’d gotten what she’d wanted, so had I. It was over.

Glancing at her one last time, I pressed my foot on the gas and barreled out of the parking lot, the image of her long, perfect hair blowing in the wind imprinted in my mind.


Eat My Wife, Again:

Veronica’s Revenge

By

Rachel Jordan


Evan

I would know her anywhere.

The long, narrow back, foreshadowing the wide flat hips (funny how I noticed that first). The tamed, perfectly coiffed hair styled to perfection. The haughty, upturned nose that was slightly lifted in the air, highlighting her arrogance. The sophisticated clothing and expensive looking purse.

Yep. It was her alright.

Veronica.

Bitch.

Imagine my surprise seeing her, almost a year later. Nine months, to be exact. Almost a year after she propositioned me and my wife. Almost a year after she “allegedly” slept with my wife. Almost a year after she almost ruined my marriage.

In those nine months, nothing between Denise and I had been the same.

My fingers curled into a fist at my side. I was holding an armful of groceries in my other arm. I was sure if I wasn’t, my fists would’ve been pounding against one another in that moment. If she was a man, I would have surely pulverized her ass into the earth, without a moment of hesitation. But… she wasn’t.

She was a woman. A butch but undoubtably a woman. And as much as I wanted to wrap my fingers around her arrogant neck and squeeze until her veins popped, it wasn’t smart.

She was five people ahead of me in line at the grocery store my wife and I frequented, five minutes from our house. For a moment I couldn’t help wondering what she was doing so close to our turf and possessively speculated that she and my wife were still secretly hooking up behind my back. But I knew that was impossible.

Denise had become a nomad since everything had gone down, rarely leaving the house except for small errands like food shopping and runs to the dry cleaners. Mostly everything was on me now. It was like she’d gone into a depression since everything happened. I knew that was Veronica’s fault. Everything was Veronica’s fault.

My eyes narrowed angrily at the back of her head. She was the last person I ever expected to run into after all this time. We didn’t even stay in the same neighborhood. Didn’t she stay at the building next door to that restaurant where we’d met? What was she doing on our side of town?

The lady in front of me moved ahead as the line closed in and I robotically did the same, my eyes still trained to the back of Veronica’s head. I was relieved my wife wasn’t with me.

Denise had never told me what happened. Never confirmed if they’d slept together, or rather, if Veronica had eaten her pussy. She never gave me an answer. She refused to talk about it. Refused to answer my questions. It was like she’d mentally checked out of our marriage. Admittedly, we hadn’t had a “traditional, perfect” marriage to begin with. This had just made it worse.

She wasn’t present. I don’t know if it was guilt or if she’d lost interest in me entirely and couldn’t stop thinking about Veronica. One thought I didn’t dwell on too much; the other drove me crazy.

At that moment, Veronica slightly turned her head to the left and perused the selection of magazines beside the checkout counter. She picked up a People magazine and peered at the cover with a slight expression of interest. Her lips downturned and she stuffed it back in its compartment. Curious, I glanced over at the magazine and wanted to simultaneously laugh and groan at the cover headline. “JADA AND WILL, CAUGHT IN AN ENTANGLEMENT.”

I closed my eyes and shook my head. Fate was mocking me several times that day. I opened my eyes and moved with the line, wanting desperately to scream my presence to Veronica. Shake her ass up. Scare her. But I held it together. I’d get my opportunity soon enough. The store was not the place.

Outside…

I knew Denise gave up the pussy. I knew she did. She had a hard time looking me in the eye. She wasn’t present the few times a month we had sex; I could tell her mind was always somewhere else. She’d even stopped asking me to eat her pussy and when I tried, she insisted it wasn’t necessary.

I knew I didn’t have a right to be angry, but I was. I knew I’d gone along with everything, but the deal was for me to be there. They had both robbed me of that gift. And now she wanted to leave me in suspense and not talk about it. It wasn’t fair nor was it right. I’d deserved my place at the table. If adultery was going to unfold with my knowledge, I’d had a right to know about it. Someone was going to give me some gotdamn answers. And if my wife refused to do it, I was going to drag them out of Veronica. By any means necessary.

Veronica reached the cashier and placed her items on the machine. I glanced down and saw it was a bottle of red wine, salmon, and assorted cheeses. What kind of night was she having? Was she having a date? A night alone in front of a wide-screen television, while she blandly watched what was on the screen and though thought about my wife and her pussy? How good her pussy had tasted? How many orgasms she’d given her?

I roughly shook my head. I needed to get it together. I needed to focus. I needed my mind clear and my voice steady when I talked to her. Confronted her. Demanded she tell me what happened. And I wanted details. Full, unfiltered details.

Staring at her, in that moment, I knew I wanted something else. I was captivated by her, just as I’d been on that night, and it unnerved me. Her beauty was unmatchable. She was seductive. It wasn’t impossible to understand or empathize with the affect she’d had on my wife. Hell, I’d let it happen. Begged and cajoled them both. Practically got down on my gotdamn knees.

But now I wanted something else. I wanted another shot. I wanted to see this time. I wanted to watch her destroy my wife’s pussy. in front of me. In that moment, it was as important and an obsessive thought to me as confirming what had happened between them.

“Sir. Sir!”

Lost in my reverie, I barely heard the young man behind me.

Annoyed, I turned to him. “Yes?” I barked.

“You’re up next.”

Flustered, I turned back towards the cashier and saw to my horror that Veronica was gone.

Shit!

Motivated, I stepped to my place in line, waiting impatiently while the cashier rung up my items, paid her; then hightailed it out of the grocery store. I anxiously looked around the parking lot for Veronica, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Come on, come on,” I said through clenched teeth.

I had to find her. I couldn’t let this opportunity breeze by me again. This was too important.

Not seeing her, I walked to the end of the store, towards the other shops in the shopping center. Maybe she had gone in one of those. I peeked through endless windows, to no avail.

“Gotdamnit!”

Feeling defeated, I raked my fingers through my hair and started for my car, determined to go home and confront Denise again about what had happened between her and that mysterious beauty. This time I wasn’t taking no for an answer.

Fiddling in my pocket for my keys, I headed towards my Suburban… And that’s when I saw her. She was parked three rows in front of me, carefully placing her grocery bags in her trunk. My body flooded with gratitude. Where had she come from? She hadn’t been there five minutes before. I decided it didn’t matter. Fate had intervened once again, and I was not letting this stroke of luck pass me by.

Hurrying towards her, I screamed out her name: “Veronica!”

Startled, she looked around, in search of my voice.

“Veronica!” I screamed again.

Locating my voice, she turned towards me, her hair whipping around her face from the wind. She calmly smoothed it back in place and rubbed it down. God, she was beautiful.

My dick stirred in my pants.

Seeing me, her eyes narrowed like she was trying to figure out who I was; then stretched with acknowledgment like she remembered me.

Shaking her head, she quickly closed her trunk and rushed to the driver’s side of her car.

I quickened my pace and caught up with her, stopping her. “Hey, hey. It’s okay. I’m not going to hurt you.”

She arrogantly looked at me and tossed her hair. “I wasn’t worried about that. I just didn’t feel like talking to you.”

I bristled but said nothing.

We stood there looking at one another for a moment. Me, captivated by her beauty; her, undeterred by my presence. She didn’t look intimidated or nervous and that both annoyed and fascinated me. This woman wasn’t afraid of anything. That was very off-putting. Not sure I’d have the balls to stand shoulder to shoulder with someone after sleeping with their spouse.

“What do you want?” she practically snapped.

“You can calm down,” I said, hands out. “I don’t want anything. I mean I do, but… I just wanted to say hi.”

“Hi,” she said, yanking her door open. “Can I go now?”

She moved to get inside, and I touched her shoulder, immediately yanking it back when she irritably glanced down at my hand

“Sorry,” I fumbled.

“What do you want Evan?” She tossed her hair out of her face again and I swear I wanted to kiss her.

“Wow, you remember my name.”

“Hard to forget a deplorable asshole when you meet one.”

“Damn. Was that really called for?”

“I’m in a rush, so…”

“How have you been?”

“I’ve been wonderful. Yourself?”

“Not bad.”

“Good. Well, it’s been real…”

“Can I ask you a question?”

She impatiently sighed, looking at me.

I didn’t know how else to approach the subject at hand, except to blurt it on out: “Did you fuck my wife that night?”

She blinked. That was the first time she’d appeared rattled. She visibly inhaled and exhaled; then smooth as a cucumber, that look of passive arrogance resurfaced. She still took a long time answering me though.

“What did she tell you?” she asked.

“She’s never said. She refuses to talk about it.”

“I’m sure she has her reasons.” She turned to get in the car again.

“Did you?” I forcibly asked her, cradling my grocery bag instead of strangling her.

She yanked back around to face me. “Why do you need to know?”

“It’s driving me crazy. Being that I allowed you to just run off with her, I think I deserve some answers- “

She held back a chuckle. “Allowed? Your wife was a willing participant. She wanted to go with me. It wasn’t about you.”

I bristled again, gritting my teeth. “So, you fucked her.:

Another haughty toss of her hair and the rise of that upturned nose again.

“I guess I should take that as a yes.”

Saying nothing, she grimaced and turned to the car, getting inside. I rushed beside her.

“You want to do it again?”

Her hand halted on the ignition and she blankly looked at me, blinking. “What?”

“Do you want another shot at my wife? Do you want to fuck her again? Eat her pussy?”

She worked her mouth, stunned. “Man, I swear you could put pimps out of business for life with your hustle, couldn’t you?” she wryly commented.

“Do you?”

She didn’t answer right away, studying me like I was two inches tall. “What if I did? What’s in it for you?”

I stood taller and placed my groceries to my side, intensely staring at her. “I want to watch this time.”

She tilted her head at me, incredulous. “You really are diabolical, aren’t you?”

She dryly laughed and put her legs inside the car, closing the door. I knocked hard on her window and she paused for a second before starting the car and rolling it down.

“I’m fucking serious,” I firmly said, my eyes hard. “I make the rules this time. I’m in control. And I want to watch. However many times you feel the need to snuggle your nose in that pretty pussy of hers, I want to watch you. Every. Time.

Veronica slowly licked her lips, her green eyes dimming with lust, like she was remembering the way wife tasted. The thought of that irked me but I suffocated my ego for the greater good. The desire to see the two of them together, two beautiful, shapely, exotic black women, had my dick harder than a drawer full of nails. I knew I was halfway there. I just needed to make the deal a little sweeter.

“You want to make it a recurring event? Hook up every weekend or every other week? Once a month? You got it. But I’ve got to be there.”

She sadly shook her head at me. “You are a despicable human being. I don’t know why she hasn’t left you by now.”

“Love is a strong emotion Veronica.”

“I’m quite sure that’s not it. If it was that strong, she wouldn’t have let me- “She stopped, closing her eyes.

Her condescending attitude towards me was starting to unravel me. I needed to get my upper hand back. “You a lifelong lesbian?” I bluntly asked her.

She smartly looked at me.

I gave her a wolfish grin. “Well, sweetheart, there are some things even women aren’t good at. I don’t care how may little instruments you use.” I held my fingers up in quotations.

Her magnetic eyes flashed with ire.

“It doesn’t hit quite the same.” I sourly laughed, sucking my teeth.

She revved her engine and I jumped back; almost afraid she’d run me over.

“This has been a waste of my time,” she snapped, snatching the car in gear. “Tell Denise I said hello. And I’m sorry she’s still stuck with a low-class piece of shit like you.”

She was leaving! I had to do something fast. I played the only card I had left. I reached in my jacket and pulled out my phone, instantly scrolling to a picture of my wife. A naked one. One I had taken not so long ago, during one of the rare occasions she was horny enough to let me hit. She was laid on her back with her legs open, her fingers holding her pussy open, her eyes narrowed with desire, her pouty lips open, her head hanging back. Her fat ass was pushed against the satin sheets on our bed; her heavy titties sitting up nice and pretty, looking scrumptious.

Bold, I shoved the photo in Veronica’s face, just as she was getting ready to hit the gas. She instantly stopped, her eyes blinking, her face flushed as she took in the pornographic image of my wife. Her lover. Lust permeated her eyes; her tongue slowly raked across her lips again. I knew I had her. No way in hell was she going to say no.

She took the phone from my hand and just held it, staring down at the photo of my wife. Her lips rubbed tightly together and her free hand flexed. She was struggling with herself. And she was losing.

Bingo!

Momentarily, she looked up at me, her flawless face a mixture of disgust and resignation. She looked at me like I was a sick fuck. Maybe I was. But I was a sick fuck in desperate need of getting my fantasies fulfilled. I deserved it. Hell, we all deserved it.

If I couldn’t have my wife back the way I wanted her, I at least wanted to get something out of it.

“Sure you don’t want to hit that again?” I slickly asked her.

She looked at me and I knew I had her.

“You busy this evening?”

She averted her eyes from mine and reached me the phone. “Nope.”

“Let me see your phone.”

She paused; then hesitantly handed it to me, still not looking at me. I quickly put my name and number in and reached it back to her.

“I’ll text you when it’s a go,” I said.

I walked off without another word. I knew she was watching me, and I added a more self-assured strut to my walk. My chest was puffed out and my nose was in the air this time.

Score.


Veronica

Low-down. Dirty. Son of a bitch.

Of all the people to run into, why did it have to be him? Why couldn’t it have been her?

I shook my head in disbelief and punched the steering wheel as I headed towards the house I shared with my wife Pam. My beautiful wife. My devoted wife. My faithful wife.

Nine months ago, I had rewarded her for her dedication and love by cheating on her. And I had enjoyed every nasty second of it.

I could feel a sheen of sweat pop up on my forehead as a vision of Denise flashed in my mind. I could hear myself panting. I was beyond turned on, the image of that sensual, come-hither photo that asshole had shown me titillating my brain.

How, of all people?

I didn’t frequent that side of town often. I’d only gone there because my wife wanted a specific wine to go with our dinner and it hadn’t been at the store near our home. Talk about rotten luck. Never in a million years did I ever think I’d get a chance to be with her again. But the source from which it was coming…

I couldn’t believe she was still with that loser.  I couldn’t believe she had left me in the middle of the night to run back to him. He was so not worth it. He didn’t respect her. Didn’t honor her. Was trying to pimp her out a second time to me and hadn’t even talked to her about it yet. And like a desperate whore I gave him my number and allowed him to control the situation. The when and where. The how. If I was smart, I would’ve gotten her number out his phone and called her myself.

It was the picture that had gotten me. The picture had thrown me off. The pussy. The tits. Jesus Christ. I had had my share of pussy and tits and God knows most of them had been better than good but there was just something about that gotdamn Denise. I hadn’t been able to get her off my mind since that night.

I couldn’t stop thinking about her. Men always say there’s nothing better than new pussy. And they’re right. I had been with my old pussy for more than twenty years and never had I felt more invigorated, excited, energized and alive than the night I had branded Denise’s demon pussy for hours. But it was more than the newness of it. It was her as a whole. Her pussy as a whole. The juiciness and thickness of it. The impossibly fat ass. The gravity defiant tits. I loved the eagerness of her. The willingness to learn and be submissive. The fact that I could make her come again and again with little to no effort. The screams. I could hear her screams echoing right now if I thought about them hard enough.

I wanted more. I needed more. I needed to feel alive again. Things hadn’t been the same between my wife and I since that night. She knew something was wrong, but I kept insisting I was fine. That work was stressing me out. She was always so trusting. So naïve. The last thing I ever thought I’d do was be unfaithful to her. But I had seen Denise and it had been over. Instantly. Far as my Pam was concerned, I was still faithful. I never gave her a reason to believe I wasn’t. I stayed at my penthouse whenever work got too stressful, so me being there that night with Denise had been the perfect alibi. Other than that, unless there was an errand to run or a business meeting to attend, I always came straight home from work, every day. Weekends were dedicated to us watching Netflix or puttering around in our garden in the backyard. I was still devoted to her, at least as far as my physical presence was concerned. But my mind…

I had to be crazy thinking about hooking up with Denise again. And with him there. Pulling the strings. Exploiting both her and me. The diabolical part of my brain did not care. I wanted what I wanted. The desire to do it was stronger than being a faithful wife. I hated Evan with every fiber of my being. But I hated he got to be with Denise night after night even more. Part of me got off on the idea of taking that privilege away from him again. It was a mano a mano thing. I wanted to show him how I got down. How loud I could make his wife scream; how hard I could make her come. Just with my tongue.

I started thinking about that picture again and my mouth started watering. Denise. Sexy. Desirable. Tasty. Denise. I couldn’t wait to get my face back up in that pussy.

An evil smile spread across my face as I gripped the steering wheel and added pressure to the accelerator.

A plan formed in my mind on the excuse I was going to give wifey once I received that call and had to run out.  I was going to lie, and I wasn’t proud of that. But… pussy. Pussy, pussy, pussy. That was all that was on my mind. And it wasn’t the one I had at home.

So, that little spineless pipsqueak wanted to be in on it, huh? Well, I was going to give that mother fucker the show of his life. But if he thought there would be more encounters with him after that night, he had another thought coming. And if Denise thought she was getting away from me again, she had no clue how desperate a woman on a mission could be.

Just you wait.


Denise

I was laid back on the chaise lounge in my living-room, naked from the waist down, legs open in the butterfly position, slowly and sensuously stroking my pussy while I watched lesbian porn on the big screen television.

“Mmmmmmmm,” I deeply moaned, stroking faster at the images before me.

One of the ladies was light-skinned and shapely; the other a mesmerizing chocolate goddess with a slim build and wide hips. Just like Veronica. The goddess was servicing the redbone, feverishly. Lapping up her flesh like it was caked with sugar. The submissive was whimpering and writhing in the chair where the dom held her captive, helpless. It reminded me of the amorous way Veronica had tasted me.

I imagined it was me and Veronica. Veronica with her mouth on me. I remembered how it felt. The pressure. The intensity. The wild passion. How her hands felt. How her body looked. Her mouth on me… Her long, silky stresses brushing her slim shoulders…

“Oh!” I cried out, bucking my hips.

Dear God, I was going to come so hard.

Veronica’s tongue. Veronica’s eyes. Veronica’s beauty. The endless orgasms…

“God yesssss,” I whimpered, near tears, my eyes heated and trained on the television. “Yessss. Oh Veronica… Veronica…”

I jumped and halted when I heard a car door slam. Anxious, I immediately hopped off the chaise lounge and bolted to the front window. Evan was headed towards the front door, holding a bag of groceries.

“Shit!”

I raced back to the living-room, immediately retrieved the DVD from the DVD player, hid it beneath a pile of unread books on the bookshelf and ran to my clothes, yanking them off the floor and clumsily throwing them on. Evan entered our home, just as I was pulling up my panties and pulling down my dress.

“Denise!” he called.

I raced to the kitchen off the living-room and checked the oven, relieved my roasted chicken hadn’t burned. I smoothed down my hair and checked my reflection in the mirror on the wall. “In the kitchen Evan,” I breathlessly called.

“Mmm, something smells good,” he said, walking inside. His face lit up when he saw me, and he smiled.

“I’m making your favorite,” I proudly stated, gesturing to the stove. “Roasted chicken and vegetables.”

“I can’t wait,” he said, putting the grocery bag down on the island and walking over to me. He went to kiss me, and I turned my head, stiffly smiling. I chastely kissed his cheek and walked to the cupboard, pulling out plates and silverware.

Evan looked at me for a minute and sucked his teeth. He walked to the refrigerator and got a beer, cracking it open. He took a long leisurely sip and leaned against it, watching me in the adjoining dining-room while I set the table.

“How was your day?” he casually asked.

Been busy watching lesbian porn all day and thinking about the best sex of my life. “Good,” I breezily insisted. “How was work?”

“Work was work,” he said, watching me. The way he was studying me gave me the creeps, but I was too busy distracting myself with setting the table and checking on the food (which was beyond done) to call attention to it.

“That’s good,” I said, putting the veggies in a serving dish and grabbing serving utensils. I walked them to the dining room.

“Hey Denise. You’ll never guess who I ran into today.”

I wished he’d do his usual and go upstairs and take a shower so I could finish off my orgasm with that thrilling video.

“Hmm?” I distractedly said, grabbing the chicken out the oven.

“Denise. Denise look at me.”

Sighing, I sat the chicken on the table with unnecessary force and turned to him, crossing my arms.

“I saw Veronica today.”

I blinked. The world stopped; then started; then stopped again. My heart slammed in my chest. It felt like my breathing was constricted. Still, I reminded myself to stay calm and retained a poker face, just as I’d been doing for the past nine months.

“Denise. Denise did you hear me?”

I didn’t trust myself to speak. Or to keep standing. Resuming my role of the guarded, unhappy but dealing with it housewife, I turned back to the chicken and situated the rotisserie pan on the table. Several times.

“Denise.”

Nope. Nope, nope, nope. Not going there. We’re not going to talk about it. We’re not-

I gasped and looked up in surprise when Evan grabbed me by the arms, turning me to face him.

“Did you hear what I said?”

Swallowing, I mutely nodded.

“Well?”

I eased myself out of his arms and went by the bay window in the room, hugging myself and staring out. “Well what Evan?”

“What do you think about that?”

I abruptly turned to him. “Am I supposed to think something?”

“Really? You want to play that game?”

I was not getting out of this. “Where?” I finally asked.

“At the grocery store. Over on 7th.”

“Oh.”

I walked back to the kitchen, fearing I was going to faint at any minute. “You want to wash up before we eat?”

He was heavy on my heels, relentless. “Well, what do you think about that Denise?”

“I don’t think anything Evan.” I paused. “How is she doing?”

“Doing great, I guess. She looks good as hell, that’s for damn sure. Even more beautiful than she was when we met, if that’s possible.”

It bothered me that I wasn’t jealous by his comment. Bothered me even more that he’d seen her, and I hadn’t. I closed my eyes, picturing that beautiful face between my legs. My body instantly warmed and tingled at the memory.

Jesus Christ.

“She asked about you.”

Poker face back in place. “Really? Are you going to take a shower or what? I’m starving.” I rubbed my flat stomach.

“She told me the two of you slept together.”

I smartly looked back at him. “No, she didn’t.” I walked around him and went back into the kitchen, grabbing the pitcher of tea from the fridge.

“She did Denise.”

I indifferently shrugged. “Okay.”

“So, did you, or didn’t you?”

“Whatever she told you Evan.”

“So, did you like it?”

“Like what? I didn’t do anything.”

