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When Jack walks into Ellen’s office, she’s expecting a morose client, not the hottest man she’s ever seen. And his issues ignite a fire inside her she can’t help but explore. Especially once she learns of his addiction to sex.

Illicit encounters and no strings fun are part of his world, not hers. But Ellen finds herself craving things she never suspected she could, even taking risks outside of her marriage, which just makes things even worse for her.

Until she takes the ultimate step towards freeing herself from the shackles of conventional sexuality and becoming a woman who craves ultimate pleasure. With new lovers she can’t resist enjoying, and her husband watching at the same time. Whether he likes it or not.


If you are interested in your own custom erotic story, I am available for commissions:

Find me on Twitter: @vickieverotica

Find me on my website: www.vickievaughan.ca

Join my newsletter and receive promotions and free beta copies of upcoming books!

I genuinely love my readers and hope that we can connect! It’s been a while since I’ve been able to publish so regularly, so please let me know if you enjoyed this story by leaving a review where you found it!


CHAPTER ONE

Sighing, Ellen took a glance at the clock. It was time for her next intake, and that was an employee assistance claim. Something she always dreaded, because inevitably it was some cubicle worker who didn’t like their job and needed a pep talk. Not exactly what she got a master’s degree for, but it paid the bills. At least it gave her family a roof, food on the table and her daughter’s tuition got paid mostly on time.

Okay, it was time to bite the bullet. One thing that was interesting about her job was the fact she got to encounter new things most days, and at least that kept things fresh. Somewhat. After doing it for twenty years it had become so routine. Like Ellen was drifting through life on autopilot. Many people might complain about that type of thing, but not her. She had the two cars in the driveway, a nice deck on the back of her house that she could enjoy sometimes, and a husband who at least wasn’t a complete pain in the ass.

And a good career. Ellen had spent enough time in school to learn the things she needed to, and honestly, her work was interesting and fulfilling. At least most of the time. Her hourly rate was enough that she could get away with working fewer hours even though sometimes she wished things could get a little more interesting. Dealing with anxiety cases constantly and people who were having dysfunctional relationships got old sometimes. All Ellen was craving was something a bit new to come into her life.

Ellen knew her next client would wait outside in the reception area, and as soon as she walked out, her eyes were transfixed. It was definitely not the usual encounter that she had expected, and when she looked at the man sitting there, he took her breath away.

When he looked up at her and Ellen’s eyes travelled across muscular arms that were slowly being uncrossed, her entire body felt a reaction. His eyes were the first thing she saw, and they were a deep blue colour that contrasted his dark fair skin and salt and pepper hair perfectly. He even had a scar on his chin that looked rugged and sexy, cutting through the perfect five o’clock shadow that he wore.

And the smile. Perfect pearly white teeth and lips, probably covered with veneers. And it was genuine, from the way his dark eyes crinkled in the corners. When he stood up, Ellen saw the pants tighten and show her his body was muscular in all the right places and that he was definitely sporting an ass that was built through hours in the gym.

“Uh…hello. You’re here to see…” he cut her off assertively. The most gorgeous man she’d been so close to in years.

“Hi, you must be Ellen? I’m Jack. It’s nice to meet you.” He stuck out his hand, and it was surprising her first instinct wasn’t to shake his hand, but Ellen wanted to draw him in. To smell his scent and get another whiff of whatever cologne he was wearing and feel his hard body against hers. What the fuck was happening?

Finally, she took his hand and stammer out a response. “Nice…you as…I mean…” shaking her head, Ellen laughed and when he echoed hers, it was like gorgeous bells ringing in the air. “Sorry. It’s been a long day.” And you’re fucking gorgeous. “Nice to meet you as well. Come on in. I hope you weren’t waiting long.”

“Not at all.” Even though it wasn’t usual, she directed him rather than leading just so she could let him walk by her and not only get another bit of scent that made her whole body twitch, but the well built shoulders and perfect ass were clearly outlined under his pants. Just enough muscle to be enticing, and the way he moved was like a sinuous cat.

“Have a seat wherever you like,” Ellen began like she always did. Her mind was racing as Jack sat down. She’d never had a client who was, to be totally blunt, so incredibly hot it was distracting. Ellen, of course, had her share of male clients, but it was rare that any were attractive enough for her to notice, and it had never distracted her. Jack was doing both, and not only was Ellen noticing, but she was also reacting. Mentally she told herself to calm down, but that did nothing to calm her inner voice, which was already getting a mind of its’ own.

When he sat down, her eyes lingered on his crotch. She crossed her legs and thought about that scene in Basic Instinct right away, feeling like she might flash him her panties. How big might he be under those slightly tight slacks? Could she see a slight bulge underneath, pressing against one leg? Was he a grower or a shower?

Jesus, Ellen. Stop it! Her rational brain finally kicked in a bit, and she cleared her throat as Jack looked at her. “Okay, so you’ve signed all the forms…” Ellen went into her usual patter about informed consent and confidentiality, which was normal with new clients. Getting into routine was important now that she was distracted, and the best way to do that was just to start talking a bit. Once they got into the session, her mind would settle down. At least she hoped so. Her panties were already damp, though. “…so let’s start by talking about what brought you here today.”

“Well…I figured this was the best place to talk about it.” Jack started. “I’ve been getting into some trouble at work. And outside of work sometimes.”

Okay, this was more interesting than the usual stuff Ellen heard. “Can you tell me a bit more about what’s causing the trouble?”

Jack flushed, and suddenly Ellen had a hard time not noticing that his pants twitched. His dick was getting hard, and he was breathing differently. It was her job to observe affect, after all. What was he experiencing? Shame? No, the signs weren’t there. Ellen decided to lead a bit more. “Remember, everything here is confidential. You can open up, and there’s no judgement.”

“It’s just…” Jack began. “I have a problem with my sex drive. In fact, I think I might be a sex addict.”

Ellen couldn’t help her physical response. A stunning man had just told her he was possibly a sex addict, and he had the body of a model and looks to match. Without prompting, she pushed her legs together to lightly stimulate her damp slit, and that wasn’t something that had ever happened with a client. Just the way the word sex dripped off his tongue made it sound sensual. She had to compose herself.

Clearing her throat, she had to shift gears quickly. “So, you’re telling me it’s interfering with your life?”

Jack sighed again. And even that was sexy as hell. It made her wonder if that was how he sounded when he was in bed with his conquests. “Well, sort of. I mean, it’s to where I think about sex all the time and want to have it daily. More than once if I can. And that means things like work become difficult.”

“I can understand that.” Ellen told him. “Has this been an issue for a while?”

“Since school. I discovered sex thanks to one of my old girlfriends. She was into kinky stuff and taught me a lot. Older girl. I was a sophomore, and she was a senior.”

“It’s unusual at that age to have fetishes.” Ellen commented. “Can you tell me about what you mean by kinky stuff?”

“She liked to be tied up. Spanked. Dominated. It taught me at a very early age how to really take control of a sexual situation and that women mostly seem to be submissive to a true dominant.” He smiled at her. “Which I seem to be able to do quite well.”

He looked wistful for a moment. “We had a lot of really great sex.” Jesus. Now Ellen was thinking about herself in handcuffs. Being spanked. She could feel her body heating up. It was hard not to ask him to tell her more, but she was dancing on the edge of being inappropriate already.

“Let’s go back to why you’re here. What made you decide to reach out to someone to talk about it?” Jack smiled a thousand watt smile at her.

“I guess I just thought maybe it wasn’t normal. And I can get some ways to…well, calm myself down when I get all riled up and horny. I’ve slept with coworkers, friends’ wives. Sometimes they knew and sometimes they didn’t. My life just kind of became all about sex and I never really have explored a genuine relationship.” Hearing him say the word horny made her pussy twitch again. Were her panties as soaked as they felt right now? If Jack asked her to spread her legs, would she? “So yeah. Plus, maybe you can help me find out where it came from and how to control it.”

“It’s interesting you said where it came from.” Ellen suggested. “Like it’s something that you don’t know the origin of.”

Jack laughed. “Oh, I know the origin. You know that when the first woman you ever have sex with is the best? Now I feel like I’m a crack addict chasing the first high.” he sighed.

“What happened to her?”

“We broke up eventually. Sex was all we really had, and it wasn’t enough. We had a lot of it though. Even after she left high school.”

“Okay then. Can you tell me about how this whole thing got started? I mean, your sexuality.”

It was part of her regular assessment protocols, but somehow, she knew his story was going to be different. And Ellen really wanted to hear him talk about sex. He seemed to be so open about it, like it was no big deal.

There was something behind his words, something smoldering under the surface. His looks and body were enticing enough, but when Jack described some things he was concerned about, it just made her body squirm. “I just can’t make love to a woman. I have to make her into a dripping, sweaty mess on the bed that’s begging me to stop. It’s a thrill for me to be the best lover that any woman has ever had, and I feel like it’s holding me back from having a proper relationship. I can’t connect well with women because any that I’m attracted to, I just end up in bed with them right away.”

“You’d say your primary goal would be to have a relationship with someone that you enjoy, without the sexual side of things?”

“Hey, don’t get me wrong. I want the sex too. I just want to feel like I’m connected with that person somehow, not just fucking them. Sorry to be so blunt.”

“No, it’s fine. This is a place you can be honest about your feelings.” Ellen told him. But her mind was thinking about being a sweaty mess on a bed with the incredibly sexy man across from her. It was difficult for her to get her mind to a place where she was actually doing her job until he shook her out of it with a question.

“So, what do you think? Am I a sex addict? Do I have a serious problem?”

“Honestly, I can’t really say. The next time we meet, we will go into some more details, and it usually takes at least half a dozen sessions to really explore things thoroughly. Does that sound like it would work for you?” It would also give her at least half a dozen sessions with this new stud. He was the hottest man she’d ever seen.

As much as Ellen was trying hard to maintain her composure, it was one of the hardest sessions she’d ever had in my career. She hoped Jack couldn’t smell how turned on she was sitting across from him. Something about his aura just exuded sexuality.

“That sounds great. I have a good feeling about this. It’s so easy to talk to you.” Jack uncrossed his legs, and it was impossible not to take a glance at his crotch. “Should we book for a few days from now?”

“Let’s do that.” Ellen said, turning to her appointment book.

When Jack finally walked out, she couldn’t help it. Her clit had been throbbing for the better part of an hour. She walked to the door and locked it. Thankfully, there was half an hour before her next session. Her mind was thinking about the sexy man’s eyes, feeling his lips and hands all over her body and him fucking her into a puddle like he had described. Maybe even tied up, so she’d have to beg him to stop.

Opening up her laptop, it was easy to find Jack’s Instagram profile based on his name, and even easier to pull up a couple of pictures of him shirtless on the beach. Holy shit, his body was incredible. Sliding up her skirt, Ellen touched her panties and found them hot and wet. Her slit was even more aroused than she’d suspected. Moving a hand under her panties, she gasped loudly when her sensitive clit vibrated. She’d rarely felt the need to touch herself, but he’d done something to her she couldn’t deny.

Clicking on a picture of Jack working out, she was delighted to see that instead it was a video, and he was posing in a mirror while flexing, obviously very happy with his body. There was a teasing smile on his face for the camera, and all Ellen could imagine was that he was looking at her, rubbing her dripping wet pussy. That sent her easily over the edge and her body shuddered with a hard orgasm, almost letting out a primal wail as she let herself cum all over her fingers.

Jesus, what the hell did I just do?

As soon as Jack had walked out, she’d needed to masturbate. He’d affected her that much, and it had never happened before. Even when she’d met her husband and seen some of her son’s attractive friends from college, they didn’t have such an effect on her so fast. He was coming back in a few days, and Ellen was already looking forward to it.


CHAPTER TWO

Somehow, she managed to get through her last session of the day, which was easy when the client cried for most of the time they had. Nothing like somebody paying you two dollars a minute to cry. But it was a living. Packing up, Ellen couldn’t help but still think about Jack. Hearing about some things he’d disclosed in session had stirred something inside her.

She’d experienced nothing like he spoke about. Sex that was wild, no strings attached and kinky. Her husband Andrew was attractive enough and their sex life was…well, okay. Nothing special. Pretty vanilla if she was being honest with herself, but it certainly wasn’t anything to complain about. They had sex fairly regularly. And with an older son still living with them, it wasn’t like they could rock the casbah loudly and have sex all over the house. In fact, Ellen thought she remembered having sex in the shower once, and that was on vacation in Mexico after they were both drunk.

Pulling into the driveway of her perfect house, she walked inside and was greeted with lots of male voices from the kitchen. There definitely wasn’t a lot of estrogen in the house, that was for sure. Maybe her son had a friend over for dinner or they were entertaining, and she hadn’t been told about it. “I’m home!” Ellen called out as she walked into the front hall.

Her husband, Andrew, stuck his head out of the kitchen. “Hey babe, we are just making dinner. Connor’s here.” She almost groaned inside. That was all she needed after what had happened that afternoon. Her son’s friend Connor was what she politely referred to as a chatterbox. He never shut up. Ellen immediately headed upstairs and got changed quickly, looking at herself in the mirror. At least the edge was off her libido a bit because of masturbating earlier in the office, and she hoped Andrew would be in the mood later that night for some more fun.

Sighing, Ellen walked downstairs and into the kitchen. Her husband was busy at the stove and she couldn’t help but check out his ass in the jeans he wore. It just seemed somehow disappointing. It had been a while since she’d really craved seeing him naked.

“Hey, Mom!” her son Sean said. “How many heads did you shrink today?” His friend Connor laughed and then immediately started chattering.

“Oh my God, I can’t even imagine talking to a stranger about my life. Hey Mrs. D, do people ever tell you like really weird things? I can’t even…like, who even does that?”

Connor was annoying on a good day, but when Ellen looked at him, he was still wearing a tank top that was tight around his chest and muscled arms. He and her son both played for the varsity basketball team, and that was how they could even afford tuition thanks to a partial athletic scholarship. Suddenly Ellen hoped that he would stand up, and she’d be able to see him in the baggy shorts the players always wore. Whenever she went to watch Sean play, she always felt like a pervert, but there was no denying that twenty-year-old men with massive hands and long limbs were enough to get her fired up. She always wondered about his size. If it measured up to the rumours she’d heard about young black men.

“Mom hears it all. But she can’t really talk about it.”

“I guess that’s legit…I mean, if it were me, I’d have to confess such weird shit I don’t even know where I would start talking? Like I’d probably just blurt out crap I’d never want anyone to hear about, and…”

Finally, Ellen had to cut him off. “There’s definitely confidentiality involved. How was practice today?” Changing the subject was always a good way to cut Connor’s chatterbox nature. She walked over to Andrew and wrapped her arms around his waist, kissing him on the back. “Smells great, babe.” Ellen felt his body tense a bit, and then he pulled away slightly. It had been a while since they really ramped up the public displays, and his reaction wasn’t abnormal, even though it kind of annoyed her. What man rejected his presumably attractive wife?

Somehow, they had drifted apart physically, and the fact she had reacted so intensely to Jack told Ellen something needed to change. And the reaction she had just received from being even a little physically affectionate was pretty typical, at least lately. It wasn’t like she didn’t want to rekindle things with her husband, but that had to be a two way street, and Ellen didn’t know what it was going to take.

All night as they went about their usual routine, it was on her mind. Plus, she was still thinking about Jack constantly. Whatever spell her new client had put on her, Ellen had to keep telling herself that the reaction to an attractive man was perfectly normal. She just needed to make sure she wasn’t crossing any sort of boundary.

It was running through her mind like a train. The fact Jack had gotten her so intensely focused on him and his smoldering sexuality that she even had to masturbate in her office. Masturbation was part of her regular routine at home because of their dwindling sex life, but she certainly had never done it at work. And it had taken the edge off. A bit, at least.

