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Chapter one


They’d spent the day in bed, and now Sheila was dozing with her head on his chest as he stared at the ceiling.

Booker’s warning – that Sheila would change – was running on repeat in his mind. The more he thought about it the more he found it laughable. Booker had seemed serious, but how could that really be?

What did a guy that young know about anything, anyway? He was barely into adulthood, and giving out warnings about what kind of person his wife would be?

Sure, Sheila hadn’t been herself these last two days. But they were stepping outside the normal boundaries of their marriage. Of course she was going to seem a little different.

And a penis wasn’t a magic wand. It was a reproductive organ. A reproductive organ wasn’t capable of changing a woman’s personality just because she got ‘hooked’ on it. Now that he thought about it, he chuckled at himself for having taken Booker’s ominous warning so seriously.

He also couldn’t ignore that, on some level, he found the idea of his wife becoming obsessed with anything sexual a huge turn on.

She’d always been an eager and willing partner in their sex life. He would never go so far as to describe her as ravenous, though. She enjoyed sex, mostly when he wanted it. The thought of her turning into a cock-hungry slut was titillating, and it didn't seem to lose its allure just because the cock she was hungry for wasn't his.

He felt like something about that should disturb him more than it did. But why?

Or - and this was something he didn't like to linger on too much - why didn't it disturb him?

She let out a gentle snore and stirred. She lifted her head off his chest, her eyes bleary. “I think I’m going to have a shower,” she said.

“I think that’s a terrific idea,” he replied. He watched her get up off the bed. Then he watched the pleasant way her ass swayed as she made her way across the bedroom naked. She picked up a bathrobe off the chair and pressed it against her chest, then looked over her shoulder at him and shook her butt.

“Sorry,” he muttered, looking away and chuckling.

She shrugged. “I’m just glad you’re still amused by it,” she said, before disappearing into the bathroom.

He pulled the covers off and swung his legs over the edge of the bed. He pulled his underwear and sweat pants on, then pulled an old t-shirt over his head and shuffled towards the door. He walked down the stairs and to the down into the basement.

He found Booker on the floor in front of his bedroom doing push-ups.

Booker stood up as he approached him. “You give it any thought?” he asked.

“Yes. Yes I did. And I want you to know I appreciate your input,” he said to Booker. “And, again, I don’t want you to feel like we’re pressuring you about this. If ever you want to stop…”

Booker waved away his concern. “Stop. Just stop. I’m a twenty-one year old guy. You think I’m going to have a problem banging your hot-ass MILF wife, professor?” he asked.

Alistair chuckled, even as he felt the ground shifting beneath him a little. “No. I suppose you’re not,” he admitted.

“Besides that same lovely wife already told me about a safe word and everything,” Booker said.

The revelation was a bit startling. Sheila had given him a safe word? She hadn’t mentioned it at all, though that was probably because she was so sexed up.

“Oh. Well, I suppose she was a bit ahead of me there,” he muttered.

“Don’t get too twisted up about it. It’ll get worse before it gets better,” Booker said.

Alistair wasn’t quite sure what he meant by that, but didn’t feel like asking for clarification. “So, uh, then do you think you’d be into…servicing her again? Sorry if that sounds awkward. I don’t really have a good vocabulary for all this business,” he added. A fake-sounding chuckle reverberated at the end of his sentence, making him wince inwardly.

“Let’s talk straight. I don’t want there to be any misunderstandings. You want me to bang your wife, professor?”

Alistair felt his cheeks redden. “Uh, yes. That is what I want.”

“Alright. That’s better. Now we’re both clear on what’s what. Hang on a sec.” Booker disappeared into his room and emerged a moment later. “Lead the way, professor,” he said, waving towards the stairs.

A strange feeling settled over Alistair as he led Booker up the stairs. It was hard to put a finger on exactly what it was. It felt almost like a dreadful excitement. Or, perhaps, a dread-filled excitement. His nerve endings were tingling. It felt like something special was going to happen. When they walked into the bedroom, Booker walked over to the bed and sat down.

Alistair, not wanting to startle Sheila, decided to give her advanced warning about who was joining them. He gently rapped on the door to the en suite, then let himself into the steam-filled bathroom.

Sheila was still in the shower. Her eyes were closed and she was smiling.

“My love,” he said, quietly.

She gasped and her eyes flew open. “Oh, Alistair. I didn’t hear you come in,” she said.

He smiled and pulled open the shower curtain. His eyes roamed down her soaked body, then back up to hers. “I’ve invited your lover to join us,” he said.

She arched her brow and flashed a hopeful smile. “Is he here?” she asked.

“He’s waiting for you, my love,” he explained.

She turned the tap off and reached a hand out towards him. “Pass me a towel. Should I put on makeup? Maybe I should put on makeup,” she mused as he handed her a towel. She wrapped the towel around herself and stepped out of the tub.

Alistair couldn’t stop leering at her. Every flash of bare flesh went straight to his crotch, increasing the pressure between his legs. “I think you’ll be fine the way you are,” he said, eager to see her getting defiled again.

“Just a little bit,” she said, pushing past him to the mirror and wiping a hole in the steam with a hand towel. “Tell him I’ll be right out,” she said.

Alistair eased himself out of the bathroom. He walked to the armchair and pulled the pile of clothes out and dumped them on the floor. “You mind if I stay?” he asked.

Booker shrugged. “Don’t bother me,” he said. “Probably better for you to see the change happen with your own eyes.”

Alistair scowled but didn’t respond. If Booker wanted to believe he had some special power over the ladies, then more power to him. He was a strong, attractive young man who’d probably already had success in his romantic life. With a package like his, who wouldn’t be a little deluded about their own sexual prowess?

But he didn't know his wife. Not the real Sheila.

They both turned towards the door to the bathroom. Sheila emerged wearing fresh lipstick and eyeliner. She’d pulled her hair back into a pony tail and was wrapped up in her big, fluffy robe. She flashed a shy smile at Booker, then at Alistair. “Well, hello there,” she purred, pulling the robe tight.

Booker smiled back at her. He raised an upturned hand and beckoned her towards him. As she walked up he wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her down onto his lap.

“Oh my!” Sheila said, giggling. “Assertive. I like it.”

Booker smiled at her and kissed her softly on the neck, which brought more colour to her cheeks. “Professor Sheila,” he said. “You looking real fine.”

Sheila looked a little shocked at hearing him use her given name.

“Since we’re about to get intimate again, how about I just call you Sheila. Just here at the house,” he said. “If we run into each other at school it’ll be professor this and professor that again. I promise. What do you say?” he asked, leaning in and kissing her neck again.

She glanced at Alistair, who shrugged. He’d been against inviting Booker to stay with them in the first place. But now that he was here and they were having a great time, what did it matter what Booker called her?

“I guess that’ll be alright,” she finally said.

Booker nodded. “I know it’ll be alright,” he said. “Cause I know what you’re here for. We both know what you’re here for, don’t we?”

Sheila let out a nervous laugh.

Alistair sat a little closer to the edge of his chair. Booker was getting a little bolder with her. He kind of liked it, but it did feel a little wrong. He was less than half her age.

“So what are you here for, then, Sheila?” Booker asked.

Sheila laughed nervously again, glancing at Alistair. She looked a little confused and unsettled by Booker’s forward manner. “I’m not sure what you want me to say,” she admitted.

“Yeah, you do. You’re just a little shy. Here, let me give you some help,” Booker said. He reached into his sweat pants and pulled out his thick hose of a cock, letting it dangle down between his legs against the mattress.

Sheila’s eyes locked onto it and her nervous smile faded. She pulled her bottom lip into her mouth and sucked on it for a moment.

Alistair was mesmerized far more by her reaction. The light in her eyes seemed to shift and her vision seemed to narrow on the dark organ.

“Now let’s try it again. Tell me what you’re here for?” Booker asked.

She looked into his eyes. “I’m here for this black cock,” she whispered.

“That’s right,” Booker said, patting her on the leg. “Now tell your husband. He’s that guy sitting on the chair over there,” he said, chuckling.

Sheila seemed startled. She turned to look at Alistair and looked like she’d genuinely forgotten he was even there. “I’m here for this black cock,” she said, a little louder this time. It sounded like she didn’t quite believe it herself.

Her words sent a pleasantly arousing shudder rippling through Alistair. Booker may have been full of bunk with his theories about women and black cock, but it was a pleasant fantasy to indulge. And Sheila sure did look kind of obsessed with it now that it was out. He gave her an encouraging nod.

She turned her eyes back to the large, dangling member. They glazed over a little as she stared at it.

Booker gave her a pat on the ass. “Stand up, baby,” he said. He stood up with her and pulled his sweats down off of his legs.

Sheila continued to stare at his cock even as he reached up and slipped the robe off of her shoulders. When he sat back down on the bed again she looked into his eyes.

“You know what you want. Go ahead and get it,” Booker said. He lifted his cock and gave it a shake.

Sheila sank to her knees between his legs. Her lips parted as she gazed at the cock. She dropped to all fours and opened her mouth wide.

A smile stretched across Booker’s lips. He lifted the cock until the head was just above her tongue.

Sheila wrapped her lips around it and slurped it into her mouth like a giant spaghetti noodle. The fire returned to her eyes as she looked up at Booker and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked.

Really, really sucked. Like a porn star, not the woman he'd been married to all these years.

As his cock started to swell and harden, Booker tucked a tress of hair behind Sheila’s ear. He watched her as she swayed back and forth, sucking his cock to life. As it hardened he reached forward over her body and gave her ass a light smack.

The sound of his palm hitting Sheila’s flesh made Alistair wince. He leaned forward when she moaned all over Booker’s cock, obviously aroused by the spanking.

Why was it obvious? He wouldn't have been able to say. But the arousal rippled through her, making her squirm, her mouth moan, her pussy drip. It was the kind of thing Alistair knew he could never do to her – not convincingly, anyway.

Maybe his own arousal stemmed from there. He wanted Sheila to moan and squirm, no matter what it was that made her do it.

She twisted her head and took more of Booker's cock into her mouth. She glanced up and caught his eye, and the sight of their eye contact cut through the center of Alistair's body like a sharp, icy blade, from his heart to his balls.

Booker smiled. “You like it, don’t you?” he asked.

Sheila nodded then coughed as the head of his cock tickled the back of her throat. Her nostrils flared as she struggled to breath and suck him off.

Booker reached down and grabbed his sweat pants. He tucked a hand into the pocket and pulled out a small teardrop shaped object. It was tapered at one end and, at the other, had a flange decorated by a piece of plastic that resembled a jewel or diamond. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her mouth off his cock.

Alistair felt the sequence burning into his mind, like something filthy and inexplicably appealing from a porn scene. But the burn was hotter because it was Sheila – his prim, professorial wife – whose head was being cradled like a football and whose mouth was being used like a blow-up doll's.

Long strands of saliva clung to her lips and the shaft of Booker's cock. He smiled again and showed her the object he was holding. “You know what that is?” he asked.

Sheila’s eyes fluttered nervously side to side and she smiled. “Um, that’s a plug, I think,” she said.

Booker smiled wider. “Yeah. You got it, professor Sheila,” he said, nodding. “We’re gonna’ put that inside your ass and stretch you out a little bit.”

Sheila settled back onto her haunches and frowned. “Booker, I’m not really into that sort of thing,” she said.

“Now how did I know you were going to say that?” he asked. “The three of us are on an adventure here, baby. Sometimes it’s fun to try new things, don’t you think?”

Sheila looked skeptically at the plug.

Alistair was beside himself. This was definitely outside of Sheila’s comfort zone. Which is what made it so fascinating to watch. She looked worried but curious, which excited him.

“It’s just a tiny little thing,” Booker said, turning it around in front of her. “I bet you’ll barely feel it. But I guarantee you it’ll feel twice as good once I put my cock inside your pussy, baby.”

She pondered that for a moment and her demeanor changed. “Oh, okay. Fine. But you’ll stop if I tell you to?” she asked.

“Of course I will!” Booker said. “Except it’s not me that’s going to put it in. Let’s have the professor do that.” He held the plug up in front of her mouth. “Spit,” he ordered.

She scowled at him. “What?” she asked.

“I want you to spit on it,” he said.

She looked deeply uncomfortable at the suggestion.

Alistair was equally uncomfortable. Dr. Sheila Livingstone, PhD, naked on her knees with a big, black cock in front of her face being told to spit on a butt plug that was going inside her ass. Seeing his accomplished wife in such a compromised position was immensely arousing, though.

Sheila glanced up at Booker.

He smiled with one corner of his mouth.

Her stare turned defiant. She glanced down at the plug, puckered her lips and spat a small glob of saliva onto the tip.

Booker grinned and started chuckling. “Now you’re getting the hang of it,” he said. “Come on. Do it again. Get lots on there this time.”

She glared at him.

Alistair couldn’t tell if she was playing along, or downright pissed off.

She puckered her lips again and, this time, sent a big wad of spit flying through the air, covering the plug.

Booker nodded. “That’s much better,” he said. He pulled her mouth over his cock and gazed into her eyes as she gobbled up half of it. He held the plug up over her back but kept his eyes on her. “Professor? Will you do the honors?” he asked.

Alistair’s body was trembling as he stood up off the chair. His cock was erect and pressing against his pants. He walked over towards the bed and plucked the plug out from between Booker’s fingers.

Booker put his hand on the back of Sheila’s head and petted it. He pulled her closer to his pelvis, his cock pressing deeper into her mouth.

A wet gurgle burbled up from her throat.

Alistair stood behind her holding the plug, dumbstruck. Either Sheila was being a really good sport, or there really was something magical about Booker’s thick cock. He’d never seen her doing anything like this before.

Banging inside his chest was the cold, sleazy feel of humiliation, but the contours were different than real humiliation. Sheila was his wife, and she was being defiled – used, roughly – and he should put an end to it. But he wasn't. Because she liked it.

He reminded himself of that: Sheila had a safe word, and she could use it at any time. But she wasn't. Even while Booker told her what he would do, she just… complied.

Which lifted, however precariously, any responsibility for what would ensue – all the filthy things that would be done to Sheila's body – from Alistair's shoulders. He could only watch.

And now this.

“Go on, Professor,” Booker said. “She’s ready.”

Alistair knelt behind Sheila. His eyes fell to her ass, then lower, to the lips of her pussy. They were covered in clear, slick lubricant. Lots of it. His eyes widened as he stared at her moistened sex, engorged and glistening.

Perhaps Sheila could pretend a lot of things, but physical arousal was a truth-teller. All she had done was suck Booker's cock, and it obviously turned her on – as much as anything he'd every tried with her, even eating her pussy.

Booker reached over her with both hands and spread her ass cheeks apart. Her tight, pink orifice was revealed, nestled in her pale flesh, virgin territory.

About to be defiled.

Alistair lowered himself to his knees. He gazed at Booker’s dark hands on Sheila’s pale flesh. He looked at her ass hole again.

“Spit,” Booker ordered. “Spit on it.”

Alistair leaned forward, puckered his lips and spat on Sheila’s back hole. The saliva started running down towards her pussy. He pressed the tip of the plug against her sphincter.

Her body shuddered as he applied pressure.

“Now ease it in,” Booker said.

Alistair pressed his thumb against the decorative plastic on the flange. He slowly pushed the tip of the plug into her ass. He stopped when he heard her moan. She squirmed against the unfamiliar pressure.

“Keep going,” Booker urged him. “She’s got this. Sheila baby, just push out and it'll go right in.”

Alistair pressed on, but he felt a give in Sheila's flesh as she obeyed Booker's instructions.

Applying a little more force, he watched as the thickest part of the bulb slipped past her tight ring of muscle and the flange settled against it. The plastic sparkled in the soft light in the bedroom.

Booker pulled her mouth off of his cock again.

She drew in a heavy breath, her nostrils flaring. Saliva dripped from her lips and her lipstick was smeared.

He place a finger under her chin and brought her eyes to his. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he asked.

She smiled, then laughed in an almost girlish, shy way. “I’ve never done anything like that before,” she admitted.

Booker laughed with her. “Why don’t you go and take a seat again, professor?” he said to Alistair.


Chapter two


Booker stood up, towering over Sheila, who was still on her knees.

“How about you crawl over there and see to the professor for a moment?” he said, nodding towards Alistair.

Sheila turned to look at her husband. She smiled at him, then shifted on her knees. As she crawled towards him her ass rose and fell and the jewel sparkled.

Alistair couldn’t take his eyes off of her. The view of the butt plug sticking out of her clawed at his eyes: shocking, titillating, grotesque.

Irreversible. It was something she had done. For another man, not him. The implication of that was like the subtle aftertaste of a fine wine, the notes so subtle he couldn't tell what they were. Was it bitterness or pulsing desire that he felt?

She came to a stop in front of him and looked up into his eyes. She gave him a naughty smile and reached for the drawstring of his sweatpants.

Alistair smiled at her. The look in her eyes was intense and, somehow, familiar. The way she’d looked at Booker the other night. “Is everything okay?” he asked her, but it left his mouth in a shaking whisper.

It was a question that he felt like he had to ask, but one he only wanted one answer to. The grip of youthful, raging desire squeezed his ball sack for the first time in many, many years.