“Stop with the bullshit Denise! I know you did it!”

“Can we stop going around in circles with this Evan? I’m hungry and I know you’re hungry. Can we just eat?”

“I wish you would just be honest with me. Damn! I’m your husband.”

“Why do you want to know? Why is it so important?”

“You’ve been lying about this shit for almost a year!”

“I didn’t lie to you; I just didn’t answer your question!”

“It’s the same thing!”

“Look, you were there, I was there, she was there; we left you in that parking lot. I didn’t come home until the next day. I didn’t think it needed to be verified. It’s in the past. What gotdamn difference does it make?”

I slammed the pitcher and glasses down on the table and directly turned to him, over it.

Evan maintained his calm, but he wouldn’t let up. “It’s been nine months and you won’t talk about it.”

“Because I don’t want to!”

“Did you fuck her or not?”

“Yes!” I screamed, clenching my fists. “Yes, okay! Yes! She ate my pussy. Yes, I liked it. yes, she did it more than once and I loved every fucking minute of it! There! You happy!”

Evan was taken aback. He didn’t say anything for several minutes; just stood there staring at me, blinking. “Yeah,” he quietly said. “Actually, it does make me happy. It’s just sad it took you all this time to confirm it.”

He sat down at the table and removed his jacket, putting it on the back of his chair. Nasty bastard didn’t even wash his hands, just started fixing his plate, digging in and eating. Floored, I stomped to the other side of the table to my chair and flopped in it, tossing back my hair and squeezing hand sanitizer into my hands. I rubbed my hands together and angrily fixed myself a small plate.

We ate in tense silence.

“She wants to do it again,” he suddenly said.

“What?”

“Your pussy. She wants another shot with you.”

My legs subconsciously squeezed together beneath the table. I bit my lip, fighting the intense throbbing of my clit. Settle down girl. “What?” I squeaked.

“She wants to eat your pussy again,” he patiently repeated, rolling his eyes.

I fumbled with my silverware, uneasily watching him as he calmly ate. “She asked you?”

“No. I suggested it.”

I slammed my fork down on the table and glared at him. “You what?”

He defiantly nodded.

“What the fuck Evan?”

“I want to watch this time. You two robbed me of that last time. It wasn’t right, and it wasn’t fair.”

I pushed my plate away, humiliated. I shook my head and pressed my lips together. The anger simmering through me was explosive. “I can’t believe you Evan.”

“I told you. It’s my fantasy. And she took that away from me. Not this time. If you agree… If you want to be with her again, I want to watch. If it’s more than once, I want to watch. Every time.”

“You want to fuck her too?” I sarcastically asked.

His eyes widened with excitement. “You’d be okay with that?”

“You are out of your gotdamn mind.” I slid my chair back and grabbed my plate. I marched to the kitchen and threw my dinner in the sink, heading to our bedroom.

Evan jumped up and followed me up the stairs. “Baby, please.”

“Don’t talk to me Evan! Don’t say another fucking word to me! I can’t believe you’re doing this to me again! What the fuck do you think I am? What kind of marriage is this? I mean, really?”

“I don’t know Denise. You tell me. When’s the last time we’ve been intimate? When’s the last time you kissed me or held me? Or even talked to me, really? You act like you don’t even want me anymore. Truth be told, I don’t even know why you’re still here.”

I began to undress, pulling my dress over my head, followed by my bra and panties. His eyes lustfully lingered over me and it made me want to cover myself in shame. I was still just a piece of ass to him, nothing more. Truth be told, that’s all I’d been to him since we’d gotten married. I had just managed to lie to myself and tell myself it was love all those years. Until Veronica. Everything was until Veronica and after Veronica.

“If you don’t know why I’m still here with you, I feel sorry for you.” I grabbed my silk red robe off the back of the bathroom door and yanked it around me. I sat down on our four-poster king size bed and crossed my legs, running my fingers through my hair.

“Tell me I’m wrong,” he softly said, walking over to me. He got down on his knees and pleadingly looked up at me, looking every bit as handsome as they day I’d met him. But he wasn’t the same man. What man had he been then? Why had I been blind for so long? And why was I allowing myself to linger with it?

“I know you don’t feel the same about me,” he softly said. “I can feel it. I get it. It’s okay. I love you. I’m not going anywhere. But why do we need to pretend our marriage is still the same? That we are? That night changed everything. Honestly, if anything, it made shit clear as hell. We’re not a conventional couple. A lot of people aren’t. Why keep fighting that and pretending we’re like everyone else when we’re not?”

He put his hands to my knees and softly stroked them and I moved away from him.

“I know you want to Denise,” he firmly said. “I know you want her again. I know you want her to eat your pussy, fuck you. You should see yourself. Your skin. Your eyes. You haven’t looked this alive in months. This aroused. As hard as you’re trying to fight it, I see right through it.”

I shook my head and avoided his eyes, fighting tears.

“It’s okay,” he said, sitting down beside me and taking my hands. “You don’t have to feel ashamed. I know you feel guilty. You don’t have to. We were both willing participants. You enjoyed it. I just want to witness it this time.”

“I don’t want to Evan,” I sniffled.

“You don’t want to or you to, but you just don’t want me there?”

I didn’t answer him.

“This isn’t going down any other way Denise.”

I shook my head again. “It’s wrong.”

“Didn’t stop you the first time.”

I kept my head down, feeling so many emotions. He was right but I refused to admit it to him out loud. I no longer desired Evan as a man. As a mate. I wanted Veronica. I wanted her with every fiber of my being. I wanted to feel those amazing lips on me again. That electric tongue. Those capable hands. Hear her breathy, seductive voice. My pussy was a raging river and my clit was performing a solo, it was throbbing so hard. Jesus. I wanted her so bad I feared I’d pass out from the desire alone. I wanted that passion. The nastiness. The intensity. Damnit, I wanted to feel.

“Would it make you feel batter if you talked to her first?” Evan asked, breaking my thoughts.

I widely looked at him, breathless. “You have her number?” I hadn’t even managed to get that. Shit, I left too fast to even find out her last name.

He nodded, his eyes boldly holding mine. “Yes. You want to call her?”

I got up and headed to the bathroom, weak. “No.”

“So, you don’t want to do it?”

“Evan, leave me alone.” I turned on the shower and removed my robe. I was taking a shower. A cold one. Shit, maybe I needed to take a bath full of ice. At this point, a river of ice cubes wouldn’t cool my body down.

“Denise, I don’t understand what the gotdamn problem is,” he snapped, coming into the bathroom.

“Leave me, the fuck, alone.”

“Fine, but if you don’t want to do it, you need to call her yourself.” He reached in his jeans, grabbed his phone and threw it on the counter. “Look it up. It’s under her name.”

With that, he left the room.

“Fuck you Evan!” I shouted, closing the door.

I stared at the phone for I don’t know how long. Finally, I picked it up, anxiously scrolling his contacts until I found her name. My breath left my whole body when I saw it. Fire spread from my head down to my toes, lingering between my legs. I ran my fingers over her name, my heart beating wildly, my legs squirming, my tongue snaking my lips. Memories of our wild night tumbled in my mind, taunting me.

I didn’t want my husband touching me anymore. Veronica had ruined the excitement of dick since that night. I didn’t even crave it anymore. The thought of Evan touching me or thrusting inside of me made me feel physically ill. We did it maybe once a month, but it wasn’t enjoyable to me at all. My body felt nothing every time he touched me or looked at me. My mind and body were coming alive just from the thought of this woman. That was magic. 

I loved that she was older. That she was aggressive. That she knew what to do without me asking her or telling her. She knew my body and she didn’t even know me. That was skillful. Our chemistry was immediate and effortless. She made me want to give it up to her again and again; just let her do whatever to me, whenever. That took my breath away.

One more time. I just needed one more time. I swear, after this, I was going to leave it alone. Leave Evan alone. Start my life over someplace else, far, far away. But I needed this night first.

Confidently making up my mind, I opened the bathroom door and slowly headed back downstairs. Evan was sitting in the living-room, watching TV. He expectantly looked at me and muted the sound.

I stared at him for a long time in silence. My husband of seven years. My lover of ten. He was pimping me out again. Showing disrespect towards me and our union. Again. But if this was what he wanted, and I could use it as an excuse to see Veronica without her demanding or expecting more, I’d go all in. And then some.

“Okay,” I finally said.

Evan’s eyebrows rose and he sat straight up on the couch. “What?”

“I said okay.”

He visibly inhaled and exhaled, trying to suppress his excitement and hiding a smile. Bastard. I hated him. I couldn’t wait to humiliate him by screaming louder for Veronica than I ever had for him in my life.

“Yes,” I adamantly repeated. “Okay.” I held up my finger. “One time. One last time. And that’s it.”

He shrugged, grinning. “If you say so.”

I tossed the phone to him. “Call her.”

He looked up at me, his dark green eyes twinkling with mischief. “No. You call her. Tell her yes. Tell her you want it. Tell her how bad you want it.”

My stomach twisted at his perversion. Man, once this was all over… Curtains.

I indifferently shrugged and went to my phone instead, grabbing it off the coffee table. I copied the number off his phone and saved it.

He stood up and tried to take it from me. I snatched it away from him. “What do you need to text her from your phone for?” he demanded, his eyes jealous.

Weak bastard. Wanted the idea of an unorthodox threesome but wanted all the control. Not this time.

“What are you afraid of?” I coolly asked him.

“I’m not afraid of shit.”

“You better think about this long and hard Evan, because you might not like it as much as you think you will.”

“Oh, I’ll like it, I guarantee you that. I’m just not cool with you- “

“Making my own set of rules. Well, get over it. I’m contacting her, because I’m sure she’s as sick of you and disgusted by you as I am. She might have changed her mind. If I contact her instead, that might make her feel better.”

He shuffled back and forth on his feet; his eyes uncertain.

“Either I do it or I’m not doing it.” I held the phone, waiting on his response, swallowing an anxiety attack. What if he changed his mind? Then what? Would I have the nerve to hook up with her anyway?

Evan frowned, looking like a spoiled little boy. “Fine,” he huffed, sitting back on the couch and turning the volume of the television back up.


Veronica

There was a time when I absolutely luxuriated in the sound of my wife’s voice. At that present moment, not so much. We were sitting down, having dinner by candlelight and wine, as we did religiously, every evening. She was babbling about something, I don’t know. I usually hung on to her every word. But that night…

I couldn’t stop thinking about earlier. Evan. His proposition. Denise. Her pussy. Her, sweet juicy pussy… Her screams. Her eyes. Her tits. Those bouncy, huge, suckable tits…

“Veronica! Veronica!”

Snapping my head up, I looked over at my wife. “What?” I dazedly said. “What honey?”

“Are you listening to me?”

“Of course I am.”

She tilted her heat at me and sweetly smiled. “Then what did I just say?”

Caught, I sheepishly smiled and put my fork down, grabbing my wine glass. “Sorry. I guess I wasn’t.”

“Is everything okay?” Her pretty brown eyes assessed me with concern.

“I’m good,” I assured her. “Just a stressful day at work.”

“Want to talk about it?”

“No. It’s okay.” I sipped my wine and swallowed, tasting nothing but sweet pussy. I closed my eyes and shook my head. “Go ahead with what you were saying.” I picked my fork back up and resumed pretending to eat the delicious meal she’d prepared.

Happy, she continued, and I swear as soon as she started talking, my brain spaced out again.

I glanced down at my phone, annoyed. Why the fuck hadn’t he called me yet? It had been almost three hours. What was taking him so long?

It bothered me that I even gave a fuck. What was wrong with me? Damn, I was stupid. Was the pussy worth all the damn drama?

Hell fucking yeah.

I squirmed in my seat and smoothed down the bottom of my dress. My finger lingered at the bottom, wishing I could sneak it up and finger myself while I thought about Denise.

All of my thoughts were consumed with Denise. And why I had allowed myself to be drug back into the dungeons of Evan’s perversion again. And why I had given him my number. And why I couldn’t just forget Denise and move on?

Forgetting Denise would be like forgetting the first time you fell in love. The first time you made love. Your first orgasm. Your first taste of forbidden pussy, which for whatever reason, was always sweeter. Humans were demented, twisted fucks... No wonder God had invented a hell for us heathens to go to. He didn’t want all that unredeemable filth polluting his kingdom.

At that moment, I didn’t care if I spent the rest of eternity in hell burning to a crisp of sinful dust. I wanted what I wanted. And what I wanted was Denise. I didn’t care about consequences, sin or who it might hurt. Even if it was the angel sitting across from me.

She was still talking. Nonstop. About I didn’t give a fuck what. Smoothing my hair down, I picked up my wine and drained the glass, pouring another. I looked over at Pam again and inwardly winced. She didn’t deserve this. I swear she didn’t. She had been nothing but good to me and for me all these years. But I was addicted to Denise at first taste. And I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her all those months.

I honestly wanted to jump for joy when I saw Evan but my hatred for him had me wanting to clock him and stab him with my stiletto at the same time. What a deplorable human being. But he had given me a gift that afternoon. And I was going to open it. Nice and wide.

My eyes lingered over my love of twenty years and slightly misted. It’s hard for romantics to understand but you could honestly love someone and still not be satisfied. Still want something else. I was living proof of that. Over the years I had certainly been attracted to other women. Been tempted to cheat. But Denise had honestly been the first and only.

Pam was cool. Educated. Confident. Sweet as fuck. But for the past nine months I had gotten bored with it. She and Denise were polar opposites. She was brown-skinned; Denise was light. Denise dressed sexy and oozed sex. My wife was a bohemian who routinely looked like an 80s reject, wore her hair in a short afro and rarely wore her tits out or dressed in anything revealing or short. Her nails and toes were always painted the same color, pink.  I had appreciated that once. Lately, I wanted the fat ass. The huge tits. The revealing clothes. All thanks to Denise.

I looked at my phone again, growing more irritated with each passing second. What the fuck?

“Ronnie! Ronnie!”

I looked up at my wife again, guilty. “What?”

“What is going on with you babe?” she put her fork down and sat back in her chair, crossing her arms. “You’ve been weird since you got home.”

“Baby I told you. I just had a bad day. That’s all. I’m okay.”

“But you’re not listening to me.”

I gulped my wine again and sat the glass down harder than intended. I leaned back in my chair and hugged my arms. “I know dear. I’m sorry.”

“Am I boring you?”

Fuck yeah. “Of course not.”

“Then I’d like your undivided attention please. This is important.”

I wish I know what this was. “Okay.” I folded my hands and placed my chin on top of them, leaning on the table. “Go ahead. You have my full attention.”

She rolled her eyes and looked away from me, looking younger than her forty-two years. “Never mind. I don’t want to talk about it anymore.”

“Pam, I’m sorry baby, I… I have no excuse. I’m just tired. I probably need to go lie down. My head hurts, my period is getting ready to start- “

I jumped when I felt the vibration. Holy shit!

“What’s wrong?” Pam asked, frowning.

I peeked down at my phone on my lap and almost screamed. It was a text. From DENISE. I started panting. My hand squeezed the tablecloth.

“Babe? You okay?”

This is Denise. It’s a go. See you soon.

I was going to pass out. I was sure of it.

“Ronnie.”

I snapped my head up. “I gotta go,” I said, before I could stop myself.

Not waiting a second longer, I jumped up from my chair and raced to our bedroom, shedding my clothes along the way. I could hear Pam coming behind me and tucked my phone in my drawer, beneath my lingerie. Should I take some of it with me? I paused, looking at it; then ran to the shower when I heard her coming in the room.

I started the shower and fervently washed, concentrating on my pussy. I was so thankful I had shaved last night. In case Denise was finally ready to taste my goodness, I wanted it to be nice and smooth for her. I secretly prayed she was still au natural. I was nuts about that bush. It was so pretty.

I growled, washing my tits. Gotdamn. That bitch made me feel like an alpha with fangs.

“Ronnie!” Pam called, rapping on the shower door.

Still washing, I cracked it. “What’s up babe?”

“What the fuck? You just get a notification on your phone and run to take a shower? What’s going on?”

“I’m sorry. That was work. Holmes has called a meeting on the Bryer case.” Holmes was one of my partners at the firm. “He thinks we might be called in for the verdict tomorrow.”

Pam looked at her Apple watch. “It’s almost 8.”

“I know babe, I’m sorry. But you know how these things go.” I closed the shower door, hurriedly rinsing off.

Pam was quiet so I assumed she’d left the room. Turning the water off, I grabbed my towel and wrapped it around me. I opened the door to see her standing there. Fuck. I was wrong.

Giving her what I hoped was a guilt-free smile, I rushed to my personal vanity mirror and yanked open my drawer, pulling out my makeup. She came up behind me and I tightened my towel, praying she wouldn’t try to make a move. I didn’t want to brush her off, but I wasn’t in the move to give or receive with her tonight. Pam was a natural giver and was prominent at giving head, unlike Denise, who hadn’t so much as sniffed my pussy. But I didn’t care. I was ready to eat pussy all night. Unabashedly.

I licked my lips. Yummy.

“Why are you putting on makeup?” Pam quietly asked me, arms folded.

“Baby, you know I never go in without looking my best. It’s part of my brand.”

“So, what are you going to wear?”

I weirdly looked at her. That was an odd question. “What difference does it make?”

“I just don’t understand why you have to leave now. we were having dinner.”

I chuckled. “Boo, we’ve been at the table since 630. It’s not like we just sat down.”

She shook her head, leaving the room. “Never mind Ronnie.”

Thankful for her exit, I finished with my makeup. I briefly thought about blow-drying my hair, but I loved the wet look on me, so I vetoed it. Besides, I didn’t want to waste any more time. I had to get to Denise and that pussy.

I went to the bedroom, shedding the towel. She was on the bed, arms still folded. Jesus Christ.

I went to our walk-in closet and searched for a casual but sexy dress. I didn’t want her anymore suspicious than she already was. I chose a knee-length burgundy pencil dress with a plunging neckline that tied in front and went back out to my dresser. I retrieved a lace bra and panties, white. My skin looked gorgeous in white.

Silently I dressed in front of the mirror, while Pam watched me.

“You’re so beautiful baby,” she said softly.

I met her eyes in the mirror and smiled. “Not as beautiful as you babe.”

“This is just weird. I don’t know. Something feels off.”

“Pam, I’ve left out of here as late as ten before. It’s nothing new.”

“I know but you’ve never been this distant. This quiet.”

I didn’t trust myself to come up with another lie, so I stayed silent.

“I just feel like you’re not telling me everything.”

“There’s nothing to tell you Pam.” Done, I assessed my reflection in the mirror, growing more excited. I couldn’t wait to see Denise and I couldn’t wait for her to see me. I wondered if she had arsenic in the house so we could slip some in Evan’s drink. Damn I hated he had to be there.

I looked over at my partner and grinned. Walking over to her, I briefly stopped to slip back on my heels; then stood in front of her, my hands on her shoulders. I leaned down and gave her what I hoped was a passionate kiss. She slipped her tongue in my mouth, aroused. Her hands drifted down to my hips and I eased out of her grip, giving her a sad smile.

“If you don’t stop, I’ll never get out of here, and I’ll be out longer.”

“Can’t you at least stay thirty extra minutes?” she teased, grazing my nipple with her thumb. “It’s been a week baby. I’m horny as fuck.”

A week was the longest we’d ever gone without sex. “I know,” I sighed, rubbing her back. “But I promise I’ll be ready for you when I get back.”

Lies. I wasn’t going to have the energy, and neither was my tongue.

I started for the door. She fell in step with me and took my hand, rubbing the back of it. When we reached the door, we longingly kissed again and embraced tightly.

“I love you baby,” I whispered into her neck. She smelled like cinnamon and coconut oil. Same scent every day.

“Love you too,” she sweetly returned.

I kissed her cute little nose and lightly tapped her butt.

Casually, I walked down our long driveway to my car but inside, my heart was racing a mile a minute. I hadn’t been this excited in nine long, excruciating months. I opened the door and slid inside, checking my phone again and grinning like a perv. Just the sight of her name had my panties beyond drenched already. I could not wait to taste that pussy. I wished Evan had sent me that picture he showed me.

My heartrate kicked up when another text message came through. I promptly opened it and giggled at the text. It was their address. I immediately put it in my GPS and started my car. Glancing up at my front door, I was surprised to see Pam was still standing there, watching me. I waved at he and blew her a kiss. She flicked the porchlight at me and blew one back, grinning wide.

I put the car in reverse and backed down the driveway; then sped down the street, the memory of my long love standing faithful in the doorway already forgotten.


Denise

“You look so beautiful baby.”

I was standing in front of the full-length mirror in Evan and I’s bedroom, checking out my appearance. I smoothed my hands down over my tight, spaghetti strap, red lace sequined dress and turned from side to side, scrutinizing my outfit.

“You sure it’s not too much?” I asked him, frowning.

“Absolutely not,” he huskily said, standing beside me and lustfully watching me.

I shrugged and tucked my tits down in my dress; then hiked them up in my strapless bra, marveling along with Evan at how humongous they looked. The dress was two sizes too small, but it made everything look extra scrumptious. Evan had insisted on the dress. It was like the one I had worn on the night we’d met Veronica. I wasn’t wearing panties underneath. Also Evan’s idea. I didn’t give a fuck. I would’ve worn a burlap sap with holes cut out at the tits, crotch, and ass if I thought it would turn Veronica on. Jesus, I couldn’t wait to see her.

My hands had been shaking so badly when I texted her. It took her forever to answer me back, and she hadn’t until I’d sent my address. I was almost afraid she wouldn’t answer or worse, that she’d change her mind.

When she texted back okay and yes, I damn near peed myself. Oh my God. I was going to see this beautiful, mysterious and highly seductive woman again after almost a year. The thought alone made me want to cum. I couldn’t wait to run my fingers through her hair, watch her mouth on my tits, marvel at her tongue in my pussy, and scream to the mountain tops from the desire her skills brought me. I just hated my gotdamn husband had to be there.

It was because of him it had all happened in the first place; now it was because of him it was happening again. I was thankful. But he hadn’t been there the first time. I didn’t want him there the second time either. But the diabolical side of me got off on the idea of him watching Veronica do her thing and not being able to join us or interfere. I needed him to be silent and submissive if he was going to be there. I wasn’t going to be able to let myself go otherwise.

“Thanks for doing this for me babe,” Evan said, breaking my thoughts and rubbing my ass.

