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Chapter one


Sheila sat in the passenger seat of her car, leaning slightly to the side. Her head was turned and she smiled as she watched Booker driving down their dimly lit street.

He had one hand up on top of the steering wheel, the other resting on his lap. His large frame looked a little cramped in the modest sedan.

He'd insisted on driving, which she found a little funny, but also kind of hot. He was the kind of guy who didn't like to be a passenger. He glanced at her and tipped his head back when he saw she was watching him.

"Did the professor like what he came home to?" he asked.

She laughed and slowly turned her head away to look out the passenger side window. "I think he enjoyed himself, yes," she replied.

A few moments passed in silence. "He's not going to freak out or anything, is he?" he asked.

She turned to look at him. "Why would he freak out?"

He shrugged.

"I mean, he's seen me do some crazy stuff, Booker," she said.

"Yeah. He has. He's been there for all of it, though. Watching. Right there next to you. Now we're out on our own. It hits different when a guy doesn't know what's going on."

She raised an eyebrow at him. "And you know that because..."

He shrugged again as he pulled out onto Raney boulevard. "I knew a guy who knew a guy who told me some things," he said.

She chuckled at his cryptic response but couldn't help but wonder if he'd done this before? Had handsome Booker slept with other men's wives? The thought sent an unexpected pang of jealousy through her.

Booker accelerated down the street and switched to the left lane.

"Are you asking if he's going to get jealous?" she asked him.

"Or something like that," he said.

She shook her head. "Alistair's not the jealous type. And he knows how to talk. How to communicate. If something's bothering him he'll tell me. I don't think you need to worry about anything like that. I don't think either of us do," she explained.

"Whatever you say," he said. He flipped on the turn signal and turned left onto 7th avenue.

"So where are you taking me?" she asked.

"Little spot the boys and I hang out at from time to time," he said.

"Does this spot have a name?" she asked, smiling at him.

"It does," he replied.

She chuckled at the air of mystery surrounding their first evening out. "You going to tell me what it is?" she asked.

Booker turned his head and looked her up and down. His gazed lingered on her thighs, then her breasts.

Her body heated up from the way he was staring at her. It made her feel so young and sexy having a stud like Booker looking at her like that. She shifted slightly in her chair to give him a better view of her breasts.

"You're so fine," he whispered.

Her face warmed and she smiled. "Why thank-you," she whispered. "You going to tell me where we're going?"

He nodded. "Sure. If you take those titties out for me, I will," he said, glancing at her breasts again.

She let out a nervous laugh. "Um, don't you think you should be paying attention to the road?" she asked. She was not taking her breasts out for him in the car. She wasn't twenty years old, and this wasn't spring break.

"I can pay attention to two things at once," he said. He reached over and put a hand on her thigh and ran it slowly up towards her lap.

"Booker," she cooed, brushing his hand away. "Pay attention to your driving or I'll make you switch seats and I'll drive instead."

He chuckled but put his hand back on her leg and rubbed it. "You getting a little wet for me already, professor?" he asked.

She blushed even hotter, her skin almost itchy with heat, when she realized that she was. Her underwear were damp, and her pussy felt as hot as her face.

Booker pulled his hand away from her leg. He moved it to his lap and undid the zipper of his jeans.

Sheila felt the flush creeping across her cheeks flash down her neck, over her shoulders, and crawl up the nape of her neck when she realized how transfixed she was by his fingers on the zipper. The metal teeth pulled apart one by one, and with each inch of parted material she could feel saliva welling up in her throat, as though she were a Pavlovian dog and not a professional woman with a career and a husband.

Her eyes widened as she watched him reach into the parted fabric and pull out his manhood.

"Booker!" she snapped. "What are you doing?"

But those were words, and her eyes were riveted to the large slab of dark flesh sagging between his legs. Her throat was growing wet, the muscles of her jaw aching with an echo of stretching open to accommodate him.

Her stomach fluttered, her heart beat faster, and she found herself completely unable to look away from it.

Somewhere in the back of her mind a voice was calling her crazy. A grown woman, a professor at a university, driving around town in a car with this hot, young, black guy who felt he could just pull his equipment out whenever he felt like it.

"I'm helping you pull those tits out," he answered.

She snorted out a nervous laugh and glanced up at him. "What are you talking about?" she asked.

He looked at her out of the corner of his eye and flashed half of a smile. "I've got to come clean with you. I peeked in on you working your man's junk with your mouth. I've gotta' tell you, professor, that was some hot shit. Got me a little worked up."

She felt the heat work its way down her neck again. A mild embarrassment fell over her at Booker having watched probably the most salacious blowjob she'd ever given a man.

"You were supposed to wait downstairs," she protested.

But the words left her mouth half-heartedly, a partial protest. Flutters of shame curled at the edges of the fire between her legs: Booker could hear it in her voice just as much as she could. She was protesting, but she was aroused.

"Yeah. I know. But I couldn't help myself. That's what you do to me, Sheila. I just can't help myself when I'm around you. That beautiful body of yours. I dream about you all night."

She turned to hide the wide smile that formed on her mouth.

She knew he was just getting her warmed up for whatever it was he had in mind. But she liked it. She liked hearing him say things like that about her. It was nice thinking that maybe it was true, maybe he did dream about her all night.

"Well that's very nice," she said, sounding way more matronly than she'd intended.

"But that doesn't mean you need to flaunt your junk in front of me in my car," she added.

Booker chuckled. "Why not, when you like it?"

"Who said I liked it?" she snapped.

Booker chuckled again. He wrapped his hand around his manhood and swung it lazily up and down. "You gonna' tell me you don't like staring at this thing?" he asked.

Her eyes moved to it and her mind went fuzzy. She watched the fat head flopping back and forth and her sex squeezed. She composed herself and sat up straighter in her seat, pulling her eyes away from it and looking straight ahead.

"I'm not going to have anything to do with that thing while you're driving," she said. "That's dangerous."

She stole another glance at it.

"I'm not asking you to do anything with this thing. I'm asking you to take your tits out."

She turned her head and did her best to glower at him. He'd always been such a gentleman it was unusual to hear him being so crass.

The strange thing was its incendiary power. Life in her forties was so sterile, for the most part. Everything was tidy and respectable.

It was fun – dangerous, fast-moving, youthful fun, the kind she had never had nor dreamed of having in her life - having a young man asking her to do naughty things in the car.

She glanced at his junk again and arousal pulsed through her. She looked back out the window as he turned the car into a large parking lot.

"Red Velvet?" she asked, staring at the sign above the door of a large, windowless building. "Isn't this a strip club?" she asked.

He nodded as he drove the car around behind the back of the building. He pulled into a parking spot next to a large dumpster, put it in park, then turned it off. "Something like that," he said.

"You're taking me to a strip club?"

Nothing about that sounded romantic or fun.

"It's not just a strip club. But I'm not taking you anywhere until you take those beautiful breasts out."

It was also extremely out of character for him to be this demanding.

She didn't hate it. Bossy could be kind of fun sometimes. It just wasn't exactly the Booker she'd come to know.

"Booker, we're in a strip club parking lot next to a dumpster. What on earth makes you think that I would show you my breasts when anyone could walk by at any time?"

A slow smile formed on Booker's lips. He gripped his cock again and gave it a few slow strokes, then shook it.

She scoffed and rolled her eyes before stealing another glance at it. "Don't shake that thing at me and think I'm going to go ga-ga about it and do anything you say. It's not a magic wand, Booker," she teased.

His smile widened. "Yeah. It is," he said.

She rolled her eyes again and laughed. But something about his confidence and insistence that she bend to his will brought more dampness to her pussy. She looked down between his legs.

His cock had started to harden from his touch. That put the memory of what it felt like inside her into her mind. From there, it spread like a wildfire… her skin tingled, excitement poured through her. Sexual excitement. Raw and disorienting.

She glanced around the darkened parking lot. There didn't seem to be anyone around. Was she really going to do this?

She shook her head, sighed, then lifted her shirt to momentarily reveal her bra before pulling it back down. The action was wholly unsatisfying: it neither sated the demanding thirst growing inside her, nor was it the refusal she felt would be most proper.

"Happy?" she asked.

Booker's head moved slowly side to side.

"Oh, Booker, come on! I'm a university professor, not some bimbo from the cheerleading squad. You got me to flash them even after I found out you're taking me to a strip club. I have to say none of this is very romantic. I'm sorry for saying so. It just isn't what I was expecting."

Still smiling, Booker undid his seatbelt and leaned towards her. He brushed her cheek with the tips of his fingers with a surprisingly gentle touch, then kissed her softly on the lips before gazing into her eyes. "That's cause you don't always want romance, do you?"

"What? What do you mean?" she asked. Her voice trembled and stuck in her throat.

"Come on, professor," he said. He wrapped a hand around her wrist and brought it to his lap. She watched him do it, and let him: her palms itched to feel the silky smoothness, and then the turgid firmness, of his member.

When he pressed her fingers against his bulging cock, they closed around it on instinct. She let out a small gasp as she felt the erectile tissue harden against her palm.

She hated to admit it, but he was right.

If it had been any other man in the driver's seat she would have laughed him out of the car for having the audacity to think she was going into a strip club.

If any other man had pulled his junk out while driving her car she would have called the police.

With Booker, her mind was a little woozy and filled with naughty thoughts. And now that she was holding his tool she didn't really care what they did for the rest of the night. Her pussy squeezed when his cock throbbed in her hand.

"You know what I think?" Booker whispered.

"What?" she whispered back.

"I think there's a much dirtier Sheila in there that wants to come out."

"Oh do you now?" she asked, tipping her head to one side. She was still trying to play at self-control, but she suspected that Booker could see through it. It infuriated her. But she was powerless to stop herself.

He gave a few slow nods. "Oh yeah, I do," he said. "There's a dirty Sheila in there that wants to take her tits out and give me a nice, long blowjob in the car before we go inside there," he said, nodding at the building.

She let out a few short laughs. "I'm telling you right now, you're pushing your luck, mister," she said.

Not just a blowjob.

A nice, long blowjob. Like she would be there, her hand around the base of it, his veins pulsing against her palm, her tongue making circles around his flesh, the salty precum trickling down the back of her throat, for hours.

As if, she told herself weakly, even while her throat seeped sticky, lubricating saliva with the thought of it.

She heard herself sigh when he started to guide her hand up and down his cock. He was rock hard now, so hard there was no give to his flesh even when she tried to squeeze it.

So hard, she thought. Hard the way only a very young man could be. In her lower abdomen she felt a ghostly discomfort, the places where his too-hard cock had pressed against her interior organs, stretched her and filled her, forced her to wriggle to accommodate him.

Her eyes fell to his cock again and her mind started whirring. More wetness leaked from her, soaking her underwear.

"You can pretend all you want. I can smell that pussy getting ready for me, though."

"Eww," she said, scrunching her nose up. More because she felt she should. Because that was what Sheila, professor and happily married woman, would say.

Sheila who was sitting in this car, however, didn't actually feel that way. That Sheila was throbbing between her legs, desperate to feel him inside her, wherever he decided to put himself.

This really was not at all what she'd been expecting when he'd asked her out. She'd thought of maybe a nice bar somewhere downtown, or one of the cozy pubs by the docks.

Not sitting in a parked car behind a strip club.

That was nasty.

And yet...there was something alluring about the filthiness of it all. It was sordid and tawdry and totally not like her in a way that almost dared her to do what he was asking.

Then the thought of telling Alistair popped into her mind and her body's reaction stunned her further.

She felt her chest and stomach heat up and her pussy squeezed. She looked up from Booker's cock and into his eyes. In the back of her mind she imagined herself telling Alistair these very details: the low light, the dinginess, the dumpster, the seedy strip club nearby.

Her own voice was unrecognizable to herself. "All right. I'll give you a blowjob. But I'm not taking my breasts out."

He flashed a faint smile. "Come on, baby," he whispered. "Think of all I've done for you. You can't do this one little thing for me?" he asked.

She drew in a breath and let it out in a short sigh. She glanced around the lot again and found it empty. She lifted her top again until it was above her breasts. Reaching into her bra, she pulled out one, then the other. They poured over the underwire, pointing at Booker's lap. "Happy?" she asked.

His smile widened. "So very happy," he said. She saw his cock twitch as he did.

He reached down behind the seat and reclined it. "It's all yours, baby," he said, pointing at his cock.