Of course, that didn’t mean Ellen wasn’t still horny. Getting into bed next to Andrew, he was wearing his usual pyjama pants and a shirt, which was normal. What wasn’t normal was the state of her libido. Normally it would be a quick session with a Kindle, reading and then curling up to go to bed, but tonight she had something else in mind. She’d even put on a piece of lingerie instead of her usual outfit, and he didn’t even notice. Andrew turned away from her and turned off his light, and instead of grabbing the tablet like usual, she slid closer to him in the bed.  

Ellen slid her hand up the back of his shirt and scratched with her nails. Her nipples were hard, and she felt Andrew tense. And then he asked. “Babe…what are you doing?” Without waiting for an answer, she moved her hand lower and around to the front, and he pushed back into her as her hand grazed his crotch. “What’s gotten into you?” He turned around with actual surprise. It was deserved. She didn’t often initiate sex, and definitely not as the aggressor. Her hand cupped his cock, and she squeezed gently, making him moan.

Deciding to see how far he would let her go, Ellen grabbed his arm and tugged him onto his back, then took a strap of her lingerie down and exposed her breasts. “Damn.” Andrew said, sliding his hands to her chest and cupping her breasts. Taking that as a good sign, Ellen moved her hand under his pyjama pants to feel his cock, then slid a hand between her legs. She was definitely wet and had been for most of the evening. Usually, she let Andrew take the lead in bed, but somehow tonight felt different. And she was horny as a wildcat, especially because when she had been getting ready, she was thinking about Jack.

Moving her head down, she kissed his lower stomach and then grabbed his pants and tugged them down. “I want to suck you.” Going down on him was usually a guarantee of getting him hard. His cock was stiffening in her hand and when she licked up the shaft and then slipped it into her mouth, she heard him moan.

“Babe, damn…that’s fucking amazing.”

“Mmm...” she sucked harder and then felt his body tense even more. “I want you. I want you to fuck me.”

Andrew finally sighed. And it was a sigh of defeat, not of desire. His erection softened. When he wasn’t in the mood, it was like his whole libido just evaporated. There wasn’t any sexuality there. It was a sigh that told Ellen he wasn’t going to be able to get it up, and as much as he was her husband, she was disappointed. His cock had deflated like a balloon. Ellen let go of his dick and moved back up beside him.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, and all he could do was turn away and curl up with some space between them. Ellen was a bit confused, but then no words were said between them. At least nothing that could rectify the situation that she couldn’t even get her husband hard enough to fuck her. That was something that would definitely have to change, and soon. And maybe there were other ways to enjoy herself besides giving him the expectation that she was going to receive average sex once a month and that was okay.

Thinking about being handcuffed to the bed and getting fucked like a rag doll was running through her mind. Jack had given her a glimpse into a sexual world she didn’t even know she craved.

“It’s nothing. Let’s just go to bed.” Like something hanging in the air, Ellen saw his mouth open and then close again, and he finally sighed and stopped moving. They were both disappointed, she could tell. At least she definitely was, for the situation where her own husband wasn’t interested in getting frisky anymore. And who knew if or how they were going to manage it.

Finally, she drifted off, hoping that things would change. They had to.


CHAPTER THREE

The next couple of days went as usual, although she was waking up early with damp thighs and sexual thoughts whirring through her mind. Something had been woken up inside her. Something that had been squashed down for so long she didn’t even know what it looked like anymore. And the next session with Jack loomed over Ellen as she arrived to work that day.

Ellen couldn’t deny the fact that she had been eagerly awaiting seeing Jack again, and it certainly didn’t disappoint her. If anything, he looked even hotter than he did the first time she saw him, just slightly differently. He was wearing gym clothes, and the tank top he barely covered his chest and arms with showed off his physique. He looked like he was glowing. “Hi! I hope you don’t mind. I just came straight from the gym.”

“Of course, I don’t mind.” Ellen stammered. Seeing him in workout clothes was even better than what he had been wearing the last time. And the shorts and top showed off even more than last time. Just a little tight. Now Ellen could see that there was a healthy lump underneath them and she could only imagine what it would look like lengthening out to full thickness. It sat like a third leg against his thigh, and it was hard to keep her eyes off it. “So, today is different. What I’d like to do is start exploring the issue you brought up, and in order to do that, I need to direct the conversation a bit more.” Jack nodded.

“I’m curious what the earliest sexual things you remember are?” Often when people were hypersexual it was because of abuse or trauma, and it was delicate to dance around that subject.

He looked at the window. “Well, I guess I started masturbating. Noticed girls around middle school, I think. That’s not really unusual.”

“So, no sexual abuse or anything like that.” His head shook.

“No, zero. In fact, my parents were open about sexuality and when they knew I started having sex, we had ‘the talk’. You know, birds and bees.”

“Sounds pretty typical.”

“Yep, pretty typical.”

“And then you mentioned a girlfriend. What happened there?”

He shrugged. “I didn’t really know anything about girls, but she liked me. And once we had sex the first time, that was pretty much it for me. It was all I wanted. So, I was willing to try pretty much anything.”

Ellen shifted in her seat. There were so many questions she had that were inappropriate. “Can you give me an example?”

He smiled as if remembering a fond memory. “I have never forgotten the first time she asked me to tie her to the bed. Then I used a vibrator on her until she squirted all over the sheets and begged me to stop. The sounds she made…” he looked away. “…I knew I wanted to make every woman experience that kind of pleasure.”

Already Ellen could feel her panties were damp. Imagining herself tied to a headboard begging Jack to stop vibrating her pussy. Squirting, something she’d never done before. Clearing her throat, she knew she needed to move ahead.  

“When did you first feel like this was getting out of control and affecting your life negatively?”

He laughed. “I guess the first time I got fired because of it. Slept with my supervisor’s wife. She was the instigator, but I certainly enjoyed it. And they ended up getting divorced because of it. That made me feel guilty. Although she was incredible in bed.”

“I’m curious if you have ever kept up a relationship after this type of thing happened.”

“Well, that’s the problem, like I said in our last session. Never been able to keep a relationship going. Even though they always come back for more sex. I’m just looking for more.”

It was unusual to hear the tables turned, but that just confirmed to Ellen that he was good enough at sex to have women asking for more. Usually, it was the other way around. Looking at him and hearing him talk, she wasn’t overly surprised.

“And what type of relationship are you looking for?”

“I crave intelligence. Beauty. Sexual openness and high libido. Somebody I can be active with. Somebody I can have a great conversation with over dinner and then fuck her on the kitchen table afterwards.”

His blunt account of what he was looking for was refreshing. Ellen couldn’t believe he hadn’t been able to find it so far, but she also couldn’t resist thinking that he had just described her. Someone who likely would have loved to be fucked on a dining room table after a great meal.

He continued. “It became a game after a while. What types of debaucherous things could I do sexually? Multiple partners, the thrill of seduction.”

Ellen’s pussy twitched again, thinking about being seduced. “It was so damned easy, and I just found myself horny all the time. One time I hooked up with three different women in the same day. Breakfast, lunch and dinner. I’d make a game out of it. How many women could I sleep with in a week. That type of stuff.”

“That’s when you started to think maybe there was a problem.”

“Actually, no. That wasn’t a big deal honestly except that I was tired a lot. The problem was when I got fired because of banging his wife.”

“You said the word problem.” That was a prompt for him to hopefully open up a bit more. “Do you mean getting caught or losing your job?”

“Oh, I didn’t care we got caught. I cared about the job.”

Ellen couldn’t resist. “How did you end up getting caught?” she had to know. Hearing Jack describe his sexual adventures was far too enticing to not pry into.

“Her husband must have suspected something, because I let my brain get the best of me. She showed up at his office after hours unannounced to sleep with me and was bent over his desk, and I was fucking her in the ass. He walked in.” Ellen’s mouth went dry.

“You mean you were having…anal sex?” Jack gave her a funny look and then smiled.

“Yes, we definitely were. I love anal. There’s nothing that makes me fuck harder than a woman’s ass squeezing me slowly while I use a vibrator on her pussy.” The words dripped off his tongue and Ellen had a hard time maintaining her composure. He was just so open and sexual. And suddenly all she could think about was being bent over the couch she was sitting on, her gorgeous, sexy ass pushed up into the air as Jack eased his cock into her tight hole.

“I think that might be part of my problem.” He broke her out of a reverie. “I’ve had so much sex in so many ways, it’s almost like I need something more in order to get my fix.”

Clearing her throat, Ellen adjusted herself to make sure that he couldn’t see how turned on she was. “That’s a pretty common path in addiction.” Thankfully, his words had given her a way to segue into another topic that didn’t have to do with Jack describing sex acts.

“But I guess what I’m really craving is that closeness. Somebody who can get inside my head and know me for who I really am and want me for more than just my dick. Sorry to be so blunt.”

“That’s never happened to you? It sounds like you’re a pretty charismatic guy.”

“That’s why I’m currently on a celibate run. No sex until I find that woman.”

Ellen nodded. Another very common thing for sex addiction. “I’m glad to hear that.” She paused, but she had to know for her own curiosity. “Are you still masturbating?”

He grinned sheepishly. “When I have the right stimulation. I have needs, after all.” When Jack said it, he looked right at her. Ellen glanced down at his shorts and saw that there was a generous bulge there. “You know, I see a beautiful woman and she makes me wonder what it would be like to tie her to a bed.”

Her body responded viscerally, twitching and forcing her to uncross her legs again. Something inside her head was screaming to just tell him to approach her chair and do the things she knew he would happily do to her. Bend her over the desk behind her and fuck her senseless while spanking her and pulling her hair. Dirty, sweaty, dangerous sex. With a dry mouth, she took a sip of water and composed herself.

Managing to not stare at him or the clock for the rest of the session, when Jack stood up, it was impossible not to stare at the bulge in his shorts. Her arousal would have been completely obvious if she’d gotten close to him. Jack was oblivious to what he did to her, but Ellen also knew he probably had that effect on a lot of women. In his world, it was completely normal.

There was another client immediately after him, which took her mind off the session. It was important to keep busy when she had busy thoughts, that she knew from her own practice. The day flowed well until it was time to leave.

She had a massage booked for later that day, and it was a welcome addition to her routine. Once a month, it gave her a good way to relax and get some therapy. Her therapist was talkative sometimes, but once they settled into a rhythm usually Ellen could zone out and just enjoy feeling the gentle relaxation.

Walking into the clinic, she told the front desk she had arrived. “Ah, Mrs. Carter. We were just about to call you, but I figured it was better to wait until you get here. Your therapist has called in sick unexpectedly about an hour ago. I’m wondering if you would accept a substitution, or want to reschedule?”

A wave of annoyance hit her as Ellen contemplated. Just then, a man walked out from the back in massage scrubs she had never seen before. He was tall and muscular, not unlike Jack except with darker skin and features. Definitely Latin origin of some type and when he saw Ellen, he flashed a brilliant smile at her. “Good afternoon.” Yes, definitely Latin.

She didn’t want to lose the session. “Um…I guess a substitute is okay.”

The man looked at her. “I am available now if you like? If you’re okay with a male therapist, of course. My name is Luca.” His hand reached out for hers and she couldn’t help but take it, feeling the urges that slid through her body. Being touched by another man might be just what the therapist ordered for her that day.

“Sure, that would be fine.” She nodded at the receptionist, who clicked a few buttons.

“Follow me, please.” Luca turned and as she followed him down the hallway, his ass cheeks were round and firm, attached to a pair of thick legs and a broad back. Leading her into one of the small massage rooms, Ellen noticed they were at the very back of the clinic. It sounded quite quiet. “We will have lots of privacy here.” Luca mentioned. “Can you tell me about what your usual therapist does?”

Ellen couldn’t deny how she felt. Being touched all over by a gorgeous man was absolutely ideal for how she was feeling at that point. Maybe if she flirted a bit, he might take a hint and give her the satisfaction she was craving after the long session hearing about how much Jack liked to fuck women in the ass.

“I just really need to relax, you know. Lots of tension I need relieved. Anything you can do to bring me down from a hard day and let me just be a puddle on your table would be fantastic. I’m open to anything.” As she said the last words, she tried to look at him flirtatiously. It wasn’t really in her nature to be super flirty with strange men, but he flashed her a brilliant smile. Something must have worked.

“Okay, I think I can do that. Just strip down to whatever comfort level and I’ll be right back in. My goal is to have you leaving here satisfied.” Jackpot.

Normally she would have left at least her panties on. But after the flirty vibe she received back from the one she had given, she felt empowered enough to slide even her panties off and get under the cover completely naked. Already she could feel that she was aroused from being naked with a really attractive man, even though it was a professional setting.

He knocked at the door and quietly slipped in. Turning on some music, it was just loud enough to talk over. As he uncovered her, he applied oil to her back and began to rub her down. His technique was decent, but all Ellen could think about was how good a man’s hands felt on her skin.

“Just let me know if it’s too much pressure.” Luca said. His hands swirled around her back and gently grazed the sides of her breasts. Ellen could tell he was being a little unprofessional with his touch, but she encouraged him to continue.

“It feels amazing.” She sighed. “You have talented hands.”

“Thank you.” He replied. When he got down to her lower body, he placed the sheets aside properly, but then his hands explored her calves, playing with her sensitive feet a bit. Testing the waters. As he moved his hands higher and started with her upper legs, Ellen spread them wider and gave a small groan of pleasure to encourage him.

He paid a lot of attention to her ass cheeks, digging into the globes and spreading around oil in a deliciously tantalizing way that was almost massaging her pussy when he moved the cheeks in and out, her lips having to separate. Already Ellen could feel herself needing to grind into the table below her. By the time he was done both sides, she knew there was no way he couldn’t smell how turned on she was.

“Okay, time to turn over.” He said, taking a hold of the sheet and holding it up. Ellen flipped over, and as she settled down on her back, he placed it over her chest. Beginning with her arms, he slowly massaged up to her shoulders and then stood behind her head. She could sense that he was hard, but trying to hide it as much as possible.

When he slid his hands down the other side, she let the sheet fall lower to expose her breasts. “Whoops. I hope that’s okay.”

“Of course, whatever you are comfortable with.” He blurted. Now she was almost writhing on the table, excited about being mostly exposed to a stranger touching her. It was erotic and sensual at the same time.

There was a slight flicker of disappointment that he didn’t massage her chest, which was what she was hoping for. But when he slipped her leg out to work on her lower body again, now she knew what he had in mind. His hands moved narrower towards her cleft and just teased the outside of her naked pussy, even though it was mostly still covered.

She couldn’t help it. Her horniness was in overdrive and all he had to do was touch her, so she wanted to encourage it as much as she could. Touching her own naked, oily chest was a good place to start.

“I hope you don’t mind.” Ellen said. “I’m really enjoying the massage.” Her hands cupped her breasts, and she skimmed her fingertips over her hard nipples, sending a delicious pulse through her body. Her hips moved on the table under the sheets. “Your hands are like magic.”

“Thank you.” Luca said. “I am really enjoying this.” His hand swept up again and this time it grazed over her inner thigh, just touching the outside of her pussy as if testing the waters to make sure it was okay to go further. Ellen sighed and spread her legs more. “You are a very beautiful woman.”

Now she could see that his scrubs were tented and his hands probed further under the sheet, moving to the front of her hip. Skating just on the edge, he allowed them to slide across her outer lips and Ellen gasped with the sensation. “Is this okay?” Luca asked in a seductive tone.

“It’s absolutely okay. But I think these sheets are getting in the way.” Ellen sighed. “You can take them off if you want for better access.”