I slightly moved away from his touch and flinched at him. That seemed to bother him, but I gave zero fucks. ‘It’s not just for you asshole’, I wanted to say. But I didn’t.

I thinly smiled at him. “Sure.”

“You nervous?”

“Not really,” I lied. My heart felt like it was going to eject itself form my chest.

“I know you’re looking forward to seeing her. And that’s okay,” he assured me, touching my shoulder.

I resisted the urge to move away again.

“So,” I sighed, smoothing my dress over and turning to him. “How are things supposed to go down tonight?”

“What do you mean?”

“What are the plans? What are the rules?”

He frowned. “I hadn’t really thought about it.”

“Will you be supervising? Trying to participate- “

“Do you want me to participate?” he hopefully asked, his eyes desperate.

“Nope.”

He shrugged, looking crestfallen. “Okay.” He paused. “What if I get turned on and want to fuck you?”

“I don’t think Veronica would like that too much.”

“What about you? I mean, it has been a while. I miss you baby.” He tried to touch me again. This time I let him. But only because I was tired of moving away from him.

“I really don’t know Evan.”

He let it drop. “Well, I guess we’ll take each moment as it comes.”

He gave me a wet kiss on the cheek and left the room, leaving me alone with my thoughts. My pussy was beyond wet. I wished I had worn panties, so I’d have something to block all the juice oozing between my thighs. But my arousal for Veronica and what was coming turned me on even more.

I wanted us to go all night, but I wasn’t sure that would be possible with Evan. I hoped we’d both be able to forget he was there and just go with it. I wanted it to be all about her and I.

I jumped and almost screamed when I heard the doorbell ring.

SHE WAS HERE!

“Babe!” Evan called up the stairs. “Veronica is at the door.”

Looking at myself again and applying more candy red lipstick to my lips, I rubbed them together and took a deep breath.

“Showtime,” I whispered.



I tried to play it cool, but when I walked down the stairs and saw Veronica standing in our entryway with Evan, I almost fainted. Jesus Christ, the woman was as beautiful as the day I’d met her.

Our eyes met as I reached the bottom of the stairs. We just looked at one another, rapt. I wondered if her heart was beating as fast as mine was; if she was as nervous. She didn’t show it. She looked cool as a cucumber. But those eyes… Those eyes were drawing me in like a magnet. I openly gazed at the sinful way the dress she was wearing hugged her curves and marveled over that beautiful, cascading wavy hair.

“Hi Denise,” I heard her tenderly say.

Somehow, I managed to find my voice. “Hey Veronica,” I whispered.

Evan stood between the two of us, grinning foolishly.

“You look beautiful,” she said.

I swallowed and smiled. “Thank you. You too.” I paused, walking closer to them. “It’s great seeing you again.”

Her lips curved up in a teasing smile. “Same.”

Silence. Silence swallowed by ogling and lots and lots of it. Evan must’ve felt like a third wheel because he loudly cleared his throat and moved away from us.

“I’ll give you gorgeous girls a chance to get reacquainted while I go get a cool beverage. Want anything?”

Veronica coolly looked at him. “You have red wine?”

“Sure. Denise?”

“Just water babe. Thanks.”

He nodded and winked at us, leaving us alone.

I nervously rubbed my hands together, brightly smiling at her. “I can’t believe you’re here. I never thought I’d see you again.”

“You mean after you ran out on me,” she teasingly retorted, tilting her head.

I swallowed. “I had my reasons.”

“Yeah. You were chicken shit.”

This time it was my turn to tilt my head. “Really Veronica?”

“Hey. I get it. I blew your mind.” She possessively eyed me, walking closer. “Mine was blown too.”

I struggled to breathe. “I can’t believe you agreed to this.”

“I didn’t want to at first. Your husband isn’t exactly one of my favorite people on the planet.”

“What changed your mind?” I asked, walking closer to her.

She paused, her sultry green eyes trailing my face. “He showed me a picture.”

I blinked. “A picture?”

“A very sexy picture. Of you. Naked.”

I was flustered. I stepped back and almost tumbled in my heels. Her hand reached out and steadied me. It was so warm. Comforting.

We both stared at her hand on my skin. I loved the contrast of our skin tones.

“I said it before and I’ll say it again,” she started. “You. Deserve. Better.”

My eyes drifted up to hers. “Are we going to waste time talking about him?”

She removed her hand and sheepishly smiled. “Sorry. Just being honest.”

“In any event, I’m glad he ran into you.”

“Me too.”

“There’s so much I want to say to you. Talk to you about.”

“If you don’t mind, I’d rather not do much talking tonight.”

I blushed. “Okay,” I said, humbled.

She reached out and lightly ran her fingers through my hair, tugging one of my curls. “I want to kiss you.”

My breath caught in my throat and I swayed again. She steadied me once more, keeping her hands on my forearms, moving closer.

I shakily inhaled and exhaled, closing my eyes to her touch. “I want you to do more than that,” I whispered, looking at her.

We moved toward one another, just as Evan joined us again in the hallway. We hurriedly yanked apart, turning away from each-other.

“Ladies? Want to follow me to the living-room? We can talk over the logistics there.”

Not waiting on a response, Evan headed that way. Veronica and I looked at one another, the passion between us still permeating the room. I could read her mind, just as I’m sure she could read mine. Having Evan there with us was a drag. I wanted to be alone with her and I know she was chomping at the bits to get me alone as well. But that wasn’t part of the deal. Not this time.

She put her hand out, indicating for me to go first. Grudgingly, I led the way to my chauvinistic, gross husband.


Veronica

I wanted to rip that gotdamn dress off her body and jam my tongue in her sweet nectar lands. She looked delicious. So beautiful and sexy it took my breath away.

Jesus Christ.

She was sitting there cool, calm, and collected and I was about to fall apart at the seams. My knees were knocking; it was hard to sit still. My mouth was watering with the urge to taste her. My hands itched to feel her skin beneath mine. I was sure both of them could hear my heart beating. I had never wanted anyone so badly.

I briefly fantasized about knocking Evan over the head and dragging her out of there so I could fuck her into the next moon. But it was nothing doing. He was here, she was here; I was here. There were going to be rules. A talk. A talk about fucking what? I was supposed to eat her pussy. He was supposed to watch. That’s it. What fucking rules were supposed to go with that?

Maybe not to touch me. Well, that went unsaid. If he tried to touch me, I was going to knock his head off his fucking shoulders.

I downed my wine in one greedy gulp and worked my mouth, savoring the taste.

Evan looked over at me and smiled. “Want more?”

I tightly smiled, hating his guts. “Sure.”

Denise and I watched one each-other as he refilled my glass and his. She hadn’t touched her water. I noticed her hand was trembling slightly. I hoped my eyes were sending her a message of lustful promise and it was coming through. I wanted her to know what joy she was in for tonight.

She secretly smiled at me and I shyly smiled back. I was anything but shy. But she was making me feel timid and feral all at the same time. What had this woman done to me?

“Well ladies,” Evan started, putting the bottle of wine back on the coffee table with a loud thud. “I’m sure both of you are wondering what my expectations are for tonight.”

I could give a fuck midget.

I expectantly looked at him. Denise looked at him with one brow raised. She was sitting beside him on their couch; I was adjacent to them in an overstuffed chair. It was so big I felt like I was sinking into the cushion. My wicked mind briefly fantasized about eating her pussy while her legs hung on other side of the arm rests.

I gulped my wine again, feeling greedy.

“You’re supposed to watch right,” Denise led him along.

He looked at her and nodded. “Yes, definitely. But that’s it. I just want to watch. I don’t want to be involved, in any way.”

“We don’t want you to be either,” I boldly said, my eyes hard as I looked at him.

He looked at me and wickedly smiled. “However, this is my wife and I am her husband and I will fuck her if I want to. Whether you choose to get involved or watch or not is up to you.”

He winked at me. I wanted to shoot him dead.

He looked over at Denise for reassurance, but she didn’t look at him; just kept her head down and sipped her water.

He chuckled and slapped her on the knee, a little too hard for my taste. He looked back over to me. “So, yeah, now that that’s out the way. I want you two to just go for what feels natural, just go with the flow. I won’t interfere; won’t stop you. If there’s something I want to see you do or try, I hope you’d be open to the suggestion.”

“Like what?”

“You know. A certain way to touch her. Kiss her. Eat her pussy…”

“I won’t need any “tips” from you, I assure you.”

“Jesus Christ, Veronica, that’s not what I mean. I’m not coaching you for Christ’s sake. I’m just saying, I might want to see you do it a particular way. You know… Eat it faster. Put your finger in her. Eat her ass. Faster. Slower. Look at me. Shit like that.”

I rolled my eyes and grabbed the bottle of wine, attempting to pour more. The gotdamn thing was empty. I slammed it back on the table and covered my face with my hand. Why the hell had I agreed to this?

“Denise? That okay with you babe?” he asked her.

“Fine,” she easily agreed.

This yes sir, no sir submission from her drove me nuts. I couldn’t wait to own her ass in the bed. I looked over at her, my eyes on fire as I eyed her in that sinful dress. And own her ass I would.

“That okay with you Veronica?”

I looked over at him and reminded myself to play it cool. “Whatever makes you feel good Mister.”

He winked at me again and I fantasized about gouging his eyes out with a pair of scissors. I needed to keep it together.

“Anything else?” I inquired, playing nice.

He shook his head. “No. Just don’t hold anything back. Just… go with it.”

We all sat there in awkward silence.

“So…” He looked back and forth between she and I. “When do you ladies want to get started?”

Denise frowned. “Here? You don’t want to go upstairs?”

Evan relaxed against the couch and put his hands behind his head, crossing his ankles. “Why don’t we start the preliminaries here. Then, when the mood is right…” He gestured towards me. “Hop to it doll. Remember. Don’t let anything hold you back. Go in on that pussy.”

Denise turned red. “Evan…”

“Look at how she keeps looking at you. I know she wants to. Tear that shit up Veronica. Have her ass climbing the gotdamn walls.” He chuckled wickedly.

Denise looked like she was going to die of shame. She apologetically looked at me, but I was already in beast mode. This mother fucker was going to eat his words. Just wait and see.

Brazen, I stood up and walked over to her, yanking her up. I grabbed her by her fat ass and dove in, kissing her passionately, looking at Evan. He drooled.

“Gotdamn,” he sighed, sitting forward.

Focused on Denise, I kissed her until she was putty in my hands; then pulled back, heatedly looking at her. Her eyes held all I needed in that moment. I gave her a sexy smile and fully turned her towards her husband. I looked over her shoulder at him and put my arms around her, drawing my hands up to her heavy tits. I squeezed them and licked her neck, moaning softly.

Denise closed her eyes and leaned back into me, moaning in return. Evan looked like he was going to nut on himself. Giving him a taunting smile, I pulled her tits out the top of her dress and moved them around in circles, pressing my crotch against her ass.

“Kiss me,” I whispered into her neck.

Obediently, Denise turned her head towards me and obediently kissed me, continuing to moan. Closing my eyes to Evan, I pinched her nipples and slapped her tits together, mesmerized by the sound.

“Holy fuck,” Evan whispered.

Reaching down, I grabbed the end of her dress and teasingly pulled it up, exposing her pussy. I growled when I realized she wasn’t wearing panties.

“So fucking sexy,” I sighed, running my fingers over her twat. I growled again when I felt that bush. “Yes, you kept it nice and full for me. I love the hair on your pussy.”

She whimpered, slightly parting her legs.

“Play with her pussy,” I heard Evan say.

I did just that, running my fingers through her coarse hair; then sliding my fingers between her fat lips, hitting pay dirt.

“Naughty girl,” I teased her. “So wet for me already?”

She was shaking. “Please,” she whimpered.

“Please what?”

“Yes baby, beg her,” Evan huskily ordered.

“Don’t stop Veronica.”

“I’m just getting started hot stuff.”

I went to the front of her and grabbed those gigantic melons, diving in, sucking loud, biting, swirling my tongue and jiggling them in my hands. I was greedy as fuck, pulling back and looking at them before I dug in again. I was on fucking fire. I couldn’t get enough.

“God yes,” I groaned. “I missed these big titties.”

“Oh!” she screamed.

“Suck them some more Veronica,” Evan hissed. “Suck them. Let me see your tongue on them.”

I turned her body to the side so he could see my tongue perfectly and did just that, taking my time, lengthily licking them and biting them; then attacking them like they’d pissed me off. I put my finger between her legs and started stroking her pussy, thumbing her clit. The noises she was making were driving me wild. I tried to pace myself, but it was impossible.

“Get on your knees,” Evan said. “I want to see you eat and lick that pussy. Now.”

I ignored him for a little bit, doing as I damn well pleased, stabbing my tongue against her nipples and obnoxiously slurping on those sizeable areolas while I moderately stroked that demon pussy.

Not wanting to wait any longer, I got down on my knees and hissed when I came face to face with it. Just as pretty and as perfect as before. And believe it or not, bushier. I had never seen such a sexy, bushy pussy. Damn how I wanted her.

I looked up at her, lost. She stared back down at me, desperate. Evan was forgotten in that moment. I heard him talking but I can’t even begin to remember what the fuck he said.

I pushed her dress further up her thighs and massaged my way around to her ass, rubbing deftly. I brought my hands back to her pussy and parted her beyond moist lips, licking mine. Denise threw her head back and moaned desperately as my tongue made contact with her center.

“Holy fucking fuck,” Evan rasped. “Damn that’s fucking sexy. Eat that pussy Veronica. Eat my wife’s pussy. Yeah, just like that. I like that.”

Watching Denise and ignoring him, I swirled my tongue, licking, sucking and eating her pussy like the expert I was, leaving no juice untouched. I drifted my hands up to her tits and began rubbing them, pulling on her nipples and circling them with my palms.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, her mouth wide open as she ran her fingers through my hair. She bumped her pussy against my face and looked at me, the expression on her face one of sexual anguish and unhinged desire.

“This pussy tastes as good as I remembered,” I said to her, loudly kissing her pussy. I kissed it again and again and again. My hands went back and forth between her fat ass and heavy tits. I couldn’t get enough. I couldn’t stop touching her; I couldn’t stop attacking that pussy. I ate it like I was mad at it and in love with it at the same time, squeezing and pushing her snatch tighter to my lips when she exploded with a gut-wrenching orgasm. I could feel it all through my body and it made me cum too. Without any contact. This shit was insane. We both screamed at the same time and I swear Evan levitated off the couch at that moment.

We were lost. Overcome. In a daze. I kept eating. This chick made me feel like I had absolutely no control. And I loved it. I don’t know where and when I switched from that pussy to that ass but before I knew it, Denise was bent over the coffee table while my tongue played footsy with her anus, my fingers probed her pussy, and Evan played with her tits. Her screams were reaching falsetto level. I got nasty with that ass, moving back and forth between it and that pussy, not even caring that Evan had selfishly inserted himself in our playtime. Shit. I knew who the real alpha was, and I was excelling at my job, leaving no part of that body unravished.

He kept talking, ogling over her beauty and how sexy we both were but I drowned out the annoying sound of his voice. Until I heard him say…

“I need to see you on our bed. I want you to eat her pussy on our bed so you can spread her nice and wide. Let’s go upstairs.”

I stood up to Veronica and threw my arms around her, kissing her wildly as we backed our way up the stairs, guided by Evan. We were glued to one another.

We made our way to their huge bed and I pushed her on it, diving back between her legs, not missing a beat. Denise spread her legs wide, practically doing a split. Fuck yes. This was way better. I put my hands beneath that fat ass and fucked the shit out of that pussy with my tongue.


Evan

I swear to God, this was better than any porn I had ever watched or my dirtiest fantasy. My own private freak show. I felt like the luckiest man in the world. I had my own at home amateur porn, going on right in front of me. The only thing I was missing was lube to jack myself off. But I didn’t want to ruin the moment for them or me. I loved being an observer. Loved watching this woman enjoying my wife; loved watching the look of wild lust on my wife’s face. The image of Veronica’s face in my wife’s pussy… man, there was nothing better. And Veronica had never looked more beautiful or enticing to me.

I gave directions here and there but for the most part, I remained quiet. Veronica didn’t need any direction from me. That bitch knew what she was doing. It was like I wasn’t even there. I kind of liked it like that.

I was going to remember this moment for the rest of my life. My wife laid back on our bed with her thick thighs butterflied out, jiggling her nipples, while Veronica went ham on her pussy. My wife was squealing, moving her ass and calling to the heavens. Veronica’s moans sent vibrations through my body. Every-time she smacked my wife on the ass and said something naughty and dirty to her, I almost came on myself.

Veronica slurped and licked and sucked and kissed on my wife’s pussy like it was the most delicious pussy in the world. I knew how tasty that pussy was, and I knew it was indeed delicious. The submissiveness of my wife made her pussy even better to me so the fact that she was just laying there letting Veronica do whatever, however, had to make Veronica feel like the man she wished she was. I envied her though. I missed making love to my wife. I had never made Denise feel like that. Her skin was flushed and damn near glowing.

I covered my hand with my mouth in sexual delight when Veronica spit in my wife’s pussy. She licked it; then started eating it again. Spit in it; ate it again. I swear my dick starting dancing at that image and Denise was beyond fascinated as she watched her do it.

“You’re so nasty Veronica,” she crazily murmured. “I love that you’re so nasty. I love what you do to my pussy. Shit, that looks good.” She bit her lip and ground her pussy against Veronica’s face. Veronica groaned long and hard and it sent thrills through my body.

I licked my lips as I watched Veronica push my wife’s legs back to her chest, bent, and used all five of her fingers to probe and finger her. This bitch was fisting my wife. And Denise was taking it like a fucking pro. I had tried to fist her more than once and she swore she didn’t like it.

“Oh my God Veronica!” Denise screamed.

I almost jumped off my chair. I was sitting on a chair on the other side of our bedroom, and I wanted to get closer. Get a better look. I was afraid if I moved Veronica would stop. I wanted to grab my phone and film the activity, but we hadn’t discussed that. I hated myself for not asking. I thought about recording just audio, but the audio would be shit without the visuals.

My heart jackhammered in my chest at the vision of Veronica lifting her dress past her hips, exposing her gorgeous chocolate ass. It was wide and flawless, smooth, no dimples or lumps. She started playing with her pussy and I leaned in closer.

“Shit,” I gasped aloud. I didn’t mean to, but I couldn’t help it. They didn’t hear me. They were all in.

“Sit on my face,” Veronica rasped, breathless. She was eating my wife’s pussy so feverishly she was panting. She carefully pulled her fingers out of Denise and my wife’s legs visibly trembled. Fuck, I was so jealous.

Not hesitating for a second, Denise sat up and turned around, her ass facing me. Veronica scurried up to the head of the bed and pulled up her dress, showing me her bald pussy. The bitch was teasing me. Of course, she was. Look nigga, but don’t touch. I didn’t care for that bald look, but her pussy was perfect.

Denise hadn’t gotten on top of her yet; she was just sitting there on the bed on her knees, mesmerized. Veronica smiled at her and pulled her dress all the way off, showing off her tits. Jesus. They were firm and perky with small nipples and areolas. I leaned forward to get a better look, but she was already lying back, and Denise was eagerly straddling her face. Veronica opened her legs, giving me a heavenly view of her pink pussy. It was so pink and looked scrumptious. The room was dimly lit with only the two bedside lamps on, but I could see it perfectly.

I licked my lips. I was dying to taste her. While I’d certainly had my fantasies, I’d never been with another woman sexually since marrying my wife. I was yearning to explore Veronica now. But that wasn’t part of the deal. Veronica, by all accounts, was a hardcore lesbian, and I was sure she wouldn’t go for it anyway.

Dammit.

Denise was stroking Veronica’s tits, looking down into her eyes, and calling her name over and over while Veronica continued to lap at her pussy.

“So beautiful,” she sighed, in a daze. “So beautiful. Oh, that feels so good. Oh my God, yes.”

Her hips moved wildly back and forth in formation with Veronica’s tongue. She screamed and threw her head back as she came. Her scream was loud enough to shake the room. Whimpering softly, she bucked her hips hard against Veronica’s face, practically suffocating her. Veronica stroked her own pussy and roared as she came in seconds.

“Fuck me,” Veronica growled, smacking her hard on the ass.

Still trembling from the aftershocks, Denise slid her pussy down to Veronica’s and thrashed her pussy against hers. I was going to come undone. I had to get up and look. I went and stood at the side of the bed, watching my wife fuck this chocolate goddess like she was a thoroughbred.

I grimaced, watching them. Damn. She had never ridden my dick like that.


Veronica

He’s not there. He’s not there. Evan’s not there. Just keep going. Keep going.

My God, she felt so good. Who knew rubbing one’s pussy against another one could feel so damn good? The friction alone gave me goosebumps. Veronica’s hands on me as I expertly rode her… Priceless. The look in her eyes. So intense. So, inviting. So, intoxicating. I touched her, exploring her enviable body. Her skin was so soft. Like silk. I loved her nipples. I longed to taste them and kiss them, but I was scared. What if I didn’t please her as well as she pleased me? What if she didn’t like it?

I rode her, alternating between nice and slow and wild and crazy. I leaned down to kiss her and gasped when she flipped me over and pressed her pussy on top of mine, tribbing me fast and hard. She fucked me like her pussy was a nine-inch dick. I dug my nails in her back and bent my legs, crying out, watching her pussy attacking mine. The room was awash with the scent of our sex and the smell made my head swoon. Lord this woman was going to be the death of me.

Our eyes held one another, unflinching. Her moans matched mine. Her gorgeous hair was in her eyes and I pushed it back. She turned her head and licked my fingers; then leaned down to taste my jiggling breasts. My eyes rolled to the back of my head and I whispered her name. I never wanted this moment or the night to end.

I was vaguely aware that Evan had left his post on the chair and was now eagerly standing beside the bed, watching us like a hawk. I was turned on by him watching us, more than I wanted to admit. I wanted to look at him and see his reactions, but I couldn’t tear my eyes away from hers.

At that moment, Veronica climbed off me and flipped me on my stomach, turning me to the side so I could face Evan. She bent my knees and hiked my ass up in the air, spreading my cheeks. My mouth opened wide when her tongue delved in again. I groaned long and hard. My nails curled on the sheets. My eyes caught my husband’s and held. This time, I couldn’t’ look away.


Veronica

This time I took my time on that ass, eating it out nice and slow. Tonguing the fat cheeks. Flicking my tongue in and out her hole. I watched Evan as he watched me, branding his wife. I made sure he could see the look of animalistic desire on my face. The color had drained from his face. Literally. He didn’t look turned on anymore, not to me. The life was draining out of him. Good.