She narrowed her eyes at him. She'd never in her life let a man talk to her like that. And now she was going to suck his cock. Not only was she going to suck it, she was hungry for it. She tucked her hair behind her ear and leaned over his lap.

The musky smell of his manhood sent a shiver running down her back.

She opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the shaft, then closed her eyes as arousal flooded her body and the bitter salt seeping from the eye slid along her palate and against the softness in the back of her throat. A brief flutter of her gag reflex closed around him, and twisted in her stomach.

Booker's fingers had worked their way into her hair, and the tips pressed very gently on her scalp as his flesh pulsed in her mouth. And then he was slipping further down, her gagging ceased, and she inhaled before her whole thraot was closed off by the hardened flesh in her throat.

"Nice and slow, baby," Booker murmured. "I want a nice long one."


Chapter two


Fifteen minutes later, they were standing at the entrance of Red Velvet. Booker had his hand around her waist and the brackish taste of his seed still lingered inside her mouth. Pockets of it, salty and bitter, were tucked away beneath her tongue, between her teeth.

A small shame hung over her at what she'd just done, and she knew why.

At the heart of it, Booker had been right. She'd told herself she was just humoring him by giving him the blowjob.

But the fact was that she felt almost like she needed that cock now. She'd been slightly disappointed when his hot, salty seed had burst in her mouth. She had been hoping that maybe they could climb into the back of the car and he could take care of the ache that was pulsing between her legs.

Now she stood in line, her panties soaked, hoping he'd get bored of the strip club sooner rather than later so they could get home and she could get the proper fucking she was craving.

The door opened a few seconds after Booker knocked on it. A portly black guy about Booker's height stepped out from the darkness. He smiled and extended a hand when he saw Booker. "Hey, dawg," he said.

Booker slapped his hand and nodded at him. "Hey Junior. Got room for two more tonight?" he asked.

"Yeah, yeah, come on inside," Junior said, stepping aside.

Booker pressed his hand against her back, guiding her into the club and following close behind her.

It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the light. Then Junior stepped around her and pulled open another door. Her eyes widened when she saw the large room with a round stage in the center.

It was surrounded by mostly empty tables. A few black guys sat at tables next to the stage nursing drinks. Nobody seemed to notice them or care when they walked in.

On stage was a young woman who looked to be in her early twenties. She must have been close to the end of her routine because she was almost completely naked, save for a pair of thong underwear clinging precariously to her waist.

The sight of a naked woman shocked her somewhat, even though she had known they were walking into a strip club. It just wasn't a scene she was used to. She looked off to the side and towards the bar.

A part of her thought of turning around and leaving. If somebody caught her in here with Booker it might very well end her academic career.

In fact, the more she thought about it, the crazier it was that she'd agreed to go out with him at all. At least if they'd gone to a classier restaurant or bar she would have had plausible deniability about her relationship with Booker.

There wouldn't be much denying of anything in a strip club.

She took solace in the fact that most of the guys in the club seemed older, and certainly didn't look like they socialized in academic circles. And there was the matter of the growing need inside her that she was pretty sure only Booker could take care of. She let herself be led to one of the tables.

Booker pulled a chair out and helped her sit, back to acting like a gentleman.

His chivalry forced her to repress a giggle when she thought about what she'd done to him in the car, and took the whole scene into account.

He leaned down and kissed her cheek. "What can I get you from the bar?" he asked.

She thought for a moment. "I'll have a Pisco Sour," she said. She looked up at Booker when he hesitated.

"Baby, I don't think they got a pisco anything around here. You want a beer or some shots?" he asked, chuckling.

She turned and surveyed the bare shelves behind the bartender, then chuckled at herself for thinking they'd have anything but beers and shots at a place like the Velvet. "A beer and a shot then," she said, smiling.

When Booker left she looked around the room again. The young lady's performance had come to a close and she was pulling dollar bills from under the strings of her thong as she walked off the stage.

With nothing to look at now, a few of the guys had turned their attention to Sheila, and were staring at her. She sat up a little straighter and put her hands in her lap, suddenly uncomfortable at being the object of their attention.

She was thankful when Booker came back carrying a full shot glass, a bottle of light beer and a bottle of water. He set the bottles down in front of her, then did the same with the glass before taking a seat.

"You alright? Everything alright?" he asked, picking up his water bottle.

"Those guys over there are staring at me," she said, her voice tight. She tilted her head to the side in the direction of her audience.

Booker cracked the cap on the water bottle and leaned back in his chair as he took a swig. "Yeah, well, I can't blame 'em. I can't stop looking at you either, baby. Why don't you have a drink. It'll help you relax," he said, nodding at the bottle.

She wasn't totally sure that was a good idea. But when in Rome, as they saying went. She picked up the shot glass in one hand and the bottle in the other. The alcohol burned down her throat and into her stomach. The cold carbonation of a swig of beer soothed it. The shot and chaser made her feel remarkably more comfortable in the environment.

Another young woman in a skimpy dress and high-heeled shoes strutted onto the stage and the music got louder as she began gyrating.

Sheila wasn't sure where to look, or how to behave. A fiery heat was creeping up the back of her neck now – less arousal than humiliation, a sense that she didn't belong but couldn't bring herself to leave.

She turned and looked at Booker. "You come here a lot?" she asked.

He smiled. "Nope," he said. "Hardly at all."

"Then what are we doing here?"

"Friend of mine's a manager."

She scowled at him. "What does that have to do with anything?" she asked.

"I wanted to show you off," he said.

His answer startled her. Her mouth opened and she sat up straighter still. "Excuse me?" she said.

He smiled. "You heard me," he said.

His cockiness started to rankle her.

"Booker, I don't know who you think you are putting on that attitude with me but it's starting to wear thin. I was under the impression that we were going to go out and share a nice evening together. Instead you bring me to this...this place and make me...perform for you in the car. I have half a mind to get up and drive home right now. You can find your own way back."

Booker leaned forward in his chair and put a hand on her thigh. "Hey I'm sorry. I thought...I thought you'd be flattered," he said, rubbing her leg.

His fingertips running along the inside of her thigh softened her mood.

"You thought I'd be flattered that you want to show me off to your friend? My goodness, the generation gap is real," she said.

Booker started chuckling. "It's just what we do, professor. I didn't think you'd be offended. We can leave if you want," he said.

She sat back in her chair and picked up her beer bottle. Everything she'd said was true, but something was keeping her there. "I haven't finished my drink yet," she said, then took a swig.

Her eyes widened as she caught a glimpse of the woman on stage on all fours with her backside to the audience. Heat flushed her cheeks and she turned to look the other way.

"There's my boy right now," Booker said. He grabbed his water bottle off the table and stood up.

She turned to see a refrigerator-sized black man approaching them. He was wearing a black button-up shirt with the top two buttons undone, revealing a large gold necklace. He had black pants and polished leather shoes. As he stepped up to Booker he put a hand around his back and gave him a few claps.

Booker did the same. "Rowell, this is my girl Sheila," he said, stepping aside.

She put on a tight smile and extended a hand, blushing hotter at being called my girl by Booker.

Rowell chuckled as he shook her hand. He turned her hand palm down and rubbed his thumb against the back of it, as if admiring it. "Why don't we head to the back?" he said.

She shot a nervous glance at Booker who smiled and nodded, then took her hand from Rowell. "Don't worry. He's all right," he said.

They followed Rowell across the floor and to a door at the back. He opened it and held out a hand, inviting them inside.

Sheila stepped into a dark office with thick carpet on the floor and heavy drapes hanging over the windows. A pang of fear gripped her as the two men stepped in behind her and closed the door.

She wondered if maybe she should have asked Booker where they were going so Alistair would know. It was too late for that now, and the only reassurance she had that she wasn't in danger was that Booker, up to that point, had been a stand up guy.

She relaxed somewhat when Rowell walked around the large desk at the far end of the room and sat down. She still wasn't sure what they were doing here.

"Have a seat," Rowell said.

Booker led her by the hand to a leather couch and sat down next to her.

Rowell grinned. "I'd give you five hundred up front for a regular Friday night dance," he said.

Her jaw dropped and she turned to Booker, stunned at Rowell's vulgar proposal.

"Yo, dawg, come on!" Booker barked. "Cut it out with that shit."

Rowell leaned back in his chair and let out a deep, rumbling laugh.

"He's just messing with you, baby," Booker said, squeezing her hand.

"I'm just messing around… but the invitation stands," Rowell said. "Hey Book, how'd you end up with a high class b- a high class lady - like Sheila, huh?"

Booker looked at her proudly and smiled. "I'm the side guy. She's married," he said.

She blushed again, deeply embarrassed by this stranger finding out about their arrangement.

"You gonna' get yourself in trouble?" Rowell asked.

"No trouble," Booker said, shaking his head. "Go on and tell him."

The heat stayed in her cheeks as she turned to look at Rowell. "My husband knows," she said. She couldn't quite pinpoint why saying it was so thrilling.

Rowell grinned. "Oh like that, huh? Then I bet your husband wouldn't mind if you came and danced for me."

She let out an appalled gasp and looked at Booker for help.

"Hey what did I tell you about that?" he said to Rowell.

Rowell held up his hands. "I'm just saying. Sheila, you would clean up. I mean mopping the fucking floor with money. That big, beautiful milf booty of yours and those titties? Whole place would be green. Hell you wouldn't even have to dance. Just walk out there and strut around a bit."

She turned her eyes to the ground as her face heated up again. As aghast as she was at the proposal she couldn't help but feel a small pride at Rowell's rude compliment.

"All right come on now you've got to cut that out," Booker said.

"All right, all right," Rowell said, laughing. "You like brandy, Sheila?" he asked.

It wasn't her favorite, but she certainly could use another drink. And something was pushing her to try to fit in with the setting, the black men, the dirty glitter of the strip club.

Why not Brandy? "I'd love one, thank-you," she said, giving Rowell a smile.

Rowell got up and walked over to the small drink cart by the wall. He uncorked a bottle of brandy and poured it into a snifter then walked it over to the couch.

She took a sip and savored the way it warmed her, the sweet alcohol washing away the last traces of cum from her mouth.

Booker and Rowell started talking about football.


Chapter three


Alistair set his glass down when he heard Sheila's car pull into the driveway. He'd been sitting in darkness since she'd left with Booker, rolling depraved thoughts around and around in his mind.

His cock had been semi-erect all evening as he'd thought about the two of them out on the town. On a date. Like proper lovers.

He still had a hard time understanding what was so arousing about his wife having sex with other men. Sheila going out with Booker alone had taken things to a whole new level. A layer of angst had formed beneath his arousal. It titillated him like nothing else he'd ever known.

If anyone in their circle of friends and colleagues found out what was happening, he'd be humiliated. Turning his wife out to a younger man so he could get his jollies?

He didn't care. It was worth the risk. Maybe the risk was part of the thrill.

This soaring feeling of being alive again was worth all the risk.

The door opened and Sheila's high heels clacked on the hard tile in the hallway.

His stomach tightened when he heard her and Booker whispering and chuckling.

Two lovers coming home from a date.

It drove him wild.

He heard Sheila kick her shoes off. Then he heard the sloppy sounds of a wet kiss and Sheila letting out a quiet moan. His erection hardened.

Booker and Sheila stepped into view, Booker with his arm over her shoulders. Booker nodded at him. "Hey, professor" he said.

"Booker," Alistair replied, nodding.

Sheila looked a little tipsy and was smiling at him with narrowed eyes.

He couldn't wait to hear what they'd gotten up to.

"I'm gonna' take her downstairs for a quick minute then you can have her," Booker said.

Alistair's cock throbbed. He nodded and watched them disappear down the stairs to the basement. It occurred to him that most men would have been enraged at what Booker had just said to him. All he felt was an erotic heat pulsating from his crotch and radiating through his body.

A few minutes later he heard a loud, feminine moan roll up the stairs. It was followed by Sheila groaning "Oh, god!" – doubtless about getting Booker's fat cock stuffed inside of her.

He picked up his glass and walked it to the kitchen. As he passed the door to the basement on the way to the stairs he heard the rhythmic sound of mattress springs coiling and uncoiling in quick succession. He climbed the stairs, sat down on the edge of the bed and waited.

It took longer than the quick minute Booker had promised, but eventually he heard Sheila stumbling up the stairs. He sat up straighter on the bed when she wobbled into view and leaned against the door frame.