Sheila paused, her hand frozen on the drawstring. “Mmm hmm,” she hummed. “Why?”

“Just…checking,” he replied, his mouth open, barely forming the words in full. He felt her pull the string loose. Then her warm hands were pushing down his pants. Which was what he wanted, in every fiber of his body.

The alarm in his intellect grew feeble, washed away by a surge of heat.

Booker sat back down on the bed, stroking his cock and appraising Sheila’s rear.

She reached up and into Alistair’s underwear. Wrapping her fingers around his cock, she gave it a little squeeze, then pulled it out. She pulled his pants down the rest of the way.

Alistair sat back, watching as Sheila stroked his cock, which was throbbing and stiff.

She looked up at him. “May I?” she asked.

It took his breath away. She was back to her usual self. Coy, cheerful and playful. The woman he usually knew in the bedroom. He pressed his thumb against his cock, leaning it towards her.

She pursed her lips and let a large gob of spit slide off the end of her tongue and onto the tip of his cock. She swirled her hand around his shaft and spread her saliva evenly, then opened her mouth and enveloped his cock.

Alistair sucked in a quick breath, his cock sliding easily into her mouth. Her eyes were fixed on his and she drew long pulls at his prick as she moved her head back and forth. It was a blowjob unlike any other she’d ever given him.

His eyes closed and his head rolled back, his neck muscles tightening as he tried to keep himself from coming right away.

He could hear Booker moving around behind Sheila and wondered what he was doing.

He looked down, opening his eyes. Sheila’s eyes were still on his, her cheeks hollowing as she continued to suck him.

Booker positioned himself behind her. He put his hands on her ass and kneaded the firm flesh of her buttocks. “You’re gonna’ like this,” he told her.

She pulled Alistair’s cock from her mouth. She smiled up at him and kissed the tip, then gave it a little suck.

He groaned and felt his cock twitch.

She released his cock and leaned forward, her ass rising higher into the air.

Booker bit down on his lip as he slid the head of his cock through the lips of her pussy. He pushed himself slowly into her until his pubic hair was pressed up against her ass.

Sheila closed her eyes and let out a long, low groan.

“That’s it,” Booker grunted, starting to fuck her with his thick member.

Alistair couldn’t tear his eyes away from Sheila’s face. Her mouth was twisted in tortured pleasure and her eyes were closed.

“That feel good?” Booker asked from behind her. He eased his hips back and forth, squeezing his cock in and out of her tight pussy.

“Oh God it feels so… good..” she moaned. Her voice left her lips in a contortion of moans, not fully under her control.

“Then suck your man’s dick!” Booker ordered. He brought his hand down on her ass in another sharp slap.

Sheila hungrily gobbled Alistair’s cock into her mouth. She groaned, the sound muffled by his flesh.

Gripped by his own desire, he put his hands on the side of her head, his fingers slipping through her hair and his thumbs pressing into the corners of her jaw. He rocked his hips forward and back, sliding his cock in and out of her mouth.

She sucked eagerly on him. Her eyes were on his, the lids occasionally closing from a rough thrust from Booker behind her. Alistair could feel the image searing into his forever-memory: the flutter of Sheila's eyelids, half-closing in the wake of the wave of pleasure that rolled through her from Booker's meaty pounding.

While Alistair was having a good time, what he really wanted was to see Booker take her on their shared bed. When she pulled off of his cock to catch her breath, he put a hand on her shoulder. Her hot breath skimmed the surface of his dick as she panted like an animal.

“Booker?” he asked quietly.

“Huh?" Booker said, glancing up at him from under his brow. Half his attention was still on his own cock, disappearing into Sheila's engorged pussy.

“Would you fuck her on the bed for me?” Alistair asked.

Booker nodded, grinning. He pulled his cock out of her pussy and stood up. “Come on, baby,” he said. “The professor wants a show. We’ll give him one.”

Sheila put her hands on the arms of Alistair’s chair and pushed herself to her feet. Her eyes met his, but whatever was in them, Alistair couldn't have described. It was hunger, playfulness, and maybe something else.

“I love you, baby,” she whispered, when his eyes moved down her body, to all the places that gleamed with saliva or her own juices.

His eyes darted to hers. “I love you, too,” he said.

As she turned her back arched and she wiggled her bottom. Her gait was a little lopsided as she walked to the bed.

Alistair realized she was getting accustomed to the plug in her ass, and his spine went cold as arousal snaked around the organs of his groin, squeezing.

Sheila crawled onto the bed and rolled onto her back. She spread her legs, the space between them a wet mess of hair and tender flesh.

Booker stroked his cock a few times before getting onto his knees on the mattress.

“You like this?” Sheila asked, putting her hand between her legs and stroking her pussy.

“Oh yeah,” Booker said. His eyes were riveted to her sex.

Alistair felt his erection throb painfully. The sight was stunning. His wife, legs spread, a black cock looming above her, the jewel of the butt plug flashing from her asshole.

Sheila pulled the folds of her labia apart and dipped her fingers inside.

Booker reached down and took her legs. He folded them back until her ankles were on his shoulders.

Sheila grabbed the backs of her thighs and pulled them back even farther, the muscles of her arms bulging. She looked down at the tip of Booker’s cock, which he was rubbing against her swollen clitoris.

Alistair shuddered when he saw a tiny spasm pass through her.

Her eyes widened and the hungry look returned. She looked down between her legs. “Please,” she begged. “Please, Booker.”

“You want it, baby?” Booker said.

She sucked her lips into her mouth and nodded.

Booker put a fist on either side of her shoulders. He pressed the head of his cock against her gaped slit and stroked the tip in and out.

She moaned faintly and pressed her head back into the pillow.

Alistair’s vision focused on the head of Booker’s thick, black tool gently gliding in and out of Sheila’s pussy. No matter how he tried he couldn’t pinpoint the source of his fascination with the sight. Yes, it had something to do with Booker’s dark skin against Sheila’s pink folds. There was something undoubtedly arousing about the interracial aspect of their union.

Perhaps it was because he was from a time when, in some circles, this sort of thing would have been taboo. It wasn’t just the color of Booker’s skin. It was his youth, his strength, his increasing confidence that made Sheila seem both more youthful and more innocent at once.

Booker thrust his hips forward, his cock sliding easily into Sheila’s wet folds. His balls settled against her ass and he held himself inside her, staring into her eyes.

Another tremor passed through Alistair. Seeing Booker bury his cock inside Sheila’s pussy made his heart race and his blood pressure spike. It brought the same rush of adrenaline as the first time he’d seen it. He wondered if that would ever fade. His whole body was buzzing like he’d had too much coffee and his cock had started to leak.

It wasn’t just about seeing it, though. Knowing Sheila’s most intimate spot was being caressed the this relative stranger’s hard, dark prick was a huge part of the thrill. She was his darling, his precious wife he’d loved for so many years. Now she was becoming so much more. A woman again in a way she hadn’t been since they’d been married.

She was the source of Booker’s attraction as much as his cock was the source of hers. He desired her. He sought the comfort of her interior even as he tried to dominate her. That was the biggest turn on.

Booker leaned over her and laid a gentle kiss on her lips.

She raised her legs, her thighs grazing against Booker’s sides. She wrapped them around his trunk as he started rocking back and forth. Pressing her hand against his cheek she kissed him back, then looked shyly into his eyes.

“You feel so good,” Booker cooed.

“Oh, Booker, so do you,” she whispered back.

Her pussy lips were wrapped tightly around Booker’s shaft. They stretched outward each time he drew his cock out of her, then gripped the rigid tool as he pressed it back in.

Sheila’s moans came louder. The intimate moment between them melted away as Booker broke into a more robust fucking. She curled her fingers and dug her nails into the flesh on his back. Her body curled and collapsed beneath him as she met his thrusts.

Booker lifted one hand and brought the palm to her neck.

Her eyes widened as his fingers closed around her throat. She pulled her hands off of his back and wrapped them around his wrist as he fucked her harder.

A momentary panic passed through Alistair. He knew Booker wasn’t actually choking, Sheila. But the hand around her neck, the rougher fucking made his skin prickle. When she moaned the sound coalesced in his groin. He wrapped his hand around his cock and started stroking.

Sheila whimpered.

Booker smiled at her. “You like it like that, don’t you?” he asked.

She whimpered again and nodded. Her eyes darted down between their bodies and she watched his black cock plying her pink folds. “Oh god, Booker. It’s so good. It feels so good,” she whispered, her voice feverish.

She pulled her hands off of his wrist and mashed her plump breasts together.

“You want a pussy full of cum, baby?” Booker asked. He’d broken into a sweat and his body was working hard.

“Oh please!” she mewled. “Please fill my pussy up with cum!”

“That’s right,” Booker rasped, gritting his teeth and slamming his cock into her.

Alistair stared intently. He could see Sheila’s eyes bulging, her cheeks reddening. She looked like she was being strangled, but there was no way Booker was applying that much force to her throat. He could see Booker’s dark shaft buried inside her.

Her back arched and she let out a choked cry. Her whole body shook as a violent orgasm tore through her.

Booker stopped moving and held himself deep inside her. “Take it, baby. Take it,” he murmured.

Alistair’s hand moved faster on his cock. His eyes fell to Booker’s balls. He watched the root of his thick tool swell and flex. Then his scrotum tightened, his nuts lifting a fraction of an inch.

Sheila’s cries became hoarse as Booker’s cock started spasming and jet after jet of his thick spunk squirted into her. She writhed and bucked beneath him.

Alistair lost it when he saw rivulets of Booker’s semen squish out from between Sheila’s pussy folds. He shook in his chair, his hand pumping furiously up and down on his cock. Cum bubbled out of the head of his cock and dripped over his hand, warm and sticky. He kept his eyes glued to Sheila’s pussy and his mind glued to the fact that Booker had just filled it with his cum. The orgasm was the most intense he’d ever experienced masturbating.

As it waned he had to lean back in the chair and breathe deeply. His head was spinning.

Booker kept Sheila pinned to the bed with his thick cock.

She writhed and squirmed underneath him, her hands wandering along his strong arms and shoulders. When he leaned his face closer to hers she kissed him feverishly, putting both hands on the sides of his head.

Booker stayed between her legs, cock impaled inside her, until her frantic sexual energy began to dissipate. As she let her head fall to the pillow he extracted his cock and got up on his hands and knees. He crawled to the foot of the bed, spun around and sat down. He leaned forward and picked up his underwear and pants and started putting them on.

A slight shame fell over Alistair. He tucked his cock back into his pants and wiped his hand. He stood up when Booker, now dressed, crossed the bedroom to the door. He glanced at Sheila. She looked sleepy and spent. He slipped out of the room with Booker.

“We all good, professor?” Booker asked.

Alistair pulled the bedroom door shut. He coughed to clear his throat and glanced at Booker. “Booker I…that was intense,” he said, still a little breathless.

“Too intense for you?” Booker asked.

Alistair flashed a tight smile. “I wouldn’t say that,” he replied. “I just…I wanted to make sure we’re on the same page here. You know how damaging it could be to us if word of this ever got out. To me and Sheila, that is.”

Booker raised an eyebrow and seemed to ponder what Alistair had said. “You just thinking about that now, professor?” he asked.

Alistair cleared his throat again. “Well, no. I suppose I considered it before. It’s just, I want to make sure you understand that confidentiality is important here. Don’t get me wrong. You seem very trustworthy. I wouldn’t have…we wouldn’t have done this if we didn’t think so. I just wanted to make sure we understood each other?”

Booker gave a few quick nods. He put a hand on Alistair’s shoulder. “You guys are being really cool letting me stay here. Your wife is smoking hot. I’m having a great time and I don’t kiss and tell. You’re secret’s safe with me, professor.” He gave Alistair’s shoulder a reassuring squeeze.

Alistair smiled and nodded at him. Booker sure was a stand up guy. “Thanks, Booker. It means a lot to me to hear you say that.”

Booker tipped his head towards the door. “You should go and be with your wife now,” he said. He turned and jogged down the stairs.

Alistair turned and opened the bedroom door.


Chapter three


Sheila had her head propped up by pillows and one leg folded over the other. Her hair was luxuriously draped over her shoulders, falling towards her breasts.

She was wearing a mischievous smile when she locked eyes on Alistair.

He shook his head, still unable to believe this was his wife.

“You look stunned,” she said, one corner of her mouth curling higher.

“You look stunning,” he replied.

She let out a playful laugh as he crossed

the room and lay down on the bed next to her.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“I just haven’t heard you say that like you really meant it in a long time,” she answered.

“Sweetie, of course I mean it every time I…”

She pressed the tip of her finger against his nose, silencing him. “Of course I know you mean it. Just like I mean it when I tell you you’re handsome. It’s different though, isn’t it?” She searched his eyes with her gaze.

He smiled. “It is different,” he whispered. “I can’t say why.” They shared a long look. “I don’t know why I’m so obsessed with this,” he said.

“Is it because you’ve been seeing me naked at least twice a day since Booker moved in?” she teased.

He smiled a little wider. “I suppose. But it’s not exactly like you were withholding sex before that happened.”

“No, I get you. Something is different. And you’re right. It’s definitely obsession inducing.”

“For you too?” he asked.

She pondered the question for a moment. “I mean it’s not like I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“About Booker’s cock, you mean?”

She smirked and shook her head. “It’s not just his cock, silly man. It’s actually, strangely, not really about him.”

“No, it’s not,” he concurred. “It’s about you, isn’t it?”

She flashed a puzzled look, then bit her lip. “It is about me,” she said, quietly.

“Because that’s what it is for me. It’s about you. It’s like I disappear when you’re with him. I only exist as an observer. It feels so…liberating. Like I’m nothing and the entire reason for my existence is just to watch. To watch you indulge in this sensual pleasure. It turns me on so much.”

“You’re not nothing, Alistair.”

“You don’t understand,” he went on. “I like it. I like being on the sidelines. It was hot when you were on your knees in front of me but I almost don’t want to be that involved. It’s why I sent you to the bed. Watching almost makes me more turned on.”

She leaned in and pressed her forehead against his. “You’re being so sweet,” she whispered.

“You’re my candy,” he replied.

She laughed and rolled her eyes. “Cheesy,” she said.

“You like it.” He felt giddy. Like they’d just met last week and were starting to fall in love. “Tell me more about what it’s like for you?” he asked.

She smiled wider at him. “You’re going to spoil me with all this attention.”

“I can’t help it,” he confessed. He picked up her hand and kissed the back of it. “Please?” he asked.

She thought for a moment. “I love you, Alistair.”

“I love you, too,” he replied.

“I don’t…I want to say this in a way that’s not going to sound like I regret something. From the past, I mean.”

He gave an encouraging nod. “I don’t think anything you can say will ruin what’s going on here. Between us.”

“You know I love our life. We’ve had the best life, haven’t we?” she asked.

“The very best,” he said, kissing the back of her hand again.

“I love my career. Our family. Our marriage. I love it all.”

“Just say it, Sheila,” he urged.

She laughed and let her head fall back against the pillows. “If there’s one thing I regret it’s not having more experiences before we married. Not because you aren’t enough,” she quickly added.

He kissed her hand a third time. “My love. Nothing you could possibly say would turn me off of you right now. Let’s say this. Why don’t we say we’re in no man’s land.”

She frowned. “No man’s land?” she asked.

“I mean pretend like the last twenty years or so didn’t happen. Forget all the times I reacted badly to anything you said. Forget the disagreements and the blowouts and all the petty grievances we’ve carried. We’re blank slates. There’s no history when we’re talking about this stuff. Tell it to me the way it is and I promise my only reaction will be a greater curiosity.”

Her smile slowly returned. “That’s so romantic,” she whispered. “If you really mean it?”

“Of course I do. Every word.”

She sat up a little taller against the pillows. Unlike usual she seemed completely unashamed of being completely naked. “I’ll tell you then,” she said. “When I was younger I always wanted, no, I pined for, needed, craved, more one-night stands.”

His ears pricked, along with his cock. “You’re kidding me,” he said, slightly breathless.

“I’m not,” she replied, eyeing him sideways to gauge his reaction.

“More, please,” he whispered.

Her smile widened again. “I used to dream about it endlessly. Strange men having their way with me. Doing vile, nasty things to me, using me however they pleased.”

His chest inflated, his cock twitching with the beginnings of a fresh erection. “Go on. That’s so hot,” he said.

She chuckled. “I would wake up at night in a sweat, horrified by these erotic dreams that were so vivid and so very wrong,” she said, shaking her head.

“Why so wrong?” he asked.

She tipped her head to one side and looked at him out of the corner of her eye. “Because good girls don’t, Alistair. I was a good girl, remember? I was on track to get my doctorate. I can’t tell you how many professors told me I would have a bright future in academia. Good girls with bright futures don’t go whoring on the weekends. They sit quietly and study. At least that’s the way it was back then. Remember? Of course you remember. You remember trying to drag me out on Saturday nights. Oh. Oops. We weren’t supposed to talk about the past,” she said.

“Don’t worry about that. I want to hear more. Is that what you were thinking about when Booker first hit on you in the basement?” he asked.

She thought for a moment. “Maybe? I hadn’t really considered that,” she replied, her gaze moving off to the side. “Now that you mention it, I guess it was. In part, at least.”