I know you’ve never made her feel as good as I do.

I know she’s never screamed this loud for you.

I know you’ve never made her cum this hard.

I know I eat your wife’s pussy better than you do, ever have, or ever will. Bitch.

I drug my tongue down to her pussy and back up to her ass, going back and forth, stroking her ridiculously sized tits. Who their right mind would want to share a body like this with someone else? That mother fucker was insane. I wish the fuck I would. She wasn’t even mine and the idea of someone else besides him doing what I was doing made me want to pull my hair out.

The longer I tasted her, I knew this was not going to be the last time. This was happening again, with or without his permission. And he would not be there.

I slapped Denise on the ass hard, still probing that ass. The alpha in me roared when I saw the fire of jealousy and hatred flicker in his eyes. His wife was now a puddle in front of me, practically crying, her face to the bed with her head turned away from him.

“Yes Veronica,” she whined. “Yes. Yessssss. Like that. Oh God, like that.”

“Like that baby?”


“Yes please. Please.” 

Evan was no longer enjoying the show. I could see it. I could feel it. It was destroying him. I wasn’t just fucking Denise. I was making love to her. The energy in the room had shifted, changed. I know he felt it. I was winning. I was destroying him. Mission gotdamn accomplished. Careful what you wish for and ask for bitch.

“You like the way I eat this pussy baby?” I whispered to her, keeping my eyes on him. “You like how I eat that ass?”

She trembled against me. “Veronica please don’t stop. Pleassssssssse.”

“Not on your life baby girl.”

I flicked my tongue against her pussy and licked my lips, making sure he could see it.

“Mmmmmmm,” I drawled.

His fists clenched at his sides.

I gave him a cool, arrogant smile, obnoxiously tossed my mane and dove back in, burying my face in that demon pussy.

I ate the fuck out of Denise’s pussy and fucked her for the next hour. Evan had been defeated and gone back to his chair, no longer watching. I guess he hadn’t enjoyed it as much as the thought he would. Good. With him out of our face, I went all the way in and showed Denise and that pussy and those tits and that ass no mercy.


Denise

I was not going to be any good the next morning. How could someone cum so much and not pass out or die? I didn’t remember coming this hard during our first time together. Up until that point, I hadn’t really looked at my husband long, but I allowed myself to in that moment. I didn’t like the look in his eyes. I had never seen him that angry. He looked so defeated; like he had just given up. I almost for sorry for him; then assured myself he was getting what he deserved. What he’d asked for. Demanded. If he’d changed his mind and this was my last time with Veronica, I wanted to experience the full joy of it. I’d worry about Evan and his broken ego later.

I looked down at Veronica’s shaking head and swirling tongue deep in my pussy and screamed her name as another orgasm seized me in place. My eyes locked on the ceiling and held. My legs shook uncontrollably, and my mouth stayed open in a silent scream. How could I give this up after tonight? How on earth could I give this shit up? I wanted to feel this way again and again, night after night, for as long as time would allow.

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any better, Veronica excused herself for a moment and slid off the bed. I watched as her perfect ass switched to her purse, which she’d thrown by the doorway on the way to the bed and retrieved a small vibrator. It looked like one of those bullets. My eyes widened with alarm. She was trying to kill me for sure. She was trying to break my pussy. It was okay. Whatever she wanted to do. I was hers. Completely.

Unease mixed with anxiety squeezed my chest as I watched her lock eyes with Evan, defiance and arrogance flaring heatedly in those mesmerizing embers. He watched her with pure hatred, looked at the toy and got up and left the room. He was done. But we were far from it.

The night was going to end wonderfully for me. For him, not so much.

Good.


Evan

I was done. Over it. This shit was not happening again. It was my fantasy. I got to see it, live it and experience it. I was ready for it to be over, so I could kick that bitch out of our lives for good.

How could I even want Denise after this? How would my dick get hard for her again? Why would I even want her? She was being so disrespectful. So shameless with her desire for that woman. She hadn’t so much as looked at me once. Barely, if ever. I didn’t like that. She was my wife. I knew I had orchestrated everything but fuck. She could’ve tried to be a little more engaging. Asked me questions. Asked me to join. Let me fuck her. Something. I know I had said I’d just wanted to watch, but of course I hadn’t meant it. I didn’t expect her to take me literally.

I sat downstairs in the dark for over an hour. Listening to my wife’s screams, the faint sound of the vibrator, the heavy slaps on her ass from Veronica’s small hand, and Veronica talking loud and dirty to Denise like her pussy was hers. Indefinitely. I even heard the bitch ask Denise “whose pussy is this”. She was trying to unnerve me. Send me a signal. It was working. I’ll be gotdamned. They were both in for a rude awakening if they thought this shit was happening again. It wasn’t. Ever. Not ever. I swear to God, if I got so much as an inkling that Veronica went anywhere near my wife again, I was killing her on sight.

I had to chuckle at my own stupidity and arrogance. This was what I’d wanted. Had. I’d gotten it. Now, I didn’t want it anymore. I was done. And so were they.

It seemed like days later when all the noise stopped. I heard the sound of running water (I had to assume they were showering together; I was alternately pissed I hadn’t had the chance to watch and incensed that they were doing something so normal and intimate after sex), followed by more silence; then, they finally came downstairs. My wife’s hair was all over her head and she was in a nightgown and that red robe that barely covered her. But it was the gown that had gotten my attention. Black and lace, almost see-through. I frowned. Denise hadn’t worn that gown for me in months. She was just changing all kinds of rules tonight, wasn’t she?

I glanced over at the bougie alpha bitch. Not one hair was out of place, her clothes were unwrinkled, and she had even reapplied her makeup.

“Evan?” Denise croaked; her voice hoarse from all the screaming. “Why did you leave?”

I heavily got up from the couch and turned on the light, leering at the them.

“Did you have a good time Evan?” Veronica slickly asked, taunting me. “Did you enjoy the show?”

“I thought you wanted to watch,” Denise continued, repeating, “why did you leave?”

“You didn’t need me there,” I snipped. “The two of you were doing fine all by yourselves.”

Denise nervously looked at Veronica and Veronica gave me a naughty smile.

“I thought that was the point,” she said.

I said nothing. Just looked at her.

“Well,” she began, pulling her hair over her shoulder and smoothing it in place. “I guess I need to be heading home. It’s late. I have to work tomorrow.”

She reached in her purse and retrieved her phone, excessively swallowing as she looked at it.


Veronica

My wife had called me ten times. I was going to face hell when I got home. I had to summon the strength to eat some pussy or give up a hell of a lot of pussy or I’d be in the doghouse for the next year. The only way I’d be able to do it was to think about Denise. I liked my lips, savoring her taste. I didn’t want to go home. I wanted to tell Denise to pack a bag, schedule a flight to Jamaica or Puerto Rico and spend the next week or two eating pussy and fucking her brains out. But real life was calling. As much as I didn’t want to at that moment, I had to get back to it.

I stole a glance over at Denise and saw her curiously looked at my phone. I put it back in my purse and guiltily smiled at her.

“Well,” I started, looking back and forth between them. “Until next time? Want to wait a couple of weeks so Denise can recover?”

I winked at her and she blushed and smiled, looking down at the floor. I thought it was adorable.

“No,” came the cross reply.

I looked over at Evan, raising my eyebrows. “Excuse me?”

“There will be no next time. Tonight, was it.”

Denise looked at him alarmed. I remained cool. I knew this was coming. I just wanted to hear the bastard say it out loud.

“That’s not what you said,” I replied.

“That’s what I’m saying now.”

“Oh.” I tilted my head at him, still taunting him. “Couldn’t take the heat, huh?”

He abruptly turned away from us and walked to the other side of the living-room, gazing out the window. “Tell Veronica goodnight Denise. Then tell her goodbye.”

“Evan- “

He looked over his shoulder at her, his eyes cold. “Do I need to repeat myself?”

There was so much anguish in her eyes. She looked at me, holding back tears. I felt pain too. More than I thought I would. Sorry simp. I hated men. Controlling patriarchal asses.

I swallowed my pain. “Goodbye Denise.”

Putting my arms around her, I gazed into her eyes and kissed her. The kiss was long, wet, and passionate. It went on. And on. And on. Her arms circled around me. My hands slid from her back, to her ass, around to her pussy. I stroked. She gaped her leg open and I growled, deepening our kiss.

“Gotdamnit that’s enough!” he yelled, stomping over to us.

Denise yanked away from me and looked at her husband, a combination of sadness and rebellion centered in her eyes. She looked back at me. She wiped my smudged lipstick from my lips and smiled. “Take care of yourself,” she whispered.

My heart was racing again. My palms felt sweaty. “You do the same.”

She deeply sighed; her eyes focused on mine. “Bye.”

“I enjoyed you tonight. Immensely.”

“You too.”

“I’ll show you to the door Veronica.”

Evan walked over to the door and yanked it open, crossly looking back at us. He stood there, waiting.

Looking at Veronica a minute longer, I finally sashayed to the door, narrowing my eyes at Evan. I wanted him to know I was not afraid. At all. If he blanked, I was going to fight him like hell until one of us passed out or died. No bullshit.

But he remained calm. Good for him. I’d hate to whoop his ass in front of his wife. These heels could take a mother fucker’s eye out with no prob.

I glanced back over my shoulder at Denise one last time. She smiled at me and I returned the smile, looking back at Evan. “Hope your fantasies were fulfilled Evan. Though I’m sure you’ve learned, some fantasies are better left as fantasies.”

“Get the hell out of my house.”

I snickered at him and looked back over at Veronica again, my eyes holding promises for later. I winked at her and exited their home. Evan slammed the door behind me.

Insecure bitch.


Denise

I was beyond angry at my husband. I couldn’t believe he was acting so stupid. Being so insecure and possessive. He had ruined a fantastic night. And for what? Because his ego had gotten bruised?

“You didn’t have to treat her like that Evan,” I said, glaring at him. I crossed my arms and shook my head. “This is what you wanted remember? Now you’re acting like you’re bothered all of a sudden?”

He ignored me and pushed past me, heading upstairs.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m going to bed,” he snapped, not looking back at me. “And I’ll be sleeping in the guest room. Don’t bother me.” Seconds later, the door to the guestroom slammed. It shook the house.

I stared after him, flabbergasted. I couldn’t believe his behavior. This is what he’d asked for. What he’d said he wanted. What the fuck was he punishing me for?

I shook my head after him and headed to the kitchen for a glass of water. I felt like getting in my car and leaving his stupid ass there alone but where would I go? To a hotel? I wished I could go to Veronica. I wish I knew where she stayed. I wanted more of her. My body burned at the memory of her touch. Her lips. Her eyes. I’d never felt so fulfilled, so satisfied, and so alive in my life.

I grabbed a glass from the cabinet and filled it with bottled water from the fridge, smiling foolishly, my husband and his petty, unjustified anger the furthest thing from my mind.

I stole a look at myself in the mirror in the kitchen and grinned at my reflection. I tightened my robe and closed my eyes, looking forward to a night of wild, dirty dreams.

I was just about to head upstairs when I heard a text notification coming from my phone. I had left it in the living-room earlier, before we’d headed upstairs.

I casually walked to the living room and picked up my phone. My heart leapt in my throat when I saw who the message was from.

I don’t want to wait. At least not long. I need to see you again. And soon. Next weekend? We can work out the details later.

My eyebrows rose at the text and hope sprung in my chest. Evan had failed to remember I had Veronica’s contact information and she had mine.

I fingered my phone, staring longingly at the text and her name, my heart pounding, my breath short. My body immediately heated up and my pussy and clit throbbed with need and anticipation.

Evan had made his wishes known. His demands. But guess what? Unlike before, I no longer gave a fuck.

Grinning like an idiot, I glanced over my shoulder towards the darkened hallway and stairway; then promptly tested my Hurricane Tongue Goddess back.

FUCK, YES
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If you had the opportunity to live out the wildest of your fantasies, would you waste time worrying about the validity of its realism? Probably not. This book is the same. Allow yourself to be swept away by the naughtiness and nastiness of it all. Don’t suppress your excitement. Touch yourself. To hell with who’s watching. Invite them to join you. ��

​R.J.


Chapter 1

I can’t wait to destroy that pussy all weekend… I hope you’re ready, because you’re not going to get any rest.

Question: Can you drown from the fluid in your panties? If I keep fucking around with Veronica, I might find out. I barely made it through the week leading up to our next encounter. As fate would have it, Evan’s job was sending him out of town the next weekend. I texted Veronica with the quickness and she instantly replied with that sinfully delicious text up above.

I’d like to say I struggled with the idea of round three with Veronica but that would be an outrageous lie. I was officially all in now. It humored me that I’d originally been against hooking up with her again in the first place. That I had been so angry with Evan for offering me on a platter to her again. But that was before that night…

Jesus Christ, that night. I dreamed about it repeatedly throughout the week. I had heard of women being dick whipped. I had never been one of those women. But when it came to Veronica… Forget it. I couldn’t help wondering if you could be tongue-whipped as well. I couldn’t remember ever being so excited at the idea of hooking up with someone and I had once screwed one of my favorite rappers. Long story. Too long to explain or go into. But I digress…

Evan was still ignoring me, which made the idea of hooking up with my lover again less arduous. He and I were barely on speaking terms. Outside of clueing me in on his upcoming business trip, his direct interaction with me had stalled. We no longer ate together; he ate in front of the television in the living-room; I ate alone at the dining-room table. He didn’t try to touch me or make love to me and that was new for him. He was still sleeping in the guest room. We were more or less roommates now. It would’ve been sad if I still cared. But the care and love were fading fast. All I saw, all I thought about, all I was consumed with, was Veronica.

She and I texted throughout that week. We teased one another like long-term lovers, sending dirty texts back and forth. Giggling on the phone while she was at work or before we went to bed. She never called or texted after nine, which I instinctively knew was because of her wife. We hadn’t talked about her wife since that first night. It bothered me that she never brought her up, but it was silly, because we didn’t really talk about Evan either. I was curious though, especially because she was so amorous with me and behaved like a woman who hadn’t gotten laid in years. But, like everything else, I pushed my concerns and curiosities to the side.

I gleefully sent photos of my naked body and pictures of myself in various pieces of lingerie. I got off on her responses so much. I wanted to Facetime her and masturbate for her on camera, but I was too shy to do it. I chastised myself to be patient. We’d be face to face soon enough.

Leading up to our next rendezvous, all I could do was lie in my bedroom on my stomach with my hand between my legs, writhing back and forth, thinking of everything she’d done to me and all she was going to do to me when I saw her again. I made no move to masturbate. If I felt myself coming, I immediately stopped. I wanted all that built up energy to be released with her, on her, and by her. I had never felt so consumed and obsessed and out of control about another human being in all my life. It frightened me but I welcomed it. I felt alive. Like I could breathe and exhale. Finally.

The weekend came quickly. Evan mumbled a goodbye on the way out the door with his suitcase; then slammed the door in my face. I peeked out the window beside the door and smirked at his retreating form. Even with all his arrogance and fake outrage at my so-called betrayal, I knew he would call me while he was away. His need for control wouldn’t have it any other way. He had to make sure I was pining by the phone, sitting home lonely, and waiting for him to return. The stupidity of men and their exaggerated sense of importance. Their distorted realities. Well, he was in for a surprise. He could call all he wanted but he wasn’t going to get an answer. I was going to be too busy being serviced by the greatest lover in the world.

Rolling my eyes at him, I backed away from the window and immediately raced up the stairs to text Veronica and tell her I’d see her shortly. I promptly packed my overnight bag; then showered and got dressed. I chose a black lace insert mini dress for the occasion. I wore open-toe black stilettos, full black lace panties, and a strapless lace black bra, two sizes too small, to enhance my melons. I briefly gave myself a onceover in the mirror, turning around in circles, admiring myself and fantasizing about her reaction. I loved her reactions to my body. Jesus, it was addictive.

I couldn’t sit still on the long drive to her penthouse. I squirmed restlessly, squeezed my legs together, and softly moaned, thinking about that beautiful, sensuous woman and her Hurricane tongue. I couldn’t wait to feel that tongue. My panties were so wet by the time I got to her penthouse I was afraid I might have to change. I didn’t. I wanted her to see and feel what she did to me.

Veronica met me at the elevator on her floor. When the doors opened and I saw her standing there, I dropped my suitcase and ran to her, throwing my arms around her. We got right to it. Our kiss was long, wet and passionate. We touched one another continuously, whispering dirty words of lust and sexual promises. She rubbed my ass, groaning as she backed me to the small, round table in her entryway.

“I am going to destroy this pussy,” she growled, putting her hands between my legs and lifting me up on the table. She pushed my dress up to my waist and opened my legs, gazing down in wonder at my panties.

“I’m sorry,” she said, briefly stopping to glance up at me. “You look beautiful. I forgot to tell you that. Sinfully sexy.”

I was panting so hard I could barely speak. The lust in her eyes squeezed my bones. “Thank you.”

“But we’re going to have to get rid of this dress. Or rather, these drenched panties.”

She noticed!

Veronica balled her fingers into a fist and impatiently tugged at my panties, attempting to rip them. Didn’t work. Sighing irritably, she yanked my panties down and got down on her knees, gazing lustfully at my pussy.

“Hello delicious,” she crooned, giving it a soft then firm kiss.

I hissed and opened my legs wider, bending my knees. It was a small table and my ass took up most of its space, but I managed to maintain my balance and not fall. Veronica held tight to my ass, steadying me.

“I’ve been dreaming about this pussy all week,” she sighed, running her face in my hairs.

“I’ve been dreaming about your beautiful face being in it all week,” I said, trembling. I wanted her so bad.

Veronica lightly stroked my hips with the tips of her fingers and teasingly looked up at me. “What would you like on the menu tonight?”

I frowned. “Sorry?”

“How would you like your pussy served?” Her long eyelashes lowered and brushed against my thigh. It sent shivers the size of tidal waves through me. God help me.

“I want you to do what you do how you do when you do.”

She huskily giggled, kissing my thigh. She stood up and put her hands to the opening on my dress, parting it and pulling it back to reveal my breasts. “Yes Jesus,” she whispered. Closing her eyes, she leaned to my chest and kissed them in turn.

I greedily arched to her and squirmed, bumping my chest against her face.

“Patience my little one,” she teased. “You young girls are so impatient.”

“You old ladies are so slow.”

That warranted a swift smack to my ass. I yelped. She bit my nipple through my bra and I pleasantly gasped. “I’m not old,” she growled.

“Old enough,” I teased, enjoying our little dance. “I love it though. Old ladies can eat pussy like the devil.”

She eased my tits out of my bra, never taking her eyes away from them. “You make me feel like the devil Denise.”

“Go ham on this body Demon Lady.” I sighed with desire when she began tonguing my nipples. “God yes. Just like that.”

Those pretty, polished fingers began playing in my pussy and I groaned. “Yes,” I whimpered. “Like that. I like when you suck my titties and play in my pussy.”

Veronica’s lips and tongue assaulted my titties while her fingers plunged in and out of my pussy. We were lost. Gone. No more words were spoken. It was on and popping from there.

How is the table not breaking? Was all I could think about while Veronica fucked me in ways that only she could. By the time she’d finally started eating my pussy, I had come three times. Two little ones and one big gigantic one that had me scratching her back through her fancy dress. My legs quaked and trembled for minutes afterwards, even while she kept eating me. If this was how the rest of the night was going to go, my body and I didn’t have a chance in hell of surviving.

Our reunion romp lasted for a couple of hours. Veronica got super naughty at one point and backed me into the elevator and finger-fucked and ate me there, while she held me against the wall. I asked if she thought anyone was watching us and she said she didn’t give a fuck. I decided I didn’t either. Whoever it might be, we gave them one hell of a show.

Later, in the wee hours of the morning, we took a much-needed break. I needed it. I was spent and my body was drained and exhausted. Veronica had stripped down to her ivory bra and panties. They looked delectable against her skin. I put my panties and bra back on and followed her to the impressive kitchen. It was her idea, not mine. I wanted to stay naked. I felt free and adventurous. But she wanted me covered up, she said. She liked the way I looked in my bra and panties. She also wanted to take them back off me later. She loved the “great reveal”.

Veronica made us a light snack of turkey and cheese with crackers and fruit and poured us both a healthy glass of red wine. We sat at the island on the bar stools and ate, talking and laughing like old friends. I loved the sound of her laughter. It was light and girlish. Her eyes crinkled at the corners when she laughed, and I found that incredibly endearing. She was so beautiful. She had a quiet kind of beauty. Ethereal. Her skin. I couldn’t help but want to taste it. But I didn’t.

Our conversation was light and casual. We talked about where we grew up, our childhoods, favorite holiday memories… Very safe stuff. We steered clear of any mention of my husband or her common law wife. The curiosity was killing me. I had to know what she was like. Who was she? How did she look?  I’m the one that brought it up. She seemed hesitant to talk about her wife, but she did.

She told me they’d met in a bar and it had been lust at first sight. I didn’t comment on that. Admittedly, I was kind of jealous when she told me that. I thought I was the only woman she’d wanted desperately on sight. I guess not. But her woman did not do for her what I did, and she had made that known already.

I asked her to show me a picture of her and she did. I noted with haughty arrogance that I looked way better than her wife Pam. She wasn’t ugly. She was an exotic beauty, just like Veronica. She had dark skin and short, natural hair. She wasn’t stacked like me. She was a little bit on the skinny side and her breasts were small. That made me feel smug. Veronica may’ve loved her, but she desired me, and I’d choose being desired over being loved any day of the week. Love didn’t get you what I’d been getting tonight. Love didn’t equal great sex and it didn’t make you faithful. Deep down I knew love didn’t have anything to do with sex or beauty and it would always win in the end. Veronica may’ve wanted me obsessively, but I was certain she’d never leave her woman for me. I wondered if I’d leave Evan for her if she asked me to. Right then it didn’t seem that far-fetched.

This woman had made me hers. Had made my body and my pussy hers. She’d demanded it. She’d insisted on it. She’d branded me with her mouth. I knew I would never look at sex the same ever again. Anything less than what she was doing to me would NOT work. Evan’s less than attentive love-making would never be enough anymore. During our conversation, I briefly though about him. I wondered where he was and what he was doing; then I decided I didn’t care. I was where I wanted to be. Where I needed to be. My how things had changed in the last week.