She stood with her knees turned in, her panties dangling from her fingers at her side. The insides of her thighs glistened with wet cum. Booker's, hers.

A jealous angst gripped him now that he saw the state of her. She looked drunk, exhausted and sore. Used. Maybe even bordering on used up: a pleasant sleepiness made her eyelids heavy, her gaze vacant.

For the first time since they'd indulged this carnal fantasy, he felt a possessive urge grip him. He stood up and crossed the room to the door, staring sternly at her.

A smile crept across her mouth as she stared at him. "Professor Livingstone," she said quietly. "You seem a little...cross."

He forced a smile of his own. He had no intention of dampening her mood with his conflicted feelings. He reached out, took her by the arm and pulled her closer. "You seem a little drunk," he replied.

She looked coquettishly up at the ceiling. "Maybe just a little," she whispered, then giggled.

"It's Monday," he said. "You're going to feel terrible tomorrow."

She pushed her lower lip out in a pout. "I know," she groaned. "I was a bad girl."

His breath was taken away, his lungs emptied in nanoseconds, as soon as the words "bad girl" left her mouth.

"Where did you go?" he asked.

She looked straight at him and her smile widened. "Somewhere naughty," she said, her voice low and husky.

His groin tightened and his imagination started racing. He pulled her even closer, his face just inches from hers. "Where did he take you?" he demanded, gripping her arm tighter.

She seemed excited by his possessive grasp. "I'll tell you, but you have to promise not to get too jealous," she said.

His jaw clenched at her teasing tone. Arousal overwhelmed him and he leaned in and pressed his mouth against hers in a kiss.

She moaned as he pushed his tongue against hers. She raised her hand and rubbed it against his stiff erection through his pants.

He pulled away from the kiss and stared into her eyes. It was all he could do not to throw her down on the bed and take her. "Where did he take you?" he demanded.

"A little place called Red Velvet," she whispered.

His eyes widened and his heart thumped inside his chest. "You went to a strip club?" He didn't know why that was so shocking. Especially after everything he'd seen her do.

It was just so tawdry and unlike her. She'd never set foot in a place like that in her life.

"His friend runs the place." She smiled wider still. "And get this...he wanted to show me off," she said, then chuckled.

His mind started reeling and for a moment he felt totally out of control of himself.

Booker had taken her to a strip club to show her off? Like she was some prize he'd won? He realized he wasn't in his right mind and didn't want to pass judgment on whether that was over the line or not.

But he needed to reclaim some semblance of command over the situation. "Did something happen?" he asked.

She shrugged. "We watched some girls get naked then had a few drinks in the back," she said.

"Did something happen with his friend?" he snapped.

She didn't seem to notice the edge in his tone. "Oh yeah. You're gonna' love this. He offered me five hundred bucks to dance on Friday nights," she said, chuckling.

His eyes popped open wide. He glanced down at the underwear in her hand, his cock throbbing against her palm.

"Oh you like that, do you?" she purred.

Gripping her by the arm he walked her over to the bed. He pushed her down onto it face first.

"Oh, professor," she cooed, chuckling. "You really like that."

He pulled her skirt up, baring her ass. Her pussy was a sodden mess, semen mixed with lubricating fluids oozing from it. He tugged his belt open and dropped his pants then pulled his cock out of his underwear.

The possessiveness overwhelmed him again. Getting up on his knees on the bed he thrust his cock into her stretched hole, mounting her like a dog. He grabbed a fistful of her hair and turned her head to the side so he could see her face.

She raised her ass up against his pelvis and moaned as he sank his cock into her. "Oh, Alistair!"

And then, a warble came from her throat, wet and somehow as swollen as her flesh. "Mmm," she whined. "I'm sore….oh."

He stared at her face, contorted in pleasure as his hips began bucking, squeezing his cock in and out of her used pussy. Thinking of her sipping a drink and watching other women take their clothes off was like salt enhancing the flavor of another carnal thought: thinking of each thrust of his cock rubbing on flesh that ached from overuse.

Someone else's overuse.

Knowing that Booker had brought her home, taken her downstairs and filled her with a load only added to his arousal. He pushed his cock deep inside her, as if that would somehow reconnect them, make them whole after Booker had come between them.

She must have been as turned on as he was because after a few rough thrusts he felt her pussy start squeezing and tightening around his cock.

"Oh, Al! I'm coming!" she wailed.

He managed a few more rough thrusts before his own contractions began. A deep groan rumbled out of him, the spasms in his groin longer and more powerful than any orgasm he'd ever had.

Sheila was a naughty slut who let other men fuck her.

He held that thought in his mind as they rubbed their way through a shared orgasm.

As the pleasure began to ebb he felt his arms go weak. He collapsed onto a heap on top of her, feeling her back rising and falling as she struggled to catch her breath. He pulled out of her and rolled off to the side, his cock flopping against his belly as he settled onto his back.

He lay there for some time, somewhat stunned by the intensity of his climax. When he turned and looked at Sheila her eyes were closed, her lips were parted and with each breath a gentle snore sounded from her mouth.

He reached over and gently shook her by the arm.

She moved her lips lazily, as though she might say something, but ultimately did not.

She was sound asleep.


Chapter four


She woke up to the sound of her alarm.

As consciousness filtered in, along with the memory of what had happened last night, she probed the edges of her senses for pain and tiredness.

When she opened her eyes the light didn't make her brain hurt. She felt no nausea. She pushed herself up to sit.

Somehow, miraculously, she had been spared a wicked hangover.

She looked down at her body to find her skirt still hiked up over her ass. It was covered in the dried up mess of Booker and Alistair's emissions and her own juices. She was still wearing her sweater and bra from the night before.

She shook her head as she crawled off the bed. She was nearly fifty years old and acting like a frat girl.

She shed her clothes as she crossed the room, tossing them into the hamper and simultaneously trying to rid herself of the shame she felt at what she'd done. An array of images flashed through her mind, each one centered on cock: Booker's cock sawing in an out of her, Alistair's cock, Booker's cock just as it slid, heavy and hot, over her lower lip…

The hot water in the shower helped. She stood under the running stream and thought back over the less phallic moments of the previous evening.

Alistair's reaction had been unexpected but incredibly erotic. She'd never seen him be so possessive and dominant.

He hadn't made love to her, he'd fucked her. He'd fucked her like she was his to use and she'd loved every moment of it.

She thought of Booker, too, and the turn his personality had taken. She'd been unsettled by it the night before, but in hindsight she kind of liked it. She felt a guilty pride that he'd taken her to see his friend to show her off.

Had anyone ever shown her off before? Like that?

She was a tiny bit conflicted. Wasn't it anti-feminist to take pride in something like that? Shouldn't she, as an accomplished academic, demand more from herself?

She quickly realized that was part of the fun. As an accomplished academic she was constantly demanding more of herself. With Booker she could just let loose and have fun. And it seemed to push all the right buttons for Alistair, so why should she feel guilty?

She emerged from the shower feeling much better about herself. She quickly picked out a blazer, skirt and blouse. She stared at her reflection in the mirror as she dressed. A slow smile spread across her lips. She undid the top button of the dress.

Then, gripped by some naughty impulse, she pulled her freshly adorned panties down her legs, and tucked them into her pocket.

Her face turned bright red and her blood pulsed loudly in her ears.

What the hell am I thinking?

She pulled the panties out of her pocket and quickly put them back on. After smoothing the front of her blouse she did up the button on her blazer and went downstairs to get ready for work.

She was rattled as she descended the stairs – stunned by the face that had looked back at her in the mirror.

***

The building was fairly empty as usual when she arrived. She liked to get in early to have some time for a coffee and to prepare for the day. She walked to her office, dropped off her bags, then walked to the little coffee shop that looked out over green.

Back at the office she left the door open, as she always did, in case any students came by with questions or just to chat. She took pride in making herself available to everyone, even with her largest classes.

She'd just opened up her email when she heard a knock. She looked up and her heart skipped.

"Booker," she said, standing up from behind her desk and smiling. "What are you doing here?"

Booker flashed a sly smile and sidled into the room. "Thought I'd swing by to see how you're feeling after last night," he said.

Her eyes widened in shock at the question. She scurried past him and closed the door, twisting the little lock on the knob.

It was against university policy to be locked in a room with a student, for obvious reasons. But she needed a private moment to explain to him how inappropriate his question had been. She couldn't risk someone walking in at an inopportune time.

"Booker," she said, raising a hand in front of him.

To her surprise he reached out and wrapped his hand around her wrist, then pulled her so close to his body that her breasts were nearly touching his chest.

Her will – whatever was left of it – dissolved in the rush of blood, the flooding of memories of Booker inside her. It was only the decades of academic primness and composure that saved her from just falling to her knees and letting Booker have his way with her.

She felt a thrill similar to that of being on a very high ledge. It was curiously sexual, and had been her whole life – the feeling that gripped her when she was in danger like that.

She shook herself. This was her job.

This was the real world.

She was having an affair with a student, for goodness' sake.

She put her hands on his torso and pushed herself away, almost a little too forcefully. "Stop," she said, leveling her gaze at him.

The amused smile stayed on his lips. "Hey, hey, it's alright," he said, holding out a hand. "I saw you closed the door, so I thought that's what you had in mind."

"It was decidedly not. Booker I could get into a lot of trouble if...if anyone found out what was going on between us," she explained.

Only then did it fully dawn on her the risk she was taking. Booker, whether he knew it or not, could easily ruin her whole career. How could she have done this to herself? How could she have put herself in this position? And for what? She really was acting like a reckless teenager, not thinking of any of the consequences of her actions.

"No one's going to find out anything," Booker said, leaning against the wall. He eyed her for a few moments. "Oh, you're freaked out now, huh?" he asked.

She looked away. She didn't like the perverse pleasure that turned his lips up and lit up in his eyes when he said that. She so rarely found herself in this kind of position – maybe she never did – of someone having power like this over her.

But Booker must have seen the alarm in her eyes, because he changed his tone immediately.

"Professor, relax," he said, quietly. "Hey. It's me. Booker. You're helping me out, remember? Have I done anything to make you think I want to hurt like that? Cause if I have, I'm going to feel horrible about it."

She felt a pang of guilt for making him feel bad. And then a wave of anger with herself.

"It's not that, Booker. I just...this is my workplace. We have to keep things totally professional."

He gave a few slow nods. "You want me to leave then?" he asked.

She drew in a breath and let it out in a sigh. "No, that's all right. I'm sorry if I overreacted," she said.

"It's okay. I get it. This is your life. You want to keep it nice and tidy."

She nodded, grateful that he was being so understanding.

"So how you feeling then? Your head feel alright?" he asked.

Her expression softened and she smiled. "Somehow I feel totally fine," she said, touching two fingers to her forehead.

"That's good. That's good. Hey you're not mad or anything about the club, are you?" he asked. "You seemed a little tense last night before you had that brandy."

She shook her head. "I'm fine. I'm sorry if I seemed uptight. It's not really the sort of venue that I...I don't usually go to places like that."

Why was he doing this? It would almost be easier if he was a jerk, or just a plain nice guy, or if some part of this seemed truly fake. Then she could easily rid herself of these thoughts.

Booker smiled. "You don't say?"

She narrowed her eyes at him and chuckled. Warmth blossomed in her insides. The same kind of woozy, drunken feeling she got when he flirted with her right before...things happened. She checked herself, stood up a little straighter and cleared her throat. "Is there anything else I can help you with?" she asked.

He studied her for a few moments. "How's Mr. Livingstone? How'd he do last night? Was he happy to get you back?"

Her lips tightened into a line. Booker seemed intent on dragging her into an intimate conversation. "He was fine," she said.

"Just fine?" he asked. She saw keen interest brewing in his eyes.

"Booker, what happens between me and my husband is personal, okay? It's just between me and him," she rushed to say.

"Except for when I'm in between you and him, you mean?"

Her jaw dropped a little and her lips parted. "Booker, don't be like that," she said.

"Like what?" he asked. "We're playing, right? I just want to make sure everyone's having a good time."

She sighed again. She could feel her defenses, along with her professionalism, being worn down by Booker's steady stream of questions. She needed to get him out of there.

"He was...we had a very nice time," she said, her voice a whisper.

She felt a hint of dampness between her legs at the memory of stumbling into the bedroom with her pussy freshly defiled. Out of the corner of her eye she saw a smile forming on Booker's mouth again.