“Are you sure?” Luca said. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

In response, Ellen slid the sheets covering her upper body down, showing her naked breasts and the fact a hand was massaging one of her nipples already. She turned her head to look at him. “I’m very comfortable.” He looked at her and then smiled again, gently taking the sheets and sliding them off her. Now she was naked on the table with a dripping wet pussy and covered in oil. Luca quickly walked to the door and locked it and that’s when Ellen knew she was going to get exactly what she was looking for. Full service. He turned up the music slightly to mask any noise.

Moving back to the table, he positioned himself closer to her upper body, but his hands quickly dropped back to her hips and as he moved them between her legs, it was intentional now. Grazing fingers danced on either side of her dripping wet slit and up through her light mound of hair at the top as Ellen sighed and let her hips relax. “Your hands are amazing.”

“Thank you, Ellen.” Luca moved one hand up her stomach, slow and antagonizing towards her naked breasts, spreading the oil across her chest and wrapping two fingertips around one hard nipple. As his hand moved straight down her wet opening down below, he teased her chest up top, and Ellen gasped with pleasure. Her back arched off the table. He just teased her throbbing clit with a circular motion and then went back to her inner thighs.

Moving one of her hands up his leg, Luca had placed himself in a perfect position to allow her to touch him, and she let her hand graze across his prominent bulge, feeling the hardness. He was like a rock, and nice and long as well. Squeezing it through his pants, Ellen sighed. “You can take those off if you want. After all, I’m naked too.”

Luca quickly took a hold of his shirt and slipped it over his head, revealing a tattooed torso and shoulders and then he tugged his pants down as well. A lovely thick cock popped into view, bobbing in the air and almost so hard it was touching his stomach. It was veiny and there was a tantalizing drop of precum at the tip. He was just as horny as she was.

His head dropped between her legs and suddenly his tongue was skating over her slit, creating fast friction up and down the sensitive lips. His dick in her mouth pulsed and throbbed, and the lovely way he was eating her pussy made her suck even harder. Both of them were moaning low in their throats, and Ellen was happy that there was music playing, because if someone walked by the door, they would have easily heard sexual sounds coming from the room.

It was like a sixty-nine position except they were sideways. Luca could begin thrusting into her lips and as he did, Ellen felt his cock tickle the back of her throat and loved the rush of having her breath cut off by his big dick. At the same time, he plunged two fingers into her pussy with ease because of how open and wet she was. Ellen gasped around his cock as much as she could.

Their movements increased in intensity and pace. He was fucking her pussy and licking her clit with delicate swipes, sending her closer and closer to the edge of her need, and Ellen grabbed his shaft and started stroking it at the base as she sucked harder and faster, using her tongue up and down the length.

Just as his lips latched onto her clit and sucked hard, she felt her body contract and a wave of intense heat pulsed through her pussy as she felt his thick cock expand in her mouth. Just as her hips bucked up into his eager tongue, she had to take his cock out and cry out with a stifled gasp of orgasmic release. A thick load of cum jettisoned from his dick and coated her lips and mouth, and she quickly shoved his dick back in her mouth to catch the rest of his load as he came hard with a high-pitched gasp.

Her hips continued to grind into his face as he kept stroking her pussy with his fingers and tongue until the waves diminished and his cock softened, little drips of cum flooding her tongue. One drop that had hit her nose dripped off into her lips and she swallowed it eagerly. They had cum at virtually the same moment together.

Ellen was panting on the table as Luca stepped back, finding a towel on the rack behind him and handing it to her. “Here you go.” She wiped off her face and then sat up on an elbow, looking at his lovely body in the dim light of the room. He grinned at her. “I wasn’t expecting that when I came to work today, that is for sure.”

It had the desired effect. Ellen felt purely relaxed. And she’d given in to her urges with no restraint, just going with the moment and seeing what would happen. The orgasm was still making her body pulse. It was glorious. “Neither was I. But it was really fun. I’m glad you were here to help me out.”

He grabbed his clothing and slid his pants back up his defined hips, then slid his shirt over his head again. “I hope I get to see you again. Book me anytime you like. Take your time getting ready, of course.” With a step forward, he leaned down and Ellen allowed him to kiss her on the cheek.  

She almost purred as she stretched out naked on the table. “I’ll do that.” Luca unlocked the door and walked out of the room.

As soon as she was alone, Ellen felt a strange mix of guilt and excitement. She could still feel his nice, firm dick between her lips and the way he’d licked her pussy without any hesitation was thrilling. The orgasm was just a great dollop of icing on the cake that was her letting her inhibitions free and having fun with another man.

Getting dressed slowly, her legs were trembling. Now she just had to figure out how to make sure Andrew didn’t notice anything. And now she had a great option for some illicit fun if she ever wanted another massage.

Luca was a good start to her journey, but there was more that she was craving. It was only up to her how far and intense things would become.


CHAPTER FOUR

When she pulled into her driveway, that was when it really hit her. Ellen had cheated on her wife. Betrayed her family. And all for the sake of experimenting because she wasn’t satisfied with her current life. Guilt washed through her, and it was hard to even step out of the car and walk inside the house, knowing what she was walking into. Her husband did not know that only twenty minutes before a man’s cock was in her mouth while he made her cum with his fingers and tongue.

A legit therapist, to boot. Even though Luca had made his own choice to cross the line, it was risky. Ellen could shower off the smell because Andrew would expect her to be covered in oil, but she couldn’t wash off the smell of another man’s hands and cum. At least not mentally. Andrew was clueless, so she knew she wasn’t at risk of being discovered.

But his car wasn’t in the driveway, so at least maybe she’d be spared trying to pretend anything for a little while and could get showered off. Ellen breathed a sigh of relief when she walked into the house and called out. There was no sign of anyone. She could hear music playing from the backyard and walked immediately to the bedroom to get into the shower.

Looking out the bedroom window, she saw Sam and Connor in the backyard playing football. It was a gorgeous day with a lot of sun, and they were passing the ball back and forth shirtless.

They did not know Ellen was home, and that was ideal for her. But her gaze lingered a bit. Connor was standing there with rippling abs and nice pumped-up shoulders, and although he was a much younger man than her, she could easily imagine what he might do with her if the two of them were alone together.

Ellen knew she was considered a “MILF” by her son’s friends. It had been that way since high school when teenage boys hit puberty and she caught them checking her out regularly, or even overhearing conversations that embarrassed her son. The occasional message that was seen scrolling along the screen when he was playing video games, asking if his hot mom was home that night.

It was all casual ribbing, but now that her libido had gone crazy, Ellen couldn’t help but fantasize. Walking out to the backyard and having Connor grab her to strip off her clothes and feeling a young, hard body on top of her, his young, firm dick plumbing her deepest depths. Probably over and over again, because younger guys could go all night long.

Now things were getting out of hand. She was looking down at a man young enough to be her son and getting wet looking at him positioned in the bright sun. He had his legs spread, and she wondered how big his dick was. Was it thick?

Her hand crept inside her pants and even though Luca had taken care of her thoroughly only half an hour before, she felt the need to masturbate. Looking down at her sons’ friend, thoughts of seeing him naked in front of her, moaning while she sucked his cock, flooded through her mind.

She needed satisfaction. Walking to the bedside table, she opened it and reached to the back, where her vibrator was carefully placed. Not hidden, but not obvious. Sliding it inside her panties, she started to gently play with her throbbing clit as the vibrator buzzed, sending waves of incredible tingles through her body. Gasping out loud, she came within a minute of the toy touching her pussy. Her panties were soaked.

Skimming off her clothes, Ellen quickly discarded them in the laundry basket and rushed into the shower. Cleaning herself felt somewhat like she was cleaning the guilt away, even though the residue in her mind of two powerful orgasms was fresh. She hadn’t gotten off twice in an afternoon since she was a much younger woman, but the combination of Luca and Connor had done it easily. And Jack, of course. Just thinking about the confessions he made in her office gave her the urge to masturbate again, but this time, she held off on touching herself.

Her timing was perfect. She got changed and out of the shower, drying her hair, when she heard the back door open, and Sam and Connor walked in. They were still shirtless, and she could see Connor’s delicious abs, but it seemed as if she was over the worst of her horny feelings thanks to enjoying herself earlier. “Hey, Mom! When did you get home?” Sam asked.

“Just a little while ago. Where’s your Dad?”

“Errands, I think. We were just catching some sun.”

Connor piped in. “Yeah, too much. Look at this, Mrs. D!” He slid the sides of his shorts down, exposing the detailed line of his hip. Like an arrow pointing straight towards his groin. The contrast in the colour was one thing, but the way she saw the bulge under his shorts shift was something else.  

He stared at her suddenly with a look that spoke about something illicit. There was something behind it. What the hell was it? The lowering of the shorts had been innocuous enough, but there was something in his look. Like he was challenging Ellen to look at his groin. She almost had to shake her head again. “Uh…we have some lotion if you need it, Connor.”

He laughed and put his shorts back with a smirk. “Thanks! I’ll be okay, though. Just have to make sure I don’t overdo it. Don’t want to burn anything sensitive.”

“We’re going to get changed and head to a movie.” Sam said, flouncing out of the room. Connor followed, but it was impossible not to notice that he turned to look at Ellen with eyes trailing up and down her body. She was wearing yoga pants and a t-shirt with no bra on, and normally she would have turned away. But this time, her nipples were rock hard and obvious, and Connor’s eyes lingered over them. His hand slipped down to his crotch, and he winked at Ellen as he walked away. It had been wholly intentional. Her son’s friend was interested.

Ellen knew she had to get her act together. The rest of the weekend needed to be spent being a great wife, even just to assuage the guilt over what she’d done already. There was no way Andrew, or anyone could ever find out about what had happened, so she was okay in that regard. And while Ellen did some chores in the chore jar, she tried to steer her thoughts in the right direction.

The only problem was, Ellen knew as soon as she saw Jack again, it might all vanish in a puff of smoke and she’d be right back to infatuation. There was no way to tell which way that path would lead. Their second session had left Ellen worse off than the first. That was obvious. And they still had a few to go.

Thankfully, the next day passed uneventfully. What she’d done at the massage with Luca seemed to have calmed her down a bit, even though she couldn’t get it out of her head. It had been so intense to feel a man fucking her mouth while she got fingered to a throbbing orgasm. There was a swirling mixture of guilt, lust, and even acceptance in her mind. Ellen had to keep telling herself that there was nothing wrong with exploring, and it wasn’t going to hurt anyone. Except, of course, her husband. If he ever found out.

The following evening, Andrew seemed preoccupied a bit. Ellen could tell there was something on his mind, and once Sam had headed off to a party, they sat watching television together, but there was definitely something…off. Finally, as they were preparing to get into bed, Jack revealed what it was.

“Before we go to bed, there’s something I wanted to talk to you about.” His tone sounded serious, and Ellen’s alarm bells went off in her head. Racing through her mind, she tried to figure out if there was any evidence of what she’d done the day before. No way. He wasn’t home when she got back.

“What’s up?” She tried to make her voice sound confident, even though her heart was pounding.

“So…I was doing the laundry and there was…something in the sheets.” Ellen’s mind started racing right away. Had she left something? A receipt? No, and even if he found it, the massage place was a regular one. What could he be talking about?

“What do you mean?” She asked tentatively.

“Well, your vibrator was in the bed. Tangled in the sheets.” he bluntly revealed. “Did you masturbate yesterday?” Before Ellen could stammer out an answer, he quickly stammered his own follow up statement. “Because it’s okay if you did! It’s totally fine.”

Even though Ellen knew she’d done nothing wrong, she still felt guilty that Andrew was bringing it up. And it flashed back to the fact she had done it while staring at her son’s friend. Having left her vibrator in bed by mistake afterwards was probably the least of her worries after what she’d done that day. “Well, yes, I did. I was horny.”

“Was it because we didn’t…have sex the other night?” It almost sounded like he was curious. There wasn’t anything confrontational about his words. “I mean, I know you masturbate, but usually I don’t find…”

“Evidence?” Ellen sort of cracked a smile, and her cheeks flushed. “I mean, you masturbate too. At least you used to.” She remembered enjoying jerking him off sometimes, and he knew her vibrator was in the bedside table. Maybe he didn’t know she still used it regularly, but she did. “Maybe that’s something we need to talk about.”

“I guess it was just strange to see the evidence right in front of me,” he said. “Especially after what happened the other night.”

Ellen could see where the conversation was going and wanted to pursue it. Andrew was right. If she was satisfied enough at home, probably the thoughts she’d had and what she’d already done might not even have entered her mind. But maybe they would have anyway. Ellen wasn’t about to tell him that, of course.

It would feel good to get it off her chest. “So yes, I masturbated. I was horny and felt the need to. I guess I didn’t think you would find the evidence. That was a mistake.”

“I did. And I guess it just threw me. I still feel bad about not being able to perform.”

“You know masturbation is completely normal, even in a marriage, right?” Ellen put on her therapist hat for a moment. Andrew blushed again. “Sometimes if one partner doesn’t…feel they would be into it, it’s the release the other person needs.” She had to carefully dance around the fact he’d rejected her and make sure he didn’t feel guilty about it.

“I guess…I didn’t know how unhappy you were. And I want to change it.” His face flushed and Ellen felt terrible. Taking his hand, she squeezed it.

“Babe, I’m not unhappy. Not at all. I just got horny. It happens.” Especially when she had been dealing with the thoughts of Jack for a week and needed to get her feelings out. “I’d love to explore things like that with you when I feel that way.”

His eyes met hers and he looked relieved. “You mean that? Even if I’m not…horny too? Like I can just watch you masturbate or help you out?”

“Of course. Sometimes you might be horny and I’m not, and vice versa. But talking about it is really important. Honestly, I’m kind of glad you found my…toy.” she had to laugh. It made her feel like a teenager getting caught with a porn magazine. “But I think a more important thing is figuring out if you need help with your libido. Or if you’re still attracted to me.”

“Of course, I’m still attracted to you,” he started. “Sometimes I’m just tired or whatever. And sometimes I feel like I’m not enough for you.”

Ellen decided to take the discussion and run with it. Maybe there was a way to get Andrew into the mood to explore a little and try some new things in the bedroom. After all, it was much healthier to do that than do what she had been doing exploring on her own. “Well, that’s totally fine. Maybe we also need to try some new things?”

“Like what?” he said, his eyes meeting hers. Ellen had a sudden idea. Something that she’d been thinking about since her last session with Jack.

“Maybe we could masturbate…together? I mean, you know I enjoy it and it might be fun?” Ellen gave a small chuckle to make sure he knew she was trying to be lighthearted about it.

“You mean, like watch each other do it? Would that…do it for you?” His words were tentative, but Ellen suddenly hoped that he would agree. Even after everything that had happened, her mind was still full of sexual thoughts, and she truly wanted Andrew to take part in them. Even though her mind was preoccupied with Jack, she still wanted more. And have her husband involved, especially.

Ellen nodded. “I’d love to do something like that. And maybe there’s some other things we could explore.”

His brow furrowed. “Like what?” Ellen did not know what she was expecting, but they were treading on somewhat shaky ground, so she knew she had to approach it with care and make sure that Andrew felt he was still her focus.

“Maybe other positions? Other…people? Maybe we both do some searching into things we want to try, then keep talking about it. Listen.” Ellen took his hand, making sure that she reassured him. “I love you and I love our life. I’ve just been feeling the need to try some different things. Explore a bit. But with you involved.”

Their kiss had a bit more passion behind it than usual, and part of her was wondering if maybe Andrew was excited enough to get started on their new sexual adventures right away, but then he finally broke the kiss and slid back under the covers, turning away.