Veronica and I talked and cut up for at least an hour or more, getting tipsy off the red wine she kept pouring into our glasses.  Then, I don’t know what happened, but the mood changed. We stopped talking. She looked at me and I found myself drawn to her beautiful, earth-tone eyes again. The world shifted and the room became unbearably hot. The air was crackling with wicked sexual tension again. Next thing I knew, Veronica had taken her glass and poured red wine all over my body. Remnants of the wine splashed on the floor; the rest remained on my body as she used her hands to spread it all over my breasts, stomach and hips, blending it into my skin. She put her warm, soft lips to my body and softly kissed and licked it off as I stood there, my arms at my sides, completely surrendering to her again. I loved the way her lips kissed and sucked my skin. I marveled at the way her hands moved in the opposite direction, teasing me, tantalizing me, getting me wet and ready for her all over again.

I placed my hands on her slender shoulders as she began to kiss me, her tongue trailing lazily in my mouth as her hands firmly massaged my boobs. I could feel her pushing me backwards and instinctively knew she wanted me to sit on the barstool. My fantasy was going to be fulfilled. I was SO ready! I moaned deep in my throat as she began to massage my pussy through my panties. I was already wet beyond belief.

We kissed with animal-like lust and looked at one another as she continued to fondle me through my panties. Our moans were harsh and continuous.

“I want some more,” she whispered as she pulled away and pushed me on the bar stool. She flicked her tongue against my lips, then drew it across my bottom teeth. “I gotta have some more of this pussy. I want to eat you again.”

My legs shook as I spread them open to her. I settled my elbows against the island and vulnerably looked at her, impatient and desperate for more of her tempestuous love-making.

She eyed my fat pussy print like it held a million dollars inside. “Pull them panties to the side and let me see my pussy,” she whispered.

My heart thundered in my chest as I followed her orders. I hooked my fingers in the side of my panties and slowly revealed my greedy pussy to her. She swallowed hard and licked her lips slowly. “Mmmph, mmmph, mmph,” she grunted. “I’ll never get tired of looking at this pussy. Never.”

Veronica pulled my heavy titties from my satin push-up bra, pulling one titty out the top and pulling the other out of the bottom. “This body could make me fall in love with you,” she said. I said nothing, just sat there open and ready, eager for the next round.

My breath caught in my throat as she leaned her mouth to my left breast, her eyes trained on it as she gripped it with her hand. Her eyes closed as her tongue made contact with it. She lazily moved her tongue round and round my nipple and areola, her wet mouth making an intoxicating licking sound as she did. I watched her feeling drugged and horny out of my mind. I watched as she took the right titty in her hand and did the same thing. She did this for minutes, going back and forth between my titties, giving them equal attention, sometimes sucking them at the same time. Soft moans escaped my throat as I watched her. Sitting still was impossible. Her lips on me was making me crazy. I couldn’t wait until she put that beast of a tongue back between my legs. Her kisses were soft and gentle, but I wanted more. I wanted that animal she had been earlier back. I didn’t have to wait long.

Veronica broke contact with my breasts and caressed them for several seconds before standing to the right side of me. She got down on her knees and placed her hands to my thighs, rubbing them sensuously, before moving them to my panties. I watched rapt as she pulled them back to the side. She placed one hand at the top of my pussy and used the fingers on her other hand to spread my pussy open.

“It’s so pink and pretty,” she roughly whispered. “I love this pussy. I love the bush on this pussy.” She closed her eyes and gave my pussy a soft, loud kiss. Then another. Then another. Then another. She kept kissing my pussy as she moved her fingers around the walls of my pussy, over my clit, and at the opening of my hole. She teased me, never sticking her finger all the way inside or putting her whole mouth on me. She was making me wait for it. The tease was both thrilling and annoying, but I loved it. My eyes lingered on her pretty face, her enticing underwear, and her gorgeous skin. Her dark brown skin against my light-skin was delightful. I loved the contrast of our skin tones.

I thought briefly of her lady and how Veronica had told me she was slightly older than her at 46. Her lady was darker and older; I was younger and lighter-skinned, which is what Veronica said she liked. That didn’t make it right, but I loved that she found me more appealing. I was so turned on by her insatiable desire for me. I think I was even turned on by her age. She was seventeen years older than me and I thought that was so sexy. This older woman was turning me out. I was becoming addicted to her and everything about her. She was far from the butch type, but she had swag. I loved her swag. She was aggressive and an ardent lover like a man should be but still woman enough to take her time and make love to me the way a woman should be made love to. She knew what I wanted and what I liked without me having to tell her a damn thing. I can’t begin to tell you how refreshing that was.

Just then, Veronica suick out her long, wet tongue and flicked it against my clit. I jumped and nearly fell off the bar stool. I balanced myself with my elbows on the island and looked down at her wide-eyed. She moved her tongue back and forth across my clit, rubbing it back and forth with her thumb. My pussy was so wet it was making noises with each rotation of her tongue. Her tongue and thumb remained on my clit as she used two of her fingers to slowly move them in and out of my pussy. My mouth opened wider and threw my head back, my eyes rolling backwards. I opened my legs even wider to her and lifted my head to look down at her again. The sounds of her fingers swirling inside of me and her tongue stroking my flesh made my skin tingle unmercifully. I loved the slushy sounds my pussy was making. It sounded like someone was stirring mac and cheese with their finger or something. It was mesmerizing.

Veronica’s tongue leisurely swirled around and around in my pussy, her fingers tortured me, and her moans made my insides coil with raging hot desire. She wasn’t roughhousing my pussy like she had earlier, but she tasted it with mad intensity. She was eating my pussy like it was a full course meal and she wanted to savor every bite. She was French-kissing my pussy like she was kissing me! I watched her head, tongue, and fingers move and I was transfixed. This was the most erotic experience I’d ever had in my life. I didn’t want the night to end. I didn’t want our experience together to ever end. I wanted more! I needed more! I was going to have more! I didn’t give a fuck about Pam or Evan. This woman was mine and I was hers, period. Fuck everyone else!

My face twisted and contorted with sexual desire as I continued to watch her devour my flesh. She was moving her tongue a little faster now and it made my insides tremble. I struggled to keep my balance on the stool, but I was moving so much I almost kept falling off. She held me in place though. She abandoned my pussy and grabbed my ass cheeks with the tips of her fingers, digging her nails into my fat skin. She then grabbed as much of my ass as she could with both hands and started moving my hips up and down with her mouth. She was still standing to the side of me and the angle was working like magic for her and I. She moved her tongue all around and inside of me.

She kissed and snacked on my pussy loud. I stared down at my pussy and was turned on by the sight of it. It looked juicy and fat and her face looked so good at it. I took my elbows off the island, leaned my head back against it, and grabbed her tousled hair with my hands, pulling gently. I moved her head in the direction I wanted it to go and she followed obediently, breathing hard through her moans as she inhaled my sweet scent. I was convinced having a pussy was the best thing in the world. That it was the most powerful thing in the world. I was rightfully convinced my pussy was the best pussy in the world. And not only because she kept telling me so between licks.

Her hands moved up to my breasts and she began fondling them with ardent aggression. I put my head up and looked down at her hands on me. I stared at my mountainous breasts. So big… so round… So fat and firm… They looked bigger to me tonight for some reason. I’d always known they were, but I’d never really paid them any attention before. They looked beautiful to me. She was making me appreciate the gift of my body and all its curves and treats. I felt like the luckiest woman in the world.

I started at the red polish on her nails and felt a sudden urge to suck her fingers. But I didn’t. I didn’t want to distract her from what she was doing or throw her off course. I opened my legs even wider, crying out loudly as she smacked the hell out of my ass with her hands. The sting lasted for several seconds but I liked it. Veronica left the side of me and got in front of me, getting to her knees again. She placed her hands under my ass, mushed her face in my pussy and started eating it and sucking it loud and fast. I screamed and inadvertently threw my hands to my face. God, yes! The beast was back! I grabbed my legs and pulled them back towards me. I loved opening myself up to her. I loved spreading wide for her. I loved opening my pussy for her; seeing her face in my pussy. The sight of it had my body trembling and quaking. I could feel another torrential orgasm coming forth and squeezed my eyes tight, readying myself for the explosion.

When I came I screamed loud and hard, three times, almost making myself hoarse. Veronica kept going. She looked up at me and kept eating my pussy, moaning nastily with each swirl of her tongue. The moans vibrated between sweet and angry. Her hands left my fat ass and she began fingering my pussy again, moving her finger in and out of me swiftly, drawing obscene popping noises from my pussy. I stared down at her with my mouth trembling, still reeling from my volcanic orgasm. My mouth was wide open, and I was breathing hard, unable to make a sound. This woman should be arrested for eating pussy so good.

“Good pussy,” she grumbled. “Good pussy. Good pussy. Good pussy. I’ve never tasted anything so good in my fuckin’ life!”

She momentarily pulled back from my pussy and began running her fingers through it again, staring at it with lust. Her mouth and face were covered with my juices and it looked delectable. “Your pussy is so beautiful,” she purred. “So beautiful.”

She ran her finger around in my pussy while she looked at it; then she give it a long lick, still looking at it.

“I want this pussy to be mine,” she deliriously moaned. “All mine. I don’t want to share it with anyone else.”

“You don’t have to,” I sexily whispered. It’s yours. It’s yours. Take it baby, take it… Take that pussy; it’s yours…”

She moaned deep in her throat and soundly kissed my pussy. She ran her finger around in it again while she stared at my hairy bush; then gave it another long lick, staring obsessively at it the whole time. Again, she held me open with her free hand, giving her mouth and fingers complete access to my quivering flesh.

This went on for minutes. I was amazed. How could this woman’s mouth never get tired? How could I come over and over again and still keep cumming? How did my pussy stay so wet? How was it possible for her to get me so wet? My pussy was running like a waterfall.

I sighed with disappointment as Veronica pulled away from me. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, looked up at me with a sinister glint in her eyes and said, “Turn around.”

My lips curved with a flirtatious smile as I dutifully did as I was told. I slid off the wet bar stool and turned around. I gasped as she pushed me forward and hugged the back of the stool with both arms. My breath came out in pants as she opened my ass cheeks with the palms of her hands and licked my ass crack. My eyes rolled to the back of my head. I laid my head on top of the island and reached back to hold my ass cheeks open for her.

“Yes,” she growled.

I turned back to look at her and bit my lip as I watched her put a finger in her mouth and slowly suck it. My eyes widened as she put her wet finger to my pussy and started softly stroking it. I expelled a breath and closed my eyes, laying my head on the island again. Veronica squeezed my pussy lips together with both index fingers and leaned in to me, licking me soundly from the back. She did this for several minutes before turning her attention back to my wide, plump ass. My mouth dropped open in surprise as she began feverishly eating my ass out. She ate my ass with the same relentless zeal as she did my pussy, opening my legs with her hands and fingering me with the pattern of her tongue.

“OHHHHHHHHHHH!” I cried out.

Veronica aggressively ate my ass out, smushing her face in it and running her tongue round and round in my hole, moaning harshly under her breath, driving me crazy… She seemed possessed by my ass. She kept kissing it, licking it, and slapping my ass cheeks together. I even heard her growl a few times.

“This is the best ass in the world,” she ruggedly whispered. She sounded feral.

I put my head back, sending choppy breaths up to the ceiling. I opened my ass wider for her and bumped back and forth against her face. At some point her moans stopped and all you could hear was the sound of her suffocated breathing coming from inside my ass and my wet pussy popping as she continued to finger me. She moved my body up and down with her free hand. The night just got wilder and crazier from there.

Veronica ate me all over her apartment. Once we left the stool, we moved back to the front of the couch. I squatted over her and hopped up and down on her face as she ate my pussy again. I massaged my breasts and ran my fingers through my hair, feeling like a woman out of control. Later I couldn’t do anything but brace my hands on the floor and sit still as she held my ass in place, leaned her head up and buried her face inside of me. Next, we lay on our sides on the floor as she fingered my ass, my pussy, and circled my clit with her thumb. I held my leg up high in the air for her, giving her complete access. We both stared down between my legs and watched her fingers dance in my ass and pussy. When I was on the brink of coming, she pushed me up and sat on the couch, motioning towards me with her hands. She lay her head against the couch and hissed through her teeth as I climbed on the couch and stood over her. I braced my hands against the back of the couch and wantonly squatted over her face, positioning my pussy directly on her mouth. That shit was insane! I screamed so loud! She ate me so good I started crying!

I just kept saying, “Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God! Oh God! Oh baby! Oh baby! Oh God!”

My ass effortlessly bounced up and down in rhythm with her tongue. Twerking came in handy for me that night. After that, we took an extended break to use the bathroom and drink some water. We were out of breath and tired as fuck, but we had no intentions of slowing down. The woman was amorous. After that, she ate me as I sat up on her window, legs spread wide, my bare ass on display to the world. My legs grew weak and one of them drifted to the floor, while the other stayed cocked up on the ledge. She opened the other one wider and kept going. I just looked down at her exhausted, drunk with the way she continuously attacked my pussy with fervor. I could only imagine how sexy my fat ass looked pressed wide against the window. Again, I hoped someone was watching us. The fact that someone might be watching made me cum extra hard. After we left the window, Veronica ate me in the hallway leading to her bedroom. I leaned over her and squatted flat-footed over her face and raked the floor with my nails as she groped my ass and wildly shook her face back and forth in my still dripping wet pussy.


Chapter 2

We couldn’t go on like that all night so Veronica insisted we go to her bedroom to relax and maybe sleep for a while. The last thing on my mind was sleeping and I was sure she would get back to my pussy as soon as possible but I agreed and followed her down the long hallway to her room. Her bedroom was sparsely decorated with a four-poster bed, dresser, and armoire. There was also a flat-screen television sitting on a glass TV stand. Unlike the living-area and kitchen, it was nothing fancy.

I noted with humorous interest there were mirrors on the ceiling. It was very 1970s. But sexy. I thought it was hot. Wickedly hot. And the artwork… There were pictures and paintings of naked women hung on the earth-tone colored walls. There were pictures of breasts, women from the back, pictures of pussies, asses, women spread-eagled, mouths wide open, with anonymous women’s heads between their legs… There were even a few pictures of women getting undressed or posing in lingerie. It was some of the most erotic displays of images I’d ever seen in my life. Strange. A little perverted. But very erotic.

“Wow,” I said as I stood in front of a painting showcasing a woman having her breasts sucked. I studied the painting for several seconds. “This is… interesting.”

“Do you like it?”

I turned towards Veronica and slightly smiled. My insides rushed at how beautiful she looked lounging on the bed on her side. She was still wearing her underwear. At some point I needed to ask her to take them off. I was desperate to see her body again, this time in better light. But later, I guess.

I turned back to the image and scrunched my lips in thought. “It’s different. I’ve never seen artwork like this before. Who did it?”

“A lesbian friend of mine from my church.”

I raised my eyebrows and turned to look at her. “From church? Are you serious?”

She frowned slightly. “Serious that I go to church or serious that I have a lesbian friend who likes to draw pictures of naked women?”

I softly smiled at her and went to sit beside her on the bed. “I didn’t mean to offend you. I meant serious that a woman from your church would sketch things like this. I mean, being a Christian and all.”

She shrugged indifferently. “She likes pussy. You don’t stop liking pussy just because you’re a Christian. And you don’t stop believing in God just because you do.”

I curiously tilted my head at her. “Did you ask her to paint these for you?”

“She has a studio. I saw them when I visited her one time. She only had a few but I had her make more for me. I liked looking at them. I love looking at them now. I love looking at women. I love naked women. I love titties. I love pussy.” She looked between my legs and gently stroked my pussy with the back of her hand. I subconsciously opened my legs to her and she absently smiled. “Lord knows I love this pussy. And I definitely love looking at it.”

“Has your lady ever seen this place?”

“No. And she’s not going to. It’s strictly for me. Sometimes I just need to get away and be me, without all the bullshit.”

“I’m the only woman you’ve ever brought here?”

“You are the only woman, yes.”

“Then why do you have mirrors on the ceiling?” I gestured towards the ceiling.

She timidly smiled. “I like to look at myself sometimes. I like to touch myself… and watch…” She glanced down at the floor then looked back up at me, a small smile playing at the corner of her mouth.

I blushed. “Oh.” The thought of her naked and touching herself turned me on in a surprising manner. I wanted to watch her touch herself. I wanted to see her naked. I wanted to see her beautiful chocolate skin against her white sheets. I was desperate to watch her finger going in and out of her pussy.

I shook the thought aside and softly smiled at her. “You never wanted to bring Pam here? Not ever? Anyone?”

“No. Just you.”

My heart warmed at her admission. “I’m glad.”  I paused. “Can I ask you another personal question?”

“You know you can.”

“Have you always been gay? I mean, have you always liked girls?”

“I’ve known I was gay since I got my first taste of pussy at 15. I haven’t turned back since.”

“Ever been with a man?”

“Never had the desire to. I had one eat my pussy once. Couldn’t come close.”

“But if you’ve never had sex with a man how do you know you’re gay?”

“I don’t have to have sex with a man to know that. It’s instinctive. It’s in me. It’s who I am. I was looking at naked pictures of women in my Dad’s Playboy magazines when I was 11. I’ve always known this is who I am. I get turned on by women. Men don’t turn me on. I like looking at women. I like being with women.”

“Is that why you have the pictures on your wall? It kind of takes you back to that discovery?”

“In a sense, yeah. I love looking at it now as much as I did then. And I get equally as turned on, if not more.” She paused and warily looked at me, worriedly biting her lip. “Do the pictures turn you off?”

I looked over at them again and slowly shook my head. “No.” I coquettishly looked back at her. “They actually kind of turn me on.”

She crookedly smiled. “I’m going to take them down. I want you up there instead. Before you leave, I want to take hundreds of pictures of you. So I can look at them and think about you when you’re not with me.”

“Not with you? So I’m thinking this won’t be the last time we’re together?”

She chuckled lightly. “Hell no it’s not the last time. I am not letting go of this pussy. I need this pussy in my life.” She pulled me close and passionately kissed me. “I am obsessed with this pussy already. I am obsessed with you.” She intently stared at me. “Do you want it to be the last time?”

I shyly looked down at the white sheets on the bed. “No.”

“Are you down with me taking pictures of you?”

My nipples tingled and hardened at the thought of posing for her. She noticed and took one in her mouth, sucking it loudly. I moaned. “Yes,” I sighed.

Her tongue suckled my nipple. “Want to take them now?”

I purred and arched to her mouth. “Okay.”

Veronica kissed me once more than moved off the bed. I lay on my side and waited as she disappeared inside what I assumed was her walk-in closet. She emerged seconds later with a professional Canon camera. “Sit up on the bed baby,” she said. “Sit on your knees.”

I felt shy and insecure suddenly. “How do you want me to pose?”

“Just do what comes naturally.”

“I don’t know what to do.”

“Just close your eyes, think about what I’ve done to you tonight, think about what you want me to do to you later, and how I make you feel when I do what I do.” She devilishly smiled. “Think about how excited it made you watching your husband watch me destroy your pussy.”

The flood gathered between my legs once more. Jesus the woman was dirty. And I loved it!

I closed my eyes and escaped. I admit I copied a few of the pictures I saw on the walls but most of my poses were my own and natural. Veronica gave little instruction. She just let me do my thing. I enjoyed it. It was fun. And it was very, very sexy. I got so turned on doing it and I could tell she was turned on too. She’d pause sometimes and just stare at me, her eyes lingering on my body. She licked her lips and resumed shooting but then I’d do a sexy, dirty girl pose and she’d get distracted again. Soon, the camera was on the dresser and Veronica was back on me, kissing me senseless as she greedily ran her hands all over me. She stopped at my ass and firmly rubbed it, moving my ass checks around in circles, slapping it, bouncing it up and down and massaging it again.

“Give me some pussy,” she whispered against my mouth.

I bit my lip and laid back on the bed, placing my hands behind my head and opened my legs to her. I left my legs on the bed, butterflied out. I wanted to try something different. Veronica’s eyes pierced mine as she clasped her hands together and slid them underneath my ass. She got on her knees on the bed and lifted my ass high in the air with her joined hands. She slid her hands down until they reached the top of my back. My pussy was dead center at her mouth. I opened my mouth as I watched her perch her lips just above my hairy treasure. My pussy looked so delicious and appetizing. I loved my pussy. I loved what she did to it. What she was getting ready to do to it.

She looked up at me and slowly licked her lips. I touched my hands to her bare legs and slightly opened my legs to her. I didn’t want them too wide. I wanted to feel the friction of her tongue tightly inside of me.

“Mmmm,” she loudly moaned, licking her lips as she stared at my pussy. I moaned right along with her, more turned on than she was. She leaned down to my pussy and softly kissed it. Then she nudged my pussy lips open with her tongue and slid it inside. As I’d done many times that night, I watched her with my mouth open; my face contorted, and my brows knitted in sexual delight. My eyes filled with tears as I watched her. She tasted me so gently and so softly it was almost agonizing. It was loving. Passionate. My breasts felt heavy on my chest; my nipples were burning and tingling with unrestrained desire. I didn’t know her, but I suddenly felt like I loved this woman. Like I wanted her in my life forever. I couldn’t get over the way she was making me feel; making my body feel. The way she had been making me feel all week. Last week when we were with Evan.

I knew it was lust. I knew it was the forbidden aspect. The idea that I was letting her have her way with me in all kinds of wicked ways event though I was married. The idea that she had a long-term lover and considered Pam to be here wife. The idea that my husband was clueless that we were fooling around behind his back  and that her wife could be pacing the floor wondering where she was. All of that coiled a selfish, sinful desire inside of me that gave me an adrenaline rush. This was her pussy. My pussy was hers. As many times as she wanted it.

She used her hands to pump my ass up and down in formation with her mouth. My breasts flopped with each motion of her hands. “Uh,” I softly cried out. “Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh.”

“I just want to ravish you baby. I want to eat this pussy all night. I just want to tear this shit up baby.”

“Oooooo. Ooooooo. Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh.”

“Fuck, I love those noises you make baby. It’s so sexy. So sexy. Keep making them. Let me hear you. Let me know how good I eat this pussy.”

She started eating me faster and I cried out louder. She started eating me even faster and I started hollering. Faster still and I was screaming. My pussy was so wet and slushy and her mouth sucked up every drip of my delicious juices it could find, making obnoxious and loud slurping noises. I loved it! She hungrily sucked on my hairy pussy lips and rolled her tongue around in circles on my cleft. I kept staring at her; she kept staring at me. Her eyes were heated and on fire with wicked lust. She stared at my pussy; I looked at it with her.