His cock swelled, poking up against his sweat pants. “And now you’re getting your wish?” he asked.

She narrowed her eyes and smiled at him. “Almost.”

His cock throbbed. “Almost?”

“This is sexy, what we’re doing with Booker. I want more, Alistair. I’m not saying you have to give it to me. I’m only telling you what’s on my mind. Booker is fun and sexy and he’s being a real sport about this. But he’s safe. I want danger. I want the thrill of not knowing who’s fucking me. I don’t want to know the name of the man whose cock is inside my mouth.” She reached down and stroked his turgid erection.

“I want you so bad right now,” he growled.

She giggled as he pulled his sweat pants and underwear down his legs. When he made to move between her legs she pressed a hand against his chest. “No,” she whispered. “Do me doggy. I want to show off my new jewelry.” She rolled sideways onto her stomach then got up on her hands and knees, waving her ass in the air. “Come and get it, big guy,” she purred.

He was up in a flash. Shuffling around her on his knees then slapping his hand down on her beautiful, thick MILF ass. His eyes fell to the tiny jewel buried in her back hole. His cock throbbed and he pointed it at her slippery folds. He groaned as he sank into her. Gripping her hips he started thrusting in and out.

“Oh, Al,” she groaned.

He leaned over her and grabbed her tits.

“Fuck it feels so good with that thing inside my ass. I can’t believe it,” she moaned.

He could feel the tiny thing. Through the skinny membrane separating her insides he could feel it rubbing his prick. He rubbed in and out of her faster.

She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts with her hips.

He squeezed her tits hard.

“Oh, yes!” she moaned.

He found her nipples with his fingers and thumbs and pinched them.

She slammed back harder against his thrusts.

A feral instinct gripped him. He wanted to give it to her as hard as he could. As hard as a younger man could do it. Getting up on his feet he crouched over her and fucked her like a dog.

“Oh, god, Alistair, yes!” she cried.

He could feel her pussy quivering and gripping his cock. His body was working hard, his cock sawing in and out of her wet depths.

“Alistair,” she groaned, her body tensing and starting to tremble.

“Yes! Come for me, baby,” he growled. “Come all over my cock!”

Her arms and legs gave out. She fell onto her stomach, taking him with her, but kept her ass up in the air to take his pounding. “Ah!” she moaned. Her pussy constricted, squeezing his cock as she began to come.

He braced himself with his hands on her shoulders and kept fucking. His cock flexed and shot the first spurt of his load into her insides. He barked and collapsed on top of her as a furious orgasm gripped him. He pinned her to the bed, his hips bucking over top of her ass and sliding his cock in and out of her wet cunt.

The thrusting motion slowed to a twitch as he rubbed out the last twitches of his orgasm into her pussy. He let out a deep, satisfied sigh and rolled off of her.

She turned her head to look at him and smiled. “I guess you aren’t too upset by what I told you?” she asked.

He chuckled. “Be still my beating heart,” he said.

She watched him for a moment. “You really liked it that much?”

He put his hand on the back of her head, curled closer to her and kissed her. “Why don’t you go for it?” he whispered.

“Go for it?” she asked.

“I want you to live out your dreams, baby. I want everything you want.”

She chuckled and rolled her eyes. “Oh, Alistair. Don’t be ridiculous. I was just sharing something with you I’d kept close to my heart. How would that even work? I’m almost an old woman, remember?”

He smiled at her. “I know you don’t really think that. Come on, Sheila. You know you’re hot. You know you’re a MILF. You’re not fooling anyone, certainly not me.” Her shy smile convinced him he was onto her.

“Will you go fix me a drink while I have a shower?” she asked.

“Anything, my love,” he replied, rolling off the bed.

She laughed again. “My god! If I’d only known sooner!”


Chapter four


He was at the kitchen counter the next morning scooping coffee grounds into a filter when Booker walked in. “Morning, Booker,” he said, smiling.

“Sup, professor?”

“Oh, you know, just having a Sunday,” he replied.

Booker walked to the fridge and pulled out a pitcher of orange

juice. He poured himself a glass and put the pitcher back then sat down at the table.

Alistair put the filter in the coffee maker and turned it on. He turned to face Booker and smiled again.

“Hey, good news,” Booker said.

“What’s good?” Alistair asked.

“Buddy of mine texted me last night. His roommate just moved out and he’s got a spare room. Says I can use it if I like.”

Alistair’s heart sank a little in his chest. It must have shown on his expression.

“Now don’t look like that,” Booker said, chuckling. “I’ll still swing by and give your lady what she needs.”

“Oh,” Alistair said, forcing a smile. He was startled by how much Booker’s news had affected him. The young man had caused such a rejuvenation in their marriage. A renaissance. Losing him felt oddly moving. “I’m sorry, Booker. That affected me in a way I wasn’t expecting,” he said, touching a hand to his chest.

“Yeah I saw that,” Booker said. “I wasn’t expecting that either. I mean I don’t have to go. It’s just I don’t want to feel like I’m freeloading off you here, you know?”

Alistair nodded. He wanted to explain to Booker how his presence had changed their life but it seemed to intimate. He didn’t want to embarrass the poor guy. “Look I just want to say you’re not freeloading. Not at all,” Alistair explained.

“I mean, I am staying here for free. Drinking all your orange juice,” he said, raising his glass.

He really wanted Booker to understand what an effect he’d had on their marriage. “Booker, this is a bit awkward to say, but Sheila and I…it’s just, honestly, you’ve been a godsend.”

Booker smirked.

“No, I’m serious,” Alistair went on, raising a hand. “Let’s keep this between you and me but Sheila’s been so…passionate since you got here.”

“Uh huh,” Booker said. “I told you it would change her.”

Alistair glanced up at him. “Would you consider staying? You’re really not freeloading. You’re, I don’t know, you’re providing a valuable service to Sheila and I.”

Booker raised an eyebrow. “Like a prostitute?” he asked.

“What?!? No! No, no, no,” Alistair replied. “I didn’t mean it like that.

Booker started chuckling. “Relax, relax. I was only joking. Look if this really is working out for you two that well and you don’t mind helping me out? I’ll take it. I’ve got a few job interviews lined up after classes this week. Maybe once I’m making some coin I can chip in a little at least. I’d feel better about that.”

“Whatever makes you comfortable. But please don’t worry about it. I’m glad you’ll consider staying. You can save a bit of money and focus on your studies.” He paused a moment before going on. “So, listen, I have a bit of a request to make.”

“Shoot,” Booker said, taking another sip of orange juice.

“Sheila’s got a bit of a thing she told me about. She, um, well she wants a one night stand. You know, a guy she’s never met before.”

Booker frowned. “Like a hook up?”

“Yes. Like a hook up,” Alistair replied. “Just for the thrill, you know.”

“Uh huh,” Booker said, nodding. “So you want me to pimp out one of my friends?”

“Pimp? What, no! I don’t want to…”

“Professor, relax!” Booker said, laughing. “Man you take stuff way too seriously. I was just kidding. I can find a guy no problem. She’s so hot they’ll be slobbering all over her, no doubt.”

Alistair nodded, his cock stirring at the thought of one of Booker’s friends having their way with Sheila. “It really shouldn’t be anyone from school, though,” he said.

Booker snorted. “Ya think? Nah, I’ve got a buddy from my last job that would do fine. He hasn’t seen the inside of a school since grade twelve. Makes a mean omelette, though.” He finished his orange juice. “How do you want to set it up?”

“Let’s just keep it in our back pocket for now,” Alistair said.

“Keep what in our back pocket?”

They both turned to see Sheila standing in the doorway to the kitchen. She was wearing a white, nearly see-through nightie and her hair was down. Backlit by the sunlight coming in through the front window she looked saintly.

“Morning, professor,” Booker said, eyeing her up and down and smiling.

“Morning yourself,” Sheila replied.

“That’s a good look you’ve got going on,” Booker said, giving an approving nod.

“Why thank-you, Booker,” Sheila replied. She stood up on tiptoes and spun around, the nightgown flaring out and revealing her lovely thighs.

Alistair was breathless at seeing her girlish, gleeful mood.

“Why don’t you come on over here and have a seat with us?” Booker asked.

Sheila seemed to float across the floor towards them. She pulled out a chair but Booker grabbed her by the wrist.

“No, no,” Booker said. “I meant right here,” he explained, patting his lap.

Sheila arched her brow, smiled at Alistair, then lowered herself to sit on Booker’s lap.

He wrapped an arm around her waist then pulled her nightgown up with his other hand, exposing her thigh.

Alistair drew in a breath and held it as he watched Booker’s dark hand moving up and down Sheila’s smooth leg. The sight was mesmerizing, almost hypnotic.

Sheila stared at Booker, smiling. “Like what you see?” she asked, quietly.

“Love it,” Booker said. He pulled her nightgown higher to reveal the white, high-waisted underwear she was wearing. “You keep that plug in overnight, baby?” he asked, glancing up at her.

Sheila blushed and giggled. “Um, no.”

“Well we better get it back in you then,” Booker said. “I want you wearing that thing all the time. I’ll tell you when to take it out.”

Sheila laughed and looked away.

Alistair stared at her blushing face and shy expression. Booker certainly knew how to make her glow.

“Professor why don’t you run upstairs and grab your wife’s little toy. A bottle of lube, too, if you have it. Professor?”

Alistair turned to him, startled, and realized Booker was talking to him. “Of course,” he said. He stood up from his chair and walked quickly upstairs. He grabbed the plug from the bedside table and a small bottle of lube from the drawer and hurried back downstairs. Excitement started to thrum in his body again when saw Sheila sitting up on the table in front of Booker.

Her panties were on the floor and her feet were on Booker’s knees. Her legs were spread and Booker was sliding a finger in and out of her pussy.

Alistair stood in the door watching.

Booker pulled his eyes away from Sheila’s pussy and looked up at her. “I want you to do something for me today,” he said.

Sheila nodded.

“I want you to shave this beautiful pussy for me. I like a little landing strip but this is too much bush for me,” he said.

Sheila blushed and giggled again. Then she gasped as he pressed his finger deeper into her and twisted it. She pressed her palms against the table and her ass rose up off of it at Booker’s ministrations. Her thighs shuddered.

“There it is. That the spot? You like it right there?” Booker asked. He squeezed another finger into her.

Alistair could tell Booker was curling his fingers up against Sheila’s g-spot by the way his muscles moved in his forearm. Sheila’s reaction was breathtaking.

Her whole body was tense and she was staring intently down at Booker’s fingers disappearing inside her. Her lips were parted and her breathing quick and shallow.

“Come on over here, professor,” Booker said, waving his other hand.

Alistair walked over and stood next to Booker. He exchanged a look with Sheila and stifled a guffaw. What a bizarre position he found himself in, his wife on the kitchen table with a handsome young man fingering her.

“Can you go around the other side of that table there?” Booker asked.

Alistair rounded the table and stood behind Sheila’s back.

Booker pulled his fingers out of her and lifted them to his nose. They were coated in a sticky sheen of her natural, feminine lubricant. He took a deep sniff of her scent, closing his eyes and savouring it. “You know they say scent is one of the best indicators of attraction? I’m not kidding. It’s a genetic thing. A set of genes called the major histocompatibility complex signals sufficiently distinct immune systems and can cause sexual arousal through smell.”

Alistair’s eyes widened in surprise at the breadth of Booker’s knowledge.

Sheila sighed and lowered her ass onto the table.

Booker stood up. He leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. Leaning lower, he grabbed her ankles and lifted her legs up until she was forced to lean back on her hands, then her elbows and finally to lay on her back. He splayed her legs lewdly apart and stared down at her pussy. “Can you hold onto those for me, professor?” he asked Alistair. “I’m gonna’ have me some breakfast.”

Alistair gripped her ankles as Sheila let out a nervous, awkward sounding laugh. He was shocked to see her so pliant. Never in a million years would she have ever done anything remotely this dirty with him. She most likely would have been turned off if he had given her a mini lecture on the importance of scent to sexual arousal. She would have kicked him out of bed if he’d called eating her out ‘breakfast.’

Booker sat back down and pulled his chair in closer to the table like he was about to dig in to a delicious meal. He slipped his fingers back into Sheila’s pussy.

Her body trembled as he pressed them up against her sensitive spot.

Lowering his mouth to her pussy he brushed his lips against her swollen labia, then gave the folds a tiny lick.

Sheila shuddered, her eyes rolling and her lids closing.

Booker started making love to her pussy with his mouth, sucking gently at the tender flesh. His fingers slid in and out of her, slowly pumping and stroking. His mouth made soft suckling and slurping sounds. He sucked her clit into his mouth and started gently sucking on it.

“Oh god, Booker,” she whispered. She looked up at Alistair and shook her head.

“Do you like it?” Alistair asked.

“I’m in heaven,” she replied.

“Not yet, but you will be,” Booker said, as he pulled his lips away from her clit. “Get some lube on that thing for me, professor.”

Sheila wrapped

her arms behind her knees as Alistair let go of her legs. She kept them up in the air as Booker continued kissing her sex.

Alistair popped the cap on the lube and squirted a dollop onto the plug. He rubbed it all over the small toy then held it out for Booker.

Booker reached up and plucked it out of his hand. “Pull her legs back a bit,” he said.

Alistair grabbed her ankles again and pulled them back until her knees were nearly at her tits.

Booker pressed the tip of the plug against her sphincter and pressed his thumb against the flange. He pushed it and, this time, it sank into her easily. He stood up, his fingers still inside her, and positioned himself slightly to the side of her. “I’m gonna’ give you a good morning to remember,” he said, smiling at her.

He started pumping his fingers in and out of her harder. At the same time he pressed the two fingers of his other hand against her clit and rolled them around it in tiny circles.

“Oh! Oh!” Sheila gasped. She looked down between her legs like she couldn’t understand what was happening to her body.

Booker pumped his fingers in and out of her faster and faster. They were covered with her juices and made a wet schlicka-schlika sound as they moved in and out of her.

Sheila’s whole body started shaking on the table.

Alistair’s eyes bugged as he watched her convulsing, a strained expression on her face. He saw Booker’s cock growing in his pants, forming a lump under the fabric.

“Oh!” Sheila squeaked.

Alistair could barely hold onto her ankles, her legs were shaking so much.

“This is gonna feel real special,” Booker said. His eyes were glued to her sex as he expertly manipulated it with his fingers.

“Oh my god!” Sheila groaned. Her body tensed, nearly curling into a ball.

Booker yanked his fingers out of her pussy. A plume of translucent ejaculate erupted from her pussy hole.

She shrieked and tried to squeeze her legs shut but Booker kept them apart with his hand. Her body shook with violent contractions as an orgasm tore through her.

Booker yanked his pants down and pulled out his hard cock. As the flow of liquid subsided he stuffed it into her cunt and fucked it in and out of her.

The stimulation reinvigorated her orgasm. She shouted and her legs shook.

Booker yanked his cock out of her and stepped to the side, his fingers still rubbing her clit.

Another geyser of liquid gushed out of her, splattering all over the chair, the table and the kitchen floor. Her face was bright red as she shook and thrashed.

Booker mashed his cock back into her and started fucking her again.

Alistair stared, slack-jawed in astonishment at what was happening to his wife. His own cock was hard and once again desperate for release, even after all the sex he’d had the last few days.

“Oh god, oh, please, I can’t!” Sheila begged.

Booker pulled his fingers off of her clit and put both of his hands on her ass. He fucked his cock furiously in and out of her and groaned as he released a load of seed into her insides.

“Oh god, yes, fill me,” Sheila groaned.

Booker pressed his cock deep into her, the base twitching as it delivered the last of his milky cum into her body. He pulled it out slowly then watched his semen trickle out of her used hole.

“Shave that pussy for me and keep that plug in. Professor, you take your wife shopping this afternoon and get her some nice panties. She’s too beautiful to be wearing those grandma drawers.”

He smacked her ass, turned and walked out of the kitchen and down the hall towards the front door.


Chapter five


The drive to the mall was strangely awkward and quiet. It almost felt like they were strangers after what had happened. It was so outside the boundaries of their ordinary behavior that Alistair wasn’t even sure how to approach it. When he finally found a parking spot he turned off the car and turned to Sheila.

She turned and looked at him, too, a slight smile on her face.

“Okay is it just me or does this feel really weird?” he asked.

She burst out laughing.

Alistair laughed with her, relieved at how it cut the tension between them.

“I’m sorry I think I’m just having a hard time parsing what happened this morning. I can’t believe I let Booker do that to me,” she said.

Alistair chuckled. “Believe me I’m in the same boat. It’s like I’m married to a completely different woman than I knew,” he said.

She glanced at him. “Not in a bad way, I hope?” she asked.

“Baby I am loving this ride. Are you?” he asked.

“I’m having a great time. It feels so freeing. I just sometimes get these pangs of worry that we’re being irresponsible or something,” she said.

“Irresponsible?” he asked.

She shrugged. “Oh you know what it’s like. We spent the last twenty years working and ferrying the kids around to hockey and baseball and all that. It almost feels like I’m having too much fun. More than I’m supposed to have.”

He put a hand on her thigh. “I officially permit you to have as much fun as you want,” he said.

She chuckled and her eyes fell to where he was touching her leg.