"Oh, you're thinking about it right now, huh?" he asked, then started chuckling.

"Booker, please," she said, sounding far too whiny for her liking.

He moved towards her.

She took two steps back, the backs of her thighs coming up against the desk. "Booker, no!" she said, holding out a hand.

He took her by the wrist again, not slowing his approach, and wrapped her arm around his waist. He moved closer, pressing his leg between hers and spreading them apart.

She gasped, shocked by his advance.

Booker leaned in and kissed her open mouth.

The heat spread through her, melting her insides into a gooey mush as Booker's tongue flicked in and out of her mouth. Her eyes darted around the room and her mind began to race, trying to find a way to extricate her from this deeply inappropriate position.

Booker pulled away and gazed into her eyes.

His hungry stare softened her insides even more and weakened her resolve. "Booker, we can't," she whispered.


Chapter five


His nostrils flared and he drew in a slow breath.

She blushed bright red when she caught a whiff of her own arousal. She cursed her treacherous body for betraying her lust.

"We can't," she said, shaking her head and looking away from him.

"You're so fine," he whispered. "I dreamed about you again all night. All I can think about it is your hot, naked body, professor. I just want to run my hands all over it," he said.

He put his hands on her shoulders and ran them down her arms, then up her sides to cup her breasts. He looked down at the flesh pressed together by her bra.

She cursed herself for leaving the top button undone. At least she'd had the sense to put her panties back on.

"Professor, I need you so bad," he whispered. He tipped his head and kissed the delicate skin on her neck.

It sent a shiver racing down her spine. Her pussy throbbed and she felt more wetness trickle from it. "We absolutely can not," she said. But she could hear that her tone said the exact opposite.

Her body began to hum. The sexual arousal that had been building in the background came to the fore and soon took up the entirety of her mind. She made a half-hearted attempt to push him away that did nothing. Her eyes fluttered shut when she felt his leg press against her groin.

"I'm not gonna' be able to concentrate on anything all day if we don't," Booker said.

It flattered her to hear a man as young as him – as hard as him - talking that way about her. He really did seem obsessed. The way he talked about her, about dreaming of her body, made her pussy ache with the kind of wild need she had never experienced before. Not in her youth, not with Alistair – not with anybody.

The kind of unbridled, idiotic need that would make her do something reckless.

But instead of saying that, instead of saying what she should have and would have said in these same circumstances if it had been anyone else, she heard herself saying: "I wouldn't want to be getting in the way of your studies."

Her own voice sounded foreign to her. Dirty. Unprofessional.

Sleazy, even.

Her voice.

Booker's lips cracked into a wide smile. "That's more like it," he said. He reached up underneath her skirt, hooked his fingers into her panties, and started to pull them off.

"No, don't!" she said. "Just...pull them to the side."

Taking them off was too far. It was silly, it was pointless, it made no difference if she was going to do what she thought she was going to do… but she flailed for some sensible thing to say and that was all she found.

He shook his head, a devilish light dancing in his eyes. He tugged her panties down her legs and when they were down at her ankles, knelt in front of her.

"What are you doing?" she asked, aghast.

He lifted her feet up, pulled her panties off and smashed them against his nose. He closed his eyes and drew in a deep breath.

She stared wide-eyed at him, half-aroused, half-disgusted at how gross men could be. More disgusted with herself for the entranced way she was watching this, wanting it, filled with a thrill from it. She watched him pocket the panties.

He reached up and hiked her skirt up, exposing her slit.

"Booker this is...we shouldn't be doing this here," she said.

He didn't listen. Spreading her thighs apart with his hands he leaned in and kissed both sides of her dewy pussy lips, then pressed his tongue between them and circled it around her clit.

"Oh my god," she whispered. She lifted her hand and put it on the back of his head, tilting her hips forward to give him easier access. His tongue sliding through her folds felt incredible. She leaned back on one hand and rolled her hips back and forth in time with his swiping tongue.

The hum in her body turned into a buzz, her pussy fully lubricating as he ate her. She couldn't help but think how wrong this was. It only made it all the hotter, this sexy young stud eating her out on the desk in her office.

She had a vague worry about Alistair. About the fact that telling him about this might upset him. But if he 'punished' her the way he had last night it'd be worth it. She clamped her lips together to stifle a moan. Her body tensed and she felt herself edging towards a climax.

Booker pulled his mouth away from her pussy and stood up. He wiped his messy lips with the back of one hand and unzipped his pants with the other. He reached in and pulled out his enormous, fully erect cock.

Her eyes fell to it and her lips parted. The arousal droning in her body got louder. She lost all sense of where she was as her mind focused narrowly on Booker's beautiful, black cock. Her legs seemed to spread of their own volition, her pussy wet and ready, the hunger inside her growing with each passing second.

He stepped forward and swiped the head of his cock along the line of her slit. Her wetness coated the head, making it shine in the bright, fluorescent light.

She gazed at it as he split her lips apart by moving it side to side. Her hand shot to his abdomen when he slipped it a quarter inch into her. "Oh, god," she whispered.

"You want it, baby?" he asked, pressing it up against her clit.

"Oh god, yes," she whispered.

Her pussy made a sticky wet sound as he split the two halves of it with his thick cock and drove it inside.

She stared at it entering her until she couldn't stand the pressure. She threw her arms around his back and dug her nails into his shirt. "Fuck me, Booker," she panted. She clapped a hand over her mouth as another groan threatened to roll out.

"Fuck, that pussy is so tight," Booker whispered. He drew his cock out and looked down between their bodies. "I love watching it go inside you," he said.

She felt her pelvic muscles contract as he eased it into her again. "Oh, Booker! I think I'm gonna' come," she said, breathless. "Don't… stop…"

"Hold up. Hold up," he said. He drew his cock completely out of her, rubbing the fat head over her clit as he did. An electrical shock shook her from the hooded flesh, through her anus, along her spine, making her lips pop open to let the intensity escape.

"Just a little longer," he teased. He put his hands on her hips and helped her slide off the desk. Putting them on her waist, he turned her around and raised her skirt up over her ass.

A moment of clarity hit her as she saw her bookshelves, the window looking out on her tidy, professional world. "Booker we need to be quick. We can't be doing this much longer," she said.

But her flesh ground against him, waited for him, throbbed with emptiness that only he could fill. She groaned when he spread her cheeks and speared her pussy with his prick.

He put his hands on her hips and started swaying back and forth with his.

The wet friction of his penis grinding against her clit and pressing deep inside her made her back arch. She planted her hands on the desk, accepting his deep fucking and juicing herself on what a good slut she was being for him.

Professor Livingstone. Black cock slut.

She stifled another groan and her pussy started squeezing around his cock.

Three loud knocks on the door were quickly followed by a masculine voice. "Sheila? You in there?"

Her eyes popped open wide as she and Booker froze, his cock buried deep inside her. Her chest became cold, her mind clearing so rapidly it pained her temples. "Fuck," she hissed.

"Sheila it's Wallace. I saw your car in the parking lot," came the voice behind the door.

"We've got to get you out of here," she whispered over her shoulder. Her jaw dropped when Booker slowly pulled his cock out, then slid it back in. The raw pleasure of it derailed her for a moment, made her lose sight of her objective… what was it?

"Tell him it'll be a second. You're on a call, or something," Booker whispered, his mouth right next to her ear, his voice placid and sexy.

"I...I'm just… on a call, Wallace!" she called out, her voice cracking as she said his name. Cracking because she had lost all control. The head of Booker's cock was pressing up, drawing along the inside of her pussy and pushing her flesh into her ass, making her ache.

"I'll be back in a few minutes then. I need to talk to you about the meeting tonight."

She heard footsteps fading off down the hallway and closed her eyes, shuddering.

"Booker, we have to stop," she said, reaching around behind herself to try and disengage her body from his.

He slid his dick slowly in and out of her again. "Come on, professor. I want you to have your grand finale." His cock flexed.

"Quickly," she panted, unable to believe what she was doing. She felt sweat, turned cold by the brush with being caught, slide down her neck between her shoulders. A chill swept over her back, but between her legs she grew hotter.

Booker started thrusting hard and fast, knocking her body against the desk. Framed pictures teetered and fell over. His pelvis slammed against her ass with each thrust, his skin damp like hers, sliding upon contact.

She felt herself getting sucked away, back into a state of sexual hyper-excitement, the world around her fading again as Booker fucked her.

A moment later and she felt his cock flex inside her again. Somewhere in the dark recesses of her mind a thought lit up. Don't let him finish inside.

The flicker of reason extinguished when her pussy throbbed and clenched around him.

"Fuck," Booker grunted. "I'm gonna' come."

She was breathing hard, eyes closed. "Fuck it into me," she whispered.

She wanted it inside her. Hot, wet, salty cum filling her hole.

Booker slammed his cock in so deep his balls slapped against her clit. It throbbed inside her and a moment later she felt the familiar warmth and wetness of his copious load erupt against her cervix.

The sensation sent her spiraling into a stormy orgasm. She covered her mouth with both hands and rode his thick prick as he resumed his thrusting. Her abs strained as she held herself up by core strength alone.

Even before the pleasure had fully faded she pushed off against the desk and pressed Booker's body back. She pulled herself off of his cock and tugged a handful of tissues out of the box on her desk. She mashed them in between her legs to stem the flow of his ejaculate from her stretched hole. She spun around.

"You've got to get out of here. Now," she growled.

Booker quickly stowed his cock and zipped up. He leaned in for a kiss and she pushed him back. A girlish giggle erupted from her throat, incongruous with the danger.

"Get the fuck out, Booker," she said. Stars crept into the boundaries of her vision. Her ears were ringing, she felt high.

He grinned, spun around and unlocked the door. He slipped out and started jogging down the hall.

She dabbed at her pussy with the Kleenex, then pulled it out from between her legs and threw it hastily in the trash. Her eyes darted around the room, searching for her underwear, then widened when she realized her panties were in Booker's pocket.

She looked out the door and down the hall, but it was too late. He was gone. She felt another gush of wet come from between her legs. Grabbing more tissues she stuffed them up her skirt. A moment later, as she stood up straight, Wallace appeared at her door.

She squeezed her thighs together. Ice seemed to form just beneath her skin and her heart felt like it stopped completely. The chill spread out from her chest and into her limbs.

He stepped into the office and scowled. He looked around the room and sniffed the air a few times. "Smells kind of dank in here, doesn't it?"

"Does it?" she asked, her voice nearly breaking again. "I mean, it does. I'm just, uh… relieved to hear you, uh, smell it – feel that way, too." She was maniacal. She smiled, her heart racing. "I thought I was going crazy."

Wallace's face was strange, his eyes full of confusion. "I'll have maintenance come and take a look. Have a seat, Sheila, this won't take long. I just want to go over the minutes from the last meeting and look at the agenda for tonight."

She rounded the desk, keeping her thighs squeezed together to keep the tissue from falling out. She collapsed into the chair and felt it shift: she would have to stay there, seated, until Wallace left.

Her hands were shaking, so she reached for a pen and held it between her hands with her wrists on the desk. She smiled and gave her hair a toss, feeling much of stick to her sweaty neck.

Wallace spoke, and she shuffled through papers, the tinny ringing fading slowly from her ears. But she heard nothing, not even her own responses, because all she could hear was her own voice, begging Booker to fuck his cum into her.

And with every syllable of the dirty voice of alter-ego, Sheila the slut, the soreness in her pussy flared to life.

Aching to ache more.


Chapter six


Alistair was in the kitchen making himself a sandwich that evening when he heard the front door open.

He glanced out into the hall and saw Booker walk in, backpack slung over his shoulder. He set down the knife and jar of mayonnaise, wiped his hands on a towel and walked out into the hall.

"Hey, Booker."

"'Sup, professor?" Booker said. He stopped at the door that led to the basement and put his hand on the knob.

Alistair smiled at him. "Hey you didn't happen to see Sheila at school today, did you?" he asked.

Booker's eyes moved side to side. He glanced up at Alistair, and let out a nervous laugh. "I guess it's obvious I did, huh?" he asked.

Alistair chuckled. "Uh, yeah. Kind of," he replied.

Booker let his bag fall off his shoulder. "Yeah. I saw her. This morning. In her office."

Something in Booker's expression made Alistair's crotch tighten. His stomach hollowed at the thought that something had happened between Sheila and Booker in her office.