“Delicious,” she moaned as she swirled her face and tongue in my pussy. “Delicious. Delicious. I love this pussy- fuck, I love this pussy.”

Watching her tongue rapidly nip, flick, and massage my clit, I exploded and came harder than I’d cum all night. I passed right out. I didn’t get to sleep long. It was almost three in the morning and we just kept going strong. The longer we were together and the more we made love, the wilder we became; the more explicit our dirty talks were.

“You love that pussy huh?” I asked her. “You love my pussy? You love the way I taste? Eat that pussy Veronica. Eat my pussy, YES! Eat.That.Pussy!”

I was so far gone it wasn’t even funny. Evan had said I was repressed. Repressed hell. That mother-fucker had no idea. He just couldn’t bring out of me what she could.

She said she could fuck me many ways and fuck me many ways she did. She fucked me with her fingers, her tongue, her mouth… She even pulled out an unused dildo (I asked) and used it on me as I lay spread-eagled on her bed. She fucked me with a strap—on too. I know my eyes must’ve grown two sizes when she whipped that baby out of her bedside drawer. I couldn’t even do anything but stare speechlessly as she put it on and adjusted it against her underwear (when was she going to take off her goddamn clothes?!)

Little time for a question and answer session. That sexy lady threw me on my back, spread me wide, and rode me like a stallion. She slammed that fake dick in and out of me, fucking me senseless with youthful energy. Her fucking me was so passionate, so otherworldly, so transformative, so barbaric, so animalistic… So much better than any real dick I’d ever had. It was just all over the place.

We took another break and talked some more. We took a brief nap, woke up, and talked more. She told me more about her job as a corporate lawyer and the ridiculous, unethical cases she sometimes had to take on with idiotic clients. I don’t know what made me confess it to her, but I shyly told her I’d once been a stripper before marrying Evan. That shit drove her crazy. Her eyes nearly popped out of her head when I told her, and she begged me to tell her more about it. She asked me to show her some of my signature moves and I did. She attacked my pussy after that. She hungrily ate me out then fucked me again with that huge strap-on, asking me, “Is this my pussy? Is this my pussy?”

“Oh my God yes!” I screamed, holding on to her soft ass as it humped up and down on me. We both watched the dick going in and out of me and lustfully looked at one another, drunk in lust.

“Yeah baby,” she whispered as I began to helplessly cry out. “I’m destroying this pussy, just like I told you. You’ll never be with him again without thinking about what I did to you. I don’t want you to ever think about no one else but me from now on. No one will ever fuck you or eat this pussy like I do. No one! Whenever he fucks you or eats this bush, I want you to think about me. Every-time!”

We were gone and out of our fucking minds with reckless lust and sin and gave zero fucks. I was in WAP, whore heaven.

She was finally naked while she fucked me this time. I got to see her body again. And it was just as beautiful. Flawless. I know it sounds condescending, but her body was amazing for her age. Her breasts were full and perky. Her stomach flat. Her waist small. Her hips were wrinkle and cellulite free. Her pussy was bald and beautiful. I wanted to touch it and run my nose through it, but I didn’t. I fought those urges, again. I liked watching her ass in the mirrors above the bed while she fucked me. I loved watching her go in and out of me. I massaged her wide hips and French-kissed her with mad passion. We looked so sexy fucking each-other. I became lost in the images.

When she was fucking me from the back, I kept turning around to look at her, just like I did with men. I loved the intense look she had on her face as she fucked me. The night just got wilder from there. At one point, she was laying on her back eating me yet again, as I held myself up on my elbows and watched us in the mirror at the head of the bed, moaning softly as I watched my pussy bouncing up and down against her face, my skin vibrating and tickling with electricity as she fondled my breasts.

Still virtual strangers, the way we knew how to please one another blew my mind. I had been with Evan forever and he still didn’t know how to please me the way Veronica did. I felt like I could completely let myself go with her. I held nothing back and I didn’t want to.

The way I was behaving, the things I was saying… The things I was doing… I was pushing my pussy to her face, wildly rotating and gyrating my hips against it… Backing my ass up and bucking wildly against her as she plunged in and out of me with that talented fake dick… I felt like a complete whore and it didn’t bother me at all. In fact, I kind of got off on it. At some point during our torrid fuck-fest, all the little niceness she had left was gone and she became a purebred thug. She started spitting on my pussy, literally spanking my ass, and continuously fucking me with fingers, tongue and strap simultaneously. I don’t know where the hell she got all the energy from. “You just don’t know what you do to me,” she breathlessly said, staring deep into my eyes as she fucked me.

“Veronica!”

“I love this pussy… I love it… It’s so gushy, so mushy…”

“I love you, I love you! Oh, I love you! I love you!”

Gone. My bitch ass was gone. Never had a man with a real dick made me profess words I did not mean or understand. But this bitch…

She had no reaction to my words of love; she just kept right on fucking me. Hopefully she wouldn’t hold it to me later.

Veronica took her dick out of me, ran her hand over my pussy and palmed it, slipping two fingers between my slick lips… “Whose pussy is this?”

I amorously arched my hips, eager and greedy for more. “Oh, it’s yours… Yours… All yours…”

“I want you to keep telling me that,” she demanded. “I want you to tell me that all night… It’s mine… All mine…” She expertly worked her fingers in and out of my tight hole. “Mine…”

Veronica turned me over on my stomach and pulled my ass up in the air towards her, leaving my heaving torso on the damp bed. She lay on her side, pushed my torso up in the air, grabbing my left titty with her hand. She reached around my ass and stuck her finger deep inside my pussy, drawing a loud gasp of surprise from my throat. She wildly began sucking my titty as she fingered me from the back. I opened my legs wide and bounced up and down against her hand, my titties slapping against my chest and heaving in and out of her talented mouth.

I could hear my phone ringing in the living-room and felt a rush go through me. “It’s Evan again,” I murmured between my moans.

He had been calling the past hour. I knew he would. Even with him being pissed off at me, he still needed that control, the knowledge of my whereabouts and going-ons. Fuck him.

She pulled my titty away from her mouth and heatedly looked up at me. “Are you going to answer it this time?”

“Hell no.”

Veronica growled at me and slapped me hard on this ass. I sharply cried out then gasped with delight as she resumed sucking my titty and fingering me. The phone stopped ringing then shortly started again. And again. And again. By this time, Veronica had me spread-eagled on my back as she ate me again. The more my phone rang, the hungrier to she ate me and the louder I screamed. It was like we both got off on what we were doing behind my husband’s back.

My pussy wasn’t getting all the love. Like she had with my ass, she paid special, long attention to my titties again later that morning. She gave them much love. She sucked them one at a time; then sucked them both as she caressed them with her hands, looking up at me as she sucked, slurped, kissed, and licked them.

“You like the way I suck these titties baby?”

Tears burned the corners of my eyes as I watched her. I could not get enough of the way this woman made me feel. “Yes,” I whimpered.

“These titties are so sexy baby. I love sucking these titties. I lovvvvvvve them!”

Other times, we just lay on the bed and kissed. She lay to the side of me, put her hand on top of my pussy, put her middle finger inside of me, and moved her whole hand while she soundly kissed me. I held myself open for her and kissed her back with wild abandon. She ran her finger back and forth over my clit and I moaned deep in her mouth. I still made no move to touch her except for when she was on top of me fucking me and throughout the night she kept insisting that I didn’t have to. She didn’t mind. It was all about me. I can honestly say Veronica probably ate my pussy over twenty times that night, in a variety of positions. I didn’t come every time; that would’ve been damn near impossible. Making me come every-time she ate my pussy wasn’t her intention; nor was it mine. She just wanted to taste me, and I wanted to let her as many times as she wanted to. During one of our last encounters, she stacked several pillows behind my head and beneath my back and shoulders so I could see past my huge breasts and watch while she ate me.

I never wanted her to stop fucking me or eating me. I wanted to belong to her. I wanted my pussy to be hers. After spending most of the night with her, I didn’t want to be intimate with my husband anymore. He’d never made me feel like this. So wild, so primitive, so free.

It’s crazy how adultery can change things, even when the adultery is known. Before Veronica, I had more than enjoyed my sex life with Evan. Evan could put it down in the bedroom. He was capable, experienced, talented, aggressive, and very good with his dick. He was better than any man I had ever been with. But I honestly didn’t miss it. I didn’t miss him. I was glad we hadn’t been intimate, because I was able to give all my energy to her. I didn’t know what the future held, but it would be hard having sex with him after tonight. Veronica had ruined sex for me with other people forever. She just had a damn gift. And I wanted more of it.

Veronica hadn’t done anything but bring my problems with Evan further into the light. The way Evan had been behaving was inexcusable and downright disrespectful. It only added to the hate I had begun to feel for him. If I was being honest with myself, I had stopped liking him a long time ago. When he came back from his business trip, I was going to have a big decision to make. But I’d worry about it later. Right now, all I wanted to do was focus on this exotic, fascinating creature who had made me hers with little to no effort at all.


Chapter 3

We fucked until we were tired and then we briefly fell asleep. Throughout the night, her phone had also been ringing on and off. We both ignored it. There was no doubt who was on the other end. I got off on knowing it was her wife was calling her while she was eating and fucking the shit out of my pussy. I think she got off on it too. After our last torrid encounter, I had turned my phone off, but I was sure Evan was still trying to reach me. I didn’t want to turn my phone on and find out. I sure as hell didn’t want to hear his voice or listen to any of the messages he might’ve left me. I wanted to stay in my fantasy; in my twisted world of illusion. I’d deal with him tomorrow. Tonight, I was Veronica’s.

We held one another while we slept. I held her like she’d been my lover for years and I was afraid to let her go. It made me uncomfortable to feel so possessive towards her. I didn’t want to think about what that meant. She held me just as tight, gingerly running her fingers over my back and across my ass before they stilled as she fell asleep.  The hours crept by and I was glad. I didn’t want our night together to end. Sleeping with her felt right. It filled me with a contentment I didn’t understand. The night was supposed to be only about sex, but I felt emotions stirring inside of me. Emotions that both frightened and excited me. I liked her. I really did. Sure, we had spent most of the evening engrossed in a web of passion and hadn’t talked that much but there was a connection forming between us that felt natural and real. Then the connection was broken…

Around four o’ clock in the morning, her phone rang again. This time, she answered. She untangled herself from my arms and grabbed the phone off the nightstand. She didn’t bother to put on clothes, and I and enjoyed the slight jiggle of her mahogany hips as she slowly walked towards her bedroom door, talking quietly as she exited the room.

But not quietly enough. Before she was all the way out the room, she was already giggling in that sweet, girlish way that had begun to make me weak in the knees. I gritted my teeth, silently sat on the bed and watched Alfred Hitchcock on Netflix while I eagerly waited for her to return. I strained my ears to hear what she was saying but I couldn’t hear a thing. I tried to pass the time by humming to myself, studying the crude artwork on the walls and even tried to go back to sleep (I was beyond exhausted and tired) but it was all in vain. I could not stop wondering what they were talking about and wondered what lies Veronica was telling her to cover her ass or if she was telling her the same sexy stuff she’d been telling me all evening.

My body was coiled tight with unjustified jealously and rage. I wanted to run into the hallway and demand that she get off that phone. I wanted to demand she make love to me again. Fuck me with the strap-on. Break up with Pam. Eat my pussy again. I wanted to grab that phone from her hand and fling it against the wall. I wanted to get on the phone and cuss Pam out. Tell her what nasty, sinful things Veronica had been doing to me all night. I knew I had no right to feel the way I was feeling but I couldn’t help it. How could she make love to me with so much passion and talk to her wife as if nothing had ever happened? Like the past few hours had been a lie?

When I heard her talking about how much she missed her and loved her, I thought I’d lose my mind. I wanted to throw my clothes on and get the hell out of there! I wanted to beat the shit out of Veronica, hunt her girl down and beat the shit out of her too. I was being unreasonable and stupid, and I didn’t give a fuck. I knew the night was supposed to be about just sex, but it had become more than that for me. I felt myself falling for her hard and it was scary. I was not supposed to have such intense feelings for a woman, I was not! This was supposed to be a fucking… “thing”, but she and I had both agreed earlier that it was not going to be anything else. Would I be able to just leave it at that? Hook up with her every now and then, let her have her way with my body and then go back home with a woman she honestly loved and probably treated like a queen. Fuck that.

I threw my legs over the bed and buried my face in my hands, breathing hard as I tried to calm myself down. Veronica’s laughter drifted in from the hallway and I bit back the urge to scream. She had five more minutes to rejoin me or I was going to go out there and fuck her whole universe up. My heart was beating so hard I feared I’d have a heart attack. My leg was shaking uncontrollably, and my teeth were about to gnaw a hole in my lip.

Come the fuck on Veronica…. One, two…

I heard Veronica laughing that soft, delicious laugh again and hopped up from the bed, knocking two of her pillows to the floor. “Fuck this,” I harshly muttered under my breath.

I was getting the hell out of there. Enough of this stupid bullshit. I looked around the room, trying to locate my bra and panties. I spotted them over by the bathroom door and marched towards them, almost tripping over the strewn pillows on my way. I yanked my panties up my legs in haste and threw my bra across my chest. I reached up to fasten the clamp in front, viciously cursing Veronica out under my breath as I struggled to put the hook in the clamp.

Who the fuck did she think she was making me wait like this? Who the fuck did she think I was? I was getting the fuck out of there; I didn’t give a fuck how good she fucked me or ate my pussy. Enough was enough! I looked around the sparse room for my dress and heels then irritably sighed as I remembered they were still in the front room. I did not want to walk past her half-dressed. Seeing me in my underwear would likely get her riled up again and I wasn’t sure I’d be strong enough to turn down her advances, despite how pissed off I was at her. I decided I didn’t give a fuck and headed for the doorway, determined to rebuff her if she made the slightest move to come near me. I didn’t get very far. Just as I was about to exit the bedroom, Veronica came back in.

She stopped for a minute and assessed me, taken aback to see my once naked body enclosed in my underwear again. She took note of the hard look on my face and looked away from me for a moment, nervously biting her lip. She looked almost childlike in that moment and it was kind of endearing to me. But I wasn’t going to let it stop me from leaving.

I had no right to feel jealous, but I was. She had no right to keep me waiting like that; I didn’t give a fuck who it was. If it had been the President of the United States, she still had no right. Veronica stood in the doorway looking awkward and guilty, her eyes refusing to meet mine.

“Everything okay?” I casually asked her, daring her to look at me.

“Yeah,” she easily answered, still not meeting my eyes. “She’s just checking on me like she always does.”

“This late in the morning?” My tone was harsh and flat.

“She can’t sleep unless she talks to me before she goes to bed… She said she’d been calling all night and couldn’t get me, so she was worried.”

“Yeah, I know she couldn’t get you,” I nastily said. “I know that, and you know that. Your phone hasn’t stopped ringing since you were eating my ass out in the kitchen.”

She frowned but said nothing. She still wasn’t looking at me. “So where does she think you are?” I asked her.

“She thinks that I’m working. It’s a high-profile case I’ve been working on that’s taken up a lot of my time. She knows I get stressed out and I sometimes need a change of scenery. She knows I’m downtown at my other place; she just doesn’t know where it is, like I told you. She doesn’t bother me about it. She knows I need to get away sometimes.”

“How understanding of her.” My sarcasm was biting and ugly.

Veronica placed her phone on the TV stand and looked at me, flipping her hair out of her face with the back of her hand. Having regained her composure, she looked at me under her eyes and coyly smiled at me. I bit the inside of my lip and tried not to moan out loud. The woman was so goddamn sexy it was annoying. I was not going to let her get to me or get inside me again. I was not.

“Going somewhere?” she casually asked, crossing her thin arms.

“I need to leave,” I tightly said.

“What?”

“I need, to leave,” I firmly repeated.

“Why?”

I crossed my arms across my chest and looked away from her, tossing my own hair over my shoulders and blew through my lips. “Cause I need to leave. Can you move please?”

Veronica quietly studied me for a moment then tilted her head at me. “You’re upset.”

“Upset about what? I’m not upset. I’m cool. I just need to get the fuck out of here, that’s all.”

“Why are you talking in that tone of voice if you’re not upset? Why are swearing?”

I cut my eyes at her, refusing to answer her. I tried to push past her, but she gently stopped me with her hand. She pulled me in front of her and looked deeply into my eyes, but I still refused to look at her. “Denise…”

“Can I go please?”

“Not until you tell me what’s wrong.”

“Nothing’s wrong, I’m just done! I’m ready to go! You got what you wanted, and I’m leaving.”

“What I wanted? You wanted this too.”

“Be that as it may… I’ve had my fill. I’m ready to call it a night- a morning or whatever and go back home. To my husband.”

“A husband that doesn’t give a fuck about you.”

“Well that’s not for you to worry about it, is it? You have a wife. You just concentrate on your wife and your happy little life and leave me the fuck alone.”

She shook her head at me and tried to pull me in her arms. “I don’t want you to be upset.”

I snatched away from her and turned back towards the bed. “I told you I’m not upset! I just want to leave. I’m tired, it’s been a long night- “

“A very enjoyable night.”

“What the fuck am I to you huh?” I yelled as I turned to face her. “What the fuck is this? What are we doing?”

“What do you mean?”

“This was supposed to be a one-night stand. Nine months ago! You were supposed to eat my pussy, I was supposed to like it, I did, we had fun, I was supposed to go home and forget all about you. But I didn’t. And then one day, my idiot husband bumped into you again, propositioned me to you once more like I was his hooker, and we hooked up and it was goddamn exciting and wicked and naughty and better than the first time. I couldn’t leave it alone; neither could you, so here the fuck we are again, banging like two hussies on steroids! But… But there’s been more. We slept together tonight, literally slept beside one another in the bed, we held one another… This is not a relationship and it’s starting to feel like that for me-“

“You’re right. It is not a relationship.”

Her honest words stung me like bee venom. “No, it’s not. So, what the fuck am I doing here? Why don’t you want me to leave?”

“I’m not finished with you yet.”

I looked at her like she was crazy. “Not finished with me… Bitch, are you serious? You’ve had more than enough. I’ve given you more pussy tonight than I’ve given my own husband in the past six months-“

“And I have enjoyed that pussy. Why don’t you take those panties off and let me have some more? Better yet, leave them on. I want to eat you through those sexy black panties.”

I put my hand on my hips and shook my head at her. “Veronica, this is not a game. I’m married. You’re in a relationship. Well, “married” or what the fuck ever. This was supposed to go on all night and into tomorrow, but it doesn’t need to go on any further. Let’s just call it a night and go our separate ways.”

“I told you I’m not done with you yet.”

“Come on V, let’s not kid ourselves, huh? This isn’t going anywhere. It doesn’t need to go anywhere. Let’s just cut our losses and end this shit right now.”

Her tone had changed from playful to possessive. She stood in front of me, her earth tone eyes hard and intent. “I told you I’m not done with you yet.”

Alpha bitch indeed.

“Well, I can’t help what you’re not done with, I’m done. I don’t want to do this anymore. This night was enough. My curiosity has been more than satisfied, has yours; let’s just move the hell on. This shit is tired.”

“Why are you acting like this Denise?”

“Do you honestly want to continue this? See one again and again and again?”

“Of course. I do; I told you that.”

“What if I decide to stay with my husband?”

“I don’t think he’s good for you but if you do that’ll be your choice. You took those vows. It’s stupid of me not to expect you to honor them.”

“Me being with him and being intimate with him doesn’t bother you?”

“What you do when you’re with him is what you do. What you do when you’re with me is between us. Your being married is not going to affect that. I knew the deal when I asked for you tonight, I’ve known the deal while I’ve had my face in that delicious pussy all night; I’ll know the deal when this night is over.”

“But what if I want something else?”

“What do you mean?”

“What if I meet another woman, she’s attracted to me and she wants to eat me? You must know you’re not the only woman who’s hit on me. You’re just the only who succeeded. Now that I know what it’s all about…” I was being an asshole and I didn’t give a fuck. I wanted her to feel the burn.

Veronica dangerously narrowed her eyes at me and winded her neck. It was the first time I saw her lose that classy act and allow the sister-girl to come out. “I don’t what you with another woman, and I better not find out you were ever with one.”

“Hold on, you can suck and fuck your wife, but I can’t hook up with another chick?”

“I don’t suck and fuck her that much,” she all but yelled at me. “She likes to taste me… it’s mild… boring… monotonous… But I love her.”

“Then why are you with me?”

“I already told you why earlier!”

“Well, let me hear it again.”

“I told you I don’t feel those emotions with her. Being with you is different. You make me feel alive. You make me feel… You make me feel!”

“That’s the love of pussy talking Veronica,” I snottily told her. “That shit ain’t got nothing to do with me. I don’t even know if you like me. I’m sure it’s like it is with men. I’m not that special. I could be any other girl right now and you’d be twice as satisfied.”

“How could you say something like that Denise? It’s not about that! You know how I feel about you!”

“Bitch you don’t even know me to feel anything about me.” The words that were coming out of my mouth shocked me as much as it did her. Never in my life had I been so hard and insensitive. So blunt and harsh.

“Denise, what the fuck is wrong with you?” she asked, her eyes brimming with tears. “Why are you acting like this?”

“How could you leave me in here like that while you talked to her? How could you act like nothing’s wrong? How could you laugh with her and say those things to her after the things you’ve done with me and to me tonight?”

I stopped talking and closed my eyes in disgust, hating myself for being so emotional and sounding so desperate. I wasn’t supposed to say all that. She wasn’t supposed to know how I felt.

Veronica stood staring at me for a long moment, absently running her hand along the side of her head. Her eyes had cleared up and there was nothing in them now. The blank look on her face made my insides turn cold. I wasn’t sure if I should laugh or cry at how unemotional my testimony had made her.

“Denise,” she carefully began. “I’m not leaving my wife.”

My eyes filled with tears as I looked away from her. “I know you’re not. I’m not asking you to.”

“And you’re not leaving your husband.”

I dryly laughed, wiping snot from my nose. “Well, that remains to be seen. After the way he he’s been treating me, I’m not so sure I want to be with him anymore.”

“Even if that wasn’t the case, I still wouldn’t ask or expect you to leave him for me.”

“I didn’t ask you to leave your lady for me Veronica.”