A thought stirred in his mind. He’d offered to help her shave her pussy but she’d refused, saying it was too intimate. He’d sat on the bed while she was in the bathroom, arousal coursing through him at what it would look like bare. She’d kept it trimmed the first few years of their marriage but hadn’t bothered once their lives got busy. He glanced up at her. “Did you keep it in?” he asked.

She bit her lower lip and smiled as her cheeks turned red. “Yes,” she whispered.

His cock engorged at the thought of her walking around the mall with Booker’s gift inside her. “That’s so hot,” he said, running his hand up her thigh.

She laughed and smacked it. “No way, mister. Not in the parking lot.”

“But I’m horny again,” he growled.

She laughed and pushed off his advances. “Come and help me pick out some underwear for my lover,” she said.

His cock throbbed as he got out of the car. He stole glances at her as they walked across the lot towards the mall. She’d put on high heels but her posture seemed stiffer than usual. He couldn’t resist the impulse to reach behind her and grab her ass, feeling for the plug with his fingers.

“Stop that!” she snapped, giggling. “You’re going to get us arrested for indecent behavior.”

He smiled, his insides warming as he stared at her. His newfound obsession with her seemed to grow by the minute.

They walked through the mall and into a small women’s clothing shop. Sheila led the way to the back where they had racks of lingerie hanging.

Alistair had to take a few deep breaths and flex his ass cheeks to keep his erection down. He watched Sheila as she flipped through the hangers, checking out the various styles. Knowing she was thinking about Booker while picking out sexy underwear was blazingly arousing.

“Is there something I can help you find?”

They both turned to see a cute, twenty-something brunette wearing a pretty black dress and stockings. Her name tag said ‘Carly.’

Sheila smiled at her. “Hi. I’m, uh, um, just kind of looking for something…” She let out a nervous laugh and glanced at Alistair.

“Is there a special occasion you have in mind that you’re purchasing for?” Carly asked.

A blush rose to Sheila’s cheeks and she turned to look at the underwear, running her fingers over the sheer fabric.

“My wife’s looking for something her lover would like.” He had no idea what prompted him to blurt it out. The words just seemed to come out of his mouth on their own.

Sheila turned to him wide-eyed and with an open mouth, astonished by what he’d done.

“Of course,” Carly said, not missing a beat. “Is there a color the gentleman would prefer?” she asked.

Sheila turned to Carly and gave her the same look she’d given Alistair. “I, um…”

“Red, I think,” Alistair mused.

“Certainly,” Carly replied. “And the style? G-string, tonga, thong or something a little wider?” she asked Alistair, as if Sheila were no longer in the equation.

“Some g-strings and thongs would be nice to start,” Alistair said. He was getting a perverse thrill from taking command of Sheila’s underthings.

“I’m not wearing a thong!” Sheila said, letting out an incredulous laugh.

Carly flashed a knowing smile at Alistair. “I’ll bring some bikini cuts as well. If you’d like you can meet me in the back. Obviously we aren’t able to let you try anything on but you’ll have some privacy by the change rooms. If there’s anything you don’t like when you get home you can always bring it back for a full refund. I’ll be right with you.”

Sheila waited until Carly was gone before turning to Alistair and her arms over her chest. “I can’t believe you just did that,” she said.

Alistair ran his fingers along the hangers like they were strings on a harp. “To be honest with you I can’t either,” he said.

Sheila shook her head, still staring at him. “Carly certainly didn’t seem to have a problem with it,” she said.

Alistair shrugged and put a hand under her arm. “The times they are a changing, I guess. I’m sure Carly’s seen and heard much worse. Come on, let’s go see what she picked out.” He started leading her towards the change rooms at the very back of the store.

“I am not wearing a g-string, Alistair,” she reiterated.

“Whatever you want, sweetie,” he said. He leaned closer to her. “But I bet Booker would get hard just from seeing you in one,” he whispered. He felt her back tense and she stood a little straighter as she walked. Feeling bold he let his hand fall to her ass and pressed a finger against the flange of the plug.

This time she didn’t swat his hand away. She cleared her throat and stifled a smile, turning to see if anyone was watching them. She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. “You’re the devil,” she whispered.

“You’re an angel,” he whispered back.

She burst into girlish giggles.

At the change rooms they found Carly. She’d laid out a collection of underwear on one of the tables. “These are for you to check out. I’ll just be folding over there,” she said, pointing at a table a dozen feet away or so. “Feel free to call me if you have any questions.”

They both smiled at her.

Sheila picked up a pair of underwear, a bikini cut in yellow and held it up in front of her face. “What do you think of these?” she asked.

Alistair shrugged. “I’m no expert,” he said.

She laughed. “You sure? You seemed pretty sure of yourself a minute ago,” she said.

He smiled at her. “Let’s look at a few others first. What do you think about this?” he asked, holding up a pair of red, sheer bikini briefs.

She smiled as she glanced at the pair he was holding. “Alistair I’m way too old for those,” she mused.

“You’re not and you know it. Are you just fishing for more compliments about how beautiful you are?” he asked.

“Oh stop,” she muttered. She picked up the pair he’d suggested and held them up. “I don’t know if i could pull it off.”

“I can already see how hot you’d look in them. Booker would love it,” he said, stroking her arm.

She smiled and glanced down at the floor.

“And I think you should get a pair of these and a pair of these,” he said, pulling a hot pink thong and a yellow g-string from the pile Carly had arranged.

“I told you I’m not…”

He took her hand, looked around to make sure no one was watching and pressed it against his hardened cock. “Look what it’s doing to me just thinking about seeing you in those,” he whispered.

Her eyes widened and she squeezed his shaft before pulling her hand away. “Oh, fine,” she said, grabbing the pairs he’d suggested and turning to walk towards the cashier.

“Everything go okay?” Carly asked as they passed her.

“Wonderful,” Alistair replied. “Thank-you so much for your help.”

She smiled and went back to folding lingerie as Alistair followed Sheila to the checkout line.


Chapter six


Booker emerged from the basement a few moments after they closed the front door. He was wearing jeans and a t-shirt and had his phone tucked into his back pocket. He eyed Sheila up and down and nodded. “You do what I asked?”

Sheila flashed a shy smile and nodded.

He walked up to her and stroked her arm. He looked into her eyes. “You keep that plug in like I told you?” he asked.

Alistair’s crotch tightened as he watched Sheila’s reaction.

Her eyes widened in shock, but only for a moment. “Yes,” she said, quietly.

Booker reached around behind her and pressed two fingers against the flange of the plug and gave it a little rub. “Go up and change into a pair of them nice panties,” he said, nodding at her shopping bag. “Then come back down here with just your panties and a pair of heels, alright?”

Sheila’s eyes opened wider. They darted to Alistair’s, as if she was seeking permission.

Alistair shrugged, his cock hardening once again.

Booker chuckled. “You don’t need to ask your husband about every little thing, does she, professor?” he asked.

“You’re an independent woman,” Alistair said.

Sheila smirked. “Well maybe I independently don’t feel like prancing around the house in nothing but my underwear. Anyone thought of that?”

Booker reached into his pants and pulled his cock out.

Sheila gasped as he held the dark slab in front of her on the palm of his hand. She stared at it, then turned her head but her eyes stayed glued to his prick.

“Come on, baby,” Booker whispered. “You know what you want. Go on. Touch it.”

Sheila hesitated for a moment. Then she reached out a hand and wrapped it around the middle of his shaft. She slowly stroked it back and forth, her eyes closing as she focused on the feeling of it in her hand.

“You come down here in those panties and I’ll give you some sugar,” Booker whispered. He caressed her arm with the backs of his fingers.

Sheila cleared her throat. “Excuse me for a moment,” she said, stepping between them and heading up the stairs.

Booker holstered his phallus back in his pants and walked into the living room. He sat down on the couch and put his hands behind his head.

Alistair followed him in and took a seat in the arm chair by the window. He looked at Booker and smiled. “You’re getting pretty bold with her, Booker. I’m surprised she hasn’t pushed back yet,” he said.

Booker shrugged. “I’m not lying when I say I know what she wants.”

Alistair smiled a little wider. “Tell me, where do you get all this confidence, huh Booker?” he asked.

Booker scowled. He let a hand fall to his lap and squeezed the outline of his cock. “I’m packin’. When’s the last time your wife squirted on the kitchen table, professor?” he asked.

Alistair chuckled. “Point taken,” he said.

“I’m not saying any of that to make you feel bad,” Booker explained.

“Of course you’re not,” Alistair agreed.

“I’m just saying that kind of pleasure is hard currency with a woman. You two have a nice time picking out panties?” he asked.

“I think you’ll appreciate our selection,” Alistair said. His own cock was swelling with arousal at the thought of what Booker had in mind for Sheila.

“Good. Good,” Booker said. “I called my man Slim like you asked. We’re gonna’ have some company this evening.”

The smiled faded from Alistair’s mouth and he looked at Booker wide-eyed. “Booker I told you to wait on that,” he said. “I’ve got to okay it with Sheila first. It was just something that I thought would…”

Booker held up a hand. “Relax. I’ll take care of all of it. You don’t have to stress, professor.” A smile formed on his mouth as he looked towards the stairs.

Alistair followed his gaze and gasped when he saw Sheila in the sheer red bikini briefs, her pussy smooth beneath them. She was standing with one knee bent in in a pair of black, four-inch stiletto’s. “Oh my god,” he whispered.

“Yeah, you look fine, baby,” Booker said. He sat up and slid to the edge of the couch, crooking his finger and beckoning her closer.

Sheila was blushing but she looked excited, if maybe a little worried. She walked over to where Booker was sitting and stood stiffly in front of him.

“You leave that plug in like I said?” Booker asked.

She gave a terse nod.

“Turned around and let me see it. Pull those nice panties down off your ass,” Booker ordered.

Sheila stole a nervous glance at Alistair before spinning around to show Booker her ass. She hooked her fingers into the elastic of the briefs and slowly pulled them down her ass revealing the small plug stuck inside her.

Booker reached up, gripped the flange and wiggled it around.

She drew in a sharp breath and stiffened.

“That’s nice, baby,” Booker whispered. “Now turn around and get down on your knees for me. Leave those underwear on.” He grabbed a pillow off the couch and tossed it at his feet.

Sheila covered her ass with the underwear and turned around. She put a hand on each of Booker’s knees and lowered herself onto the pillow.

Booker undid his pants pushed them down his legs. He reached into his underwear and pulled out his cock. Semi-erect, the heavy head leaned towards Sheila.

She giggled and covered her mouth with a hand. “I’m sorry. I don’t…I don’t know if I can do this,” she said. “The sun’s still out. I’m in the living room naked with you two and I’m not even drunk!”

Booker started chuckling. He slid onto the very edge of the couch pillow and lowered his cock until it was pointing at her mouth. Cupping her chin with his hand he drew her toward the head of his cock. “You can do it just fine,” he said, gazing into her eyes. “Open that pretty mouth.”

Sheila’s eyes fluttered to one side but she did what he asked and opened her mouth.

Alistair was in the zone again. Sheila’s brief protest only made him hotter. Knowing she was feeling a little uncomfortable but going to do what Booker asked her anyways was perversely titillating. He watched intently as she leaned forward and slipped the head of Booker’s cock past her lips. He shivered when he saw her close her eyes and suck.

“That’s nice,” Booker whispered.

Sheila moved her lips up and down his length, sucking him deep into her mouth.

Booker let out a soft sigh and leaned back against the couch.

Alistair watched with astonishment as the shaft grew in Sheila’s mouth.

When she opened her eyes she looked up at Booker.

“You like the taste of that cock?” he asked.

She nodded and her cheeks hollowed. She leaned forward and slipped his prick deeper into her face.

Booker sat with his hands at his sides watching her blowing him. After a few minutes he eased his cock out of her mouth. He lifted himself off the couch and stood over her. “You want to feel it up in you?” he asked.

Sheila nodded.

Booker smiled. “Open your mouth and stick your tongue out,” he said.

Sheila began to open her mouth, then shook her head. She glanced sideways at Alistair. “Booker I’m too old to be doing this porn star stuff,” she muttered.

Booker smiled wider. “No. You’re not,” he said. He put his thumb on her lower lip and pushed it into her mouth.

She looked up at him and, for a moment, Alistair thought she was going to snap. His balls tightened when he saw her cheeks hollow like a good little whore as she sucked Booker’s thumb.

“Put your hand between your legs,” Booker ordered.

Sheila huffed, her nostrils flaring. She pressed her fingers against her red panties.

“Good. Now let me see it,” Booker said, reaching down.

Sheila raised her hand and placed it in his palm. Her fingers were coated in sticky wetness.

Alistair’s eyes bugged at how moist they looked.

“You telling me you don’t like this when your pussy’s drooling like this?” Booker asked, lifting her fingers up to her nose. He pulled his thumb out of her mouth. “Lick that off. Like a good little slut.”

Alistair covered his mouth with a hand. Booker was playing with fire talking to Sheila like that. He was shocked when she licked her own fluids off of her fingers and looked back up at Booker.

“Good. Now open your mouth and stick your tongue out like I told you,” Booker said.

Sheila swallowed, opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out.

Booker pressed his cock against it and slid it back and forth a few times. He rolled his cock side to side, pulled it off her tongue and gave her cheek a light slap.

Alistair and Sheila both gasped.

“You like that?” Booker asked. “Little turkey slap?” he said, chuckling.

Sheila’s brow furrowed. It looked like she was going to blow up at him for what he’d done. Her chin jutted forward when he smacked her other cheek with his wet penis.

“You know what we’re going to turn you into?” Booker asked.

Sheila glared at him.

“A black cock slut,” he said. He tipped her head back with a finger under her chin. He laid his cock on her cheek and over the bridge of her nose. Her face was messy with wet. “Come here, professor,” he said, beckoning to Alistair.

Alistair stood and slowly made his way around the coffee table. He stared at Sheila’s angry face, partially covered by Booker’s thick cock. He couldn’t believe she was putting up with this.

“Let’s see you smile, baby,” Booker said. “Come on. You can do it. I know you can. Give me a smile and I’ll feed this whole thing into your pussy,” he said.

Sheila pursed her lips.

Alistair winced and took a step back, ready for her to fly off on Booker for treating her like this and calling her a slut. Seeing her flash a tight smile for the promise of Booker’s cock inside her took his breath away.

She stared up at Booker and a laugh bubbled out of her.

Booker laughed with her. “There you go. You see? It’s like the dark side. You’ve got to give in to the dark side,” he said, rolling his cock along her face and smacking her tongue with the head. “You take it. Do it yourself. Let me see you smack your own face with my dick.”

Sheila grabbed his cock as he took his hand away. She pushed her tongue out further and snarled as she slapped his prick against it.

“Good. Now smack your face,” Booker said.

She held it up over her face and smacked herself, the hard flash hitting her skin with a wet splat. “Happy?” she asked.

“Thrilled,” Booker said. He sat back down on the couch, stroking himself and patted his lap. “Now hop on,” he said.

Sheila reached out a hand towards Alistair.

He offered his and helped her stand.

Her face was rosy and wet, her nipples pointy and stiff. The smell of her lubricating pussy filled the whole living room.

“Turn around,” Booker said.

She turned for him.

He pulled the red panties down her legs and let her step out of them. Pulling her gently by the waist he lowered her into a squat over his cock. “Have a seat, professor,” he said to Alistair. “The view’s better from over there.”

Alistair shuffled back to his seat, his eyes glued to Sheila hovering over Booker’s big dick. As he sat down Booker lowered her pussy onto the head of his thick column. This was the first unobstructed view Alistair got of her freshly shaved pussy and it, too, took his breath away. He hadn’t seen her bald cunt in at least a decade and the sight of her pretty butterfly lips made his cock throb.

He shuddered as her pussy split open to accept the hard, dark flesh of Booker’s cock head. There was something even more exciting about seeing the black cock entering her bare sex. He thought of all the things she’d done for Booker that day. He thought of Booker smacking her face and calling her a black cock slut.

“Ungh!” Sheila moaned as she sank onto Booker’s cock.

“That feel good?” Booker asked from behind her.

“So thick,” she whispered. Her brow was furrowed and she closed her eyes as she settled onto Booker’s lap.

He lifted her ass until she was crouching over him again. His cock fell out of her covered in a sheen of glistening wet. He pressed it against her belly and made her sit. “See how deep that thing goes?” Booker said. The head of his cock was up past her belly button.

Alistair couldn’t believe she could take it all. There were parts of her he’d never touched and wouldn’t ever touch with his own equipment.

Booker lifted her up, pressed his cock into her pussy and sat her down again. He squeezed her big booty then reached around her body and did the same with her tits.

She put her hands on his knees and bounced up and down on his lap a few times.

Booker chuckled. “You got a thing or two to learn about reverse cowgirl, baby,” he said. “Lean forward. Like so. Yeah. One hand on the couch. The other hand’s for playing with my balls. Now lift your ass up like this…and back down. Like you’re doing squats, right? Mmm, that’s right. That feels good.”

Sheila was bent over in a squat, his cock shoved deep inside her body. She glanced over at Alistair and snorted out a laugh, like she couldn’t believe what she was being made to do.

Alistair was stunned, his mouth agape.