Well, at least they had the conversation. Ellen had to tell herself it was a process, just like she would tell anyone who came to her for advice when they were trying to explore things with a partner. Of course, that didn’t help the fact she was horny again and couldn’t think about anything but the men she was fantasizing about.


CHAPTER FIVE

Grabbing her Kindle, Ellen decided to read for a bit as Andrew drifted off, and before long, he was fast asleep. It was fairly late, but there was a lot going through her head. Mainly wondering what new path things would go down, especially now that she and Andrew had confronted the elephant in the room. Maybe it would mean her infatuation with Jack and things like her time with Luca could be a thing of the past. If their sex life improved, there was no need for things outside.

But there was no way. She’d already opened a Pandora’s Box of experiences, and it was going to be very difficult to close again. Before long, Ellen simply read the same page over and over again.

Her phone suddenly lit up, and it was her son’s number. That was strange, although she knew he was at a party with his friends. Ellen slid out of the bedroom quietly and stabbed the accept button. “Hello? Sam?” There was music blaring in the background.

“Mom? I’m at a party and I think I need you to come pick me up.”

“Are you okay?” Alarm bells went off. Having a college aged son was always precarious, and Ellen never wanted to deal with any situation where he was unsafe, which was why Sam knew he could call anytime.

“I’m okay. Can you just come get us? Our ride started drinking and there’s no way to get an Uber at this hour. It’s not super far, but there’s no way Connor and I can get back.”

“No problem. Text me the address and I’ll be there.” Once she cut off the call, the address quickly came through and Ellen moved towards the door to put her coat on. That was when she realized he had said the word us. Did that mean Connor was with her? Andrew was fast asleep still because of the white noise, so Ellen knew she could slip out without a problem. The man slept like the dead.

The address was about a twenty-minute drive away, and when she pulled up to the house, there were a couple of dozen kids on the front lawn and lights flashing inside. She texted Sam quickly that she was outside and soon he emerged, with Connor in tow. Both men were slightly stumbling. It was pretty obvious before they even opened the door that they’d had a bit to drink. That was okay, of course. Ellen wasn’t a parent who cared about that.

Connor slipped into the front seat beside her as Sam rolled onto the back and groaned. “Oh my God, Mom. Thanks so much for getting us. I can’t believe Mackie did that. He started doing jello shots and then it just deteriorated from there,” Sam gushed. He lay down on his back and closed his eyes. Connor’s shirt was slightly unbuttoned, and his rippling chest was slightly visible covered by a sexy gold chain as he grinned at her. His eyes almost sparkled in the light from the dashboard. There was something behind them.

“Mrs. D! Our knight in shining armour!” he laughed. “So nice to have a gorgeous driver to pick us up.” Ellen locked eyes with him, and it was definitely obvious he’d had a bit to drink as well. His eyes dropped and Ellen realized quickly that she was only wearing a nightgown up top without a bra, and because she was leaning to look in the back seat, there was a lot of cleavage obvious to the young man’s eyes. He looked back up and smiled, giving her a wink like he had the other day.

Her face flushed red. “As long as you guys are safe.” Ellen said, and suddenly Connor leaned over the seat and hugged her.

“You’re such an amazing mother…Sam is so lucky.” The heat from his breath hit her ear, and suddenly his hand was sliding across her chest. He gently squeezed her breast, making her nipple even more erect, as if it was a mistake, but clearly it was not. And there was no way Sam could see from where he was in the back seat, even if he was paying attention. Just the light touch of his hand made Ellen almost gasp out loud, but it also sent a flash of need down her body like a lightning bolt. He’d touched her with evident desire, something she hadn’t expected. Clearly coming on to her. It was a blunt move towards changing from flirting to touching, and she wasn’t upset about it.

“I’m so tired. I just want to get home and crash.” Sam sighed, still sliding on his back. Ellen started the car and Connor leaned back to his side, but still kept closer to hers. His hand drifted down to the console and without any warning, Ellen felt his fingers start to stroke the back of her hand. Again, not within Sam’s view.

“Sorry to get you out of bed, Mrs. D.” he said, and his fingertips continued to torment her, tracing her skin lightly while moving up her arm and making her body break out in goosebumps. She could feel herself getting wet. What would those fingertips feel like against other parts of her body? Connor sighed and then his hand moved across the console, giving a glance back to Sam, who had his eyes closed. He touched her thigh and squeezed it.

Ellen couldn’t believe how bold the young man was being, but she also couldn’t believe that she wasn’t denying his touch. Her legs opened slightly even though she was driving, and Connor started to massage her leg, sliding his hand across the thin yoga pants she’d jerked on before leaving the house. If Sam hadn’t been mere feet away, she wondered if he would try to rub her pussy while she drove. Part of her wanted him to. It was sexy and dangerous.

As a sign she was enjoying it, she opened her legs a bit and was rewarded with a touch on her inner thigh that was only inches away from her heat. Lightly massaging again, he wasn’t bold enough to touch her crotch, but just the closeness was enough to make her drip with wetness.

By the time they arrived at the house and she pulled into the driveway, Connor’s hand was only inches from her damp panties and his breath was hot in her ear again. She stopped the car with a jerk and Sam groaned and opened his eyes. Connor pulled away quickly but shot her another grin and a wink. Ellen was flustered. She hadn’t expected the sexual contact from her son’s friend. But it was absolutely welcome.

They slipped into the house, and she told the young men to be quiet so Andrew wouldn’t wake up. The two young men headed for the stairs to get undressed. They usually slept in Sam’s room. On her mind was how Connor had checked out her breasts and given her a seductive smile while he started touching her. What did he sleep in? Sometimes when he’d spent the night, he’d come downstairs for breakfast in only pyjama bottoms and shirtless, which was always a welcome sight.

Andrew was asleep in bed so there was no way to satisfy the sexual urges Connor had given her. Unless she masturbated in the bathroom, of course, which was ridiculous. Although she was incredibly horny. The young man knew exactly what he was doing, and the sexual tension between them was something she’d have to be very careful about.

Ellen was wide awake now, and even though she knew her mind probably shouldn’t be, it was still thinking about everything that was happening around her. The discussion with Andrew was a step in the right direction for sure, and she knew that her next session with Jack was only a few days away. Settling down in front of the television in the basement, she turned on the Playstation and picked up the controller. It wasn’t often she got to game, and it was a great way to take her mind off what was whizzing through it.

Having shucked off her coat, she was still dressed in the nightgown and yoga pants she’d worn to pick the boys up. Once her mind was into the game, she managed to calm down her raging libido. Maybe sleep would be possible after all.

Only about five minutes into the game, she heard a creak from the basement stairs. “Mrs.…D?” Her body stiffened. It was Connor. And they were alone now.

“Connor? Is everything okay?” she asked tentatively. Was he there on purpose?

When he emerged from the shadows around the stairs Ellen’s heart went into her throat. All he was wearing was a pair of boxer briefs, and his muscular legs and sexy abs were on full display. “What are you doing? Playing games? I didn’t know you were a gamer?” It was an innocent question, and he didn’t even seem to register that he was barely wearing anything. Her body couldn’t help but respond. She’d been horny all night.

Without even hesitating, he slid onto the couch next to her. “Can I watch? I can’t sleep. Still wired from the party. Sam fell asleep right away.” His bare legs pulled up on the couch beside her. She could see in the hazy light of the television that there was a definite bulge under his shorts. Was it intentional that he’d wandered into the basement barely clothed? Of course it was, especially after touching her in the car. Now it was a bit of cat and mouse. Was he going to make a move? And was she going to let him?

“Sure, I guess.” Trying to distract herself, Ellen restarted the game. Glancing over at him was a dangerous situation. Ellen wondered if he was okay with being barely clothed hanging out in their basement alone with her. It was the first time they had ever been truly alone together, and upstairs everyone else in the house was hopefully sleeping soundly. If Andrew saw the scene, he probably would have flipped out. Or Sam, for that matter.

Connor stretched out a leg, and suddenly she felt his foot against her thigh.

“You’re really good at this game.” he said, but there was a small amount of friction. There was no way that the movement of his foot against her leg wasn’t intentional. Her body was responding, and there was a definite tent in his shorts every time she glanced over. He was driving her crazy being so close, and the strange thing was, Ellen thought he knew it. And didn’t mind at all. He was getting hard without even touching himself.

“Aren’t you tired? You guys had a busy night.” she said, trying to make sure she didn’t stare at him. Especially his crotch. Ellen felt his body shift and suddenly he was stretched out against the side of the couch with legs open. He was still looking at the television, but his bulge was now clearly visible, and if she’d just put down the controller and leaned over, she could have kissed his erection that threatened to escape his briefs. His foot brushed against her bare calf below her yoga pants, and he rubbed it up and down.

“Not tired at all. I have a hard time sleeping. Most nights.”

Still trying hard not to look away from the screen, Ellen asked. “What do you usually do on nights when you sleep well? Maybe you should try that.”

He laughed and then said something that made her panties feel even hotter. “I masturbate because I’m always horny. A nice solid orgasm and I go out like a light.”

Ellen’s mind raced. Was this just an innocent friend of her son opening up to her, or was he trying to probe to see if she would have a reaction? Stammering, she tried to come up with an answer that would be relatively innocuous. “Well, that’s probably because the orgasm relaxes you.”

He stretched his arms above his head, his abs flexing and muscled arms popping with sexy movement. “I do feel like I need to relax. Kind of like you’re doing. But video games just don’t do it for me.” His eyes slid up and down her body and his foot continued to rub her calf.

It was impossible to concentrate on the screen. And if Connor was going to so obviously open the door, he was probably throwing caution to the wind, but he was making her pussy melt with obvious intent. Even with her husband and son upstairs. “So…what would do it for you?” she croaked.

“Mmm…” he sighed. Ellen couldn’t avoid turning her head, and his hand slid inside his briefs. He rubbed slowly between his legs, holding what looked like a nice big erection. “Maybe I just need to have an orgasm. Would you like to help me out? I think you’re gorgeous, Mrs. D. Always have.”

The controller dropped from her hand with a clatter. “Jesus. Connor. What are you doing?”

“I’ve seen the way you look at me, Mrs. D.” his hand continued to stroke himself and it was getting bigger. “You’re a very sexy older woman. I think you’re the hottest woman I know.”

“Yes.” Ellen hissed. “And you’re my son’s best friend.” But she didn’t move. All the indignation was completely false. Now her nightgown was hiked up and she couldn’t keep her eyes off his hand moving under his shorts. The young man was blatantly jerking off, looking at her with eyes that screamed that he wanted to fuck her.

He moved his other hand towards hers, lying on the couch, and took a hold of it. “And right now I’m so fucking hard.” He tugged her hand towards his groin and Ellen didn’t stop him. She almost pulled away with a start when her hand brushed across his crotch. “I think you might be horny too.” Just the tip of his dick was sticking out of the waistband and when Ellen grazed her finger across it, he moaned.

“Fuck…Connor…we can’t…” Ellen said, trying to make it sound like she was protesting, but of course she was glued to the couch and not planning on going anywhere. It was something right out of a fantasy. A sexy college kid seducing her. And her husband right upstairs.

Instead of listening to her, Connor sat up and leaned towards her. “Pick up the controller.” His body was leaning over, and he looked at her breasts with clearly hard nipples under her mostly sheer top. “I want you to play a bit.” Without waiting for an answer, he lowered his head, and his lips found her neck, kissing her and trailing a tongue across her skin. “I can see you’re horny. I could feel it in the car.”

Now his lips felt like fire on her skin and things were getting thoroughly out of control. A young man touching her was maybe okay, but now he was using his tongue on her skin while she stroked his rigid dick with her fingertips. Things were spiralling quickly, and within moments all Ellen could think about was how good she felt about being touched.

Leaning forward, she took hold of the controller and pressed off the pause function. Watching the screen, all she felt was a warm hand slide across her thigh and touch her damp panties. Spreading her legs, she couldn’t help but moan softly as his lips continued to kiss her neck while a hand rubbed her wet spot and another one grazed across her rock hard nipple.

It was impossible to resist. Tossing the controller aside, she turned to Connor, and he leaned in at just the right moment, kissing her hard. Their lips began to grind together, losing control of any hesitation she was trying to create.

The kiss was passionate and full of tongues swirling together. Her head was spinning, thinking that she was making out with her son’s friend, but the tidal wave of sexual heat was too much to stop once he kissed her. His hands massaged her breasts and then slipped between her legs. Ellen opened them without a thought and when he massaged there, it made her body go crazy with lust.  

“Jesus, yes…” she gasped. Connor changed positions, kneeling on the couch so he could get his body higher, and when he pulled down his briefs, a rock hard dick popped out, sticking straight up. He looked down at her.

“I’ve been wondering how that hot mom’s mouth would feel around my dick. I’ve jerked off to you so many times.” Feeling a thrill pass through her, Ellen could picture the young man stroking his dick and the fact he’d admitted it was sometimes to her instead of the young women he probably encountered regularly made her want to show him what an older woman could do.

Adjusting on the couch, she lay down and turned her body slightly, looking up at him while his steel hard dick slipped between her lips. It had been a long time since she’d given a proper blow job, and the scary thing was, this time, she wanted to give him everything her mouth offered.

Her eyes could now meet his as she sucked him gently, giving lots of eye contact and then closing them and sucking him hard again. She’d never done anything like it. Sucking cock wasn’t something Ellen normally liked, but she was genuinely enjoying it. He was responsive, sexy, and deep in her mouth.

“Holy shit, Mrs. D…you’re a great cocksucker.” Ellen almost laughed as her tongue slid up his throbbing shaft. Of course he was happy. He was a young man getting a blow job from an older woman. She enjoyed hearing his moans and gasps as she made his cock throb between her lips.

Now it was as if she was possessed, and she wanted more from her young lover. “Take my pants off.” They were already damp, and she could smell how turned on she was, her musk floating in the air between them. Connor slid his hands underneath her nightgown and Ellen lifted her hips, allowing him to peel off her yoga pants along with her panties. He lifted them to his nose and inhaled. “Fuck, you smell so good.”

Ellen glanced at the stairs as Connor leaned forward and suddenly his lips were on her legs, kissing up the length of them as a shockwave of pleasure coursed through her body. When he kissed her throbbing pussy, it made her gasp with surprise. A sexy young man about to go down on her in her own basement.

The flicker of the screen highlighted his mouth descending between her legs and when his tongue finally slipped between her pussy lips, she gasped and grabbed his head firmly. “Jesus…oooohhh…” she sighed. Ellen never could have suspected that a young man would be so good at licking a pussy, but his mouth felt like a trail of fire, consuming every inch of her dripping wetness while he moaned between her legs.

He was enthusiastically enjoying every suck and lick of her tight tunnel, then would suck one of her outer lips into his and tease them, moving occasionally up to circle her throbbing clit. It was magic, and Ellen couldn’t believe that he was going to make her cum faster than she even could with a vibrator. From the nervous location to his rapid technique, within moments, she was pushing her hips up into his face.

“Ooohh…yes…oooooooohhhhhhhhh!” she cried, trying to stifle her orgasmic bliss with a hand over her own mouth, just muffling it enough that upstairs the sleeping men wouldn’t be awoken by a high-pitched wail from the basement.

He’d just made her cum with his mouth. Like an expert, not a college kid. And he couldn’t get enough, lapping up her dripping wetness and continuing to worship her pussy with his tongue until she finally pushed him away with another gasp. The young man was really good at eating pussy. She could now understand why he was so popular with young women.

“God, you taste fucking good, Mrs. D.” he sighed. “I’ve been dreaming about fucking you for a long time.” The implication was there right away. He wanted to slide his nice young dick into her pussy, and Ellen wasn’t about to stop him. As wrong as it felt, she wanted to feel all of him.