“I’ve been ignoring her calls all night. I wasn’t going to keep doing that. At some point, I would’ve had to talk to her, whether that be tonight or later this morning.”

I nodded and wiped my eyes. “I know.”

“So why did it make you so upset?”

I helplessly shrugged and heavily sat down on the bed. “I don’t know. I don’t know.”

We were both quiet for a minute. “I just don’t want to be a piece of ass to you,” I finally answered her. “I don’t want to be another notch on your belt.”

Emotions stirred in her eyes as she approached me. “You are the first woman I’ve ever cheated on her with. The only one. You are not just a piece of ass to me. Believe me when I tell you that. This night has taken me by surprise too. I didn’t expect to connect with you on so deep a level. But it’s not deep enough to make me jeopardize my relationship or leave my wife.”

“Jeopardize your relationship?” I scoffed. “You’ve been doing that all night Veronica.”

Veronica turned away from me and threw her hand up in the air. She was beginning to get annoyed herself. “She needs to talk to me before she goes to bed.”

“She stayed up all this time just to hear your voice before going to bed? How pathetic is that?”

Veronica looked at me and pointed her finger. “Don’t,” she snapped through clenched teeth. “Don’t.”

I looked at her for a moment, hating myself for the question I wanted to ask next. “Do you like sleeping with her? Your wife?”

Veronica simply stared at me, then momentarily smiled, her expression softening. “You sure you want me to answer that?”

I frowned and looked down at the bed, hating her answer and hating myself for hating it. “I’m sure you wouldn’t be with her if you didn’t.”

”Being honest with you, yes. I do like sleeping with her. But not in the way I like sleeping with you. I’ve been with her a long time. Things change. Lust fades. But I love her so it’s… How can I say it? I’m bored, yes, but…” She shook her head at the ridiculousness of our conversation. “This is nuts.”

“Go on.”

“It’s… different. It’s warm. Sweet. Loving and tender. Ours- I mean, you and I are… Well, you know…”

I looked away from her and crossed my arms to my chest again, rocking back and forth. I hated how vulnerable I was feeling. How this woman had turned my whole world upside down in half a year. This wasn’t fair. That’s wasn’t real. This wasn’t right.

“Do you like sleeping with your husband?”

I shyly looked at her. “Sometimes. Least, I thought I did. Until nine months ago. I know it’ll never be the same with him again. You’ve set the bar pretty high.”

She tenderly smiled. “It won’t be the same with her either.”

I smiled, despite myself. I seriously looked at her. “Does she service you?”

Veronica furrowed her brow. “Service me? What do you mean?”

“You know… Does she… please you… in that way? In ways I haven’t pleased you tonight? Does she touch you and go down on you?”

Now it was her turn to be uneasy, which was crazy given how confident and put-together she was. “I already told you. Yes,” she carefully admitted.

“Do you like it?”

She briefly paused. She glanced at the television and eyed a new Hitchcock episode’s opening credits. “I do,” she finally answered.

I bit my lip and looked down at the bed. “I’m sorry I don’t… I’m sorry I haven’t…”

She looked at me and shook her head. “You don’t have to. It’s not about that for me. I told you you don’t have to do anything.”

“But you want me to.”

“Of course I do but it’s not necessary. I like pleasing you. I like making you feel good. I get just as much pleasure out of making you scream and cum as I would feeling your mouth on me. And that’s the honest truth. I like being in control. I like seducing you. I don’t do that with my lady. She’s in control a lot. And that’s okay for our relationship. She likes to please as much as she is pleased, and she likes making me feel good. She’s not comfortable giving up that role and I know that, so I don’t press her. She doesn’t like to experiment a lot. She doesn’t like using the strap-on. She doesn’t like doing it different places. She doesn’t want to role-play or dirty talk. She likes a lot of affection and love-making but she’s not big on fucking or being nasty.”

I was beginning to feel sick. “And that’s what you get from me.”

“That’s what I’ve experienced with you, yeah. Being with you allows me to embrace that part of myself. But don’t get me wrong. It’s not just about living out some fantasy or what my wife won’t let me do or don’t do. It’s you Denise. It’s you.”

She stood in front of me, staring deeply into my eyes. “I apologize if my talking to her made you unhappy or uncomfortable. I wanted tonight to just be about you and me. I wanted to leave that part of our lives out of this apartment. I should’ve just gone downstairs and talked to her. I didn’t know it would affect you that badly.”

“I didn’t expect it to bother me so much, but it did,” I quietly said, vulnerably looking up at her. “All night long it’s just been about me. I didn’t want to share that. I don’t want to share that. Not when we’re together.”

“Well, how about this then? Whenever we spend time together, we cut our phones off. We don’t call our spouses, we don’t talk about them; we don’t bring up our lives outside of these four walls. During those hours we’ll make them all about us. You tell your husband what you need to appease him and I’ll do the same with my lady. That way we don’t have to worry about the phone ringing or disrespectfully ignoring them.” She stopped and wisely smiled. “Although I do have to admit hearing the phone ring while I was fucking you and eating you turned me on in a sinfully wicked way.”

My lips lifted in a seductive smile. “Me too.”

Veronica stroked my lips with her index finger and sexily gazed into my eyes. I felt myself beginning to melt again and desperately wanted her face in my pussy at that moment. “I love being with you,” she said. “I love eating you. I love making you mine and brandishing your pussy.”

My eyes danced with sexual energy as I took her hand placed it between my legs. “Don’t you mean your pussy?”

Her eyes narrowed as she gazed at her hand between my legs. “Yes. My pussy. And it’s mine Veronica. I don’t give a fuck about Evan or your marriage or what you do outside these walls. This pussy will still be mine. I mean that shit.”

I lay back on the bed and opened wide to her. “You got it baby. Why don’t you show me?” I placed the balls of my feet on the mattress and placed my hands beside my head, forming a fist with each one. All was forgiven, all was forgotten. I was ready for the sideshow to begin again. “Show me whose pussy this is.”


Chapter 4

Veronica hissed through her teeth and slowly got down on her knees, her eyes never leaving my pussy. She placed her palms against my thighs, opening them wider. Then she placed her hands on either side of my pussy, parting my hairs, and spreading my lips as she leaned to my cunt. She harshly moaned and began licking me slowly. I softly cried out and stared up at the mirrored ceiling, reveling in the image of her beautiful face between my legs. Veronica softly kissed and caressed my pussy with her lips and tongue, moaning uncontrollably with each flick of her tongue.

She placed her hands beneath my fat hips and arched them to her face. “My pussy,” she whispered.

“Veronica,” I moaned, closing my eyes.

“Open up good and wide for me… Hold that pussy open for me… That’s right baby… I never want to stop eating this pussy… You are not keeping this pussy away from me… Whenever I want it, whenever I call you… I want you to give it to me. Bring me this pussy. Bring me my pussy…”

I didn’t know what to say to that… I didn’t know how long this could go on, particularly with our situation. But I would be there for her whenever she wanted me and my pussy. I was never going to say no to her. I knew that. I knew I’d always come second to Pam. I knew she wasn’t going to leave her boring wife for me. And it was cool. I was in this shit as long as she wanted me. The head game was too good to give up. And, I must admit, I liked her way too much to say goodbye forever.

Veronica stuck her index finger up in my pussy and started firmly sucking on my clit. That chick with that swag was back and that emotional basket case she’d been earlier was gone. I was happy to welcome her back.

I opened my eyes and looked down at her head, my mouth hanging open and watering as I watched her head twirling around in my love box. She was eating me louder now, her lips making an obscene smacking noise; her tongue slurping my pussy like it was a bowl of cherries. I loved hearing her eat my pussy. It was the sexiest sound in the world. All I could do was helplessly cry out as I continued to watch her, winding my hips with the rhythm of her mouth. I gasped as she broke away from my pussy and leaned up to suck my titties, staring heatedly into my eyes as she soundly sucked them and palmed them with her hands. She moved back to my pussy and resumed slurping and lapping up my juices, then moved back to my titties and palmed and sucked them again. She went back and forth like this for minutes, driving me crazy with desire and lust. My body racked with sobs, my ohhhhs were coming out like screams… My feet left the bed and I lifted my legs up high in the air, stretching them as wide as humanely possible…

Veronica started slapping me on my hips and I sat up on my elbows, shockingly looking at her as she went nuts on my pussy. After a while I could no longer make a sound. All I could do was just lay there with my mouth open, my eyes opening and closing involuntarily, my breath coming out short and choppy… My eyes went to the back of my head, my head lolled back and forth, my legs quivered and jumped as she held them high up in the air… Fuck no. No way in hell was I giving up this shit. No fuckin’ way.

I haltingly opened my eyes and looked down at her again. Veronica’s green eyes lustfully stared back at me, her tongue moving fast and furious, trading hits with her pretty, pouty lips. I pulled my hands down beside me and gripped the sheets with my fingers, making a tight fist…

“That looks so good,” I breathlessly told her. “That look so, so good. Eat it yes. Eat my pussy. Eat that pussy.”

“Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm,” she deeply moaned, never missing a beat.

I grabbed her hair and wildly bucked my pussy to her face, throwing my head back against the bed. My eyes rolled to the back of head again and stayed there. This shit was beyond insane! I called Veronica’s name over and over. Her name rolled off my lips with no shame or embarrassment. For the rest of my life, even if I never told him to his face, I would thank Evan for pushing me on this woman.

Minutes later, Veronica had me in a 69 position as she continued to feast on my pussy like it was the last supper. Her pussy was dead in my face, but I still made no move to sniff it, touch it, kiss it, or eat it. I wasn’t ready to go there with her yet. I wasn’t sure if I ever would be. One thing at a time. I did massage her hips though. I squeezed and caressed them as I lay there with my legs cocked open in a heart shape; my feet planted on the bed as her head furiously moved back and forth. I just laid there and took it. What she was doing to me was so delicious, it had me licking my own lips. When she was fucking me later with her pussy and then the strap-on, I held tightly to her back; I looked into her eyes and knew in that instant that I had fallen in love with that woman. I wasn’t ready to tell her. I probably never would. It would be something I’d keep to myself as long as we were together. Whatever together meant.

5am came and it would be dawn soon… We could go on no longer and my pussy honestly couldn’t take it. We turned off all the lights in the apartment and went to sleep, holding one another again. I went to sleep with a big ass smile on my face. I had made Veronica cum. She’d come several times that night just from pressing her pussy against mine but that last time I had made her cum just from biting her nipples. Her orgasm was so intense it had made her scream and cry. I felt proud. I was making progress. I wanted to swallow her breasts whole and finger-fuck her simultaneously, but I was still holding off. One thing at a time. Maybe next time. 


Chapter 5

Veronica woke me up later that morning with her mouth. She kissed my pussy soft and sweet. It wasn’t wild and vulgar like it had been all night. She was gentle. Tender. She softly stroked my breasts and rubbed my sides as she tasted me. She ate me as I lay on my stomach; then turned me over and flattened my legs against the bed. I placed my hand at the top of my pussy and looked down at her, my insides quivering at how beautiful she looked in the morning light, her eyes closed, her hair pulled over her shoulder, her face bright. She took my breath away. Literally. I continued to stare at her as she ate me, my breath coming out sharp as I rummaged my fingers through her hair. That morning, Veronica didn’t just concentrate on my breasts and my pussy. She literally kissed me all over. She kissed my hair. Kissed my face. Sucked my neck. Sucked my fingers and toes. It wasn’t long before she got back to the pussy. She rotated my hips and sucked and nibbled on my clit, pulling it through her lips. It took all of ten minutes for me to cum and when I did, it felt like the world was cumming with me. 

We took a shower. She washed me and I washed her, in silence. Morning does something strange to a person. It brings revelations to light. Wrongs to the forefront. It strips away the surface of a person and reveals what is beneath them. You can’t hide in the light. It reveals everything. You can really see a person. You can see their vulnerabilities, their worries, their concerns, their weaknesses… I’m sure mine were written all over my face… But not for reasons she might suspect. I wasn’t concerned about going home or worried about what Evan thought. What he was going to do when he got back. I was concerned and worried about whether I’d ever see her again. I knew we’d been saying we would all night. But like I said, morning changes things.

Last night had seemed so easy. So uncomplicated, the dramatic tirade we’d had after her phone call with her lady notwithstanding. Now it all seemed trite. Stupid. Selfish. Trifling. But I still didn’t care. I was no longer mad at her for what I deemed her betrayal. I was still jealous. But I wanted more of what she’d given me. Of what she was so good at giving me. And it wasn’t just about the sex anymore. It was her. I wanted to know about her. I wanted all of her. I even wanted to be the aggressor and seduce her and see what she tasted like. But I decided to wait.

She made us a simple breakfast of eggs, toast, and bacon. We ate it in silence, lost in our own thoughts. Later, as she stood with me at the elevator, it was hard for us to say goodbye. We just looked longingly at one another. It’s like we couldn’t speak. Finally, I opened my lips to say something and she shushed me with her finger, rendering me silent with the intensity in her almond-shaped eyes. She leaned towards me and we kissed. We stood in the foyer of her living-room and kissed passionately for minutes, her hands roaming me greedily as she pulled me tightly against her. I ran my fingers through her hair and kissed her with wild abandon, my body coming alive again at every stroke of her insatiable touch. And then it happened again. She was rubbing my ass and pressing against me in that way that drove me mad, and I willingly pulled my dress up to my chest, giving her complete access to my panty-covered pussy. My panties, along with my bra and dress, had been washed and dried that morning but they were quickly dripping with moisture again.

Not ten minutes later, I was screaming. My hands were gripping the sides of the table that sat in the foyer, hard. My panties were hanging from my right foot. My bra was pulled up over my breasts. My dress was hanging off the back of my shoulders. My legs were bent and spread wide as Veronica tortured me with her mouth on that table once again. It was nothing like it had been that morning when she woke me up. That pussy eating monster was back. Two fingers were in my pussy, one was in my ass. Her eyes held mine as she branded my pussy with her tongue. Her eyes were telling me everything I needed to know. This was not the end of us. This was not over. Not by a longshot. This was only the beginning.

When I went home a little over an hour later, I thought long and hard about my marriage and what I wanted and didn’t want in my life anymore. Life is short; why waste it with a forever after of nothing? A marriage built on resentment and lies.

He came home later that evening, still not talking to me, despite having called me all night. I didn’t speak to him; didn’t fill him in on all the sordid details of the night before and that morning. Part of me felt he knew where I was. But I didn’t confess, and he didn’t call me out on it. He went to his room; I went to mine. That night, I made my decision. The next day over breakfast, I told him I wanted a divorce. Then I casually got up from the table, went to the overnight bag I had stashed in the hall closet, left my home, and never went back. I rented a studio apartment that very same day.

I expected Evan to pull that man shit and fight for me. Fight me. He didn’t. He surprised me. He called me and told me he was moving out and I could have the house. I guess he was as tired of living a lie as I was. I couldn’t help but wonder if that overnight trip had really been about work or something or someone else. I did not care and that was refreshing as fuck. Our conversation was short, respectful and unemotional. Crazy how you can be with and know someone that long and not feel shit when it’s over. Sad. But that’s life.

That night, I was back at Veronica’s. I didn’t know what the future held. I just knew I didn’t want to be anywhere else with anyone else in the world. I knew she probably was not going to leave her wife. I tried not to think about that. I just wanted to stay in the moment. I just wanted to be happy. And I was. I was very happy.

As I lay in Veronica’s arms that night after another wild round of cunnilingus and strap-on fucking, I felt surprisingly fulfilled. And accomplished.  I had surprised myself by finally giving in to my curiosity and sucking those delicious breasts of hers. I even fingered her pussy to orgasm. I almost lost my mind over how wet and tight her pussy felt. Her pussy walls felt like silk. I still didn’t lick it. But I was anxious to do it. Maybe I’d do it tomorrow. Maybe. Even if fear overruled curiosity, I knew I’d get around to doing it sooner than later. We had time. Now that I was free from Evan, we had all the time in the world. Now if I could just get rid of her wife…

Later, as Veronica lay sleeping, her phone began to ring on the night-stand next to us. I didn’t even have to think about who it was. I glanced over at it and grimaced as when I saw Pam’s name come up on the phone. I glanced over at Veronica’s sleeping form and turned on my side towards the night-stand, my brow brimming with sweat as I stared at the vibrating phone. Should I? Or shouldn’t I?

Glancing back at Veronica to make sure she was still sound asleep, I quietly threw my legs over the bed and grabbed the phone. I tiptoed threw the darkened room and casually strolled into the living-room. I pressed the answer button and placed the phone to my ear, smiling devilishly. “Hello Pam….”

I can’t even begin to tell you what I was doing. What I was thinking. I guess I wasn’t thinking. I was so far gone I almost didn’t recognize myself. The old me would think jeopardizing someone’s relationship over nights of wild passion and kinky sex was pitiful, dumb, and childish. I had been the other woman before Evan and I married, and I had been with married men when I was too young to know better. But those men had not been Veronica. They hadn’t given me what she had; they hadn’t made me feel like she made me feel. My marriage was over. I had no ties. I didn’t want Veronica to have any either.

In one week’s time I had become sprung and addicted to Veronica and her tempestuous love-making and I didn’t want to share her or have her on stand-by. I wanted her and that monster of a tongue all to myself. I didn’t even think about being in a relationship with her. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t know what this was, and I didn’t care. I just didn’t want the sex to stop. When I heard the phone ring and saw that it was Pam on the caller ID, something just went through me. I felt like a lion protecting its cub. In my thwarted sense of reality, I told myself if this woman was really all that her woman wouldn’t have been up in my pussy all night like she hadn’t eaten in ages.

Veronica had never cheated with anyone before. Ever. So, I had to be something incredible if she risked a years-long relationship for one night with me. And we had both agreed it wasn’t only going to be one night anyway. So, what did it hurt if I helped our “relationship” along by revealing our “affair” to her wife?

I felt the older woman stiffen and tense on the other line. She paused before answering me, and I knew she was trying to figure out who the fuck I was and why I was answering her wife’s phone.

“Ummm…” she began. “I think I misdialed.”

“Now Pam,” I began in a voice that dripped with condescension. “You know you didn’t misdial. You’ve been calling this number all night. This is your wife’s phone and although I’m sure you have the number memorized, I’m almost certain you hit last call dialed on your phone to connect with her.”

“Who is this? Is this one of her stupid stud friends? Brandy? Is this you?”

“I can assure you I’m not Brandy sweetheart,” I said, crossing my thick legs. “And although I’m sure you could call me a friend… our relationship or rather, our fuckship is more of a friends with benefits kind of thing. Come to think of it, it’s not friendly at all. Far from it.”

“Look, I don’t have time for games. Can you put Veronica on the phone please?” She sounded beyond annoyed and that only made me more determined to fuck her whole universe up. This woman did not deserve Veronica. She was too weak. Too emotional.

I rubbed my nose and relished in the sweet scent of Veronica’s pussy marinating on my fingers. “No Pam, I’m sorry. She can’t come to the phone. She’s sleeping. She’s beyond exhausted.”

She paused again, and I could almost picture her full lips trembling with nervousness. I remembered from a photo Veronica had shown me that she had big lips. I thought they were too big for her face. “May I ask who this is?”

“You can ask. It doesn’t mean I’m going to tell you.”

I could feel her hesitate once more, and I couldn’t help thinking how pitiful that was. If some bitch was answering my partner’s phone I wouldn’t be all polite and keep asking questions. That bitch was getting cursed out and I was getting in my car to try to track her ass down.

“Is Veronica okay? Did you steal her phone? Did something happen to my wife?”

“Your wife. Now that’s interesting.” I looked behind me to make sure Veronica hadn’t woken up and laid my naked behind on the leather couch. “She did mention something to me about seeing someone. But it didn’t seem to matter to her when her tongue, nose, and fingers was all up in my pussy.”

“Excuse me?” she shrieked. “What the hell are you talking about? Who is this?”

I sat back up on the couch, turned my body around, and casually placed my feet up on the coffee table. I ran my fingers through my long hair and smiled as I thought about how hard Veronica had pulled it when I sucked on her titties earlier. “You don’t need to worry about who I am Pam,” I breezily replied. “Just know this: I met your wife nine months ago, and she asked could she spend the evening with me. I believe her exact words were, ‘I want to eat your pussy.’ I let her. I have let her lick and taste and munch on my pussy for hours. I didn’t see her for a few months, but… a… mutual acquaintance reconnected us again about a week ago. And let me tell you, we have had an incredible time.

​Not once was your name ever been brought up.” That was a lie, but she didn’t need to know that. I was on a mission. “Aside from telling me she was married when we first met, she didn’t mention you at all. I think she forgot she was married, to tell you the truth, if you want to call what the two of you are married. I guess good pussy will do that to you.”

I could hear her whimpering over the phone and I could tell she was crying. My first instinct was to feel sorry for her and try to turn the whole situation around, but the damage had been done. I seriously doubted she’d have anything else to do with Veronica after all the salacious details I spilled to her about our evening, including how she ate my ass out and licked wine off my titties. I don’t know why I was being so down and dirty. I don’t know why I was being so heartless. In less than a year I had gone from a somewhat happily married and satisfied woman with manners and morals to a low-class whorish jezebel. And I kind of got off on it.

“Look you low-life piece of trash,” she shakily began after I had finished indulging her with the details of my wild night with her wife. “I don’t know who the fuck you are or where you came from, and I don’t care. When you see my wife again, tell her that it’s over! You hear me? It’s over. You can have her sorry ass. Tell her not to bother calling me or my family. I’m done!”

With that, she slammed the phone down in my ear. I sat there for several minutes, stewing over what I had done and panicking over what would happen if Pam got over being angry, wanted to make amends, and revealed to Veronica what I had done. I knew I was safe as far as her coming to the penthouse, because Veronica had said her stupid ass didn’t know where it was. But what if she called back?

A crazy part of me thought about flushing Veronica’s phone down the toilet or going downstairs and tossing it in the nearest gutter I could find, but I knew that was foolish. With everything I had told her, I seriously doubted Pam would want anything else to do with Veronica. I had spared no details, including arrogantly telling her how many orgasms I’d had just that evening. I brazenly described everything I knew about Veronica, from where she worked, to how her hair was styled and what size shoe she wore. I had peeped that when she’d gone to use the restroom and I had voraciously raided her closet, eyeing her fashionable clothes and multitude of red-bottom shoes with envy. I even went so far as to describe the beauty mark Veronica had on her inner thigh and left butt cheek, so she knew I was telling the truth. I didn’t think I’d have to worry about Pam coming between Veronica and what the two of us had going on. It was sick and twisted but I was satisfied with that.