She seemed to appreciate the attention because she arched her back and stared at him as she rode Booker’s large organ. She narrowed her eyes and cupped a hand under her mouth. She puckered her lips and spat a fat glob of saliva into her palm. Reaching down between Booker’s legs she smeared it across his balls, then cupped them and rolled them around in her hand.

Booker raised a hand and smacked her ass. Hard this time, the sound bouncing around the room.

Sheila gasped but started bouncing harder on his lap.

He gave her another smack, his big hand leaving a bright pink mark on her ass.

Sheila yelped.

Alistair saw her pussy clench as a fresh wave of fluid ran down the shaft of Booker’s cock.

She let go of his balls and put both hands on the edge of the couch pillow. Raising her ass high in the air she started bouncing hard, massaging his thick pole with her tight pussy and driving them both towards a climax.

Every few bounces Booker would give her ass a slap, alternating sides. He grabbed her breast and squeezed it as she rode, smacking her on the behind again and grunting.

“Oh god,” she gasped.

“Fuck that booty’s hot,” Booker said, smacking her again.

“Oh god!” she moaned.

He smacked both hands down onto her ass cheeks and held them as his body tensed, driving his cock even deeper into her. “You ready for it, baby? Here it come. I’m gonna’ nut all up in that pussy,” he said through clenched teeth.

Sheila moaned. Her body started quivering at hearing Booker tell here he was going to fill her. Her breasts smacked against each other as she rode him hard. Her thighs shook and liquid squished out of her pussy as she came. Her body curled up and she rolled backwards, her back against Booker’s stomach.

Booker roared. He drove his cock up deep into her hole.

Alistair watched the root contracting as it delivered Booker’s load of genetic material up into Sheila’s cunt. There was no biological possibility of Sheila becoming pregnant. The dark fantasy titillated him, though. The ultimate taboo of her becoming pregnant with another man’s child, a strong, young black man’s child, made his own cock hard as granite.

He watched the tension leave Sheila’s body. With Booker’s cock still inside her she lay back, resting against Booker’s chest. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, a smile forming on her mouth.

Booker’s cock slithered out of her pussy hole and sagged between his legs. He raised his hands and gently squeezed her breasts, thumbing her still stiff nipples.

She put an arm up over her chest and batted his hands away, giggling. “So sensitive,” she whispered.

“What do you say, professor?” Booker asked, looking over her shoulder at Alistair. “Like what you see?” He let his hand fall between her legs and rubbed the apex of her entrance.

She squirmed in his lap, closing her legs to indicate that part of her was as tender as her breasts. “This is too much,” she said, giggling again. She rolled off of Booker’s lap and kept one hand over her crotch, the other arm covering her breasts as she made her way towards the stairs. “I’m going to take a shower,” she announced. She glanced back, her eyes falling to Booker’s wilting cock for a moment before she disappeared up the stairs.

Booker tucked his cock back into his underwear and sat up straighter on the couch. He turned to Alistair and smiled. He picked his jeans up off the floor and pulled them on over his legs, then stood up.

Alistair was still a little stunned by what he’d seen and having trouble getting up out of his own seat. He looked up at Booker and remembered what he’d told him before Sheila had come down. “Booker I think you need to call your friend off,” he said, his voice low.

Booker shook his head. “I don’t think it’s going to be a problem, professor,” he said. “In fact I’ll go take care of it right now.”

Alistair felt helpless to intervene as he watched Booker follow in Sheila’s footsteps up the stairs.


Chapter seven


She stood in front of the mirror staring at herself as the water in the shower warmed up, clouds of steam starting to billow through the bathroom. She surveyed her body and felt a twinge of pride.

She’d never admit it to anyone but Alistair was right. She was hot for her age. Thick in some places but that was to be expected.

Her eyes fell to her vagina, the soft folds she’d shaved bare earlier that day. A tremor rippled through her when she saw the trails of Booker’s semen leaking out of it.

It was a horrible sight. Vulgar and crass. She’d never paid much attention to it when Alistair finished in her.

This was different. She found herself gripped by a perverse and riveting fascination. Pulling herself apart with her fingers she dipped one into her sexual opening and scooped more of Booker’s seed out.

She shuddered again as she raised her hand and stared at the sticky liquid running down her finger. Seminal fluid milked out of Booker and into herself by the massive climax she’d just endured. She felt a little lightheaded from it still. She ripped off a piece of toilet paper and wiped her finger off, then threw it in the trash.

She turned and was about to stick one foot into the bathtub when the door opened. She gasped when Booker stepped into the bathroom. “Booker? What are you doing here?” she asked, covering herself up with her hands and arms again.

Booker smiled and walked towards her. He seemed confident and unafraid of what her reaction might be, intruding on such an intimate space in her house. He took her wrist and pulled her arm away from her chest, then did the same with the hand covering her sex. “Sheila. Alright if I call you Sheila?” he asked.

She shrugged. “I suppose,” she whispered. Truth be told she was aroused by his confidence and dominant manner. Even though she’d just climaxed she was turned on that he’d be so bold and just stroll into the bathroom while she was trying to take a shower. Hard to know why, but she was.

“You don’t have to cover yourself up around me. You’re beautiful and you have a beautiful body. I like to see it,” he said.

She smiled and looked off to one side. “I know,” she muttered. “And I like that you said that. But I’m from a different generation, Booker. We didn’t…women didn’t just strut around naked in front of strange men.”

“Well, I’m no stranger. Neither is your husband. You’re going to have to get used to showing off for us,” he explained.

She wasn’t sure she’d ever feel comfortable doing that. She’d been raised to be chaste and modest. And even though she’d loosened up these last few years with Alistair she was no nudist. Her naked form would always be a source of shame on some level. “What are you doing here?” she asked, not wanting to pursue the subject of her own embarrassment.

“Your husband got a little worried about a surprise I cooked up for us.”

“Worried? Surprise?” she asked. She wasn’t sure she liked the sounds of that. Alistair knew her pretty well and knowing he was worried about something Booker had arranged didn’t exactly fill her with confidence.

“He wanted me to come and smooth things out before it happened.”

“What’s this about?” she asked, an awkward smile forming on her mouth.

“I invited my boy Slim over for the evening.”

Her stomach sank lower in her guts. “What?” she whispered.

“Friend of mine. Real nice guy. The professor said you’d be interested in hooking up with someone new,” he explained.

Her heart thudded and began to beat faster and harder inside her chest. She stared at Booker, who was smiling, not knowing what to say. She remembered mentioning the fantasy to Alistair. She had no idea he would act on it, though. She wasn’t sure how she felt about him sharing such an intimate revelation with Booker.

“What’s the matter?” Booker asked. “You look worried.”

She drew in a breath and sighed, concern forming on her expression. “Booker,” she said, feeling even more exposed and vulnerable than she had a moment ago. “This is fun, what we’re doing. But I just…I don’t know, that might be too much,” she said, shaking her head. She was startled when Booker took a step towards her, put a hand behind her neck and pulled her into a kiss.

She felt her resistance melting as his tongue explored her mouth. Her nipples stiffened and her pussy clenched as his hand ran down her back and settled just above her ass.

When he pulled away from the kiss he looked into her eyes, smiling. “I think of you last thing before I fall asleep and first thing after I wake up,” he whispered. “And then through the day you’re just on my mind the whole time,” he added.

She blushed and hoped he didn’t notice for all the steam suspended in the bathroom. “You shouldn’t say things like that,” she said, smiling and lowering her eyes.

“Why not? It’s the truth. Nothing I wouldn’t tell your husband, either. There’s no shame in it. You’re on my mind all the time.” He drew his hands down her arms and over her side, then down to her waist and hips. “You’re so fine, Sheila. Let me and my guy show you a good time. You ever had a threesome?” he asked.

She blushed hotter and let out an embarrassed laugh. “I have most definitely not,” she said.

He stepped closer and reached around her, gently tugging at the plug in her ass until it popped out.

“Oh!” she squeaked, the pressure of it’s extraction reminding her of how good it had felt when Booker fucked her with it inside.

“He’s a real good guy. Real good with his hands. And I promise I’ll go real gentle,” Booker said as he pressed the tip of his finger into her ass.

She drew in a breath. She still wasn’t used to him playing with her ass. She shook her head. “That’s not really my thing, Booker,” she said, sighing.

He leaned in, tilted his head to one side and latched his lips onto her neck. As he sucked it he ran his tongue along her soft flesh, making the skin on the back of her neck and down her spine, prickle. He pushed his finger a little deeper into her ass.

She clenched her sphincter at the intrusion.

Booker put a hand over her breast and circled her nipple with his thumb. “All you have to do is relax, baby,” he whispered. “We’ll take care of the rest and I promise we’ll drive you north of wild. We’ll give the professor a real fine show, too,” he promised. “What do you say?” he asked, looking into her eyes and smiling.

***

Alistair wiped his sweaty hands on his pants as he stood at the front door. He reached out and turned the handle, then swung the door open. He stepped back and his eyes widened at the man standing on his porch.

He was about Booker’s height but probably twice his mass. He had a thick neck and broad shoulders. His biceps were about as wide around as Alistair’s thigh and he wore a flat red cap on his bald head.

“This Booker’s place?” he asked.

Alistair nodded. It had shaken him when Booker went upstairs to talk to Sheila in the shower. It felt almost too personal, too intimate. And now he was still up there and his large friend was standing at the door and Alistair had no clue as to what to do. His politeness got the better of him and he extended a hand. “I’m Alistair Livingstone,” he said.

The man looked down at his hand, reached out and smacked it, then linked fingers with Alistair’s and gave it a shake. “Name’s Slim,” he said.

“Slim,” Alistair echoed, swallowing.

“Alright if I come in?” Slim asked.

Alistair, not wanting to be rude, stepped to one side and swung his arm towards the interior of the house.

Slim stepped inside and Alistair swore he heard the house groan under his weight. They stood in the front hallway for a few, excruciatingly awkward moments. Alistair breathed a sigh of relief when he heard someone on the stairs behind him and turned to see Booker walking down.

Booker smiled. He walked up to Slim and they bumped chests as he patted him on the back. “My man,” he said. “You two get acquainted?” he asked.

Alistair flashed a tight smile. “Formally introduced,” he said.

Booker grinned. “Why don’t we relax while Sheila finishes up upstairs?”

The mention of Sheila put Alistair on edge. “Booker I was hoping to speak with you for a moment, actually.”

Booker nodded. “Why don’t you go see what’s good in the fridge, Slim?” Booker said, nodding towards the kitchen.

Slim clapped his hands together and rubbed them, then lumbered off in the direction of the refrigerator.

Alistair waited until he thought Slim was out of earshot. “Did you talk to her?” he asked.

“Yeah, I did,” Booker replied.

“And?” Alistair asked, his voice rising in anticipation of Booker’s response.

Booker shrugged. “It’s all good,” he said.

Alistair’s eyes widened. “It is?” he asked, unsure of what Booker could have possibly said that would have made it all good with Sheila.

“It’s not a problem, professor.”

“And she’s…” Alistair paused, unsure of how to ask the question without offending Booker. “She’s alright with Slim being here?”

Booker nodded. “She’s good. I told her about our plans for the evening and she was cool. Don’t worry, I didn’t leave anything out.”

Alistair could hardly believe what he was hearing. Sheila wasn’t really going to just go for this, was she? She’d already stepped so far outside her comfort zone. Was she really going to let Booker and his friend…

He couldn’t even finish the thought in his mind. “Booker I think I need to go talk to her,” he said.

Booker shrugged again. “Sure thing. I’ll just be down here with Slim. You let us know when she’s ready for us.” He turned and walked to the kitchen to join Slim.

Alistair sprinted up the steps, taking two at a time. He stopped at the bedroom door, held his breath and knocked. “Sheila? Sheila, honey?” he said, turning his head to hear her response. He heard a quiet ‘come in,’ opened the door and slipped inside. He closed the door and stood in front of it.

Sheila was standing in front of the full length mirror on the closet door. She had her robe wrapped tightly around her body and a look of concern on her face.

He crossed the room and put his hands on her arms. “Are you alright?” he asked. He stifled a gasp when he felt her trembling. “Sheila? You okay?” he asked.

She nodded a few times, then leaned into his embrace.

“Sheila you don’t have to do this,” he said, rubbing her arm. He felt horribly guilty for having told Booker her secret without asking her first. “I’m sorry I said anything to Booker. That was wrong. I can call the whole thing off right now if that’s what you…”

“That’s not it,” she said, holding up a hand. She let out a nervous laugh and shook her head. She glanced at her reflection in the mirror.

“Take your time, sweetie,” he whispered, rubbing her arm again.

“This is freaking me out a little,” she admitted. “Not in a bad way. It’s not that I don’t want to try it. I’ve…always fantasized about trying something like this. I want to do it. I’m worried about what it’ll be like living with myself after it happens. I know that probably sounds stupid,” she said.

Her honesty took his breath away. He realized he was seeing yet another aspect of her, yet another angle of her vulnerability and desire. He felt an immense privilege and a profound responsibility about it. “Nothing you say could ever sound stupid,” he answered, rubbing her back this time. “It’s normal to have doubts. And if you aren’t one hundred percent certain that this is what you want then…”

“I think that’s the problem,” she said, interrupting. “I don’t think I’ll ever be one hundred percent certain of anything like this.” She turned to him and looked into his eyes. “And I do want this. I want to know what it’s like. I’m just…a little nervous. Right?”

He smiled at her. “I think that’s okay, too,” he said. He moved her gently towards the bed and they both sat down. “I want to help you however I can. I feel horrible that I set the wheels in motion for you without asking,” he admitted.

She smiled and shook her head. “Honestly I don’t think I would have ever brought it up again if it hadn’t happened like this. No, you’re giving me a chance here, Alistair. You and Booker both are. To challenge myself and try to overcome a lifetime of prudish moralizing. I don’t mean me, I try not to moralize. It’s just all these shackles from the past, these expectations of what women from my generation were supposed to be. Achievers, but fun, but not too fun or you’re a slut!” she said, then started laughing. She sighed. “I feel like this is a chance to cast all that off. I’m just not sure who I’ll be when it’s gone.”

He realized she was dealing with far more than simply the question of whether she wanted to have sex with two guys or not. He tried of think of something insightful to say but realized this was her decision to make. Her struggle to grapple with. “Look,” he began. “I’m here. I’m here for you. You just let me know what you want to…”

She turned and put a hand over his on his lap. She squeezed it as she looked into his eyes. “I want to do it. Does that make you think less of me?” she whispered.

He shook his head slowly side to side. “Of course not,” he replied. Now wasn’t the time to ask her why she’d think he might. “I want to help you,” he said instead.

She bit her lip, her eyes falling to the floor. “Go get them for me? I’ll be waiting up here,” she said.

A heavy weight fell on his shoulders as he stood up from the bed to do what she’d asked of him.


Chapter eight


He trudged down the stairs, each footstep feeling heavier than the last. Sheila was really grappling with something. Identity, aging, who she was and where she’d come from. He felt another pang of guilt at having so flippantly told Booker about her fantasy. At the same time she’d said it herself. She probably never would have brought it up again if he hadn’t. He hoped he was doing her favor. He prayed this wouldn’t change her in a way she didn’t like.

He stopped at the foot of the stairs and let the full weight of what he was about to do settle on him. He heard Booker and Slim laughing in the kitchen. He could barely begin to fathom everything that had transpired in the last few days, far less make out where it was going. He focused on what Sheila had asked of him.

He walked towards the kitchen and stopped at the entrance.

Booker and Slim paused their conversation and both turned to look at him. “What’s good professor?” Booker asked.

It took quite an act of willpower to make himself say the words. “She’s ready for you now.”

Booker glanced at Slim and then they both stood up. Booker walked towards the stairs, Slim lumbering after him, and paused where Alistair was standing. “Don’t worry, professor. We’ll take good care of her,” he said, as if he somehow understood this was about more than just a group fuck for Sheila.

The three of them climbed the stairs and Booker led Slim into the bedroom with Alistair following.

Sheila was sitting on the edge of the bed, still in her robe, looking contemplative and calm.

A silence fell over all of them. For a while Booker and Slim just stood there staring at her. She seemed to be radiating an energy that robbed Booker of some of his swagger.

Finally, she leaned forward and stood up off the bed. She drew in a deep breath and closed her eyes. Pulling at the sides of the robe she parted it down the middle and let it slide down off her shoulders to pool at her feet.

Alistair gasped and his eyes widened. She wore nothing, no sexy baubles to delight her would be lovers. Her feet were bare and her shaved pussy showed the first hints of a wet gleam between her legs. Her hair tumbled luxuriously over her shoulders as she stood with her hands at her sides, staring at the three of them.

“Damn,” Booker said, his voice low.

Slim shifted his weight from one foot to another.

Alistair could sense a note of discomfort from the two younger men in the presence of a mature, beautiful woman. Booker’s confidence seemed rattled as his eyes shifted from Sheila to Slim and back.

Sheila walked towards them and stopped a few feet in front.

Slim couldn’t keep his eyes off her. His shoulders heaved as he drew in heavy breaths, his eyes roaming along her body.

“Professor,” Booker said, his voice just above a whisper.