Lying there panting, she watched as Connor moved into a kneeling position between her legs, spreading them and positioning his hard dick at her entrance. There was no hesitation as he drove himself into her with one hard thrust, making them both gasp loudly again. All Ellen could hope was that the echo of their fucking didn’t resonate two floors above.

And it was definitely fucking, not having sex or making love. His athletic frame slammed between her legs and his cock filled her pussy deep. He was looking down at her with a cocky grin on his face, probably happy that he was having sex with his friends’ mother, especially if he’d been lusting after her for a long time. It was like a cheesy porn movie situation, but there was nothing wrong with his technique. Connor had her pussy filled and stretched, and Ellen felt every hard thrust rocking her to her core.

The hardest fuck she could remember in a long time, and the man had stamina as well. Her pussy was soaked and easily lubricated by his long shaft with every pump. Ellen pushed up into him, keeping her gasps of passion low in her throat but enjoying the sensation of her breasts swaying and his tight grip on her hips as he plunged deep inside. He was eager but had staying power and didn’t seem to be in any danger of blowing his load prematurely. Unlike Andrew upstairs, who was usually good for about a minute of actual intercourse.

Looking down, she could see his nice long dick coated with her slick and it kept pumping in and out. He smiled at her. “You like looking at that nice dick in your MILF pussy, don’t you? You’re such a fucking hot mom.” It was like he was living out his own fantasy and Ellen was more than happy to oblige being his muse. “God, I never thought I’d get a chance to fuck you.”

His hands gripped her hips and pulled her against his cock over and over again, making her whole body feel every spasm and thrust of their sex. Balls were slapping against her ass while he fucked her. Both of them were gasping low in their throats and kept going, hanging onto each other for dear life while they fulfilled their cravings for each other. Hers for a young stud, his for an older sexpot.

“Touch your pussy. I want to watch you cum all over my dick.” He gasped. Ellen reached down and as soon as she grazed her clit with her fingers, it was impossible not to play with it and feel the pulses of heat moving through her entire body. Moving her hand faster and faster, she quickly reached her climax and gasped loudly again, having to grab a pillow and cry out into it while her pussy clenched at his cock.

“I want to cover those sexy tits with my cum.” Connor gasped. Before Ellen could respond one way or the other, he pulled out of her pussy, grabbing his long dick and jerking it with a loud gasp. A stream of cum spurted all over her chest, coating Ellen’s tits and stomach while Connor gasped and kept stroking. It was a thick, hot load that seemed to not want to end, another testament to his virility. If he’d cum inside her, she would have been filled up to the point of dripping out, guaranteed.

“Oh, shit…wow…” he gasped as his cock dripped onto her bare skin and Ellen felt the rush of their encounter wash through her, making her slightly come to her senses. She was lying on her basement couch, naked, covered in her son’s best friends’ cum. And she’d never been more exhilarated or thrilled. The young stud had given her the fucking of a lifetime.

Both of them breathed hard, panting in the quiet air as Ellen came to her senses. She sat up, quickly grabbing her nightgown and pants from the floor where they had been quickly discarded. She stood up and started to pull them back on. What they had just done had been insanely hot but also incredibly dangerous.

“Connor. We have to make sure…” She looked at him and the sweat glistening on his naked body was so enticing. He was a young stud she couldn’t wait to sample again sometime. But there was no way they would ever have another chance. And that would be an unforgivable sin if her son ever found out. Never mind her husband.

“Nobody finds out? Hell yes,” he said with a laugh. “But…” he stood up with his cock swaying between his legs, walked over towards her, and their lips met. His tongue aggressively slid into Ellen’s mouth and she kissed him back with passion, feeling his softening cock push into her body. Her pussy twitched, and it was unreal how these men made her feel like a horny young woman again. “We have to figure out something. That was way too much fun. You’re just as hot as I knew you would be.”

“Put your shorts back on.” She told him. “We need to go to bed.” Ellen clicked off the television and slid her nightgown over her head. There was a big wet spot on the couch, and she knew she’d have to make sure it wasn’t obvious in the morning.

Connor stood up and flexed, his sexy muscles still lit perfectly. “Oh, come on. Maybe you should fire up that game again. We can play co-op. I’m definitely up for round two.” He was right. His cock hadn’t softened at all, even though he’d just unleashed a massive load all over her. It was all she could do not to lean forward and start sucking on him again.

Still, the implications of fucking her son’s best friend in her living room hadn’t escaped her. If anyone had woken up to go to the bathroom, it would have been game over. “Bed. Now.”

His hands grabbed her breasts again, and he kissed her hard. His cock still hadn’t gone down in the slightest, and she knew he could go again if she just let him slip into her pussy and fuck her some more. Finally, she grabbed his shoulder. “Stop. Please. We have to be careful.”

“Oh, yes, we do. Because I have one thing you need to know.” Connor slid up and hissed into her ear, making her pussy actually flood again. “I want to fuck you until you beg me to stop. Cum all over your body. Watch you ride me.” Ellen shook, thinking about what he was craving, and it was entirely okay with her. “Women my age are so boring. You’re my fantasy.”

Jesus. It was surreal having a young man who had just fucked her into oblivion saying those things and orgasmed all over her body quietly walking up her basement stairs, and the intense look he gave her along with the sight of his sexy body as he got dressed and headed upstairs made her sigh with desire. Shaking her head, she had to clear the intensity out and actually come back to the real world.

Ellen climbed into bed, thinking that she should probably rinse herself off from the layer of cum that was drying on her skin. But something held her back. It made her feel naughty that she was lying next to her husband with another man’s sperm coating her chest. There was even an urge to strip off her nightgown and spoon Andrew from behind so that she could rub Connor’s cum into his shirt. As if showing off that she’d just been properly taken care of sexually for the first time in a while.

Somehow, over the past few days, her world had completely changed. It was the second time she’d done something so outside of her character and comfort zone, and all because she wanted to experience new sexual things and was opening herself up to the idea that there was more for Ellen sexually than she had been settling for.

All she knew was that she wanted more. Experiences that Jack had inspired her to explore and enjoy for her own sexual satisfaction.

Sliding into the bed next to Andrew, he turned over and Ellen felt his arm creep across her body. Immediately she felt a flush of guilt. What she’d just experienced in the basement with Connor had given her even more reason to wonder what else was out there, and who knew what might happen the next day when they were all at the breakfast table together. And in the future, now that she’d had a chance to enjoy a sexy young body.

There was no denying Ellen wanted more. It was just going to be interesting to see how much more her life could take without blowing up like a bomb.  


CHAPTER SIX

Her next session with Jack passed relatively harmlessly. Now that they were in the thick of his treatment, it was much easier to focus on what he should do, rather than what he had already done. He was doing an outstanding job of managing his purported addiction, and Ellen put together a framework of exposure therapy that he was adhering to.

She had to admit, when she thought about him dating a new woman, there was a flash of jealousy. Even though he’d committed to the idea of not having sex until they talked about it, thinking about his gorgeous eyes sitting across a table making witty banter was something she craved. With Andrew, the conversation usually centred around dinner and Netflix.

The night after one of their following sessions, her phone pinged, and she was secretly thrilled to see Jack’s name pop up. It was rare he texted her outside of the office.

Have a couple of spare tickets to a charity foundation event I’m part of. Would you like to attend?

Normally, as soon as she received a message like it, she would have respectfully declined. It wasn’t right to mix personal time with clients. But Jack was different, somehow. At least that’s what her brain kept telling her as another message pinged through.

You would have a great chance to network and you can bring your husband.

The tickets were worth a fair amount, and Ellen was flattered that Jack had thought of her. And he was right. It was a great opportunity to network for her. Being there alone probably wasn’t a great idea, but perhaps Andrew would actually want to get out of the house for the night.

And it might satisfy her urges to meet new people and have some fun outside of the house, which was a great way to justify it. After all, Ellen had confirmed that new stimulation was what she needed, in both her personal life and her sexual one. The fact her son’s younger friend had so easily seduced her spoke volumes. Maybe there would be attractive men just like Jack at the party. But that weren’t clients of hers.

But it crossed that line between therapist and client, which was frowned upon. Seeing clients in a personal setting, especially one that you were attracted to, wasn’t smart. Ellen had thrown out smart a long time ago when it came to Jack.

And it was worth exploring. What she’d done thus far was opening up worlds and experiences she hadn’t expected, and she had minor pangs of regret but didn’t fault herself. It was all part of a personal journey she hadn’t even expected to undertake when Jack had walked into her office.

Being part of a gala event where she could get dressed up sounded like a lot of fun. It was for a good cause, too. All these thoughts just helped her justify texting him back.

We would love to. Thanks for the tickets.

Her phone quickly pinged with an email from Jack and a link to two tickets that were already paid for. Andrew might not really want to go, but if Ellen went by herself, it might actually be even better. Being alone with Jack in a setting like that brought all sorts of fantasies to mind. A gorgeous dress, a nice suit and maybe a hotel room with no restraints. Or the right kind of restraints to tie her to the headboard.

However, after the conversation she and Andrew had, he deserved to be included in whatever she was doing. And it had been a long time since they’d had a proper night out where they got dressed up. Even just picking out a dress was fun, showing Andrew the options. He chose one for her that wasn’t completely demure. Fun and flirty was the vibe she was feeling.

When they arrived at the venue, it was the rooftop patio that converted into a bar at night, and Ellen was holding Andrew’s hand as they walked in. He’d dressed in a typical button-down shirt and nice jeans, and they noticed that there were a lot of incredibly attractive people at the event. Some women were wearing dresses that would have been appropriate in a nightclub instead of a charity function.

The guys were a spread of young and old, and as they got a couple of drinks at the bar, Ellen felt a tap on her shoulder. Turning around, she smiled when she saw Jack and standing beside him was an incredibly gorgeous black man. “Ellen! So glad you could make it.”

“Thanks for inviting us. This is quite the place.” She had to lean in to be heard and could smell Jack’s cologne, which of course just made standing so close to him even worse. And his friend, introduced as a business partner, also was pretty easy on the eyes. They sipped their drinks and spoke about the charity a bit until Jack was called away. His friend Shawn stayed for a bit.

“How do you know Jack? Professionally?” he asked. His eyes were definitely flirty, even though Andrew was standing right there. Ellen got the impression that he might have been asking if she was one of his conquests. If they knew each other well, it was likely that the other man knew his friend was a ladies’ man. But he didn’t know about his therapy and Ellen didn’t want to disclose.

“Yes, professionally. We’ve worked together for a few weeks.” She said without alluding to her profession. “Tell me about yourself.”

As she spoke with Shawn, there was a calm confidence about him, and his eyes were piercing into hers. It was like Andrew wasn’t even in the room, and eventually he wandered off to check out the silent auction.

It was blatantly obvious from the start that Shawn was flirting with her, and the attention was more than welcome from her end. He was intelligent and witty, and sexy as hell. When he brought up the fact he rode motorcycles, Ellen could picture herself taking a ride on the vibrating machine, and then getting thrown down in a field and ravaged by the sexy black man.

A couple of more glasses of wine and she was feeling no pain and getting flirty herself. It was easy to keep an eye on Jack around the room, and he was talking to men and women alike, definitely not focusing on anyone longer than another. As the evening progressed, it took on more of a nightclub vibe and Andrew rejoined them as Shawn walked away.

“He seems like a nice guy.” He commented. “And it’s kind of funny watching him flirt with you.”

“What’s funny about that?” Ellen asked. “Maybe I’m flirting back.” Andrew seemed to be taken aback by the statement.

“Are you?”

“Is that okay?” she decided to challenge him. After all, they had spoken about trying new things. “We talked about trying new things. Maybe this is a good night to start the process.”

He went silent quickly, but Ellen could see his wheels were turning. Suddenly, he leaned in and surprised her. “Could flirting lead to more?”

She was taken aback, but as soon as she began to process what Andrew had said, Jack walked up to them, pausing with a frown. “Did I interrupt something?”

Ellen shook her head quickly. “No, we’re having a great time.”

“There’s a party down in one of the suites if you want to join us,” Jack suggested. “It’s a little more…intimate there.”

Her therapist instincts kicked in. Ellen knew what he was probably referring to, and while she was tempted, she knew she definitely shouldn’t be encouraging her sex addicted client to take part in a place where it was obvious there was going to be lots of drinking and flirting going on. “Do you think that’s really a good idea?”

Jack smiled his brilliant smile. “Call it exposure therapy. After all, if I can resist, then your work has gone a long way, right?”

It was a complete fallacy, but Ellen wanted to see the types of things that Jack had described in session. And Andrew seemed to be eager to stay around as well, especially because he’d seen how many beautiful women were at the party. Maybe that was the key to their dwindling sex life. After all, she’d partook in other men already, even though he didn’t know about it. Giving him the chance to do the same thing was only fair. Maybe it was a way to rekindle things for them.

When they arrived at the open suite, the party had ratcheted up a few notches and what had been a parade of attractive people downstairs had only the cream of the crop inside. Andrew was even checking out some of the women, and it was impossible not to. Some of them were obviously models or wives that looked like they could have stepped off the pages of magazines, and all of them were extremely friendly.

“Is this some kind of…swingers thing?” Andrew asked her. Ellen realized a situation like that would have been right up Jack’s alley, and he was definitely working the room and getting lots of attention. There were two points of interest for her. Jack, of course, and then his colleague Shawn who had flirted with her earlier. The gorgeous black man was also getting his share of sexy women flirting with him, but he kept looking back at Ellen and smiling at her.

Andrew went to get another drink and within moments, it seemed Shawn appeared at her side and his hand slipped around her waist. “I’m glad you guys made it up here. I’ve been hoping to get to know you better. Jack speaks highly of you, and I can see why. Intelligence is a massive turn on for me.”

Ellen couldn’t help but smile at the compliment. In a room full of gorgeous women, he was complimenting her mind, which was the perfect way to seduce her. And he probably knew that. “Thank you. I really enjoy my work.”

Their conversation was surface level for the most part, but there was subtle flirtation behind it and by the time Andrew returned and awkwardly interspersed himself into the conversation, Ellen could tell that Shawn was interested in more than just talking.

His eyes never left her body, and she could feel the attraction between them. It was thick in the air and the more she sipped the wine she was drinking, the more her inhibitions were coming down. Maybe it would be a good night for her and Andrew to have a bit of experimental fun. If he was okay with it, of course.

Shawn was knowledgeable about a lot of things, and Ellen could see that when other women approached and started to flirt with him, he only had eyes for her. Like a stalking lion that had chosen his quarry for the evening. And she’d fallen right into his trap. Even Andrew was sensing the vibes between them, although he was making sure that Ellen had her chances to flirt back. The dynamic was vastly different than what she was used to, but it was exciting at the same time.

Jack approached her after some time had passed and announced he was leaving. “But can I talk to you alone?”

Ellen nodded and moved aside so if he needed to share something he could in confidence. “How has everything gone tonight for you?”

“Well, I’m leaving alone, if that tells you anything. I got more than one offer to have some fun but I’ve managed to turn them all down and maintain my celibacy.”

Ellen felt a flush of happiness for him. He’d already come a long way towards controlling his urges, and that meant she was doing her job. Dancing across that personal boundary as she was, at least she’d done some good.”

“I’m really grateful for your help. A few months ago I would have chosen a girl, maybe two, and then spent the entire night in the throes of pleasure. Now, I have a different mindset about it. I appreciate that. I’m choosing to do things, not letting my addiction take me over.”

Ellen felt another flush of appreciation for Jack. Even though she was definitely lusting after him, he was still on a journey of self-discovery, and as odd as the setting was to allow him to take that step forward, she was happy that he had done it. “I’m going to head out. Enjoy the rest of the evening.” Looking over at Shawn, Ellen could see that he was checking out their interaction and when they locked eyes, the gorgeous man smiled at her.