That would have been a huge red line. There was no way Sheila would have allowed that.

Was there?

"There something you want to tell me about?" he asked.

Booker shrugged. "Sure. I'll give it to you straight, professor. I don't want you to think I'm messing around. She was real hot for it. I came in to ask how she felt after last night. She got a little drunk, right? She closed the door behind me so I figured..."

A moment of silence passed. "You figured what, Booker?" Alistair asked.

"I figured she wanted it," Booker said.

Alistair felt like the room started spinning around him. "You two didn't..." he started, then trailed off.

His imagination ran wild with images while fear shot through him.

In the office? At school? Sheila?

It was so dangerous, so reckless, so… unlike anything he had ever imagined Sheila doing, that he felt panic creeping into his chest as quickly as arousal gripped him.

Booker reached into his pocket, pulled out a pair of underwear and dangled them in front of Alistair.

Alistair stared at the panties. He'd definitely seen her wearing a pair just like them. They were hers. They had been worn. The scent of her pussy reached his nostrils, proof of them being between her thighs.

"She needed it real bad, professor. She went through all the motions, saying we shouldn't and all that. But I could see it in her eyes. So I went for it."

Alistair's heart was pounding so hard he could feel his pulse in his temples. He reached out and took the underwear from Booker. He stared at them for a few long moments before slipping them into his own pocket.

He couldn't believe Sheila had done something so foolish.

Was she really so enamored with Booker, so hungry for his cock, that she would risk her career for it? Her reputation?

Which begged the question: exactly how far would she go to get what she wanted?

"Are we cool?" Booker asked.

Alistair rubbed the back of his neck and nodded. "We're fine," he replied, quietly. He thought for a moment that perhaps he should say they decidedly weren't cool.

But his curiosity had been piqued about the depths of Sheila's depravity.

"You cool if I take her out tonight?" Booker asked.

Alistair raised an eyebrow. "To the club?"

"Sure. I'll get her good and hotted up for you if you like," Booker said.

Alistair's loins warmed at the thought. Sexual drive consumed him, almost unwanted at this point. It pushed all thoughts of propriety out of his mind, erased fear, gripped him tightly.

He glanced at his watch. "It's almost eight o'clock. And it's a school night. I doubt she's going to be up for it," he said. He hoped. Sheila was the only hope of braking this wild ride. They were going off the rails, going too fast, for too long.

It was crazy.

Booker smirked and chuckled. "She'll be fine," he said.

Alistair's own voice sounded foreign to him. "Okay then. Knock yourself out," he said.

Booker smiled and nodded. "I will," he said. He turned and walked down the stairs into the basement.

Alistair walked back into the kitchen. He pulled the panties out of his pocket again. He lifted them to his nose and sniffed the crotch. The room started spinning around him Sheila's arousal was still damp in the fabric.

Not only had she let Booker fuck her in her office, but she'd also spent the day at work with a bare pussy?

It was almost too much to comprehend.

He'd just slipped the underwear back into his pocket when he heard the front door open and shut.

***

Sheila stopped dead in her tracks when she saw Alistair standing in the doorway to the kitchen. She'd been hoping to make a beeline up the stairs and to the bedroom to grab a pair of underwear as soon as she got home.

She'd spent the day fending of waves of shame and embarrassment and struggling to keep from flashing anyone her bare pussy any time she sat down. The liquid between her thighs had dried and was rough on her skin.

She let her collection of bags slip from her shoulders and set them down next to the door, then hung her keys up on the rack. "Hi, honey," she said, forcing a smile.

"Hey, sweetheart," he said, pushing off the door frame he'd been leaning on. He started walking towards her.

"Oh, hey, I just need to use the bathroom. I've had to pee the whole way home," she said, scurrying towards the steps. She got a hand on the banister just as Alistair walked up to her.

"Why don't you use the one down here?" he asked. Something was in his voice.

"I, uh, just...I'll be back in a minute," she stammered. She could feel his eyes on her as she mounted the stairs. She pressed a hand against the back of her skirt, turned and giggled at him as she climbed. "Really need to go!" she said, skipping up the last few steps.

She darted into the bedroom and plucked a fresh pair of underwear out of the dresser before dashing into the bathroom and locking the door behind her. She took in a deep breath and let it out in a heavy sigh, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Had she been blushing this hard all day?

She shook her head as the question once again formed in her mind.

What the hell am I thinking?

She poked her feet into the underwear and pulled them up her legs. Relief swept over her at finally having her privates covered. The whole day had been exhausting and she'd spent most of it thinking about how good it was going to feel to crawl into bed at night.

She flushed the toilet just in case Alistair was listening, then opened the door and went downstairs.

Alistair was spreading mayonnaise over a piece of white bread when she walked into the kitchen. She smiled at him when he turned to look at her. "How was your day?" he asked.

She shrugged and tried to look casual. "Oh, same old, same old," she said, walking over to the sink to pour herself a glass of water.

In addition to keeping her lady bits hidden she'd also devoted a good amount of effort into weighing whether to tell Alistair about what had happened that morning with Booker.

It wasn't until the drive home that she'd decided she would tell him. Just not right away.

She'd messed up big time that morning and had felt guilty about it all day. Alistair would be beside himself with worry if she told him. His worry wouldn't change what had happened, she reasoned. And so it didn't make sense involving him until it was certain there would be no repercussions.

Then, it would be hot.

She turned to find him staring at her. "Nothing new at all? No exciting faculty meetings to tell me about?" he joked, grinning.

She chuckled and took a sip of her water. "We did have a meeting this evening, which is why I'm home so late. But it looks like you're really looking forward to your sandwich, so I don't want to bore you to actual death by describing what happened."

His gaze lingered on her for a moment, then he went back to stacking his sandwich.

"How about you?" she asked.

"Oh, you know. About the same," he replied.

"Well. If it's all the same to you I'm going to hit the sack early tonight. I'm exhausted and I've got another doozy of a day tomorrow," she said, kissing him on the arm as she walked past him.

"I'll see you up there in a bit," he said.

"Not if I fall asleep first you won't," she quipped as she walked out into the hall.

She was nearly to the stairs when she heard Booker's voice.

"Hey, Sheila." It was quiet and smooth and made the skin on the back of her neck prickle.

She slowly turned around and their eyes met. He was wearing a grey hoodie and sweat pants and a pair of white sneakers. "Going for a run?" she asked.

"Nah," he replied. He walked over to where she was standing by the stairs. "Come on. Let's hit up the club," he said, touching her arm.

"What? No. Booker, no," she said, shaking her head. "I can't. I just can't tonight. I'm exhausted and...I need some time to myself," she explained.

A smile slowly formed on his mouth. "You get through your day alright? You left something in my pocket," he said. He picked up her hand and squeezed it.

Her eyes widened. She glanced over his shoulder to see Alistair with his head in the fridge putting away the ingredients for his sandwich. She dragged Booker further down the hall, next to the closet.

"About that," she whispered. "I need you to keep all that to yourself, alright? Just for the time being. I need to find the right time to tell Alistair."

He narrowed his eyes for a moment, then nodded.

She put on what she hoped was her most stern, most matronly expression. "Booker what happened this morning can never happen again, do you understand?"

"You didn't have a good time?" he asked. His grin infuriated her. It was so self-sure. He was so certain of the answer.

And he was right.

"It has nothing to do with that. This is my entire professional life we are talking about. I would never find work at another university again if word got out. It might be all fun and games for you because you're young. This is my life. Do you understand?"

He stared at her for a while. "How come you didn't say no, then?" he asked.

"I tried to say no. Don't you go putting this all on me," she said.

"I'm not putting nothing on you. I'm just curious how come you didn't stop me?" he asked.

He was amused. He was extracting something from her, something he wanted.

Her mouth formed a tight line and she put one fist on her hip as she glared at him.

"Same reason you're not going to say no to going to the club tonight?" he asked. The smile re-formed at one corner of his mouth.

"I am not going to the club with you," she snapped.

He stared at her for a few moments then hooked his thumb into the elastic of his sweatpants.

Her eyes darted to his pelvis as he pulled them down. She drew in a quick breath when he pulled his fat cock out and let it hang over the elastic. She stared at it, mesmerized once again by its dark beauty.

Each time she looked at it felt like the first time. It was a deeply seductive, powerful piece of sexual equipment. There was no denying it. To look at it was to behold life's purpose. It filled her with an intense desire to lay on her back and spread her legs.

If anyone had told her a cock could do that to a woman her age she would have laughed her ass off. Sure, cocks had been somewhat interesting and useful for a bit of fun when she'd been young.

Fun. Not obsessions.

Except for this cock. This cock she couldn't keep out of her mind. And when presented with it in the flesh she found herself almost completely powerless against her own desires.

"I really can't," she said, her voice breathy.

She didn't resist when Booker took her hand and cupped it under his phallus. She contemplated it's heft and girth as he drew her palm along the smooth, black skin. Her pussy squeezed and her insides trembled as she felt her resolve crumbling. "I already told Alistair I was going to bed," she whispered.

Booker pulled her hand away from his organ. He repacked it into his underwear and sweats, then took the glass of water from her other hand. "I'll take care of that," he said. He turned and walked to the kitchen.

She heard him set the glass down on the table then mutter something to Alistair.

He emerged back into the hallway and walked towards her with a confident strut. "All taken care of," he said. He grabbed her keys off the rack, opened the door and walked out.

Alistair appeared in the doorway to the kitchen and leaned against the frame, the same way she'd found him when she got home. He stared at her like a father looking for an explanation about what she was about to do.

She opened her mouth but couldn't find words to speak. She pointed over her shoulder at the open front door, then let her hand fall to her side.

There was nothing to say because the situation was preposterous. And even though she could see that she still felt powerless to resist the lure dangling between Booker's legs and leading her outside. "I'm not gonna' be very long," she muttered.

She looked down at the ground then walked out of the door, unable to meet Alistair's admonishing gaze.

***

He walked to the door and watched her go. A little bit stunned, possibly in shock. He watched her get into the car with her shoulders hunched. She looked a little ashamed of herself.

Booker leaned over and tipped her head to the side. He pressed his lips against hers and his tongue slithered into her mouth.

A jolt of adrenaline hit him when he saw her respond in kind. He stood there watching them make out like teenagers in a car.

It was hard to stomach that another man could do that to her. That another man's cock could hold so much sway over a grounded woman like Sheila.

He'd choked back blowing up on her when she'd lied about her day. A lesser man would have.

But it had dawned on him quickly that there was more going on than he understood. She'd never lied to him before. At least not that he knew about.

Which made him realize she didn't need a selfish outburst. She needed helping getting out from whatever it was she was under. She needed a friend.

She needed her husband.


Chapter seven


They sat in the car next to the dumpster, staring at the back wall of the club. The engine was off and they'd been sitting there in silence for a few minutes at least.

When she couldn't stand it any more she turned to look at Booker. "Are we going to go in?" she asked.

Booker turned and looked at her for a long while. He reached into his sweats, pulled his cock out and stroked it slowly up and down. "I asked Slim to come by. You remember Slim?"

Her insides warmed at the mention of Booker's well-endowed friend. "You're going to... you're going to make me take you both again?" she asked.

Booker shook his head. "I'm not making you do anything," he said. "Am I?"

She glanced at his hand running up and down his hardening shaft. "No," she whispered, shaking her head.

"Come on, Sheila. I'm trying to make this fun for you. For all of us. For Alistair. For me. For my boys. Aren't you having a good time?"

She thought about it for a moment. It was true, but she didn't want to admit it. What did that make her?

"Yes," she whispered.

"Then what's all this moping about? We had a nice time this morning, right? Didn't get caught. Everything's fine," he said.

She looked straight at him. "I'm acting like a total slut," she said.

He smiled. "Yeah. That's kind of the point, isn't it?"

"What are you talking about?" she snapped.

"You're sitting here with me, right?" he asked.

"So?"

"So you must like it. Otherwise you wouldn't be leaving your house when you're tired on a school night. So you like being a slut. Who cares? You've got a good job, a nice husband, a nice house. You want to let it all hang out and live a little on your spare time." He smiled.

"So you want to get a little slutty," he said, as if it was something she shouldn't care about at all..

She looked up at him again, tearing her eyes from his cock.

This morning had rattled her. Almost to the point where she'd forgotten this was all about having fun.