Sheila turned her head to look directly into his eyes. She raised her chin, almost looking down her nose at him. “Are you going to introduce me to your friend?” she asked.

Booker started snickering and covered his mouth with a hand.

Alistair was amazed how disarmed he seemed by Sheila’s confidence.

“This is my boy, Slim,” Booker said.

“‘Sup?” Slim asked. He let his eyes fall and settle on Sheila’s breasts.

Sheila looked him up and down, then turned and walked back to the bed. She sat down on the edge and folded one leg over the other.

The two men, along with Alistair, leaned forward trying to catch a glimpse of her snatch.

“So, how are we going to do this?” Sheila asked.

Alistair stared at her with his mouth open, stunned at how easily she’d taken control of the situation.

Booker swallowed, seeming even more thrown off his game by the question. “Well,” he said. “Why don’t you tell us?”

Sheila pursed her lips, tilted her head to one side and ran her hand along her thigh. She glanced up at Slim. “Why don’t you come over here and join me?” she asked him.

Slim trudged over to the bed, the floor squeaking as he walked. He sat down next to her. The bed frame groaned under his weight. “You’re even prettier than what Booker said,” he admitted.

She let her eyes wander over his body and a slight smile lit her lips.

Alistair was beside himself. The change she’d undergone was extraordinary. Her worry from earlier had completely vanished and she looked like a queen about to indulge in an evening of hedonistic pleasure. He watched her uncross her legs and hitch her heels up onto the bed, baring her sex for them all.

“You like to eat?” she asked Slim.

“Ho, ho, yes ma’am,” he said, gazing at the split of flesh that led to her insides. He eagerly dropped to his knees and crawled in front of her. He removed the cap from his head and tossed it to the side. His big head impeded Alistair’s view of Sheila’s pussy. But seeing him run his dark hands along the insides of her thighs sent a shiver racing down Alistair’s spine.

Slim leaned in and his lips met Sheila’s core with a wet slurping sound.

Her eyes widened. She sat straighter on the bed, as if she hadn’t been expecting the pleasure his mouth was delivering. As he lapped at her pussy she put a hand on the back of his thick neck and pulled him closer towards her core.

“Yeah, he’s good with his tongue, huh?” Booker asked, his confident mood returning.

A smile curled across her face. She spread her legs wider and arched her back, her body responding to the pleasure Slim was giving her.

Alistair felt his cock hardening and his breathing growing deeper as he watched. He moved to his now familiar perch on the armchair and sat down.

Booker moved across the room, stopped in the middle and pulled his shirt off over his head.

Slim’s face was buried deep in Sheila’s groin. He continued to lick her pussy with wet slurps. He twisted his head between her thighs and pushed even closer to her, pressing her onto her back on the bed.

Booker removed his jeans and underwear and stroked his cock as he watched Sheila writhing beneath Slim’s oral affections. He slowly rounded the bed and leaned his knees against the side. His eyes moved down her body and his cock hardened in his hand.

Sheila moaned. Her legs rose up and she wrapped them around Slim’s neck.

Slim put his hands under her ass and raised her pussy higher to his mouth. He turned his head side to side as he licked and sucked her soft folds.

Booker climbed onto the bed with his cock in hand. He dangled it a few inches from Sheila’s mouth.

She turned to look at it then grabbed it with her hand. “Give me that black dick,” she said.

Booker’s eyes widened. He grunted as she tugged his cock closer to her mouth.

She spat a wad of saliva at it, then wrapped her lips around the head. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked.

“Damn,” Booker muttered. He crawled over her and placed his hands on the mattress on the other side of her head. He swayed his hips slowly back and forth, sawing his cock in and out of her mouth.

Sheila opened wide. When Booker pulled his cock out to let her catch her breath she grabbed it again and slapped the head against her tongue a few times. “Fuck my face with that fat thing,” she ordered.

Booker shoved it back into her mouth. He planked his body over top of her and started thrusting his cock into her face.

She opened her mouth even wider. Wet, gurgling sounds erupted from it as the head of Booker’s cock sank deeper and deeper into her throat.

It was almost too filthy for Alistair. Seeing his wife’s body being reduced to the sum of her holes made the hairs on the back of his neck stand on end. He brought a fist to his mouth and bit down on it.

Sheila started moaning and her legs began to gently sway over Slim’s head.

Slim had her pussy right up at his face, gorging on it with his mouth.

Sheila put her hands on the back of his head and rocked her hips up and down, her moans getting higher in pitch. She straightened her legs, her toes pointing at Alistair, and shrieked.

Booker pulled his cock out of her mouth and got up on his knees over her. As she wailed through an orgasm he laid the fat slab on her mouth, sliding it side to side and muffling the sound of her scream. Her body burst into convulsions violent enough to shake the bed. As they ebbed she moved her hands from the back of Slim’s head to his forehead. She pushed him away, no longer able to stand his oral assault on her sensitive sex.

Slim leaned back and let her ass fall to the bed. He put one foot on the floor and heaved himself up to standing. He turned to the side and pulled his shirt off over his head. His mouth and chin were dripping with Sheila’s juices, which he used the shirt to wipe away.

Booker clambered off the bed and stood to the side of it stroking himself.

Slim hopped out of his pants and threw them to the floor, then walked back to the foot of the bed. His cock was above average length, maybe six or seven inches but thick as a drain pipe. His body was muscled and thick. He stroked his hard cock staring at Sheila. “How we gonna’ do this?” he growled.


Chapter nine


Sheila got up onto her elbows, her legs splayed. Her mouth was also a mess from Booker fucking it. She glared at the two men, looking defiant as if she was daring them to try and fuck her together.

“One in the front and one in the back,” Booker said.

Sheila’s eyes darted between their two cocks and she shook her head as she turned to Booker. “Oh no,” she said. “That was kind of fun with the plug but there’s no way either of those are going in through the back door,” she said.

“Relax, baby,” Booker said. He seemed to have regained his faculties and sounded like his usual, confident self. “I’ve got skills you don’t know about yet.” He turned to Slim. “You bring that thing I asked for?”

Slim continued to rub his cock as he lumbered over to where he’d deposited his pants. He reached into the pocket and fished out a squeeze tube, presumably filled with lube. Walking back to the bed he tossed it at Booker.

Booker caught the tube and popped the cap with his thumb.

Sheila, who seemed increasingly worried by what was happening, shuffled down to the foot of the bed and sat up straight. She raised a hand. “Booker it’s just not my thing,” she said.

Booker took a step towards her. He held his cock up in front of her face and wagged it.

Alistair had to stifle a laugh when he saw her roll her eyes. A slight relief swelled through him at seeing that she wasn’t really under the spell of Booker’s cock.

“Come on, baby. Suck on it,” Booker demanded.

Sheila looked at him like she was back in the classroom and he was a student who was giving her trouble. “You’re not putting that thing in my ass,” she said, holding his gaze.

“It’s either this one, or that one,” Booker said, nodding towards Slim’s dick.

She looked at Slim’s cock then turned to look straight at Alistair arching her brow and looking like she wanted help.

“He’s not gonna’ help you,” Booker said. “He wants to see it as much as I want to do it, baby.”

Her despairing look faded and her mouth twisted slowly into a smile. “You do, too, don’t you?” she asked.

Alistair shrugged and held his hands up. His underwear were damp with sticky pre-ejaculatory fluid at the thought of seeing Sheila take these two strong men.

“Of fuck it,” Sheila said. She stood up, turned around and crawled onto the bed on her hands and knees. “You better use that whole bottle and if I say stop I mean it!” she said, holding a finger in the air.

Booker chuckled. “Nah, baby. You’re not even going to feel it. Slim get in there.”

Slim walked to the bed and crawled onto it.

Sheila’s body stiffened and she seemed a little nervous at his sudden proximity.

“Hey don’t worry,” Slim said, caressing her arm. “I’m gonna’ be real gentle.”

Her resolve seemed to waver but only for a moment. “I’m sorry,” she said, chuckling. “I’ve never done anything like this before with a stranger. It’s kind of crazy, actually.”

“No, baby. It’s not crazy,” Slim said, laying down on his back next to her and stroking his cock. “You’re just going for a nice ride. Hop on when you’re ready.” He reached over and fondled her breast.

Sheila glanced down at his cock, then at Alistair. Her eyes widened and a slightly crazy smile formed on her mouth. “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” she said.

Alistair shook his head. “I can’t believe you’re doing this,” he whispered. He drew in a breath as she swung her leg over Slim’s thick body and settled onto his abdomen.

She put her hands on his chest and wiggled her ass, backing up until she felt the tip of his thick cock touch her soaked pussy.

“What did you say your name was again?” she asked, giggling.

Alistair would have loved to see her face in that moment. But he wasn’t going to miss watching her pussy slide down onto Slim’s fat pole.

Slim chuckled, lifted a hand and laid a playful smack on her ass. “Slim, baby, and you ain’t going to forget again after this ride,” he said.

“Go slow,” she said.

“It’s all you,” Slim said, rubbing his cock head against her sopping petals.

Sheila wiggled her ass again. She reached down between their bodies and gripped his cock. Positioning it at her entrance, she leaned back. She gasped as her pussy ingested the swollen crown. Her back arched and she looked over her shoulder. Unable to see their coupling she raised her hips and looked down between them.

“You like that?” Slim asked.

“It’s…so thick,” Sheila whispered. She looked up at Slim. “I don’t know if I can do this. I think I might be too small.”

“Nah, baby,” Slim replied. “The female body is an incredible thing.” He put his hands on her thighs. “Just try and take a little more,” he said.

Her ass swayed side to side as she adjusted to his girth. Still gripping the cock she slid down a half an inch. “Oh!” she whimpered. “Oh my god.”

Slim put his hands under her ass. He hoisted his hips up and stuffed a full inch of his cock into her pussy. It squeezed some of her juices out, sending them pouring down his shaft and onto his balls.

“Oh god. Slim. My god,” Sheila said, her voice shuddering.

Slim grinned up at her. “Yeah. You see that, baby? There was no need to be scared.” He reached around Sheila’s ass and stroked the base of his cock. “You gonna’ take a little more?”

Sheila drew in a deep breath and nodded. “Yes. I think so. Yeah. I think I can.”

Alistair stared wide-eyed at Sheila’s pussy being stretched by Slim’s fat prick. Copious amounts of fluid were gushing out, coating the cock in a beautiful, slimy sheen.

Slim pressed on her hips and she sank onto the last few inches of his cock.

Her body shuddered and she groaned.

Booker stepped into Alistair’s line of sight. Stroking his cock and holding the tube of lube.

Slim put raised his hands to Sheila’s shoulders and pulled her down into a kiss but she turned her head to one side.

“I’m sorry,” she said quietly. “I can’t do that yet.”

Slim gave her a peck on the cheek and chuckled. “No problem, baby. We’ll work up to it.” He drew his cock out of her and pressed it back in a few times.

Each thrust elicited a loud, pleasurable groan from Sheila. She began slowly rocking back and forth on his lap. Pumping his thick cock in and out of her stretched cunt until his balls were coated in her pussy juice.

Slim put his hands on her ass and spread the cheeks apart.

It seemed to remind her of where they were headed because she glanced over her shoulder at Booker. She glared at him for a few moments, then reached back herself and spread her ass cheeks wider still. “Oh fuck it,” she grunted. “Let’s do this. You go slow, Booker, you understand?”

Booker shook his head as he stepped up behind her. “You ain’t even gonna feel a thing,” he said. He held the tube of lube up over her gaping ass hole and squeezed.

Clear lubricant squirted from the tip and drizzled all over Sheila’s sphincter. Booker tossed the tube onto the bed, then ran his finger in a circle around her hole.

Sheila let out a bovine moan when he pressed the finger inside her ass. “Oh god!” she groaned.

Alistair was astonished. She genuinely seemed to be enjoying herself, despite her earlier protestations. He quietly stepped to the side to get a better view of Booker entering her.

Booker positioned the head of his cock at her rear entrance. He pushed it against the ring of muscle a few times, squashing the bulbous tip of his cock head into her hole.

Her moans grew louder.

Booker pressed two fingers against the tip of his cock and squished the head into her ass.

Sheila’s whole body shook. She threw her head back and lowed at the ceiling. She was obviously feeling something as Booker tottered forward and eased his cock into her ass.

Alistair gawked at the sight of his wife on their bed with both of her holes stuffed full of black cock. His blood ran cold and a sweat broke out on his forehead. He felt lightheaded and had to sit down in the armchair to keep himself from falling over. He put his hands against his chest and rested his chin on them as Booker and Slim began alternating sawing in and out of her. Sheila’s moans filled him with lust.

After a few minutes she broke out of her trance. She blinked her eyes and looked to one side, then the other, locking eyes with Alistair. She stretched out a hand, reaching for him. “My husband,” she panted. “I want my husband.”

It startled him to hear her calling for him. He sat up straighter but felt too shy and embarrassed to make a move. Did she really want him in that way?

“Booker,” she said, breathless. “I want my husband. Oh god!”

Booker didn’t miss a beat, his eyes fixated on the sight of his cock disappearing inside her ass. “Go on, professor. You heard the woman.”

Alistair steadied himself on the chair as he stood up. He was still a bit embarrassed as he took off his shirt and pants. But knowing that an opportunity like this might never present itself again drove him on. He walked over to the edge of the bed with a raging hard on.

He glanced at Booker but Booker seemed obsessed with Sheila’s ass. Slim, who was chewing on his upper lip and staring at Sheila’s tits, didn’t seem to notice him, either.

Sheila grabbed his cock and pulled him to the edge of the bed. Neither of the men flinched.

He climbed up and pressed his back against the headboard, then shimmied sideways until he was standing directly in front of Sheila’s face. He looked down at her and gasped.

Her eyes were wide and wild with excitement. She was wearing a crazy looking half smile and looked utterly consumed by lust and pleasure. She opened her mouth wide and stuck her tongue out over her bottom lip. “I want it baby. Fuck my mouth while they fuck my holes,” she begged.

Alistair looked down at his own average, white penis. He felt no shame or embarrassment about it. There was nothing he could do about the size, after all. He did wish he had something slightly larger to offer her. Nevertheless, he stepped forward, holding his cock out, and let her wrap her greedy mouth around it.

Hot, wet pleasure flooded through him as she closed her lips and sucked. She started bobbing her head up and down, her nose bouncing against his pelvis, as if she were trying to get his cock as deep into her throat as she could manage. She reached up under his legs and feathered his balls with her fingers, then cupped them in her warm palm.

His scrotum tightened between his legs. His eyes bobbed back and forth from Sheila’s ass to her mouth, to her tits slapping against each other. The sight of the two men’s cocks pumping in and out of her sent a sharp crack of arousal through him. He yanked his cock out of her mouth and squeezed the base, trying to stave off his orgasm.

“Oh, baby, please!”

“I’m gonna’ come,” he grunted.

“Then do it in my mouth!” Sheila begged.

His hips shot forward and he plunged his cock back into her hot mouth. He groaned and his knees buckled as the first contraction of his orgasm blew a load of hot jizz onto her tongue.

She groaned, the sound vibrating along his cock and nursing more of his climax out.

He felt each pulse of hot ejaculate shoot through his cock as viscerally as if he were a twenty year old man again.

“Ima nut,” Slim grunted under her.

Booker drove his cock deep into her ass and smacked her ass cheek with his hand. His face contorted in a grimace as he unleashed his load into her ass. For a few seconds everyone in the room froze except for Slim, who kept pumping rhythmically up and down, in and out of her cunt.

Sheila yanked her head back and cried out.

The last batch of Alistair’s ejaculate shot from his cock an splattered diagonally along her face, leaving a creamy, white trail.

Sheila’s body trembled as she came, her knees shaking violently on the mattress.

Booker rubbed his cock lazily in and out of her ass a few times. The tension in the room deflated. For a few moments there was only silence.

“Shit,” Slim sighed under her. He raised his hands and pawed at her tits. Both men kept their cocks inside her.

Sheila raised her head and gazed at Alistair, a slow smile spreading across her mouth. “I owe you one,” she whispered.


Chapter ten


Booker started chuckling. He backed up a step, pulling his long cock out of Sheila's ass. As the head exited he gave it a few shakes, sprinkling Sheila’s gaping ass hole with flecks of cum.

Slim’s flaccid cock spilled out of her and fell between his legs on the bed. “I think I’m in love,” he said, gazing into Sheila’s eyes and smiling.

Booker laughed.

To Alistair’s surprise, so did Sheila. She covered her mouth, giggling as she hoisted her leg over Slim’s wide body and rolled onto her side on the bed. She curled up into a ball, blushing and covering her eyes against their stares.

“I think we should give these two some time for reflection,” Booker said, scooping his clothes up off the floor. “Is it alright if my boy Slim stays the night?” he asked.

“Whatever is fine,” Alistair said. He slid down the headboard and sat down cross-legged on the pillows, covering his crotch with his hands.

Slim and Booker collected their things and walked out, closing the door behind them.

He turned his attention to Sheila, who was still lying curled up on her side. Her eyes were closed and her lips were pursed. A look of serenity had fallen across her features. He couldn’t imagine what must have been going through her mind. He didn’t want to intrude, so he just watched her.

Finally she opened her eyes and glanced up at him, a fresh smile curling the corners of her mouth up. “That was crazy,” she whispered.