Andrew was sitting on the edge of one couch, just sort of observing things. As usual, he wasn’t being a sick in the mud, but he just wasn’t social and outgoing. Ellen walked up to Shawn again, and he greeted her with a broad smile. “I was hoping you’d come back to say hello.” The innuendo was obvious. “Are you sticking around for a bit?”

“I thought we’d see where the night takes us.” Ellen replied. She felt like there was something to explore, and after her newfound sexual freedom and the way Andrew was responding to her taking charge of the social situation, she felt like she could test the waters a bit. Thankfully, Shawn beat her to it.

“I just happen to have a room one floor up. Maybe you two want to join me up there?” The innuendo was obvious. Shawn wanted her. And Ellen had to admit, she wanted him as well. He was hot as hell, and with the way her libido had gone into overdrive, she was craving another somewhat illicit experience like she’d had with Connor. He was looking at Andrew, and the permission needed to be there.

Walking over to him, she almost bit her tongue, but then told him what was going on. It was pretty clear. “Shawn has invited us back to his room.”

“Like, just the two of us? What does that mean?”

“I think you know what it means.” Ellen said. His face remained stoic, but she took his hand. “And I’m interested. This is all part of what we talked about before. Experimenting.”

“What do you want?”

Ellen sighed. He couldn’t even make a decision if he wanted to take that next step. She was going to have to thrust him into it, whether he liked it or not. The passive husband that would just go along with whatever she wanted. Life could definitely be worse. And it gave her all the permission she needed.

She took Andrew’s hand and led him over to Shawn. “Let’s go.” She said to the other man. Looking around, it almost felt as if she’d just told the entire suite that she was about to head to another man’s room to get fucked, but the way the night had been going, she could see other groups forming and people getting very flirty.

Jack was gone, so it wasn’t like a client would see her going any further, so it was safe to do what she pleased. And what she really wanted was to be in a room with Shawn and see what happened. Andrew could choose to stay or go, as far as she was concerned. Shawn motioned towards the door and Ellen walked towards it, with Andrew trailing behind.

He didn’t seem to want to even talk about what was happening or debate if they should take that next step or not, being perfectly okay with allowing her to indulge herself. Of course, once they got up to the other room, maybe that would change. The walk to the elevator and the ride up only one floor felt like it took forever, and then the three of them were walking through Shawn’s door.

The room was much smaller than the suite they had been in, just an open area with a king sized bed and she could see an open suitcase and clothes scattered in a cupboard. It was perfect for a one-night stand with a virtual stranger, and even though her husband was there, Ellen began to feel horny, anticipating her willing seduction. Shawn motioned to the mini bar. “Would you like a drink?”

There was no need for pretenses. Ellen knew exactly what she wanted. “I don’t think you have what I want. Andrew, could you head out and grab us a six pack of beer?”

Andrew bristled a bit. “You want me to leave?”

“Just run out quickly. I’m sure Shawn and I can enjoy ourselves without you.” Ellen said with a determined look. All three of them knew exactly what her words meant, but it was up to Andrew to either refuse or accept what was going on.

“Okay, I’ll run out quickly and be back,” he simply said. Shawn grinned and then looked over at Andrew, but stepped closer to Ellen. Now she could sense exactly what he had in mind and could feel the sexual tension between them. It had been tangible even downstairs, but now it was thick in the air. Andrew hadn’t left yet, but Shawn still made a move.

“I think we both know why we are here.” Shawn ran his hand down her arm and then wrapped it around her hip. “You are a gorgeous woman, Ellen.” It slid down and cupped her ass cheek, squeezing it without any restraint.

Kissing another man in front of her husband wasn’t something Ellen thought she’d ever do, but when Shawn confidently cupped her chin and leaned in, she couldn’t help but return it, even though she was nervous. His lips met hers and his tongue gently probed between them. Ellen felt his hand wrap around her back and tighten against her lower back and then both hands slid down to her ass, squeezing it as he kissed her harder. The passion was unmistakable and if she hadn’t already been melting between her legs, the kiss would have made her drip.

Tilting her head back, he kissed her neck and then back to her mouth, consuming her lips in his and their tongues warmly battled as they started to make out with more passion. Ellen heard herself moan as his hands wandered further, cupping her thong covered ass and sliding her dress up.

The most incredible thing was Andrew was watching the entire thing. She felt free and just slutty enough to let her inhibitions drop away entirely, knowing that she had ultimate control over what was about to happen. Turning around, she looked at her husband as if asking permission, but knowing none was actually needed. Pushing back into Shawn’s hips, she could feel a massive length pressing against her ass as he unzipped her dress slowly.

“Aren’t you going to go?” Ellen said, breaking the spell that had passed over her husband since she’d kissed another man in front of him. “I’m thirsty.”

Andrew looked like he was stunned, but simply nodded and walked out of the hotel room door. Before the door even shut, Shawn’s hands had a hold of her zipper and he’d begun to lower it, kissing her neck from behind at the same time.

The dress slipped down over her shoulders and her breasts popped out. Shawn was massaging them from behind, cupping her globes and lifting them up. His fingertips pinched her nipples and Ellen had to gasp, leaning into him even further. “I’ve been wondering if the rumours about black men are true.” She sighed.

A quick chuckle from Shawn and he pointedly turned her around. “Yeah, you white women always want to check out the big black dick, don’t you? You won’t be disappointed.” His hand grabbed hers and placed it on his crotch. The length and size of what was underneath almost made Ellen gasp in surprise. It was gigantic to the touch, and when she squeezed it, the massive snake pulsed in her hand, even through his clothing.

“I think you want to see it, don’t you?” His hands went to his zipper, and he motioned Ellen to sit down on the bed, as if it was completely normal that he was going to remove his pants and expose his enormous cock to her. “Maybe you should undo my pants for me.”

She couldn’t stifle a smile. Unbuckling his belt slowly, she reached inside his tight boxer briefs and when her hand encircled a thick hard shaft, she laughed. It was insanely big. Skimming down his pants and shorts, it popped out fully, unable to even stick straight out because of the length and thickness. He was fully shaved and his cock was gorgeously dark in her hand. She’d never seen anything like it outside of porn.

“Look at this big dick. Jesus.” Ellen said. It was almost the length of her forearm. When she grabbed it, her fingers couldn’t even fit around it without being separated. And it would have taken two hands to cover the length. Truth that black men were often massively endowed. Turning to Shawn, she tilted her head and let him kiss her, feeling the sexy tongue glide between her lips while she stroked his gigantic member.

There was an urge to slip it between her lips, but Shawn took charge quickly and cupped her breasts. His hands pushed her back onto the bed and with dept strength he spread her legs. Ellen felt the thrill of anticipation. When his tongue rolled over her pussy lips she gasped. He was taking his time and really enjoying tasting her, moaning into her slit and making it vibrate.

As he continued his oral assault on her, he began to strip down, unbuttoning his shirt and stripping it off while standing up and dropping his shorts and pants. Naked, his dark body almost glistened in the light from the window and his cock was magnificent. He pushed Ellen back on the bed and then knelt beside her, offering his big dick to her lips.

The amount she had to open her jaw just to take him in was unbelievable. His head filled her lips quickly and Ellen sucked as Shawn placed two fingers against her dripping pussy and slid them inside, curling them up and fingering her g-spot like he knew her body as an expert already.

Trying to suck hard, she couldn’t take in more than about three inches of his girth and kept sucking, the thrill of having another man’s dick in her eager mouth enhancing her experience. She made it as slick as she could, swirling her tongue around his head.

Shawn quickly moved between her legs again, tugging her panties down and off, then sliding her dress over her head so Ellen was naked and spread in front of him. Placing his fingers back inside her, now he leaned forward and started to devour her pussy again, and Ellen lay there moaning. It was incredibly sensual and erotic.

The door to the hotel room opened and Andrew walked in, quickly shutting it behind him. Shawn didn’t miss a beat and Ellen felt like she was about to either have her marriage implode or get permission to do exactly what she had been craving. The two fingers kept pumping inside her pussy as Shawn licked her clit and Ellen let out a sexual moan. “Fuck yes…lick my pussy…make me cum…”

She knew the words would strike into Andrew, and he slowly walked into the full view of his wife with her legs spread, her pussy wide and dripping wet, with a massive black man devouring her. Ellen turned her head to look at him as he put down the two bottles of beer he’d found. “Oh my God, Andrew, he’s making me feel so fucking good. He’s going to make me cum.”

The problem was, she had no idea how he was going to react. As if he was resigning himself to what was happening, he kept watching without a word, sitting down on the couch across from the bed as Shawn continued to lick and finger her.

Andrew could see the view from the side as Shawn knelt between her legs and kissed her dripping wet slit, his tongue quickly sliding between them and trailing right up to her throbbing clit. Ellen gasped out loud. Now she could be uninhibited, finally allowed to be loud and expressive with a new lover. And in front of her husband, who was now watching her being enjoyed by another man.

The gorgeous black man’s tongue penetrated her slit and Ellen wrapped her thighs around his head to make sure he stayed right where he was. The rapid swipes of his hot tongue were making her already wet pussy throb with need. A need to cum all over his sexy face. Shawn seemed to know exactly what to do to her, teasing her clit as he licked and sucked at her pussy lips and then sliding away from it just as he was about to take her over the edge. It was incredible to feel a man really enjoying going down on her, and his low throaty moans were confirmation that he was enjoying himself.

She started to talk again, to give her husband more of a cuckold experience. “Holy shit…that’s so good. Yes, keep licking my pussy. Your tongue is so fucking hot. I want to cum all over your face. Keeeeeeepppppp going…”

Turning her head to the side, Andrew was sitting in the chair, but she could see he was hard under his pants and squeezing the head of his much smaller dick. Now he was fully invested, at least according to his erection.

Shawn was relentless, and finally he latched his gorgeous thick lips onto her clit and started sucking with gentle pressure, while also sliding a finger into her tunnel and curling it up to touch her g-spot. It was all she needed. Ellen started to feel her body lose control and bucked her hips wildly up against his face, giving little gasps and squeals of pleasure as she sprinted towards a massive orgasm.

A few more sucks and thrusts and suddenly she was transfixed on the bed, pushing her hips up hard into Shawn’s face as she screamed loudly and felt her pussy spasm hard, a wave of sensation coursing through her like a lightning bolt. Her slit dripped juices onto his finger and mouth as he lapped at her, taking her through the orgasm to the other side with ease. By the time he was done she felt like a puddle on the bed.

He wasn’t done with her. Since she was sprawled on the edge of the bed, it was easy for him to stand up between her legs, and when Ellen saw his nice thick cock fully hard and ready to penetrate her, she turned her head to look at Andrew while she spoke with Shawn. “I want that big black dick inside me. Fuck my pussy and make me cum again. It’s so fucking big.”

Then she directed her words towards Andrew. “I think you want to watch him fuck me, don’t you? You want to see me taking that big black cock in my pussy, Andrew?”

His response was just a simple nod, as if he had lost the ability to speak. Ellen wasn’t about to let the opportunity go and turned back to Shawn, kissing him hard again as the massive black man cupped her ass and squeezed the cheeks. He pushed her back, and Ellen spread her legs in anticipation of him inside her. His muscles bulged as his hands massaged her thighs, positioning her as he pleased.

She felt like a slut. Her entire being was wrapped up in the muscular black man grabbing her legs and placing them against his broad shoulders while he positioned himself with his thick cock head against her pussy lips. Looking right at her husband, Ellen gave out a little gasp and closed her eyes at the pleasure of him penetrating her, feeling her pussy lips stretch wide around his head. He moved slowly, tantalizingly, and entered her with gentle care.

Ellen loved seeing Andrew’s eyes widen as another man pushed his cock inside his wife for the first time. Shawn withdrew slightly, his dick already coated with her juices that were flowing like a river. He pushed in again and this time it was like a heated steel rod was stretching her pussy wider than it had ever been stretched before. The thickness and the fact he was six inches inside and not even all the way in had her body writhing on the bed within moments.

Pumping his thick hips, Shawn loaded her pussy with his massive shaft and Ellen went into spasms, unable to even take the sensations coursing through her as the massive black man fucked her deep. It was the biggest dick she had ever taken by a large margin, and she quickly realized why so many women raved about black men. He was massive, had stamina, and looked hot as hell looming over her.

Light squeals came from her mouth as she started to feel like she was coursing towards another orgasm, and she couldn’t help keep her commentary going for both men. “Oh wow…yes, please…keep fucking me…you’re going to make me cum so fucking hard…don’t stop…aaaaaahhhhh!” She screamed out her release as her slit coated his perfect cock with her orgasmic wetness.

Shawn quickly pulled out and grabbed her hip, turning her over. Ellen slid into doggie position, knowing it was what he wanted, except she moved herself so Andrew could clearly see the man’s massive dick fucking her. With a loud groan, he squeezed her ass and entered her again, able to get even deeper now that he was positioned the right way. His cock rammed against her deepest depths and when he slid a finger into her ass, Ellen orgasmed like a fountain again, erupting and crying out loudly that she was cumming a second time within a minute of the first.

She never wanted him to stop, but she could feel his cock expanding and then realized what he was about to do. Ellen hadn’t expected him to want to release his load inside her pussy and they hadn’t bothered with a condom, but she also knew that she was completely okay with him filling her up with his hot cum.

“Yes…let that big black dick cum inside me…” she moaned. “I want your cum to flood my pussy…AH!” There was no care for what Andrew was seeing or hearing, she was just in the throes of craving another man’s cum in her pussy.

Shawn grunted and then she felt his hands tighten on her ass cheeks as he plunged into her one more time, a searing hot load pumping from his massive dick into her already flooded tunnel. He didn’t stop pumping until his dick was totally drained, and when he pulled out of her with a loud groan, she could feel thick dollops of cum dripping from her slit.

He grabbed his cock and squeezed it. “My God, that was amazing. You are a sexy woman, Ellen.” Turning to Andrew, he gave him a smile. “And your wife is fucking amazing.”

She could see that Andrew didn’t know how to react. He was stunned into silence, but she couldn’t help but see that his pants were tented. He’d gotten hard watching her with another man, and that was a fantastic sight.

“Oh my…” Ellen sighed. “Whew. That was amazing.” She closed her legs and stretched quickly, feeling a slick path coming from between her legs.

“Do you want to shower off?” Shawn said casually, as if he’d done things like it a hundred times before. It was likely that he had.

“Actually, I think we should go.” Andrew said bluntly. “Are you okay with that?” It was quick, and it was obvious that he wasn’t a hundred percent on board with what he’d just seen.

Ellen quickly nodded. There was no point in making things awkward for anyone, and quickly she found her dress and panties, heading to the bathroom to get slightly cleaned up. The excitement of it all was still throbbing in her body as she quickly cleaned Shawn’s cum off her legs and out of her pussy. She was officially a hotwife. And Andrew was a cuckold, whether he liked it or not.

When Ellen walked out, she was redressed and Shawn and Andrew were both having a drink in silence, Shawn having put his pants back on. She could see the tension between Andrew and the other man, although he sent her off with a kiss on the cheek as they left.

He was silent throughout the entire ride home. Ellen knew she had to give him time to process what had just happened, especially since she had been the aggressor with her sexy black lover. His body was just too much to resist. And she didn’t regret any part of it. The only problem was that now she was craving it again.


CHAPTER SEVEN

When she got out of bed in the morning, Ellen was nervous. Maybe last night had gone way too far for her husband. The experience had been thrilling and she could still feel the aftereffects in her body. The fullness of her black lover, and the powerful orgasms he’d easily wrung from her body. Her muscles were sore from sex, something she hadn’t felt in…well, ever.