To say Veronica was devastated when she first learned Pam had left her was an understatement. After I got off the phone with Pam, I went back into the bedroom, laid beside Veronica, and peacefully went to sleep, untroubled. We woke up the next day, she ate my pussy until I was delirious; then she went to work, and I went back to my studio apartment. It wasn’t until that night that she called me and told me what happened. She was blubbering and crying so hard I could barely understand what she said. The only thing I could clearly make out was:

“She-She le-left me. P-P-Pam left me.”

“Oh Veronica,” I crooned, feigning concern. “What happened?”

She confessed to me she knew something wasn’t right with Pam, because she usually called her several times a day and she hadn’t heard from her. But she had been so wrapped up in a case she was working on, she didn’t think much about it. She figured Pam was giving her space and she’d talk to her whenever she got home. She went on to tell me that when she did get home from work, Pam had cleaned out her half of the closet, removed all her t-shirts, underwear, and lingerie from the dresser drawers, and had even taken their beloved pooch Snookie with her. There was no trace of her anywhere. It was like she’d never been there in the first place. She said she’d tried to call. She’d texted her. She’d called her family, her friends… But no one would tell her what happened. They just politely asked her to leave Pam alone, give her space, and let her call her when she was ready. It never happened.

Pam virtually disappeared from Veronica’s life without a backwards glance, a kiss my ass, or an explanation. Of course, I knew what the fuck had happened. I met her at the penthouse later that day and played the sweet, understanding, sympathetic friend. I ran my fingers through her hair as she bawled relentlessly for hours, softly kissed her beautiful face and ran to the bathroom every few minutes to get her more tissue to blow her nose.

I even threw in my “depression” over Evan leaving me for good measure. She was shocked he and I had agreed to end our marriage, especially since he was the one who had wanted the hook up in the first place. And the second place. I told her I guessed he just couldn’t handle it. Of course, I neglected to tell her I had all but suggested to Evan that we divorce and I hadn’t thought twice about my decision since I’d made it. I was glad his ass was gone. Veronica propositioning me and me giving in had done me a favor. I didn’t realize how unhappy and unsatisfied I had been until my night with her. I had never enjoyed sex with him as much as I did with her. He didn’t make me feel wanted and the fact that he had treated me like a trashy whore hadn’t made his case for staying married to me any better. He didn’t even fight for me; he readily agreed to leave and divorce. Far as I was concerned, my life had changed for the better.

It took Veronica a long time to come to that conclusion. The months passed by with a blur. Six months later, she and I were still involved. That was the last thing I ever expected but it was working, and I was enjoying being with her. I wouldn’t call what we had love. We never said those words and rarely talked about our feelings. But we were happy.

She, of course, had loved Pam. I loved Evan but I hadn’t been in love with him for a while, if ever. I had rarely thought of him since the last time I saw him the morning after my overnight visit with her. The divorce wasn’t final yet, but we were separated in every since of the word. When he left, I cut off all ties with his family and his friends, and I refused to return their phone calls. I had been close to his mother, but since we were getting divorced, I didn’t see a need to stay in contact with her. I sent her a bouquet of flowers and a long note telling her how much I would miss her and that I loved her but that was it.

It unnerved me how easily it was to leave my old life behind. Of course, my family and friends didn’t know I had taken up with a woman and I planned to keep it that way for a long time. I told them I wasn’t seeing anyone, and I faked being heartbroken over my failed marriage. Evan was still in contact with my brothers and he called my mom from time to time, but he was smart enough not to tell them what happened. He just told them we had been growing apart for a while and we both felt it was best to just let things go. I appreciated that but I also knew his stupid ass was embarrassed and felt horrible that a woman had stolen him from his wife. That’s what his ass got for being stupid and reckless enough to suggest I hook up with her. Karma was a bitch.

I didn’t know what this thing was with Veronica or how long it would last. I still didn’t feel gay. I wasn’t in love with her. I liked her a whole lot but that was it. I was still new at the pillow princess thing. It was exciting, fun, and passionate. We were even living together now in her penthouse. I couldn’t picture myself with her forever. I didn’t see myself building a future with her. And that’s what scared me. Where did we go from where we were? Our relationship had started off as purely sexual. We didn’t even have a relationship when we first met; we had a presumable one-night stand that led to where we were now. Most of our relationship was built primarily around that. I met a few of her friends, but I never met her parents. From what she told me, it had taken them a long time to get used to her being gay; then by the time they had somewhat accepted it and made peace with it, she began a long-term affair with another openly gay woman (Pam); then by the time they accepted that Pam was in it for the long haul and wasn’t going anywhere, they had split up. She didn’t want them to think she was flighty when it came to relationships, especially with the gay “stigma” attached. Even worse, she didn’t want them knowing it had all come to an end because she had fallen in lust with a redbone with huge titties and a fat ass. Not to mention an addictive pussy.

Our relationship was shrouded in secrecy and that was unfortunate, but being with Veronica did have its rewards, including living in the penthouse. Not long after Pam left her, she decided to move into the penthouse permanently. She said living in their old home was too painful and she couldn’t take it anymore. A month after living there alone, she asked me to move in with her. I said yes without even thinking about it. Now I could wake up and go to sleep with her tongue inside of me. That shit never got old. The sex was beyond satisfying and it was far from boring. I loved fucking her. I loved having her eat my pussy. I loved looking at her. I could look at her pretty ass all day and never get bored.

I had even opened myself up to her a little more sexually and was now pleasing her as well. I’d feel on her titties and suck them in appreciation of her selflessness and generosity and she would come each and every time I did it. I got such satisfaction out of knowing I could make her feel good. This lesbian shit was still all new to me, but I loved knowing I could please her as much as she pleased me. My head game wasn’t all that great but at least I was trying, and I put my all into it every time I did it. I didn’t have to go the pussy-eating route that much with her. I ate her pussy maybe three times a month at the most. She accepted that. She knew I was still adjusting to this new way of life. And I didn’t eat the pussy that much, but I loved sticking my finger in it. The inside of her felt like warm maple syrup and I explored it as much as she allowed me to. I could make her come every time I did it too. I’m not bragging but I had really come up in the lesbian world and in such a short period of time. I wasn’t surprised. I had always been a great and passionate lover. That didn’t change just because I liked pussy all of a sudden.

I’m not going to lie. I lived most of those six months in constant fear that Veronica would find out what I did. I was afraid her family would blab or Pam would all of a sudden show up right when things got too comfortable. That’s how life is, isn’t it? Soon as we relax and start enjoying ourselves a little too much, karma comes along and kicks you in the ass. I had no idea how soon that was about to happen.


Chapter 6

You know the saying. Nothing good lasts forever. Six months and two weeks into our relationship, I came home from a pleasant-filled day of shopping, getting my nails, feet, and hair done, and eating dinner with a rowdy group of Veronica’s lesbian friends, to find her sitting in the living area in the dark, her back to me as she sat on the couch. The only light coming into our home was the lights from all the buildings downtown. They cast an ominous shadow across her flawless face. I felt my heart leap in my throat and instinctively knew something wasn’t right. I stood in the foyer of the penthouse for I don’t know how long, afraid and scared out of my mind to go to her. She hadn’t moved and I knew she’d heard me come in. Somehow inside I knew. I knew she had found out. And I knew I was about to lose everything. I was certain my wild ride was about to come to an abrupt, sad, and tragic end.

After a while of standing there, I gently sat my bags on the floor and cautiously walked over to her, my heart thudding in my chest as I rounded the side of the couch and looked at her. Her beautiful face was twisted with emotion; her hands were clenched tightly at her sides and her mouth- a mouth I loved to kiss, and my pussy had become more than accustomed to- was turned down in an unpleasant frown. On her lap was a letter. I couldn’t make out what it said but I could clearly see the name scrawled across the bottom: PAM.

I felt sick to my stomach. I clenched my stomach as my knees buckled and swallowed against the bile rising in my throat. I had feared this moment. I wasn’t ready for this. I was not ready.

“Veronica-“

“You told her,” she said in a quiet, unsteady voice. “You fuckin’ told her.”

I swallowed and stepped away from her, almost bumping into the coffee table. “Veronica. Veronica baby, please listen-“

“You fuckin’ told her!” she screamed as she bolted off the sofa and threw the letter at me. Her eyes were wide with anger; her entire body was shaking. She spoke the next words to me with tightly clenched teeth. “You fuckin’ told Pam! How could you do that to me? How could you?”

“I’m sorry!”

“You had no right to answer my phone Denise! You had no right!”

I nervously licked my lips. “I-I thought…”

“You thought what?”

“I thought she should know. I felt she had a right to know.”

“It was none of your fuckin’ business! That wasn’t your decision to make! How would you have felt if I’d answered the phone when Evan called you?”

“It wouldn’t have bothered me none. He’s the one that set us up. It would’ve served his ass right!”

“How about if your mother had called? Or one of your friends?”

“That’s not the same thing!”

“You’re right; it’s even worse! You shouldn’t have done that to me! I didn’t belong to you! We weren’t in a relationship! She was the one I was in a relationship with, not you!”

“Yes Veronica, I know that all too well. You kept making that abundantly clear all fuckin’ night.” I was getting pissed off now.

“I know you didn’t like it, but we were! What you did was selfish, insensitive and downright childish!”

I wanted to stay pissed off at her. I wanted to blame her; I even wanted to blame Pam, but the shit was all on me, and I knew that. I put my hands up in defeat and tried to explain myself. “I-I wanted… I didn’t want you… I wanted you to myself. I didn’t want you to be with her anymore. You had an affair with me. I didn’t think you two were good together.”

“I told you that wasn’t your fuckin’ decision to make! We had a deal Denise! We had a deal! And you ruined it! You ruined everything! All because of your selfish, twisted desire to be territorial over a fuckin’ tongue!”

“You just made me feel so good that night Veronica,” I vulnerably continued to explain myself. “And she kept calling. She wouldn’t stop.”

“She was my wife! She had a right to call any time she fuckin’ felt like it!”

“You had already answered the phone the night before and talked to her. You had talked to her when I’d first gotten there the next day. I was sick of that shit! We agreed our time together was our own time and you broke that pact! I felt betrayed!”

“You should’ve made your feelings known; you shouldn’t have tried to fuck up my relationship!”

“I did make my feeling known! You just didn’t care!”

“I did care but like I had told you the night before, I wasn’t leaving my wife for you and I wasn’t going to just kick her to the side like trash if she needed me!”

“The bitch didn’t need you, she was just desperate and pathetic!”

She started towards me again. “Don’t you talk about her like that!”

This bitch looked like she was going to hit me. Pushing her away from me, I rapidly blinked and looked at her like she was a stranger. “Look at you. You’re still fuckin’ doing it! The bitch left you over six months

ago without a word or an explanation and you’re standing here defending her and yelling at me! I’m the one who’s been here all these months! I’m the one who wiped your tears away when you cried! I listened to you moan and groan and whine over how much you missed her! She didn’t call you Veronica! Not once! She didn’t even allow her family to tell you what happened.”

“She didn’t call me because of you! She left me because of you! Her heart was broken because of you! I lost my wife over you! This is all your fault! All because you were horny and desperate for someone to keep eating your fuckin’ pussy! I hope it was all worth it to you, because you fucked everything up for everybody! You fucked everything up!”

Something snapped inside of me. I wanted to smack the shit out of her, beat her ass, and tear her whole fucking house up but I knew better. I also knew what she’d said was true. But I was too proud and pissed off to admit it.

“You ruined everything Veronica!” I yelled, pointing my finger at her. “You did! You were the selfish one! You knew I was married but that didn’t stop you, did it? You wanted what you wanted, and you went after it! You didn’t give a fuck that I was married; you didn’t care about what covenant Evan and I had! You weren’t thinking about Pam when your head was between my legs, were you? You didn’t give a fuck about sharing me with my husband or your wife sharing you with me! You want to be pissed off at somebody, be pissed off at yourself, because none of this shit wouldn’t have gone down if you hadn’t said those words, ‘I would love to eat your wife’s pussy’. Would they Or agreed to it the second time. Would it?”

She didn’t say anything. She just stood there staring at me, trembling with anger and emotion.

“Would it?” I harshly repeated. “You want to be mad at someone? You want to be angry and hate somebody? Hate yourself bitch. Because this all started with you!”

Veronica started towards me again with her hands raised; then suddenly stopped, looking down at the ground as she worked her jaw. “Get the fuck out of my house Denise. Leave. Now.”

“You don’t have to ask twice, I’m going.” I headed for our shared bedroom.

“Don’t pack shit, just leave!” she spat at me, throwing her hair out of her face. Despite the tension, hurt feelings, and anger simmering between us, my desire for her still ran deep and watching her hair fall softly to her shoulders had my pussy twitching with excitement and my breathing shallow. Fuck, she was beautiful and even more so when she was pissed off. I couldn’t believe this shit was happening. I couldn’t believe it was going down like this. Why hadn’t I just let things be? Why had I been so greedy and selfish? She would’ve left her eventually, right?

“I need to get my stuff,” I tersely repeated.

“I’ll mail it to you.”

“I have nowhere to go. Someone is renting my old house, remember?”

“That’s too fuckin’ bad! You need to get the fuck out!”

Tears sprang to my eyes and began to fall. I lost all bravado and I felt the crushing wave of sadness fall over me like freezing rain. I did not want to lose her. I couldn’t lose her. “Veronica,” I tearfully began. “I’m so sorry. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you. I didn’t mean to hurt Pam. I just… I just wanted you so much.”

My emotions unfazed her. “You didn’t want me. You wanted what I did to you. How I made you feel. You wanted sex. You think I don’t know that? That’s all I wanted too. But over the course of the last few months, my feelings for you had changed. I was starting to feel different- I was starting to feel! But…” She hopelessly shook her head and restlessly paced back and forth. “These last few months don’t amount to shit. It was all built on a lie.”

“No Veronica, they weren’t. Don’t you see? You weren’t the only one who was starting to feel something. I’ve been feeling it too. If I’m being honest, I started feeling it that night we came back together. Things worked out for all of us, don’t you see that?  I did you a favor. Both of you. If your love was so strong, why did you seduce me? Why did she believe me? Why didn’t she fight for you? Did she ask for you back in that letter she wrote?”

Veronica hugged her arms tight to her chest and licked her lips. “Of course not.” Her tone was softer now. “She just wanted to let me know what happened. She got tired of me calling her family.”

My eyes knitted with annoyance. “You’ve still been calling them?”

“We were together ten years Denise. I wanted to know what happened. I deserved to know what happened.” She paused and looked away from me, staring out at the beautiful skyline beyond our windows. “Look, I know what I did was wrong. I know what fault I played in everything. But she didn’t deserve that. She didn’t. What you did was wrong. It was wrong!”

I played with a lint ball on my pants. “I know.”

We were quiet for several minutes, refusing to look at one another or console one another. I felt like my world was falling apart. Where would I go? What would I do?

“Look,” I carefully began as I walked towards the elevator on weak legs, “I’ll leave. I’ll try to find a studio somewhere in the building. I’ll let you know where I am. You can just send my things to me there.”

“You can’t afford a studio in this building.” Her words stung but she hadn’t said them with anger or condescension. “Don’t worry about it. You can stay here until you find a place to stay.”

“I really am sorry Veronica.”

She looked at me with tears in her eyes. “I wish you hadn’t done that. I wish you would’ve just let things stay as they were.”

“Then you’d be together, and I’d be alone. That wouldn’t have been fair to me either. Just answer me one thing: Have you been happy these last few months?”

She gnawed on her lip for a minute and tucked a stray hair behind her ear. She sniffled loudly and wiped her nose with her sleeve. “Yes,” she unwillingly admitted.

“So have I. I wasn’t happy with my husband. Were you happy with her?”

“I was satisfied.”

“Were you happy? Like we’ve been?”

She was quiet so long I feared she wouldn’t answer me. “No.”

“Okay.”

“But that still didn’t give you the right to do what you did.”

I put my head in my hands and flopped down on one of the leather lazy-boys situated alongside the couch. “I know. I know. I know! I’m sorry. Fuck! I’m so fuckin’ sorry.”

I started crying and I can’t even begin to tell you why. The one thing in the world I never wanted was to hurt Veronica and I had done that very thing by betraying her trust. My tears didn’t faze her none. I didn’t lift my head, but I could hear her moving about the apartment, picking up my shopping bags and throwing them on the couch, getting her purse and keys, and striding to the elevator in her red-bottom three-inch heels.

Within minutes, I heard the distinctive ding of the elevator doors opening.

“I’ll be back,” was all she said as she got on the elevator. The doors closed.

I didn’t hear from Veronica for the next seven days.


Chapter 7

Someone was moving between my legs. I squirmed my head against my silk pillowcase and moaned. My eyes fluttered open and closed again. My head rolled back and forth against the pillow and my fingers clutched the sheets beneath me. Fuck. Who the… FUCK! Someone’s tongue was working itself in and out of my pussy at a medium, steady pace. The tongue was wet, long, and skillful. That shit felt so fuckin’ good. Damn. Was I dreaming? Where was I? What was happening?

“Uhhhhhhhhh,” I gasped as two fingers were inserted inside of me. “Oh my God… Oh my God…”

The tongue flattened itself against my clit; then licked it fast and furious. My ass arched off the bed and I opened my legs wide.

“Yesssss,” I moaned. “Yessssss…”

A moan long and deep surfaced from between my legs. I wanted to open my eyes, but I was afraid I was dreaming and it would stop if I did.

It went on for minutes. My titties were caressed and sucked. My ass was licked, spanked, and stroked. My pussy was tortured in a good way and eaten relentlessly. When I climaxed, it was so strong it brought tears from my eyes. I collapsed against the bed and sobbed softly, still clutching the sheets with the tips of my fingers.

I didn’t have to open my eyes to know who it was.

“Open your eyes baby.”

It was Veronica. She had come back. She had come back for me!

My eyes fluttered again and I looked down at her through my tears. She was fully dressed in a tailored jacket and pants, her hair was all over head from eating me, and she had a beautiful smile on her face. Her eyes were bright with tears as well. Beauty was her name.

Seven whole days. Seven long days. And she had come back to me. I can’t even begin to confess how happy and whole that made me feel inside.

“Veron- “

“No,” she said, holding her hand up at me and shaking her head. “Don’t. I don’t want to talk right now.”

“Where have you been?”

“I needed to go away for a while and clear my head. Think.”

“For seven days?”

“It wouldn’t have been smart for me to come back to you sooner than that. Trust me.”

I nodded in understanding. She pulled away from me and I turned on my side, drawing my knees up to my waist. I felt vulnerable and exposed. Stupid. I felt hear move behind me and languidly sighed as she put her arms around me and pressed up against me. I closed my eyes and deeply inhaled her scent. Her thick ebony hair laid against my cheeks and I reached up to stroke the ends with my fingers.

“I was so angry with you,” she quietly said. “I almost hated you.”

Pausing, I stopped stroking her hair and put my hand against hers at my hip. “I know.”

“I wanted to stay away. But I couldn’t. I missed you.” She rubbed her face against mine. “I missed you so much.”

“I missed you too.”

We lay in pleasurable silence for minutes.

“You were right,” she heavily sighed. “You were right about everything. About Pam. About me. About us. I didn’t want to admit it, but you were. I was just so shocked and so disgusted when I read that letter and she’d told me what all you’d said and how it had made her feel… I was racked with guilt… I never wanted to hurt her that way.” She heavily sighed again. “But you were right. I wasn’t happy. I was just there because I’d been there so long. It wasn’t done in the right way, but you did do us a favor. She’s moved on. That’s part of the reason why she was able to finally write me and tell me the truth.

​“She’s met someone and they’re very happy. I expected that to hurt me and it didn’t. I actually felt kind of relieved. I was embarrassed more than anything. I always wanted to be the good guy and I wasn’t anymore.”

I rubbed my hand against her arm and stayed silent.

“I understand why you did what you did. I’m not excusing it, but I do. I don’t know what this thing is between us D. I don’t know where it’s going or how long it’ll last. But as far as right now is concerned, I want you in my life. I don’t want you to leave.”

“I don’t want to leave either,” I softly replied.

“Look at me.”

Turning on my side, I placed both arms around her and looked up into those dazzling green eyes. Her eyes held mine for a long moment then closed as she leaned down to kiss me with emotional passion. I moaned as her hands found my breasts and firmly caressed them.

“I thought it was all about the sex,” she breathed as she pulled away to look at me again. “And sex is a big part of who we are. But I like you too Denise. I like you very much. I want to tell you I love you but that would be a lie.”

“I understand.”

“But who knows? Maybe we’ll grow to love one another. I do know that what I feel for you is deeper than anything I’ve ever felt before.”

“Me too.”

She thoughtfully stared at me for a moment. “I want to introduce you to my family. I think I’ve been hiding you long enough. Is that okay with you?”

I held my breath and nervously looked at her. “Okay. But… I’m not ready to- “

She shook her head at me. “I understand. It’s okay. You don’t have to. Whenever you’re ready.”

“Thank you.”

We smiled at one another, gazing into each other’s eyes with warmth, understanding, and affection. The gaze soon gave way to lust and I felt myself trembling as she leaned down to put my titty in her mouth.

“Veronica,” I groaned, arching to her.

“Seven days without this pussy nearly drove me insane,” she said, running her fingers through my center. “Not seeing your face… Not hearing your voice…”

“I know. I felt the same way.”

“Can I eat this bush again baby?”

“Fuck yeah Veronica.” Gasping aloud, I threw my arms behind my head and looked down at her as she situated herself between my thighs again.

Yes, this relationship had started out with sex, yes, we had a lot of sex, and I was sure we’d have even more sex in the future. But fuck… This woman made my heart sing. She warmed me inside.

Veronica watched me as she lowered her tongue to my pussy and started slowly licking me again, her soft hair brushing my thighs and making them tingle as she moved her head up and down against me. I ran my fingers through her hair and gyrated my hips against her, holding eye contact with her as she blessed me repeatedly with that hurricane tongue.

“Oh, eat my pussy, yes,” I whined. “Eat it baby. Oh babyyyyyyy… Oh yes…. Oh, that feels so fuckin’ good.”

“Whose pussy is it baby?”

“It’s yours Veronica. It’s yours. All yours.”

At least for now…
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