What had gotten to her the most was how out of control of herself she'd felt. She'd never felt like that before. Like she couldn't say no. And to a cock, of all things.

She couldn't get herself to say no. Even when the stakes were ridiculously high, even when her whole career was on the line.

Now here she was sitting next to a dumpster behind a strip club. Again. Alistair at home waiting for her.

She realized she wasn't so much worried about being a slut. That was the "fun" part. What worried her was whether she'd be able to stop, once being a slut became a problem.

Where was the line for her? If she'd had the sense to ask herself that from the beginning, she felt certain it would have been "when being slutty poses professional risks."

And yet when the line had come rushing up at her, in her office, clear as day and dangerous, she hadn't stopped herself. She'd gone ahead.

A flame of fearsome arousal lapped at the insides of her chest, low in her abdomen, at the root of all her fears, which seemed connected to the root of her clit by a fleshy, electrical cord that was humming now.

"Come on. You want to suck on it a little. It'll make you feel better," Booker said, wagging his cock at her.

She gazed at it, and her mind went soft. "Yes," she whispered.

"'Atta girl," Booker said. "Get your mouth on it." He put a hand on the back of her head and lowered her face towards his cock.

She opened her mouth wide and took the head and part of the shaft inside until she felt it touch the back of her throat. She let out a low moan as the cock filled not just her mouth but her mind.

Booker let out a satisfied-sounding sigh and settled back into his seat. He palmed the back of her head and guided her up and down along his cock.

She found it bizarre, but she enjoyed being used like that. The world went away. There were no lectures to give, no papers to grade. All she had to think about was pleasing Booker, and that pleased her as well.

"You put on some fresh panties?" Booker asked.

She nodded and gurgled out a sloppy sounding 'yes.'

He pulled her face off of his cock. "Take 'em off," he said

"What?"

"Take 'em off. You're gonna' be a good black cock slut tonight."

She gasped and her eyes popped open wide. "What?!?" she squawked.

Booker chuckled. He put his hand on her head and brought her back down onto his cock, guiding her up and down again. "You're going to be a good black cock slut," he said. "And you're gonna like it. And you know that."

Wet squished out of her pussy as Booker massaged his cock with her mouth and called her a black cock slut. It was horrible to hear him say that, though she supposed it wasn't totally inappropriate, given that he was black.

She ruminated on it as he fucked her mouth. The words black cock slut bounced around in her mind. And even though they were extremely vulgar, she wasn't sitting in a social justice class. She was in the parking lot of a strip club. Giving a blowjob. To a black man. A younger black man. Who was a former student.

She gasped for air when he pulled her mouth off of his cock again.

He looked into her eyes and smiled. "I want to hear you say it," he whispered.

She gave her head a few quick shakes. "I can't do that, Booker," she said. The words were practically climbing from the back of her throat, though. She wanted to say them, she wanted the humiliation of saying them to pour slowly over her.

He nodded and his smile widened. "Oh yeah, you can. Come on. It'll be fun. Repeat after me: I want to be a black cock slut."

She shook her head again and her eyes opened wider in terror. She wasn't scared of Booker. She could feel herself getting ready to say it, and she was terrified of what would happen when she did.

"You're so damn pretty," Booker said, running a thumb along her lips. "Say it for me baby, or I won't give you this dick."

Her eyes darted to his slimy cock, then back up to his.

"Pretty please, Sheila," he whispered.

She felt it well up inside her. "I want to be a black cock slut," she whispered. As the words left her mouth she felt like she was flying. Her eyes opened wide in wonder this time. She'd said it. They were still there. The sky hadn't fallen. No one had been harmed. "I want to be a black cock slut," she repeated.

Booker started laughing. He leaned back in his seat and stroked his cock. "Now you're getting the hang of it," he said. "Good. Now take off those panties."

Her elation soured. "Booker," she whined.

"Come on. Get to it. You want to be a good black cock slut or not?" he asked, still chuckling.

She bit her lip. She did want to be a good black cock slut. Because now that she'd said it and nothing bad had happened, she realized that maybe it was all just fun and games. She lifted her ass up off the seat, reached under her skirt and wiggled out of her panties.

"Give 'em here," Booker said, holding out his hand.

She blushed with embarrassment. In her haste she'd grabbed the first pair of underwear she'd laid hands on in the dresser. They were a big old pair of white granny underwear that helped tuck her tummy in when she wore them. She shook her head. "I'm not giving you these," she said.

Booker kept his hand out, jerking himself with the other. "Look, a good black cock slut does what she's told," he explained.

She scowled at him but then realized he was just trying to have more fun. She dropped the wad of cotton into his palm. She gasped, aghast when he brought them to his nose and drew in a deep breath. "Booker!" she snapped. "That's disgusting!"

He threw his head back and laughed again. "Baby, your man's back at home doing the exact same thing right now," he said.

"Alistair?" she squawked. "He is not!"

That made Booker laugh harder. "Come on, baby. How about you talk a little less and suck a little more, huh? Your pussy smells so fine." He dropped his hand to his side and stuffed the underwear into his pocket.

She was a little reluctant to reward his lewd behavior with a blowjob. A perfunctory glance at his cock changed her mind. She pushed his hand away, wrapped hers around it, and slipped the head into her mouth. She closed her eyes and purred at the pleasant way it throbbed against her tongue.

She sucked him for a few minutes, feeling his cock swell even more, until whatever it was inside there seemed to be ready to burst. The pulses of the arteries and veins that ran along his smooth shaft grew stronger, hypnotic.

Booker groaned above her.

She pulled her mouth off and wrapped her hand around the crown of his cock. She stroked him hard, her palm slick with her own saliva.

"Fuck," Booker grunted.

She became fixated on his cock when the first spurt of ejaculate erupted from the head. It shot straight up, then fell sideways, forming a plume of cum. It landed on his sweatpants, forming a dark stain.

She marveled at how voluminous his load was. He shot four more times, each as dense and creamy as the first. Semen ran down over her the back of her hand and onto her wrist, hotter than her skin. She understood now why she felt so much heat and moistness inside herself when he came. He must have filled her entire pussy with his seed when he'd come inside it.

She slowed her strokes, the way Alistair liked her to do on the odd times she'd give him handjobs. They didn't do that stuff much anymore. She smiled at the way Booker twitched in his seat, his shudders beyond his control. It gave her an odd sense of power, being able to make a large man like that jerk and wiggle with just her hand. The thought of doing it to Alistair became a little more appealing.

Booker started chuckling as he looked down at the wet mess she'd made on his lap. "Well, shit," he said. "I'm not going in there like that."

"What are we going to do then?" she asked.

"I guess we're going home so I can clean up. Hang on. Let me message the boys." He pulled his phone out of his pocket, his cock sagging over his lap. He tapped out a message, pocketed the phone, and tucked his cock back in.

"Wait, that's not fair," she said, folding her arms over her chest.

"Oh don't worry," he said, starting the car. "You're gonna' get it when we get home."


Chapter eight


Alistair's eyes shot open and he jumped up off the bed when he heard the front door open. He grabbed Sheila's panties, which he'd carefully arranged across his face, and shoved them into his pocket. Then he stuffed his cock back into his pants and zipped up.

He glanced at his watch and scowled. It wasn't even nine yet. What were they doing home so early? Had Sheila had some change of heart? Had she come to her senses on her own and told Booker to bring her back?

The possibility was both heartening and a let-down.

He sat back down on the edge of the bed and listened to her footsteps as she ascended the stairs.

She flashed a smile when she walked into the room and saw him. "Oh good," she said, quietly. "You're up."

"I'm up," he replied, gazing into her sparkling eyes. Her cheeks were flushed. "That was quick," he said.

She ran a finger along his thigh and giggled. "Booker made me give him another blowjob in the car," she whispered.

His eyes widened and his insides turned to a slurry of warm arousal. "He made you give him a blowjob?" he asked.

She looked up at him from under her brow. "I wanted to give Booker a blowjob in the car," she corrected. Her eyes fluttered with a dirty, bimbo-esque appeal, so unlike her. "He suggested it."

His chest started to swell with lust. His cock, already hard, swelled harder. Sheila's mouth fell open, her lips shiny and wet like she had just sucked Booker off, or kissed him. A vacancy was in her eyes as she looked at him, like she was drawn inside to the memory of her dirty deed.

"And so I did," she said simply. "I jerked him off onto his pants, and it made kind of a mess. He wanted to come back and change."

Alistair's eyes were on her mouth, inspecting it at a microscopic level, his imagination running to the composition of the moisture glistening on her full lips.

"Are you going back?" he asked.

"No," she said, shaking her head, the shape of her dirty mouth changing at the corners. The contours of an invitation forming. "But I didn't get what I was promised."

"So...what? You're going downstairs?" he asked.

"Actually… I invited him up here," she said.

His earlier worry about her evaporated almost entirely with the promise of another evening of watching her get fucked. She had on that sweet, innocent demeanor again, mischief sparkling in her eyes.

"So you invited him to our bedroom?" he asked, the possibilities surging in layer after layer of filthy montage on the surface of his mind's eye. The audacity of it, the wrongness of it, clanged cold in his chest.

"The thing is," she said, running her finger up the inside of his thigh until her knuckle grazed his hard cock. Her eyes shifted to her hand, then his dick.

Her eyes and smile both widened as she looked down at his crotch. "Oh my. What were you doing before I got home?"

"The thing is?" he prodded, hungry for the remainder of the sentence. "You were about to say something."

She looked back up at him, tossing her hair. "The thing is, as I was jerking the cum out of Booker's cock I thought about how I haven't done that for you in such a long time," she said. "And that made me think it would be kind of fun, for both of us, if I did it while Booker, you know, did his thing," she said, flashing a coy smile.

More arousal, inexplicable but devouring, hardened his cock between his legs. He felt like his balls were about to burst. Sheila had transformed from prude wife to lewd wife to practically a porn star.

On some level he was still vaguely worried about just how irresponsible she'd been that morning. And why she'd lied. But was there a man alive that would have resisted these sorts of advances?

"You want to jerk me off while he fucks you?" he asked, savoring being able to state things so directly and in such vulgar language to his wife.

She smiled and batted her eyelashes. "I want to suck you while he fucks me. Then I went to jerk you off all over my face while he finishes inside me. Would that be all right?"

That must have put quite the look on his face because she covered her mouth with the back of her hand and started laughing.

"I can't believe I just said that," she said, a throaty giggle escaping her lips. She let her hand fall back to his lap and rubbed his hard cock. "Alistair, were you masturbating when we..."

"Hey professors."

They both looked up at Booker, who was standing in the doorway. He was wearing nothing more than a pair of tight boxer briefs, the outline of his semi-erect cock showing plainly.

Alistair glanced at Sheila.

She had that look again. The glazed over look in her eyes, her lips parted, that he now realized was her only possible reaction to being presented with Booker's cock. He stared at her for a good long while, equally mesmerized by the spell she'd fallen under.

Booker sauntered into the room, stroking his cock through his underwear. "How we gonna' do this?" he asked.

The question roused Sheila. She drew in a small breath and sat up straighter. Her smile widened as she turned to look at Alistair.

She slipped off the bed and onto her knees. Crawling in front of him, she unzipped and unbuttoned his pants, then pulled them down his legs along with his underwear. Her smile turned gleeful when she saw his prick, engorged and darkly pink. She reached up and ran her fingers down the underside, causing it to throb.

Booker walked up behind her. He reached into his boxers and pulled his cock free.

Alistair turned his head to one side. He didn't want to embarrass himself by staring at another man's penis. He couldn't resist a sideways glance, though. He still marveled at its size and girth, and how it could fit into his wife.

Only by stretching her. Only just barely. Only by rubbing her raw while he fucked her thoroughly.

Sheila wrapped her hand around Alistair's cock and bent it towards her mouth. Gazing up at him with wide eyes, she wrapped her plump lips around it and slowly, lovingly moved her head back and forth.

Pleasure exploded from his loins and raced through his entire nervous system. The inside of her mouth was exquisite, hot, velvety. Seeing Booker looming behind her added a searing, jealous angst to his arousal.

Booker sank to his knees. He put his hands on her ass and gently jiggled her cheeks. Grabbing the hem of her skirt, he pulled it up, exposing the curve of her bare bottom.

Alistair gasped and his body stiffened when he saw she wasn't wearing any underwear. Which meant that, for the second time in one day she'd been out in public with her pussy hanging out bare beneath her skirt.