But there was another side to think about. Her home life. So far, she’d been throwing caution to the wind and doing whatever she wanted, but there was a partner to think about. The sex had been too much to resist once she figured out that she craved something more than what she had, thanks to Jack. His stories of wanton lust had shown her that there was another world out there she wanted.

Walking downstairs, Andrew was sitting in the breakfast room with a cup of coffee, and she saw he’d made enough for both of them. No words were exchanged until she sat down with a cup. “Is Sam here?”

“He’s gone to work.” Was the simple reply.

Ellen knew she needed to deal with the event from last night right away. It was always better to have things out in the open, and she always espoused open communication. “We didn’t have time to talk last night. But I want to know how you felt about what happened. It’s important to me we have an open dialogue about things.”

It sounded awfully formal, but Andrew was a formal guy, that she knew. “I actually need to apologize for not completely including you in every step of my thoughts. I got caught up in things and that shouldn’t have happened. But I can’t deny that the entire experience was amazing for me.”

Her words were tumbling out and there was no reaction but a stoic expression from the other side.

“It’s taken me a while to process what I saw last night.” He started. “But I have to admit, I’m not angry or upset about it. In fact, it was kind of…hot?”

Ellen almost breathed a sigh of relief. She’d been praying that Andrew would open himself up to more experiences. “I’m relieved to hear that.” She replied. “Really relieved. I want you to know that this exploration has nothing to do with us. It’s all about me and my needs.”

“I’m not satisfying your needs, then.” He said bluntly. “I had a feeling since the other night. And I know that maybe I’m not the best lover.”

She reached out and took his hand gently. “But you are the best husband and father I could ever ask for. Sometimes in relationships, you need to have the physical needs separate from the other ones. It’s something I’ve learned and I’m trying hard to understand as well.” 

“So, does that mean we’re going to be in an open relationship?” His eyes were cast downward as if he had done something wrong. “I don’t want to lose us.”

Ellen sat down and took his hand. “This is going to be a journey. I’m letting you know my needs and that I want to experience things with other people. You can do the same as well if you like, but really, what I want is for you to be a part of this with me. Like the other night where you watched me. It was amazing to know that what I was doing was accepted.”

He finally spoke. “I think I can do that. It isn’t exactly what I expected, but if it makes you happy and keeps us together, then I’m willing to try.”

“I really appreciate you being patient and open to what we are experiencing. There’s one more subject I want to broach.” Andrew nodded.

“I’m listening.”

“I want to take a lover. Somebody that can be a regular sexual partner.” It sounded businesslike, but that was how the arrangement had to be discussed. Andrew didn’t have to know right away that it was going to definitely be Jack. If he wanted to. She’d waited long enough. His sexual prowess and the way she was attracted to him was far too much to hold back any longer.

“And do I get to be part of this arrangement? Like the guy is going to know you’re married, right?”

“Of course, Andrew. In fact, I’d love it if you would watch again.” She had her own confession. “Having you watching me with another man was insanely hot for me. I couldn’t have expected it but there’s something about that scenario that drives me crazy. It makes me feel so sexy knowing that one man is enjoying me while you’re enjoying the sight of your wife getting so much pleasure.”

“All I want is for you to have pleasure.” Andrew said. “And if it isn’t going to be with me, then watching you is going to have to be a part of it.”

“Is that your way of saying yes?” Ellen asked.

He nodded. “Yes. I’m willing to get into this with you and do whatever you like. I think that fulfilling your needs is important.”

“That’s so incredible.” Ellen squeezed his hand and kissed him. “And I appreciate you so much as a partner and a husband.”

Now the coast was clear. All she needed to do was completely break her ethical code and ask Jack if he was interested in a sexual relationship with her. Which would provide him with the perfect reason to break his sexual sobriety. If her association ever found out, she’d lose her registration immediately.

But she couldn’t resist. And because it was her bringing him back into the sexual fold, Ellen knew she could make sure he didn’t succumb to his previous desires and go crazy again with a sexual addiction. It sounded insane, but the best thing for him might be to sleep with his therapist. Afterwards, they could debrief about it.

Her next session with Jack was the following day. Ellen intentionally wore an outfit she knew he liked to see her in, because he had commented on it the last time. After all, if she was going to broach the subject of them being lovers, she might as well give him some enticement.

The anticipation had her body on edge through the first session she had before Jack, and her client could even clearly tell she was distracted. But all Ellen could think about was she and Jack finally being able to enjoy each other physically rather than just talking. She’d never forgotten her fantasy of being fucked over the desk in her office.

When he walked in he flashed her his typical charismatic smile and sat down. As they began the session catching up, Ellen steered the conversation into a place where she was talking about what he might focus on in the future to push his therapy forward. And that was when she took a deep breath and told him what had been on her mind for days.

“I think you’re ready to take the next step. And…” she paused and took a deep breath. “…I hoped that maybe I could be the person you break your celibacy with.”

His eyes went wide. “Ellen? Really?”

A flash of guilt went through her, but she composed herself quickly. “I know it’s a surprise, but I’m intensely attracted to you. On many levels.”

Jack looked at her with serious eyes. “Are you suggesting that we become lovers?” It was so direct, it took Ellen aback slightly. But it was exactly what she was suggesting.

She finally took a deep breath and nodded. “Yes. I think I want to be a part of your journey of self-discovery beyond what we have had so far. And that means being physically involved with you as well.” Just saying the words felt kind of strange, admitting that she wanted to be involved with another man, but liberating at the same time. It was just admitting her feelings, and there was nothing wrong with that.

“What about your husband?”

“He’s willing to be a part of it as well. Or at least let me explore things with you and maybe other people.”

Jack paused and looked down at the floor. She could feel his wheels turning. “I’m supposed to be celibate. But I have to admit, I’m intensely attracted to you. It’s actually been hard not to admit it in this room a few times.”

That was also a relief. Being rejected would have severely damaged her already fragile sense of openness. “I’m glad to hear that. So, that being said,” she paused and took a deep breath. “Why don’t you come over to my place tomorrow night and we can have a date?”

He laughed softly. “A date. That seems like such a foreign concept to me. Especially when there’s a beautiful woman involved.”

Ellen knew what she wanted and decided to be very clear in her motivation. “I say date, but what I really want is you. The Jack that is an incredible lover and the one that’s done so much work in this room with me. The one who I know can be emotionally connected now with what he’s doing. That’s the person I want to have with me tomorrow night.”

He nodded. “I think I can do that.” It was the second time she’d heard those words from a man recently, and it brought the same sigh of relief from her.

“I feel relieved to hear you say that,” Ellen admitted.

“I want a dress that’s short. Show off those sexy legs of yours. Tight across your breasts. And the bra and panties underneath need to be black lace. See through. Understand?” The tone of his voice was already commanding. It made her shiver, imagining if that was how he was going to be with her in the bedroom.

“Understood.” She nodded. “Andrew will be watching us.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.” He smiled. “A good little cuckold needs to be shown what his hotwife needs, after all.”

Jack understood, and that gave Ellen a thrill. She knew he would be an incredible lover if he was even half as skilled as he’d discussed with her. It was easy for her to admit her needs to him. “I want the complete experience. No holding back.”

He nodded with a wry grin, and his eyes changed slightly, raking up and down her body. Ellen leaned back, opening up her legs and as Jack looked between them, part of her wanted to just tell him to take her right there in her office. But she also wanted time with him. And while it was hot to think about their first time being fast and hard, it was even hotter to think about him taking his time and satisfying her the way she knew he could.

Waiting for their date was going to be torture of the best kind.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Sam was away for the weekend and Ellen and Andrew had the house to themselves. It was perfect timing for her first date with Jack. Which she hoped would lead to a night that might make the sex with Shawn look like a PG-rated movie. There was no question that the connection between her and Jack was much stronger than it had been with Shawn.

That encounter had been a spontaneous thing. This was planned. Ellen was as nervous as she would have been for a legitimate date, and she could tell that Andrew was as well. He was trying to busy himself around the house and ignoring the fact that she was getting ready.

Trying to make sure she adhered to Jack’s request for her outfit, just picking it out was exciting. Making sure the dress was perfectly sexy and the lingerie underneath was exactly what he’d asked for. She made a mental note that a shopping trip for her new lover with Andrew might be kind of fun.

Andrew had gotten dressed and shaved but was waiting on the bed. When she walked out of the closet wearing the skimpy dress and the proper lingerie underneath, his face was a mixed bundle of emotions. He was good at hiding how he really felt; she knew that.

“You look…gorgeous. Hot.” Ellen knew it was a lot to admit those words, knowing that it was all for another man, but she still embraced him.

“Thank you. I’m really nervous about tonight.”

“It feels kind of different somehow.” Andrew observed. “Not like last time.”

“I think it is.” Ellen didn’t comment any further because she didn’t want to bring to her husbands’ attention that it was because she was going to be enjoying a man she was really attracted to. And had been working with for a long time.

She and Jack had agreed that they didn’t need anything like dinner, so when the doorbell rang in the evening, her body instantly got excited. Andrew was the one to open it and let Jack in, so when he walked into the living room and saw Ellen in her dress, he grinned. “Wow. You look incredible, Ellen.” She hugged him and he gave her a chase kiss on the cheek, already establishing physical contact.

As they drank a glass of wine, Jack actually took the lead, which was a bit of a relief for Ellen, and she could tell that Andrew felt the same way. “I know you two haven’t really done anything like this before, and I’m grateful to be able to help you. Andrew, your wife has helped me through a lot of emotions, and I really appreciate her. Plus, you have to admit, she’s stunning.”

Andrew nodded and looked at Ellen with a sheepish smile. “She definitely is. And thank you for saying that.”

“It goes without saying. I am a very lucky man and I hope that we all have fun together tonight.” He looked at Ellen with an expression that made her panties instantly get wetter than they were already.

Taking a big gulp of her wine, Ellen stood up. “Shall we go upstairs?” The question almost hung in the air between them all, and both Andrew and Jack stood up at almost the same time. Andrew went first, and Ellen enjoyed knowing that Jack’s eyes were staring straight at her ass while she climbed the stairs, wiggling her hips for him.

Once they were in the bedroom, it was difficult to even know how to begin. “Jack, since you have done this before, why don’t you take the lead?” Ellen suggested. It made the most sense. He smiled at her and then at Andrew.

“Some husbands like to watch, and some don’t until things get a bit more intense. How do you feel about it?”

Andrew pointed at the chair in the corner. “I’d like to watch.” He quickly sat down. Ellen could feel the nervous energy radiating off her body, and her hands were shaking. Jack quickly stepped forward and took her hands, looking into her eyes deeply.

“There’s nothing to be nervous about.”

“I trust you.” She said. It felt natural to tell him and when he leaned in, they kissed for the first time. Ellen felt giddy, like she was kissing a crush in high school, and quickly she realized that was actually the case. She’d wanted Jack for weeks and had completely changed her lifestyle because of the influence he had. His kiss was surprisingly like a familiar lover instead of awkward new energy. Tender and sultry, yet also erotic.

He broke the kiss and turned them both towards Andrew.

“I’m going to show you how to give her ultimate pleasure. This is a gorgeous woman who deserves to be worshipped in bed. Her body is unbelievable, and you’ve been taking it for granted. So sit there and watch while I give her what she’d truly craving.” Jack said. His tone was so firm and commanding, Ellen got wet just hearing him talk to Andrew.

Jack walked around her. “Just look at this sexy dress she wore for me. I’m sure that underneath is the bra and panties I asked her to wear for me so that I could see her in them.” Ellen felt a rush of satisfaction at the fact she’d obeyed her new lover. “Did you wear them?”

Ellen nodded, and Jack smiled at her. “Good girl.” Just the simple phrase made her body shivered. She was going to be totally his, and he was the type of man who knew what to do with her in order to give her everything she needed.

“Now,” Jack said, “Come here.” She was completely ready for him to touch her, and he gathered her into his arms and slowly their lips finally came together again. Just touching his lips was enough to make her melt, but when the light kiss became deeper and they started to actually engage, tongues and lips merging deeply, it made her head swim at how erotic the entire thing felt.

His body was hard muscle and his arms wrapped around her, stroking her hair and sliding down her bare back as they made out, getting more and more passionate until finally he pulled away. Ellen felt the need for him immediately. She wanted more lips. More touching.

The lips slid to her neck and Ellen couldn’t stifle the moan that came out of her. His hand went to her zipper as if he knew exactly where it was, and he slowly undid it as he devoured her skin, letting his tongue slide across the pebbled surface. It was not a move of desperation; it was deliberately torturous.

Once the dress was unzipped, Jack placed both hands on her straps and eased it slowly down, stepping back to look at her body as it was revealed. The look in his eye was insanely sexy. “God. Gorgeous.” He said once her dress was dropped around her feet. Ellen felt slightly vulnerable with his eyes devouring her, but he kept gazing at her, slowly letting his hands touch her bare arms, her stomach and then running down each leg.

It was like he was touching everywhere except where she craved to be touched, which she knew was totally deliberate. Her body was shaking with the anticipation of going further.

“Turn around. Look at your husband.” Ellen turned her body and looked at Andrew. “See how gorgeous this woman is?” Jack’s hands ran down her bare waist and he slid them behind to cup her ass. “So firm. So hot. Do you agree, Andrew?”

Ellen had to gasp again when Jack unhooked her bra without waiting for an answer, and as he kissed the back of her neck, her breasts were released. “Oh my…these are incredible.” Jack sighed as his hands wrapped around and cupped her petite globes. “Firm. I love your sexy nipples.”

It was torture in the best way possible. Like he knew that every touch was drawing fire across her skin. His lips travelled across her shoulder as Ellen squirmed under his touch, feeling her panties absolutely drenched with her desire. When Jack took hold of her panties and slid them slowly down her hips, she stepped out of them and faced her husband, completely naked, while her new lover slid his hands up the backs of her legs and cupped her ass. “My God, you are gorgeous.”

Andrew’s mouth was hanging open, but then he finally spoke. “She is gorgeous.” Ellen couldn’t help but smile at him. He seemed to relax when he spoke, but she could see that he was still apprehensive about what was going on. Jack turned her around and kissed her hard again, their tongues eagerly sliding between each others’ lips, but this time she was bare skinned. Her nipples rubbed against the fabric of his shirt and she could feel her wet pussy trying to grind against his thigh.

Now she wanted to feel skin against skin, and she took hold of his shirt buttons, slowly undoing them. While they kissed passionately, the shirt came free and she almost flung it off his shoulders, then touched his muscular chest as they kissed even harder. Sliding her hand down, she cupped his crotch and felt that he was rock hard and generously sized.

She hadn’t even made out with her husband like it since they were first married, and it was making her head spin at how much he was turning her body into a quivering mess without even doing anything besides kissing and touching her. He finally broke the kiss. “Take my pants off.”

Perfect. Ellen knelt down and eagerly grabbed his belt, almost yanking on it. Jack grabbed her hand immediately. “Ah ah. Slowly, Ellen. We have all night.” She took a deep breath at his words. He was right. They had all the time in the world to enjoy the moment. And she also knew that it was his first time in a long time having sex and didn’t want to rush him.

Slowly she unbuckled his belt and slipped it out of the loops, then undid his pants and, as she slid them down, his shorts came with them. As it lowered, she saw the trail of his pubic hair and then finally his gorgeous long shaft was revealed inch by inch. He was groomed and smelled incredible as finally it popped out of confinement and jutted straight up in front of her, hard and ready to be devoured.