“Absolutely insane,” he agreed. He slid down onto his back on the bed and rolled onto his side to face her.

“Have we gone nuts? What are we doing?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Did you get what you wanted? Was it everything you hoped it would be?”

She laughed and slapped his arm. “Stop being an ass!” she said.

“No, but seriously. Did you like it?”

“I would have thought that much was obvious,” she replied. “I can’t believe…I can’t believe I did that.” She looked up at him and her smile faded. “It felt so good, Alistair. I don’t think I’ve ever felt that much pleasure in my life.” Her voice drifted off and her eyes seemed to lose focus.

Her breathless enthusiasm drove him wild and tore him up inside at once. Seeing her getting filled by two men had filled him with a wild euphoria. Now that it was over he was feeling a jealous possessiveness grip him, a feeling he didn’t like.

“What’s going on behind those eyes?” she asked in a whisper.

He smiled, hoping he hadn’t let too much doubt show on his face. “I was just…thinking some thoughts. You know.”

“No, no,” she said, shaking her head. “We’re not going to be like that. We’re in this together. I want to know what’s going on up there,” she said, glancing at his forehead.

He sighed and looked up at the ceiling. Her stare was too intense. “Well, I’m a guy. So I think that no matter how hot it is seeing you with other men, I’m going to get a little out of sorts about it.”

“Out of sorts?” she asked, propping herself up on her elbow and scowling.

He shrugged. “Maybe a little bit jealous. Not like I regret anything. I don’t think I’ll ever feel so deeply again as I did watching you with them. I guess it just stings a little, is all.”

“Baby,” she whispered, caressing his arm. “I’m yours.”

“I know that,” he replied, forcing a smile. “It’s nothing. You asked me what I was thinking so I told you, right?”

She nodded. She thought for a long time. “We should put the brakes on this,” she finally said.

He stifled a groan. He hadn’t wanted to knock her into this mood. They were having the time of their lives. He turned to her with his most sincere expression. “Sheila. I love you. I know you love me. If you want to put the brakes on I’m all for it. But let’s not do it on my account. We’re having a great time. I think I’m just having a bit of a hangover after all the excitement.”

She nodded but still looked troubled.

He smiled and touched her arm. “Baby, I’ve never been so turned on as watching you with them. I thought my balls were going to explode it was so hot.”

She clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle a laugh.

He chuckled, hoping it would reassure her things between them were alright. “If you want to keep on keeping on I’m game. You want to put a pause on it? No problem. Just because I feel a certain way doesn’t mean we have to change anything. I’m dealing with my feelings about it. Okay?”

She nodded and the tension in her eyes seemed to fade. “You’re alright?” she asked.

“I’m fine,” he reassured her.

She rolled over onto her back and pressed the back of her hand against her forehead. They lay in silence for a few minutes. “I want to do it again, Al,” she said, quietly.

The tension had just started receding in his mind when she dropped that on him. He felt a surge of adrenaline race down to his toes and the tips of his fingers. His eyes widened and he had to work to control his breathing. “Okay?” he said, sounding tentative.

“Not if you don’t want me to,” she whispered. “I guess that’s why I’m saying it. That’s why I’m asking.”

“Asking what, exactly?”

“I want to know where we stand. I’m going to be honest with you because I trust you,” she said.

His groin tightened at what she might say next. “Go on,” he said.

“I’m only saying this because I want to be totally honest with you. I want to lay everything out. So there aren’t any misunderstandings. Or hurt feelings. That’s the last thing I want,” she explained.

He waited patiently for her to continue, saying nothing.

“I’d go down to the basement right now and beg them to do me again if you hadn’t said what you just said to me,” she said.

His eyes bugged as he turned to look at her. Lust filled him, but this time it was laced with a hot jealousy. She’d just done it and now she wanted it again? Was she serious? Had Booker’s cock really unlocked her hidden slut? “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he whispered.

She shook her head. “I’m not. I’m telling you because I’m in no way joking. But if it’s going to make you uncomfortable or distressed in any way of course I won’t do it.”

“You would seriously go down there and beg for it? Right now?” The more he thought about her doing just that the hornier he felt himself. His cock had already started to rise, the erection almost painful from his recent climax. What would it feel like watching his wife leave their marital bed, knowing she was going downstairs to ask for more sex from those two guys?

He knew he was playing with fire because the thought unsettled him as much as it turned him on. But seeing Sheila succumbing to this base desire, seeing her ask for something so out of character, drove him wild with fresh lust. “I think you should do it,” he whispered.

A spark lit in her eyes. A wild look that scared him a little. “Do you really mean that?” she asked. “Are you serious?”

He had to wonder if he was being crazy himself. He could have easily told her that he needed the night to process what had happened. To square his feelings about it and reconnect with her, too. There was an impish part of him, an echo of the young man he used to be, that wanted her to push his boundaries. “If that’s what you really want. We’re in our own house. You’re safe. You want to explore this part of yourself? I’m not going to stand in your way,” he said.

She carefully studied his expression. “I don’t know if I can trust what you’re saying right now. You’re not going to get upset if I do it?”

His stomach hollowed. She was really serious. Something was driving her to go and be nasty with those two guys again. It thrilled him and terrified him at the same time. “Promise me this will never come between us?” he asked.

She scowled. “What? Of course it won’t. I love you Alistair,” she said.

He smiled at her. “I love you, too. And I trust you. If this is what you want, knock yourself out.”

She stared at him for a few more moments before leaning in and kissing him gently on the lips.

An emotion somewhere between horror and longing gripped him when she rolled out of bed and picked her robe up off the floor. She wrapped it tightly around herself and paused at the door, staring at him. “I love you, Alistair,” she whispered.

“I love you, too,” he whispered back. His guts tightened when she slipped out into the hall.

His heart started racing, along with his mind, the moment she was gone. He sat up on the bed and put his head in his hands. The angst surging through him was unreal. He tried many times to explain away the discomfort he was feeling. They were at home. Booker was a totally chill guy. His buddy Slim was also fine. Sheila was going to have a blast.

But…Sheila was going to have a blast.

Was it that she’d been everything to everyone for so long? Always taking care of everyone’s needs and now she had decided to cater to her own? He couldn’t think of another reason he’d be this unsettled. He’d just watched her do the same thing she was going to do downstairs. Why did it sting so much more?

There was something floating around in his mind about her desire. The fact that she craved this primal pleasure was making him uncomfortable. It wasn’t rational. She was acting on emotion and impulse and that felt dangerous and scary. It also felt a bit misogynistic. She was a successful academic, a loving wife and mother. She wasn’t putting herself in danger. Why was his head so hot about it then?

After a few minutes of spinning the same thoughts through his mind he knew he wouldn’t be able to stand waiting until she came back. He wasn’t getting a wink of sleep with her gone. He threw on some clothes and walked out into the hall and down the stairs.

He paused at the entrance to the basement and held his breath. He heard whispers, then chuckling that made his stomach ache and his cock harden. Still holding his breath, he made his way down the stairs. He stopped and turned his head to try and hear what was being said.

“So if I go up there and ask him, I’m not going to find him sleeping, right? He’s gonna’ tell me it’s all good that you’re down here?” It was Booker.

Hearing him ask the question sent relief flooding through Alistair. Booker was a good guy. He was making sure rules were being followed. He appreciated that immensely.

“Of course, Booker,” Sheila replied, sounding a little irritated by the question.

“Alright,” Booker said. “You’ve got your work cut out for you, though. Slim and I are a little tired after all that action.”

He heard Slim chuckling.

“What can I do about that?” Sheila asked, a sultry note back in her voice.

Booker chuckled. “Getting down on your knees would be a good start,” he said.

He heard shuffling, then a moment of silence, then the soft wet slurp of Sheila taking Booker or Slim’s cock into her mouth. He stood motionless, listening to Sheila giving another blowjob. His anxiety eased, though. Somehow hearing their interaction had soothed his worries. He turned and climbed the stairs. Once he reached the bedroom he sat on the edge of the bed, put his hand into his pants and gripped his cock.


Chapter eleven


He woke up to Sheila snoring next to him. The first rays of sunlight were coming in through the cracks in the curtains. He slipped out of bed, pulled the curtains shut and tiptoed out into the hall.

He walked downstairs and put a pot of coffee on, then grabbed the tablet out of the living room to scroll through some news while he waited for it to brew. Each thought of the night before sent a jolt of nervous energy surging through him. He’d fallen asleep maybe an hour after coming up from the basement. Sheila had still been down there.

He couldn’t help wonder what she’d done with the guys? Had it just been a repeat of what they’d done in the bedroom? Or had they been more inventive without him there? Freed from their inhibitions that her husband was watching, had they given Sheila the royal treatment? Had they used her the way she wanted?

The rolling questions were a form of torture, but torture he seemed to enjoy. He found it impossible to concentrate on anything on the internet, his mind completely preoccupied by Sheila’s debauchery.

The coffee maker started gurgling and he set the tablet down to pour himself a cup. He froze when he saw Sheila, wrapped in her robe, lean against the door frame leading to the hall.

She was wearing a slight smile and biting the corner of her mouth. Her eyes were puffy from lack of sleep but her expression looked serene. She looked beautiful, even though not knowing what she’d done the night before was driving him crazy.

He stepped away from the counter and walked towards her. He put a hand on the side of her head and tucked her hair behind her ear. “You get what you wanted?” he asked, quietly.

She looked up at him with sparkling eyes and nodded.

His breath caught in his throat at her silent admission. She’d gotten what she wanted. But he’d pretty much known that already. What really made his stomach churn was that she’d wanted it all. And so badly.

“You having trouble?” she asked.

He shook his head. It wasn’t a lie. He felt like he loved her even more, seeing her embrace this naughty side of herself. Was it hard watching it unfold? Sure. But that didn’t mean he wanted it to stop. “You gonna’ tell me about it over coffee?” he asked.

She smiled and looked off to the side. “You mean like a play-by-play?” she asked.

“Something like that,” he replied. He took her by the hand and led her towards the table. He pulled out a chair and she sat down. Walking to the counter he pulled two mugs out of the cupboard and filled each of them with coffee. He put a few splashes of cream in hers and returned to the table.

She picked up the mug he set down and wrapped her hands around it, breathing in the delicious aroma of the coffee. She took a sip, then smiled at him over the edge of the mug. “It was a pretty wild night, Al,” she said, setting her mug down. “I have a feeling those two are going to be sleeping it off for a while. You want to go upstairs?” She raised an eyebrow.

Alistair set his mug down, picked up her hands in his and pulled her off the chair to stand. “Lead the way,” he whispered, then kissed her neck.

She led him up the stairs and into the bedroom, shedding her robe the moment the door closed.

His eyes widened at the sight of her beautiful, naked body.

She stepped up to him and pulled his hoodie and t-shirt off over his head, then reached into his sweat pants and wrapped her hand around his cock. “I sucked a lot of dick last night,” she whispered. She smiled wider when she felt his cock flex in her hand.

He stood staring at her, entranced by this dirty turn their marriage had taken.

She hooked her fingers into the elastic of his pants and underwear and pulled them down as she sank to her knees in front of him. She looked up, eyeing his prick, then wrapped her hand around it and licked it like it was a lollipop. “I owe you a big favor, Al,” she said, then chuckled. “A few big favors, actually,” she added.

“Oh?” he asked.

“I’m pretty sure not just any man could do for me what you did last night,” she said, tilting her head and running her tongue along one side of his shaft, then the other.

“Oh?” he echoed, his breathing shallow.

She wrapped her full lips around the head of his cock and swiped her tongue slowly around it. She pulled her mouth off of it with a soft, wet pop. “You let me be me, Alistair,” she whispered. “Not a wife or a mother, or a professor or any of that. I went down there and all I was was a woman. A woman who was wanted.” She licked the crown of his cock again. “You have no idea how good it feels to be so desired. They had their way with me. They used me. They used my body and it felt amazing.”

His cock was fully loaded as he stared down into her beautiful eyes. He shuddered when she licked him again, then took him into her mouth. Sheila telling him what a good whore she’d been while she sucked him off was electrifying.

He put a hand on the back of her head and pressed his cock deeper into her mouth. The same way Booker had done that had amazed and aroused him so much. To his surprise she didn’t resist. She let her hands fall to her sides and knelt quietly in front of him, her back straight and her mouth open, inviting him to use it as he pleased.

He gripped the root of his cock and pulled it out of her mouth. He was gripped by the desire to give her the same dirty treatment he’d seen Booker let her have. He tapped her cheek with his cock and grinned at the way it made her smile.

She turned her head, offering her other cheek.

He smacked his cock against it in three wet taps. “You really liked it that much?” he asked.

“I was such a dirty slut, Al,” she said, her voice husky and low. She opened her mouth for him and stuck her tongue out.

He laid his cock on it and slid it inside, watching her lips close around

the shaft. Holding her head with his hand he thrust his hips, driving his cock in and out of her mouth. He dared to take a step closer and push his cock deep enough that he felt the tip touch the back of her throat.

She gagged, huffing air out of her nose, but obediently let him stay, keeping her eyes on his.

He was tempted to use her mouth to finish. Another part of him wanted more. He pulled his cock out of her mouth. “About that favor?” he asked.

She smiled. “Anything you like,” she said.

Her reply sent shivers down his spine. “I want you on the bed. On your hands and knees,” he ordered.

She grabbed his legs to steady herself as she stood up. She walked over to the night table and pulled the drawer open. She pulled out the small tube of lube Slim had brought before walking to the foot of the bed. “I’m assuming this is what you want?” she asked.

He nodded, excitement building inside him at what she was offering him.

She dropped the tube on the bed and climbed up. She spread her knees wide, baring both her shaved pussy and ass hole for his inspection.

He walked over and picked up the tube. Popping the cap, he tipped it upside down and squirted a fat ring of it all around her ass hole. He worked it in with his thumb, then slipped his thumb into her hole up to the first knuckle.

“Ungh,” she grunted.

His cock flexed as he felt her sphincter squeeze his thumb. He reached between her legs with his other hand he pressed three fingers against her damp slit and rubbed them up and down.

He heard her sigh and she tipped her head back towards her shoulders. “You want more, don’t you?” he asked.

She let out a shuddering breath. “Uh-huh,” she replied.

Somehow he’d known that’s what she wanted. He’d sensed it in her the moment he saw her in the kitchen. She was getting hooked on this. Getting hooked on Booker’s big cock but, more importantly, on the attention he was paying her. He pulled his thumb out of her ass and laid his cock in the crack.

“You want permission, don’t you? To do whatever you want?”

She glanced over her shoulder at him, biting her lip, and nodded. “Uh-huh.”

He grabbed her beautiful, wide ass with both hands and rubbed his cock up and down over her hole. All these years together and he could read her like a book. And suddenly there was this sexy bonus chapter he hadn’t known about. He grabbed his prick and pressed the tip against her hole. It was slimy from the lube he’d applied.

She let out a heavy breath as he entered her rear.

The sensitive flesh of her insides tickled his cock and sent pleasure shooting up his spine. He groaned as she squeezed her hole tight, gripping his cock with her ass. He drove it into her until he felt his balls gently slap against the hot wet of her pussy.

“Give it to me, Al,” she whispered.

He retracted his hips then drove his cock back into her.

She grunted and her body shook as she accepted his member deep inside herself.

“Like this?” he asked, thrusting his hips back and forth again, pumping his cock in and out of her hole.

“Mmm. Yes. That’s perfect. Fuck me, baby,” she sighed. “Fuck my ass, Al.”

He reached up and put his hand on her head, pressing her face into the bedding.

She moaned at his dominance.

He thought of what she was asking of him. To be set free, to be able to indulge her cravings with or without him there. He didn’t know if he was ready for that. He didn’t know if he could stand it. It had been hard enough dealing with her alone downstairs with Slim and Booker. Would she leave the house next time? Was she asking to fuck strange men or would she stick to Booker?

He drilled into her harder with each thought. Her moans drove him on. He gripped her hips and pounded into her ass, thinking about what might have happened with the two men when he hadn’t been watching.

She reached between her legs and started flicking at her clit with her fingers. “Oh! Oh god!”

Her cries made him lose himself in a fantasy about her with Booker and Slim. He imagined her taking them both again, one in the front and one in the rear. He’d seen her face the night before. She’d never looked so satisfied or alive. She was like a different person.

He felt his balls tighten and the pressure building in his groin. The tension was almost too much.

“I’m going to come, baby,” she gasped.

He clenched his ass cheeks, hanging on a little longer to let her finish. He groaned when he felt the warm, wet sprinkle of her squirt pattering on his balls. He felt her tremble as an orgasm worked through her body. He grunted and released, his cock spewing a load deep inside her ass hole.

The cum lubricated her rear channel, allowing him to glide smoothly in and out as he stroked out the last clenches of his orgasm.

She’d collapsed after hers, her face against the sheets, her ass swaying lazily side to side like it was going to topple over.

He groaned as he pulled his cock out of her.

Her booty fell to one side and she curled up into a ball, giggling on the bed.

He climbed onto the mattress and laid down next to her, staring into her eyes. “I don’t know if I can give you what you’re asking for,” he said, quietly.