The immodesty of it, the lewdness, made him groan as her cheeks hollowed around his prick.

"What a beautiful thing this is," Booker whispered. He raised a hand and let it fall against her ass in a light clap, then did the same with the other. Pushing his cock down with two fingers, he aimed it at her swollen, wet folds.

Alistair stared wide-eyed at the dark implement probing his wife's softest, most precious place. As she bent lower to take more of him into her mouth, he could just make out the strands of sticky lubricant clinging to her outer labia as Booker spread them apart with the head of his cock.

Booker was lost in his own world, staring at Sheila's big ass and pussy as he began to penetrate it.

As the head of his cock slipped in, Sheila moaned.

The humming vibrated through Alistair's cock and tickled the tops of his balls. He clenched his fists, bunching the blanket on the bed.

With the head of his cock nestled firmly into Sheila's sheath, Booker put a hand on either side of her ass and pressed it into her in a long, slow thrust.

She moaned again, her body moving forward and her head angling down towards Alistair's groin. Her lips slipped down his cock until he felt the tip of her nose touch his pelvis.

The pleasure her wet mouth brought, was excruciating. He clenched the muscles in his jaw, along with his ass cheeks, as her head started bobbing up and down in time with Booker's slow thrusts into her.

Booker's eyes were firmly affixed to her rear. He pulled her ass cheeks apart with his thumbs and stared at the wrinkled ring of her sphincter as he fucked her.

With Booker's attention riveted to Sheila's backside, Alistair felt a little more free to enjoy the feeling of her mouth on his prick. He looked down at her blonde locks bobbing along his thighs as she sucked him.

He drew his hand across her face, pulling her hair to one side.

She turned and looked up at him out of her corner of her eye. Mouthing him sideways, he saw the head of his cock poking up against the inside of her cheek. His eyes widened at the pornographic scene. His muscles tightened even more when she swiped her tongue along the underside of his cock.

She seemed to delight in this. Grabbing the root of his cock with her hand, she popped off with her mouth and let out a giggling laugh. She straightened and rested her elbows on his knees, her thumb rubbing circles along his glans.

His breathing got heavier as he felt his pelvic muscles squeeze.

She leaned up a little straighter. "Kiss me," she whispered.

He raised his hand and raised her chin with his index finger. Leaning forward, he pressed his mouth to hers.

Her tongue invaded his mouth, lashing wildly against his in a slutty kiss. She moaned into his mouth as Booker plunged deep into her.

It had a similar effect, the sound burrowing down through his body and tightening his balls.

When she pulled away her smile was gone. Her eyes were wide and full of wonder and astonishment. Her lips parted and she drew in a shuddering breath. "I'm...I'm gonna come," she whispered.

His cock throbbed in her grip.

Her eyes fluttered shut and her shoulder trembled. The shudder worked its way down her body. "Oh!" she gasped.

Booker slowed his strokes. His brow furrowed and, as he felt the climax reach her pussy, he thrust deep into her and held himself there, staring down at the place where their bodies met.

Sheila's eyes shot open and she stared up at Alistair. "Oh, god," she whispered. A final tremor shook through her before her body relaxed. Her thumb started spinning slow circles around Alistair's cock again.

"Booker," she said, her eyes locked on Alistair.

"Ungh," Booker grunted behind her.

Her smile widened. "I want you to fill my slutty pussy, please," she said.

Alistair grunted at what she'd said. Her manual stimulation was sending waves of pleasure coursing through him. He thought of Booker erupting inside her and his hips rose up, pushing his cock towards her face.

"Fuck," Booker groaned, still obsessed with the sight of his cock disappearing into her.

Sheila gazed into Alistair's eyes, hers sparkling with wicked excitement. Her thumb spun faster and faster against the underside of the head of his cock as she urged him towards release.

"Fuck," Booker grunted.

Sheila gasped and her eyes widened. "Yes! Fuck it into me, Booker!" she whispered.

Booker threw his head back and a snarl twisted his lips. He slammed his cock deep into Sheila as it unloaded.

She dropped her head into Alistair's lap. Her mouth wrapped around his cock and her tongue flailed wildly against it.

The wet heat sent him toppling over the edge. His hips bucked as his cock erupted, spilling his load into Sheila's mouth, who lapped it up with wet slurps.

His hand shot to the back of her head on instinct. He held her in place as his hips twitched, rubbing the underside of his cock against her stiff tongue. His body shuddered at the feeling of coming obscenely into her mouth.

A few moments later a quietly stillness settled around the three of them.

Alistair looked over her body just as Booker looked up from her ass. Their eyes met briefly before he looked away.

Booker seemed to sense his unease at their proximity. He sighed, pulled his cock out of Sheila and pulled his underwear over it. He turned without a word or a glance and padded out of the room, closing the door behind him.

Alistair shuddered when Sheila gently flicked her tongue along his cock as she pulled it out of her mouth.

As she raised her head, her hair fell down along her shoulders. She looked up at him with rosy cheeks and a faint smile on her lips. She wiped the corners of her mouth with a finger, then giggled. Reaching behind herself she pulled the dress down over her ass before standing up.

She cleared her throat as she smoothed the front of her blouse against her stomach. She raised her open hands towards him, palm up. "Come shower with me?" she asked.


Chapter nine


He accepted her invitation after pulling his pants and underwear up his legs. He took her outstretched hand and allowed her to lead him to the bathroom.

Inside, she turned the water on and started undressing. Their gazes met in the mirror as she pulled her clothes off, a shy smile forming on her lips.

He watched her take her clothes off. When she was fully naked, he pulled the shower curtain open for her and watched her step into the bathtub.

His earlier worry had been creeping over him from the moment his climax had finished. He wasn't sure if this was the right moment to voice it, but when would be? If he didn't say anything, would she once again succumb to Booker's advances if he visited her in her office the next morning?

"Are you going to join me?" she asked.

He turned to look at her through the billowing steam and let out a heavy sigh.

"Is something wrong?" she asked.

He slowly reached into his pocket and felt the silky fabric of her underwear against his fingers. He shook his head. He left the underwear in his pocket and pulled his hand out. After undressing, he stepped into the shower with her. The water was scalding.

He stared at her naked body like it was the first time he was seeing. Watching her have sex with Booker had the magical effect of turning her into a new woman, at least for him, each time she did it. He reached up and ran his hands down her arms. "You're so beautiful," he whispered.

"Aww, you're sweet," she replied.

His eyes fell to the small patch of hair above her pussy and lingered there. Her nipples were still stiff, her chest a little red. His curiosity grew once more at seeing her pussy with Booker's cum leaking from it.

"What is it?" she asked.

Without a word, he slowly sank to his knees in front of her in the large tub.

She smiled and demurred, obviously slightly embarrassed at his desire to examine her so intimately. "Al," she whispered. "That's so dirty."

He ran his hands along her smooth, wet legs. "Just a glimpse?" he asked. From his perspective on his knees she looked like an out-sized version of herself. Towering over him with her big, beautiful breasts, her pussy just inches from his mouth.

He couldn't quite understand or explain why he would want to see that. She was right, after all. It was dirty. Maybe that was the attraction. The magnetic pull to see another man's extracted seed dripping from her soft crevice.

She reached out and tousled his hair then pressed her hand against his cheek. "Fine," she finally whispered.

She raised her foot and rested her toes against the edge of the tub. She pulled her labia up and open with two fingers.

They both gasped when a series of fat dollops of Booker's semen bubbled out of her. They landed on the floor of the tub with a wet splatter, got caught up in the trickle of water running from her body and swirled down the drain.

He stared at her pussy as she held herself open for him, unable to get enough of the dirty sight.

Finally she closed her legs and reached down to help him stand.

He stood up, careful not to slip, one hand in hers, the other on the edge of the tub. As they came eye to eye he stepped towards her, pulling her wet body into an embrace. He leaned forward and kissed her on the lips.

She wasn't bashful this time, giving him her tongue and swirling it around his.

The natural taste of her, mingled with the masculine musk of his own cum gave him a dirty thrill. They stood holding each other for a few minutes.

When the heat of the shower became too intense, he kissed the top of her head and pulled the shower curtain open. He grabbed a towel from the rack as he stepped out and wrapped it around his waist. He leaned back against the vanity and watched her finish her shower, then turn the taps off.

She gave him a funny look as she stepped out of the tub. "Are you sure everything's all right?" she asked. She grabbed a towel and wrapped it around herself.

As much as he didn't want to spoil the moment, he craved answers. He'd already given her the benefit of the doubt about not coming clean. He reached down and picked up his pants. Reaching into the pocket again he pulled out the skimpy underwear and held them up for her to see.

She drew in a quick breath. Her eyes went wide and darted between the underwear in his hand and his. "Where did you get that?" she asked, sounding slightly panicked.

"Booker brought them home and gave them to me," he said.

"Booker?" she said, her voice full of disbelief. "I asked him not to..." She stopped mid-sentence, as if catching herself in her own lie. She closed her eyes and shook her head. "This is not what it looks like," she said.

He quelled the jealous anger that had begun building inside him at her guilty, defensive reaction. "What is it then?" he asked.

"When did he give you those?" she blurted.

He narrowed his eyes, wondering why she was being so evasive. "What does that matter?" he asked.

She let out an exasperated sigh. "I was going to tell you, Alistair. I swear I was. Oh god. I fucked up. I fucked up big time."

If what Booker had told him was right, he already knew how she'd fucked up. He stayed silent, giving her the chance to come clean on her own terms.

She pulled the towel tighter against her chest and sat down on the edge of the tub. She stared at the floor for a long while before raising her eyes to his. "I'm not exactly proud of myself right now," she explained.

He nodded, giving her all the time she needed. He tossed the underwear across the bathroom, landing it squarely in the hamper.

She wiped her brow, then brushed away the wet hair clinging to her face. "Booker came to my office this morning," she said in a whisper.

A relief swept through him. At least her story matched Booker's so far.

"He came to my office and I thought it was just for a chat. I closed the door and he took it the wrong way."

"How did he take it?" he asked, his voice low and quiet.

"He thought I was...interested. Hitting on him."

"Were you?" he asked.

"No of course not!" she insisted. "I'm not an idiot, Al."

He paused for a moment, then folded his arms across his chest.

She let out a sigh and her shoulders sagged. "At least I didn't think I was. Until I was," she admitted.

He waited patiently.

"Are you just going to stand there glowering at me?" she asked.

"I'm not glowering. I'm giving you space. Are you going to tell me what happened? I'm not mad, Sheila. Not about something happening. I'm worried that it happened where it did."

"I know, I know!" she moaned, looking off to the side.

She seemed genuinely pained by the situation. He bent down and got on one knee in front of her. "It's okay," he said. "You can tell me."

She turned her eyes up towards the ceiling. "It's just so embarrassing," she muttered.

He reached out and rubbed her arm. "Hey," he said. "It's me."

She looked down and arched her brow at him. "I was weak, Al. I caved."

"Caved?" he asked.

"Ugh, this sounds so immature I can barely say it out loud. He...he pulled out that thing, that cock of his," she groaned.

Already his own cock was starting to react. His body heating up again at the thought of Sheila being so overcome by her hunger for Booker's cock that she'd put everything on the line just to have it again. It was nearly impossible to believe. But there she was laying it all out for him. "You really couldn't resist?" he asked in a whisper.

"Oh my god. It wasn't like...I mean it was but...he just came on so strong. I tried to say no. I swear I did."

"But you couldn't resist?" he said, pressing her to answer.

"I guess not," she answered, shrugging. "I swear it's never going to happen again."

"Damn straight it's not," he growled.

Her eyes widened. "What? What do you mean by that?"

"As soon as we're done here I'm going right downstairs and..."

"No! I mean...please don't," she sighed. "Please. I don't want this to turn into a big deal."

He scowled. "Booker put you both at risk. Your career. His academic career. If someone had walked in..."

"Wallace almost caught us," she whispered.

His stomach and chest both hollowed at the same time as his jaw dropped open. "What?" he said.

She shook her head, obviously mortified by what had happened. "Wallace knocked on the door just as..." She closed her eyes and let out a breath. "Just as we were finishing."

The air in the room went still, the only sound he could hear was his pulse going thud-thud-thud in his ears. It dawned on him slowly how close they'd all come to ruin that morning. Sheila was right, it had been a deeply immature and incredibly irresponsible risk.