With his dick sitting in front of her face, Jack stroked her cheek and Ellen couldn’t help but slip his cock head between her lips. She needed to taste him. It felt spongy and tasted delicious. Sucking on it gently, she slid her tongue around the shaft and felt the bumpy veins. Taking it out, she kissed the head and looked up at Jack, who was eagerly watching her with a satisfied smile on his face.

There was a need to impress him. Knowing his sexual history, Ellen wanted to be one of the women who’s oral skills he would remember. She licked his shaft up the bottom again and then took him deeper in her mouth until his head tickled the back of her throat. Jack groaned with obvious pleasure above her.

“That’s so good, Ellen. Your mouth feels amazing.” He cooed at her as she sucked harder, trying to take him in deep. It had been a long time since she actually enjoyed sucking a man’s dick. Usually with Andrew, it was just to get him hard so they could get into the sex and get it done, but this was different. Her mouth embraced his hardness and enjoyed that she was making him feel so good.

Trying to take him even deeper, Ellen relaxed her throat and with a gasp, her breath was cut off, sending a rush through her body as he fucked her throat lightly. With a loud gasp, she saw a trail of her saliva coating his delicious dick. It was easy to lick off and when she did she smiled up at Jack as he stroked her hair. His expression was affection, not lust.

Now she could see Andrew had his pants down and was idly stroking himself, watching the two of them. It was ideal that he was showing her he was enjoying watching her. A thought flashed through her mind: if she would get horny watching the same thing, him with another woman. Something she filed away for another time.

“I want you inside me.” She said to Jack, and he smiled, tugging her to her feet and kissing her hard again while he walked her back towards the bed. Her marriage bed. About to be claimed by another man. Her legs hit the edge, and she scooted herself back onto the soft surface, then opened her legs. Jack stood there gazing down at her, his rippling stomach and gorgeous cock pointing thee way towards her pussy.

Taking his deliberate time again, he knelt on the bed and moved forward, then finally leaned his entire body down on top of hers. They kissed hard again as Ellen eagerly adjusted herself to allow him to give her what she was craving. Their bodies merging as one, to finally consummate what she had wanted since the second he walked into her office.

She wrapped her arms around him and as he eased between her legs, his lovely cock probed against her opening that was fully ready for him to enter her. One simple adjustment and then suddenly his shaft filled her up with one hard thrust, making her gasp and squeeze her legs around his hips. It almost made her cum with one thrust.

Like he knew exactly how to read her body, he placed his hips firmly against her pelvis and thrust deeper, and now he was grinding against her throbbing clit. That was all it took. Less than thirty seconds after he entered her, Ellen cried out in surprise as she crested into a throbbing, explosive orgasm that made her entire body shake and a loud wail come from her body as her back arched.

“Oh my God…oh my God…” she gasped. He’d made her cum within moments. The wonderful sensations only increased once his cock was flooded with her essence and Jack pushed himself up on his arms, smiling down at her and thrusting steadily into her sopping wet tunnel that had just coated his cock with her cum.

It was as if the entire room had disappeared. Ellen looked into his eyes as Jack hovered over her, his sexy arms and shoulders flexing with every movement. It was deliberate, and there was no sign that his stamina was going to wane at all. His dick was like searing heat with every thrust, and the slow movement was making her pussy shudder. The emotional waves she felt towards him and the way he was not just fucking her, not just having sex with her, but making love to her was something she hadn’t felt in a long time. A true lover, not just someone to fuck like Shawn had been in the hotel room.

He kissed her gently, his cock never stopping its’ thrusts. “Ellen, you are so gorgeous. I want to have you all night.” It was like her husband wasn’t even in the room.

“Oh my God, yes! Keep going and make me cum again!” Ellen gasped, looking straight at Andrew while she did. “You’re making me cum again…aaaaahhhhh!” She had to close her eyes and shudder around his cock and then opened her eyes again to see Andrew taking in the fact that his wife was cumming repeatedly around another man’s dick. And begging him for more.

Now it was time to experience what she’d been thinking about ever since one of their first sessions together. Being tied up and allowing him to have his way with her. Ellen finally slid away from him as he withdrew and felt under the bed for the ties she’d placed there before the night began.

Pulling them out, she handed them to him. “I want you to use these.”

Jack chuckled, his gorgeous dick still hard and flexing. He took the ties and Ellen placed her wrist against the bed frame with delight. The knot was firm and effective, as if he’d done it dozens of times before. Once he had the other side tied up, she was spread wide and her pussy was aching to be filled again.

A pillow was slipped under her hips, lifting up her body, and when Jack’s finger was placed against her tight asshole, Ellen shuddered. Was he about to claim her in another way? Her anticipation was confirmed when Jack slipped two fingers into her slick pussy and then spread her juices all over his cock. Getting closer between her legs, he didn’t ask permission before placing his dick against her pucker and then rubbing it back and forth to lubricate her.

All Ellen could do was breathe. “Go slow. Please.” Her breath was coming in short pants and looking over at Andrew, she could see his mouth was agape at the sight of his wife tied up and about to get fucked in the ass.

The penetration was slow and gentle, but the sensation of his thick cock stretching her ass was almost too much to take at the beginning. Ellen let out a loud wail of pleasure as he pushed slowly inside her tight hole and her pussy pulsed with every movement, as did the rest of her body.

She was drooling slick from her pussy that coated his cock as he penetrated her deeper, and by the time he had several inches buried in her ass, she wanted desperately to touch her clit to get herself to cum hard.

As if he read her mind, Jack looked down and placed the base of his palm against her clit, stroking it as he thrust slowly into her ass. The build towards her eruption was deliberate and when she felt her body tip over into shuddering pleasure, she was already gasping and begging Jack to make her cum. Begging a man to fuck her in the ass. Begging him to keep going. Her body was coated in sweat and as she came hard, she felt her pussy squeeze and her entire body spasm like she was possessed. Her pussy released in a lovely shiver, and drips of cum flowed out of her like a river.

As soon as she was done cumming, he withdrew and undid the ties holding her to the bed. Ellen collapsed and lay on her side, breathing hard in short pants, knowing that he wasn’t done with her, but grateful for a break as Jack slid off the bed and went to clean off his cock. They weren’t done yet, that she knew. He was incredible. The best lover she’d ever had, and all she wanted was to keep going.

As he walked back towards the bed in the dim light, he chuckled. “My God, you’re gorgeous.” Kneeling back on the bed, his muscles glowed in the light as his hard cock invited her to do whatever she pleased. He wasn’t even close to stopping, and she knew that the implication was for her to ask him for anything.

Now, what she truly wanted was to milk his delicious dick into her body. “I want to ride you.” She told him as he grinned down at her, his cock still pulsing inside her eager tunnel. Pulling out, he slid onto his back and Ellen couldn’t resist leaning down, looking over at Andrew while she licked her own cum off the magnificent cock jutting up from his sexy body.

Running her tongue up the side, she saw Andrew’s dick in his hand, stroking it while he watched her. A smile broke over her face, because she knew her cuckold husband was definitely getting off watching his wife fuck another man. Sliding on top of Jack, she placed his cock at the entrance to her pussy and slid down, gasping as he filled her deep with one thrust.

Her hands went to his sexy shaven chest, and she started to ride him eagerly, knowing that he could last as long as he wanted to. The way he was looking up at her, squeezing her swaying breasts and then grabbing her hips to assist her driving down onto his hard shaft was incredible.

As they continued to fuck, he grabbed her head and drew her down, sliding his tongue into her mouth and making her gasps stifle in his throat as she continued to feel every delicious thrust deep against her pussy walls.

Clutching her into his body, she could feel him deliberately swell inside her but slow his thrusts. The pace was exactly what she needed, but Ellen also knew that he was going to go until she came again. Reaching between her legs and their churning bodies on the bed, she found her clit and rubbed it fiercely, making her body shudder once again with a powerful orgasm and crying out that her new lover was making her cum one more time.

Now he was free to let go, and Ellen sat up again, squeezing him with every thrust. It was easy to crave his cum flooding her pussy, especially since she knew it wasn’t going to be the last time. If this was an example of how Jack was going to be as a lover, Ellen wanted to keep him around for a very long time. He could fuck her anytime he pleased.

She knew he was going to pump her pussy full of cum and didn’t care. It was glorious to control his body and as much as he was begging her to slow down, she craved milking his lovely cock into her pussy. Squeezing him harder, he gasped and finally closed his eyes. With a loud bellow, his cock erupted inside her, coating her pussy with his thick heat. She could feel it against every inch of her walls as she continued to ride him until he finally grabbed her hips and begged her to stop. “Please. It’s too much.”

She stopped on top of him, but then teasingly flexed her muscles, squeezing his dick inside her. Every time she did, he gasped again and started to laugh until he pulled her down into his mouth and the two lovers kissed softly while she continued her torture.

Laughing, Ellen slid off him and Jack joined her with laughter. The two of them slipped together naked and sweaty and she kissed him hard, tangling limbs around limbs as she felt his cum deep inside her.

Coming to her senses, Ellen looked over at the chair and Andrew was sitting there with an amused look on his face. He’d definitely jerked off to what was going on in front of him. “What did you think?”

He paused. “I think that was pretty hot.”

Ellen had an urge to share part of what she’d enjoyed with him. She slid off the bed and walked towards him, her pussy unable to contain the load of cum inside it as it dripped down her legs. “He just filled me with his cum. Want to see?” Without waiting for an answer, she lifted her leg and placed her foot on the chair, opening up herself and letting Andrew see the other man’s thick white inside her. He shuddered. “Why don’t you touch it?”

Tentatively, his hand crept forward, and a finger slid into her wetness, making Ellen shiver with delicate need. Andrew groaned with a shaking hand. “There’s so much inside you.” He said.

“You’re going to sleep in the spare room.” Ellen told him. “I want to sleep with Jack tonight.”

It could have been pushing the boundaries, but Andrew agreed and glanced over at Jack lounging naked on the bed. “Take care of her tonight.” Ellen adored the fact he said something protective, even though she was standing in front of him naked with another man’s cum dripping out of her pussy.

Once Andrew was gone, Jack motioned her back onto the bed, and it felt completely natural to slide on top of him again, feeling their lips meet in a passionate kiss as Ellen ground her dripping wet slit on top of him again. Jack hugged her. “Why don’t we get into the shower?” Ellen suggested. She needed to clean herself off and wanted to see how fast it would be before Jack got hard again for her.

Apparently not long at all. As soon as they were under the water, he slowly cleaned off her naked skin and before long they were making out fiercely against the tiled wall yet again. His dick fit perfectly in her hand and as she stroked him back to full hardness, he powerfully turned her around and pinned her hands against the wall, entering her from behind.

He was even aware enough to move the stool in the corner over so Ellen could place her foot up on it and open up her pussy to him easily. Fucking her from behind, his hands squeezed her ass cheeks and when he slipped a fingertip into her ass at the same time he was fucking her, she came hard at the sensation of being touched in her more sensitive hole. It was something she filed away for later. More anal was definitely on the table. She would just have to continue to work at it because his cock was huge. Maybe she could wear a plug and stretch her ass out for him. That would make for a hot date as well.

Instead of taking his load in her pussy, when she felt he was ready to erupt Ellen slipped off him and sat down on the stool, sucking his dick into her mouth and running her tongue down the underside, back and forth, until she felt his cock squirt into her mouth one more time. Jack groaned loudly when he came and thrust deep into her lips.

They finished cleaning each other off playfully. Ellen felt alive and overjoyed that her lover was so incredibly open to anything she wanted and could read her mind. Slipping into the bed naked with him, they kissed and touched each other, embracing like they had been lovers for months, not just for one night. It was intimate and lovely, exactly what Ellen needed. A connection with somebody that was purely physical but had the emotional and mental parts along with it as well.

Andrew was her husband, but he was just going to have to put up with her needs from now on. And Jack was definitely going to be a regular partner in whatever type of relationship they could figure out with each other.

Climbing out of the water, he wrapped a towel around her and hugged her, giving her a kiss as if they had been lovers for months, not just that night. She felt a connection that she couldn’t deny. And slipping into bed with him as she let the fatigue of all her sexual enjoyment take her over, they embraced and kissed again as she enjoyed his naked body against hers.

Briefly she considered a third round, but both of them were exhausted and she also knew that she could enjoy him in the morning. They drifted off into contented sleep. She felt more relaxed than she had been in a very long time, knowing that he was right next to her.

Ellen woke up, feeling a muscular arm around her naked waist and as she moved, there was a hard dick already behind her. Jack stirred and his hand immediately tightened around her naked breast while he kissed the back of her neck tenderly. “Good morning.”

Grinding her hips against his morning wood, Ellen could feel that within moments of feeling him touch her, she was already eager to have him inside her again. He’d done something to her body she couldn’t stop craving. And morning sex was definitely on the table, considering how hard he was.

Spreading her legs, she reached back and grabbed his cock. “I think it’s going to be a very good morning.” It was easy to push into him and let his cock find her pussy, still slick from the loads he’d cum inside her the night before and already wet from his touch as soon as she woke up. He tightened his grip on her chest, wrapping an arm around her and as he entered her, they both moaned with ease, their bodies rocking together with no hesitation.

It felt natural and right to her. A true lover greeting her in the morning light with a gorgeous dick in her pussy and when he reached around her body and played with her clit softly, she gasped out with an orgasm within minutes of them waking up to each other.

As soon as she came around him, she could feel him tightening up and his hand squeezed her ass. “So fucking sexy. I could get used to seeing this in the morning.” His lips kissed her back, and he ran his hand through her hair while he continued to lazily fuck her, taking his time and enjoying every inch of her body. It was exhilarating to Ellen that he was so enraptured by her body.

They kept fucking, and as they did, she heard a creak from the hallway. The door was slightly ajar, and a shadow fell over it. Andrew was awake and there was no way from the moans they were both making he didn’t know that she and Jack were going at it again. As they had been most of the night, even after he’d left the room and gone to bed. She couldn’t get enough of him and didn’t want the encounter to end.

He walked away as she and Jack continued to moan and writhe together naked on the bed, even as the covers ripped away. His cock finally took her over the edge one more time, and as she felt herself tip over into another loud orgasm, his cock squirted a meager load into her tight tunnel one more time. He had been drained from the night before.

Sliding himself out, Ellen curled up against him, almost sad that they were going to have to end their encounter. Tenderly, he kissed her on the forehead and hugged her. “You are such an amazing woman. How did this even happen?”

“You walked into my office.” Ellen said. “It changed everything.”

“For both of us.” He said and kissed her again. It was the truth. Ellen’s life had changed too. Jack had discovered that he could feel things for the women he was truly attracted to, and she had found a new sexual life as a woman who could let herself admit her husband wasn’t enough for her.

Even Andrew seemed on board with it, as evidenced by the fact he’d made coffee and when the two lovers walked into the kitchen, he waved at the pot. “I made enough for everyone.” It was a very subtle way of him showing his acceptance of whatever arrangement had been created between all of them, and it made Ellen smile. She walked to him and gave him a typical married kiss to begin the day. And it felt completely natural to do so. He was a partner, just not a lover. There was nothing holding her back now from having both whenever she needed it.

“I can whip up some breakfast. Do you have eggs?” Jack said, opening the fridge. Ellen nodded and pointed out what he needed. The man made a mean omelette, which was like icing on the cake that had been consumed so deliciously the night before and that morning. She felt like she was glowing.

Finally, Jack got dressed and left, and when she closed the door behind him, Ellen sighed with relief. There were still going to be some waters to navigate with Andrew, who was waiting in the breakfast area for her. But what she knew was that she made the right decision to involve Jack as part of her life, and that finally her needs, both sexually and emotionally, could be fulfilled.

It would just be by two separate men.

THE END
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