She shrugged and smiled. “It doesn’t matter. I wasn’t going to ask yet anyways. It seemed like a little too much all at once. How did you know?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. A few decades of knowing someone and sometimes you can just tell what they’re thinking,” he replied. He stared at her as a silence passed between them. “If I let you do this you have to tell me everything. You have to be honest and not hold anything back. It’s not going to work any other way for me.”

She rolled closer towards him, her face just inches from his. “I told you it doesn’t matter. You don’t have to let me do anything if you don’t want to. We’ll just keep it in mind for the future. We’re just having fun, right?”

He smiled at her. They were just having fun. A ton of it. At the heart of it, and he could see it now, he wanted to let her go, let her be free, more for himself than for her. He’d seen it already. He’d witnessed the bad thing that everyone said they didn’t want and it had been spectacular. What he wanted now was to learn to live with himself while she was out there. He wanted to know he could be rational while she was being wild. That was what the game was about now. “You go do it. Have your fun.”

Her smile faded, a serious expression replacing it. “Are you serious?” she asked.

He nodded. “I want you to feel free, little bird,” he said.

She giggled and he joined her in her laughter, though his stomach was already starting to twist into knots at the thought. “No rules? No restrictions? No boundaries?” she asked.

He stared deep into her eyes. “No falling in love,” he whispered.

Her face immediately turned a deep red color.

Her reaction touched the deepest part of him. “Babe,” he whispered, caressing her cheek. “I was just joking.” He smiled to try and relieve her embarrassment.

“No, I know,” she said, looking off to one side.

Were her eyes getting glassy? “Are you okay? I didn’t mean to make you upset,” he said.

She sniffed and forced a smile. “I know, Alistair. It’s just…don’t say that word around any of this. This has nothing to do with that. I love you and I’ll only ever love you. This is on a totally different part of the map.”

“Okay, okay,” he said, rubbing her arm. “I didn’t mean for it to get intense.”

She rolled onto her back and chuckled, swiping at her nose with a finger. “Can we go to brunch?” she asked.


Chapter twelve


When Sheila rolled out of bed on Monday, Alistair was already gone. She trudged to the bathroom and brushed her teeth, pulled her hair up into a bun and tossed on an old t-shirt to go make coffee. She glanced at the time on her phone and found a text waiting from Alistair.

‘Have a great day, honey. And don’t be too naughty.’

She smiled put the phone on the nightstand while she went downstairs. She poured grounds into a filter and tossed it in the coffee maker then filled it with water and turned it on. She yawned and headed back towards the stairs to grab a shower before she left for work. The door to the basement swinging open startled her and she jumped and let out a squeak.

She put a hand on her chest and breathed a sigh of relief when she saw Booker step out from behind the door. “Booker,” she said, chuckling. “You scared the shit out of me.”

Booker stood staring at her for a moment. His eyes raked down her body, past her chest and down to her bare legs, where they lingered. He looked back up at her eyes, his expression deadly serious. “Sorry about that, professor,” he said.

“No, it’s okay,” she replied. “I guess I thought you’d be gone already.”

Booker nodded.

She felt herself blush at the way he was looking at her. There was hunger in his eyes. He didn’t seem to care that her hair was a mess, or that she had no make up on. Or that she was wearing only a tattered old t-shirt and panties. On the contrary, he seemed to be enjoying that part. Her insides heated and the first hint of dewy wetness seeped from core.

She felt a momentary shame pass through her at what she was contemplating. Letting Booker have his way with her on a Monday morning before her class. It was a horrible idea.

They’d had a good talk with Alistair the previous evening. He’d convinced her that he really did want her to feel free to take their sexual adventure to the next level. To own it for herself and try to discover what it was, exactly, that she wanted from this.

She hadn’t told him that she already knew that part. She’d meant to but couldn’t get the words out. What she wanted was the freedom to indulge every sexual fantasy she’d ever suppressed. To act on the excitement she felt when strange men checked her out. She’d pushed those emotions away so many times. For Alistair. For their marriage. For their family. She just wanted to know what it would feel like to pull them close, instead. To pull them close and lose

herself in the mindless bliss sex brought.

“Hey, professor?” Booker said, pulling her from her own thoughts.

“What is it, Booker?” she asked, knowing full well already what was on his mind.

He stepped towards her and ran the backs of his fingers down her arm.

It prickled the skin on the back of her neck and sent a delicious shiver racing through her.

“You know what it is,” he whispered, leaning so close he was almost kissing her.

Her face warmed. She turned away, demurring from his advance. Playing a little hard to get even though she wanted it so badly herself. “It’s Monday,” she said, quietly. “Don’t you have to get to class?” she asked.

Booker tipped his head to one side and pulled her mouth to his with a finger on her chin. “Don’t have class ‘till eleven,” he whispered. “And you’re looking so fine.” He sniffed the side of her neck, then pressed his lips to hers.

Her mouth opened easily for him, letting his tongue slide in and press against hers. He kissed her slow and gentle, his lips lingering on hers before he pulled away. She felt her pussy saturate with lubricating fluid and her nipples stiffen. It felt so wrong doing this with Alistair gone and that made her want it even more.

She wanted to be bad Sheila. Dirty Sheila. Naughty Sheila who was seduced by handsome young black men on a Monday morning before class. “I don’t know,” she said.

“Yeah you do,” Booker said, tucking a hand between her legs and pulling her underwear to one side.

She sucked in a quick breath when she felt his strong finger slide between her greasy folds. He paused when the tip touched her clit and she grabbed his arm. He rolled the tip of his finger around the throbbing bud of nerves, making her thighs shudder. “Oh, god,” she whispered.

He unzipped his jeans with his other hand. Reaching into them he pulled his cock out. It was already half-hard and he stroked it a few times.

Her eyes fell to it and widened. She stared at the thick, dark phallus, that glorious slab of flesh that had brought her so much pleasure over the last few days. Reaching out she wrapped both hands around it, feeling it’s heft. She tugged it and her pussy moistened at the way it hardened and thickened in her grip. “Should we go upstairs?” she whispered, glancing up at Booker.

He shook his head. “Unh-uh,” he said. “I want you right here.” He stepped towards her, forcing her to step back and lean against the wall. As he slid his cock between her legs and against her wet sex, he pulled her leg up and wrapped it around his thigh. He stroked his cock against her pussy slit, wetting it with her juices. “Look at it,” he told her.

She looked down at the same moment he penetrated her soft flesh with the head. “Oh,” she moaned as she felt the now familiar organ stretching the lips of her pussy. She felt her mind going blank as she gazed at his prick sawing slowly in and out of her.

There was one thing she didn’t know if she’d ever tell Alistair. Booker’s cock erased her mind in a way she’d never known before. All of her troubles, her worries, the monotonous daily errands and responsibilities, disappeared under the pressure that big dick created inside her. She was lost inside herself. Cocooned in a perfect bubble of pleasure where all she had to do was feel.

She stared at the dark organ moving in and out of her and shuddered. Booker’s eyes were on her and he was wearing his usual stoic expression. When his hand moved to her breast she hiked up her shirt with one hand, exposing it to his touch.

He caressed the pale white flesh with his dark hand. When his fingers circled her sensitive nipple her body shook again.

“Your pussy’s so tight,” Booker whispered.

“Oh, Booker,” she panted. “You feel so good inside me.”

He leaned forward and pressed his mouth to hers. His tongue plunged into her mouth this time, greedy and hungry. He pressed her harder against the wall, his hips swaying faster as he fucked her.

She wrapped her arms around him, loving the way his hard chest felt against her breasts.

He pulled away from the kiss. Reaching up, he pinched her nipple between finger and thumb and squeezed it.

The sharp bite of pain melted away and heated her insides. Her pussy gushed juice all over his cock and down her thighs. She moaned and leaned her head against the wall, focusing on her body undulating against Booker. His rigid shaft slid along her engorged clit and a climax came roaring up from between her legs.

Her mind went to mush and she wailed, clinging to him as she came.

Booker kept his rhythm steady, sliding three quarters of his cock into her and up her tight channel.

The sticky sounds of their connection echoed in the hall. She thought of Alistair, out of nowhere, and another wave of pleasure crashed over her as she came again. When her eyes fluttered open she saw Booker staring at her intently.

“You’re so pretty when you come,” he whispered.

“Oh!” she moaned. Her pussy felt stretched and sore but she didn’t want him to stop. She put her hands on his hard chest and rubbed, then found his nipples through the fabric of his shirt and gave them a gentle pinch.

His eyes shot open wide and he groaned. He drove his cock deep into her and she felt the warm gush of his seed flooding her depths. His hips bucked uncontrollably, spitting load after load of jizz into her. He grunted and slowed, pressing his weight against her, pushing her hard against the wall.

She smiled, comforted by the pleasant weight of his body against hers. She sighed as she felt his cock slip from her sopping sheath.

He stepped away from her and stared at her for a moment, then glanced down at his cock.

Her eyes followed. It was still half hard, covered in his semen and her feminine wetness. She knew what he wanted and she craved it, too. Sinking to her knees, she lifted the heavy club of flesh and wrapped her lips around the head.


Chapter thirteen


Alistair pulled into the driveway a little later than usual, seven-thirty. The faculty meeting had run longer because of some mix up with the overhead projector. It had been a long day and he was looking forward to a nightcap and an early bedtime. He trudged up the stairs to the front door and pushed his keys into the lock. “Honey! I’m home!” he said, smirking at the sometimes joke he’d been making on and off for the last twenty years or so.

He froze when Sheila emerged from the kitchen. She was wearing a black skirt and a black turtleneck up top. She had on black, thigh-high boots that revealed a hint of her thighs. The clothes fit snugly and left nothing to the imagination. His heart began to pound at her very un-Monday-like appearance. “Sheila?”

She smiled and walked slowly over to the door, her heels clacking on the floor with each step. She took his laptop bag and set it down then ran her hands along his chest, down towards his abdomen. “I have a confession to make,” she whispered, smiling.

His cock began to immediately engorge. He’d practised mindfulness all day and tried not to think about their conversation from the previous evening. It had been difficult but, for the most part, he’d been successful. The last thing he’d expected to find at home was Sheila dressed to the nines whispering about confessions. “What happened?” he whispered back.

A slow smile stretched her mouth. “I wasn’t too naughty,” she said. “But I was a little bit.” Her hands wandered lower until she found his hardening cock. She ran her fingers along it’s length.

“What happened?” he said again, his eyes searching hers for clues.

She undid his belt then fumbled with his button and zipper for a moment before she got them undone. She continued staring into his eyes, that slight, flirtatious smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “Booker fucked me before work this morning,” she whispered.

His breathing stopped for a moment. As his lungs began to burn he inhaled a deep breath of air.

She pulled his cock out fully erect and stroked a hand up and down it’s length. Cupping her other hand under her mouth she spat into it then slathered her saliva slowly along his shaft. “Came up out of the basement just as I was going up to take a shower. Kind of caught me off guard,” she whispered.”

“Did you…did he…” he stammered, suddenly unable to construct a sentence.

“He fucked me standing up against the wall. Right over there,” she said, swinging her head lazily to the side.

His eyes followed hers to the wall next to the entrance to the kitchen. He imagined their bodies intertwined, her arms wrapped around Booker’s broad shoulders as his cock bored into her. Her gentle stroking with a feather light touch tickled the base of his brain. “You’re serious?” he asked.

“Dead serious, my love. I couldn’t help myself. I was so wet from the way he looked at me.”

He groaned as her grip on his cock tightened.

She took a step back, stepped apart with her feet, then bent at the waist until he felt her warm breath on his hard cock. He groaned and shuddered as she enveloped him in her wet mouth.

He gazed down at her round ass wrapped in black fabric. He leaned back against the door as she began swaying back and forth, sucking his cock deep into her mouth and swiping the underside side to side with her tongue. As she blew him visions of Booker fucking her against the wall went off like flashbulbs in his mind.

He looked down at her blonde hair bobbing along her shoulders. He’d had a part in turning her into this filthy creature. Now he was set on reaping what he’d sown. She’d fucked another man in their house. Alone. When he’d been watching it was easy to sell himself the story that she was doing it for him, at least in part. Not this time. Sheila had gotten so wet from Booker looking at her that she’d let him in between her legs in the hallway of their home.

It was like standing at the edge of a cliff looking out over the mountains. Beautiful and terrifying at the same time. Yes. he’d always known his wife had agency.

Yes, he treated her like a person, a partner, not an object. But somewhere deep inside his mind he’d felt that she was his. His wife. His partner.

Now watching this new person emerge, this lusty vixen that had sex in their house while he was gone, he couldn’t be sure if that was true. Yes, she would always love him. But now there was space, if not in her heart, in her pussy for Booker’s cock.

She let out a loud and seemingly accidental slurp from sucking him so hard. It made his cock harden in her mouth. It caused her to glance up and smile. She pulled her mouth off his cock. “Someone likes it sloppy,” she whispered.

He groaned.

She slipped him back into her mouth and slurped again.

His cock lurched, pre-cum suddenly oozing from the tip. “Sheila, baby, I’m gonna’ come if you’re not careful,” he grunted.

She pulled her mouth off of his cock again and bent her knees into a squat in front of him. “Then I guess I won’t be careful,” she said. She wrapped her lips around his cock head and slurped again, staring up into his eyes.

“Ugh,” he grunted. His cock flexed. He pressed his hands against the door. His pelvic floor contracted. A hot wad of jizz shot through his shaft and splattered into her mouth.

She pulled her mouth off, her tongue curled inside, and jerked him off with her hand.

He flinched with each spurt of cum that shot from the tip of his cock onto her waiting tongue. He stared wide-eyed as the fresh load coagulated, Sheila rolling it around on her tongue for his viewing pleasure as she emptied his balls with her hand. He grunted and shuddered as the last of his emission left him. His cock began to sag.

Sheila gave it a few more strokes then closed her mouth.

His mouth opened as he watched the muscles in her neck contract as she swallowed his spunk.

She straightened up out of her squat and gingerly tucked his cock back into his underwear, then zipped up his fly and buttoned his pants. She left the belt buckle hanging open. She turned, walked to the basement door and opened it. “You can come up now,” she called out.

Booker emerged a moment later. He was wearing jeans and a black leather jacket and shiny, black leather shoes. He followed Sheila as she walked towards the closet.

Sheila opened the closet door and pulled out a jean jacket and put it on over her shoulders.

“What’s going on?” Alistair asked.

“We’re going out for a drink,” she said. “You want to come?” She raised an eyebrow.

He was sure she was sincere about the invitation. Part of him was tempted to go. Another part saw this as the perfect way to test himself. If he could stand knowing Sheila had sex while he was at work surely he could endure her going out for a drink with Booker? “I think I’ll stay,” he answered. “Been a long day.”

“Suit yourself,” she said. She turned to Booker. “Booker, why don’t you go wait out in the car. I’ll be right out.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Booker said. He glanced at Alistair.

Alistair stepped away from the door and Booker opened it and stepped outside.

Sheila put a hand on his chest. Her eyes went wide. “Oh my god. You’re heart. Are you okay?” she asked.

He hadn’t even noticed how hard his heart was thumping in his rib cage. “I’ll be fine,” he replied.

She gazed into his eyes. “I love you, Alistair,” she whispered.

“I love you, too,” he said.

“Don’t wait up. But if you do…” She winked then followed Booker out the door and swung it shut.

The sound of the door shutting jolted him. He shook his head and realized he was going to need a drink even though it was a Monday. He felt like he’d stepped out of his old predictable life and into this new one where he had no idea what was going to happen next. Exciting and frightening at the same time.

He turned and peered out through the hallway window just in time to see the car pull out of the driveway and drive off down the road. He definitely needed a drink, and a stiff one. Of course he wasn’t going to try to sleep before she got home. He glanced at the hallway clock to see it was almost eight.

How long could she possibly be gone, after all?

***

End of Part 2
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When their old friend Alec is down on his luck Kate and Connor 
invite him to stay, hoping to help him get back on his feet. It feels a 
little strange now that Kate and Connor are married. The trio don't seem
to fit the same way they used to.


An offhanded remark by Alec about how attractive Kate is is the spark that sets the simmering tension between them ablaze.


A low on angst, high on heat, wife-sharing story.

***
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An engineer by vocation, Jason is used to having control over things in 
his life. He knows he's lucky to be married to Lauren, a sporty, daring, beautiful blonde - but she's the one thing he can't predict with certainty, and so he never dares to share some of his darkest secrets with her.

Jason doesn't like risks he can't fully assess, or outcomes he can't predict.


When Lauren gets a dark, handsome new client at her gym, Jason's demons rear their heads. He turns to the internet for support, but his failure to delete his history leads Lauren to encounter his secrets.


But how much does she know?
And most importantly: what will she do?

***
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It all begins when Patrick is convinced he saw his wife with another man at a downtown bar.

Like any man would, Patrick begins to investigate.

But the more Patrick uncovers about Jordan's activities, the less he understands. 


The biggest problem is, Patrick can't decide how he really feels. On the 
one hand, his wife seems to be betraying him, and on the other, his sex life has reached a scorching pinnacle he never thought possible. 


But he had better hold on to his hat, because when he finds out the truth, 
things will get much, much hotter than he might have ever imagined...
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