But now that he knew the extent of what had happened he could see her side of it, too. "It wasn't just about the cock, was it?" he asked.

She shook her head. "It's never just the cock," she replied. "I felt, I feel like I'm twenty years younger when I'm with him. And that doesn't change a thing between you and me," she said.

"I know it doesn't," he said, rubbing her arm again.

"It's just so freeing. It's like there's nothing else when we're together. I mean my heart is still with you but..."

He put a hand over hers to stop her. "I get it. I think I get it."

"Do you? Because I don't want you to think that Booker could ever, in any way replace you. It's not the same thing. It's not even in the same universe."

He squeezed her hand as a small smile formed on his lips. "He's a time machine," he whispered.

She paused with her mouth open, staring at him. Slowly, a smile mirroring his own crept across her mouth. "He's like a time machine." Her smile faded and she gazed into his eyes. "I'm sorry, Alistair," she whispered.

He leaned in and wrapped a hand around her back. "It's okay. Everything turned out fine. Just, maybe don't ride the time machine at the office again?"

"Never," she whispered back. "I swear."

"You sure you don't want me to talk to him?" he asked.

"I'm positive. It's not going to happen again, I promise," she replied.

He leaned back, then rolled back onto his ass and leaned against the drawers. Something flickered inside his mind and he looked at her sheepish expression. "So when Wallace almost caught you," he said.

Her face turned a deep shade of red. She closed her eyes and took a few deep breaths. "I told him I was on a call. He left. Booker...finished, then took off down the hall."

His eyes went wide. "Did Wallace come back?" he asked.

She sucked her lips between her teeth and nodded.

"So the underwear..." he began.

She nodded. "Were in Booker's pocket."

His eyes went wider still. "So when you were talking to Wallace..."

She bit down on the corner of her mouth. "I had to shove a bunch of tissues up between my legs."

He put a hand over his mouth to muffle the groan that rolled out of him.


Chapter ten


She was up early the next morning, despite the late night. She skipped a shower, since she'd just had one before bed. She put on makeup and brushed her hair, then tied it into a tight bun at the back of her head.

She picked out a grey pantsuit with a turtleneck underneath and sensible flat shoes to go with it. She walked downstairs and began to assemble her assortment of bags, deciding to grab a coffee on the way instead of making one at home.

The door to the basement stairs swung open and Booker stepped out from behind it, wearing a pair of briefs and nothing else.

She stood up from the bags and smiled faintly. Her eyes raked down his body almost on instinct but she already knew where he was headed and she already had a response for him. "Morning, Booker," she said.

He walked over to her by the front door and cupped her cheek in his hand. "Morning, professor," he whispered. He stared into her eyes for a long while.

Her insides warmed and softened under his gaze. She felt the familiar, gauzy spell settling over her. But this time she was prepared. When Booker leaned in to kiss her, she hesitated. She put a hand between them. "You know, I really need to get going this morning," she said.

"Sure you do," he said. "But not just yet. First class isn't until ten o'clock. It's not even eight."

Her smile faltered. "You know my class schedule?" she asked.

He shrugged. "No big deal," he said, before leaning in closer.

His breath on her cheek made her knees go weak. Her eyes closed on their own and her head tipped gently to the side. Her insides squeezed when Booker pressed his soft lips against her neck in a kiss.

Her lips parted and she drew in a breath as his tongue flicked against her flesh. She shook her head, forcing her eyes open. "No," she whispered. "I can't. I really can't." She pressed her palm against his chest and moved him away.

He smiled at her. "All right. That's okay," he said.

She sighed, relieved that he wasn't going to pressure her like he had the previous day. It seemed like a good time to say what she'd been rehearsing. "Booker, I think maybe we should take a little breather."

He stayed smiling at her. "You sure?" he asked.

She opened her mouth to answer, then hesitated.

He let out a small laugh, covering his mouth with his hand. "Cause you don't seem sure," he said.

She chuckled to mask her own embarrassment. "Yesterday was...too much. It's not that I didn't like it but..."

"Yeah, I know. I get it. Too close to the line, huh?" he said.

"Too close to the line," she repeated.

He nodded a few times. "All right. I'll back off. I'll just go downstairs and do my thing," he said.

Her eyes fluttered down to his mid-riff. His half-engorged cock, a young man's strong morning wood, grabbed her attention and wouldn't release it. As the seconds ticked by she knew she was staring at it for far too long. She couldn't help herself. She could feel the shape of it moving inside of her just from looking at it.

"You want it though, huh?" he asked.

She swallowed and finally managed to pull her eyes away. The pull of the thing, its magnetism, was almost impossible to resist. She thought of her conversation with Alistair the night before. How she'd promised she would be good.

How easy it had been then, freshly sated by Booker's hard muscle, to make those promises. Now, standing in front of him, his cock bulging through his underwear, she felt the lure of it tugging at her soft place.

"I can't," she whispered. Her tone carried no strength though. No resolve. It was weak and pitiful and submissive as if she'd given up on resisting already.

"Hey, listen," he said, stepping closer to her. "If I really thought you couldn't I wouldn't be asking. You know nothing's gonna happen. No one's going to say a thing if you're a little late. You've got tenure, remember?"

"Tenure comes with responsibilities," she countered. "I have an obligation to be there for my students. The same way I was there for you when you needed help."

He smiled, but it wasn't the smile of a man convinced by her argument. "You're here for me now," he said quietly. "Looking so pretty in your outfit. Those eyes. Your beautiful mouth. I spent all night tossing and turning, wondering when I'd get with you again. Look," he said, turning her wrist and looking at her watch. "You got loads of time. Only takes twenty minutes to get there."

Her pussy was aching and wet. Her mind was a mess of heat and need. She closed her eyes and accepted that she wasn't getting away without having him. "We have to be quick," she whispered.

His reaction was instantaneous. He stepped forward and put a hand behind her neck. His mouth moved to hers. He pressed his lips to hers in a scorching kiss. The feeling of his hungry tongue searching for hers plunged straight down to her sex.

She wrapped her arms around his back and clung to him as he kissed her, pushing the memory of the promises she'd made to Alistair, and to herself, away for the time being. Booker was right. She had time. No harm, no foul. She'd still be in the lecture hall with time to spare.

They stumbled towards the stairs together. He let go of her as they approached the door but held her hand.

She spun around and, holding his hand behind her, jogged down the stairs. She turned right, then left into his room and spun around again to face him. "It has to be quick," she repeated.

He tugged at the bottom of her turtleneck, pulling it out of her pants and exposing her belly.

She shrugged the jacket she was wearing off and it fell to the floor.

Booker pulled the turtleneck up and over her head as she fumbled with undoing her pants. Once she was just in her bra and underwear he stepped back and peeled his boxers down his legs.

She reached behind her back and undid the clasp of her bra and let it fall away, proudly displaying her breasts for him. She loved the way he stared at them. The intensity and heat in his gaze made her even wetter.

He grabbed the elastic of her panties and pulled them down her legs then stood back up.

Her eyes fell to his now hard cock. She swallowed, her mouth hungry to take it in. She put her hands on his torso and let them slide along his hard abs as she lowered herself to her knees.

"You don't need to do that now," he said. He took her hands and stepped forward, forcing her back a step. With the mattress at the backs of her knees he gave her a gentle push and she fell onto her back on the bed.

He crawled up in between her legs. His cock dangled ominously above her pelvis. Pushing her with his legs he backed her up until her head was by the pillows. He lowered his mouth to her breast and sucked a nipple into it.

She sighed and spread her legs wide apart for him. Her toes were curling already, just from the anticipation of what he would feel like inside her body again. She scraped her nails along the hard muscles of his back and arched her back for him, plunging her breast deeper into his mouth.

Booker let go of her breast with his lips. He crawled higher up her body and looked into her eyes as he positioned his cock at her entrance.

She gasped and her eyes went wide as it pressed into her.

***

Alistair glanced at his watch as he turned the car onto their street. He cursed himself for spending the previous evening lost in a carnal fog instead of preparing for today. He'd forgotten to copy a presentation from a USB stick to his cloud drive. The USB stick was still sitting on his desk at home and the lecture had already started. He'd left his teaching assistant in charge as he raced home to retrieve it.

As he neared their house the bottom dropped out of his stomach. He glanced at his watch again. Sheila's car was still in the driveway. Her lecture began in just over an hour. She was never this late leaving the house. There were many possible reasons she was still there. Only one came to his mind.

Instead of pulling into the driveway he continued up the street, parking the car half a dozen houses away. He looked around the neighborhood to make sure there were no prying eyes peering out of living room windows. It seemed deserted.

He got out of the car and made his way down the street to their house. Instead of walking up to the front door he walked to the side door that led to the garage. He let himself inside and walked quickly to the stairs at the back of the garage that led to the basement.

He wrapped his handle around the doorknob and tried it. It turned and the latch gave a light click as it opened. He held the door open a crack and held his breath. He heard the sound right away.

The soft but rhythmic song of an old box-spring moving up and down.

It was both disappointing and thrilling. He'd wanted to believe Sheila last night so badly. He'd wanted to give her the benefit of the doubt, to trust her that she meant what she'd said.

Somehow he'd known this wasn't over yet. Sheila was still in the thick of it.

He slipped inside and quietly closed the door after him. He took off his shoes and set them next to the door, then decided to move them to the corner by the furnace. He wasn't sure what was going to happen, what he was going to do.

Would he confront Sheila if she saw him? Would he confront Booker? What, exactly, would he say? Because even though he'd threatened to do just that the previous evening, to give Booker a piece of his mind, it wasn't really what he wanted. Not down deep.

What he wanted down deep was for this to keep going. He didn't want this wild ride to stop. He didn't want to be lurking in his basement, spying on his wife having a morning tryst with her lover when he should be at work, of course. The trouble was he felt like he couldn't help himself.

Just like Sheila seemed unable to stop falling into the arms of this handsome young man, he felt helpless when it came to watching them.

His irrational mind quickly constructed some fake excuse about a blown tire or a traffic jam. Janie, his teaching assistant, would have no trouble finishing the lecture. She had plenty of material.

He drew in a deep breath and moved as quietly as he could towards the door to Booker's room. He closed his eyes and listened.

Soft, wet sounds of kissing mingled with the slow, moist glide of flesh into flesh. No groaning, no moaning, no grunting. His cock tightened as he leaned forward and peered into the dark space. He bit down on his lips to keep from gasping.

Sheila's arms were wrapped around Booker's back, her hands gliding up and down his dark skin. Her legs were parted, Booker between them, the toes pointing out in opposite directions. Her feet swayed with each thrust Booker made into her body. Her eyes were closed.

Booker had one hand on her breast, the other behind her neck. Their bodies were coiled together and, as he moved in and out of her with his cock, his mouth moved up and down her neck, kissing and suckling on her soft skin.

Booker raised his head and pressed his lips against hers. She eagerly returned the kiss, her hand moving to the back of his head.

Alistair pulled away from the door and leaned against the wall. He felt the same rush of thrilling, jealous excitement that he had when he'd first seen them down here. Now though, with everything they'd been through, seeing Sheila making love to Booker took on a new significance.

There was no way this was just about sex. She knew him too well now, too intimately to not have any feelings about what was happening. She was lost in a passionate embrace with a man nearly half her age.

It squeezed all of Alistair's most vulnerable parts to think of it in that way. He heard whispers, though he couldn't make out what they were saying. Risking discovery, he leaned forward and looked around the door frame with one eye.

Sheila had her lips pressed to Booker's ear. She was the one whispering as Booker's thrusts became gradually more and more aggressive. Her eyes were closed and her body lurched, back arching, each time he drove his cock into her.

From his vantage point Alistair had the perfect view of that dark cock driving deep into Sheila's pussy. It was coated in the creamy glaze of her lubricant, well-oiled and sliding in and out of her with no effort.

Sheila's whispers became more feverish.

Booker began to groan atop her.

Alistair's mind began to spin and, a moment later, something snapped inside of him. He needed space. He needed air. He needed to be far away from the two-backed beast flailing on the bed in his basement.

Sliding against the wall to keep his balance, he staggered back to the corner and the furnace where he picked up his shoes. He didn't bother putting them on before opening the door to leave.

As he stepped over the threshold he heard Booker emit a long, almost mournful moan as he came. It was accompanied by a shuddering whimper from Sheila as she succumbed to her climax with him.


Chapter eleven


Sheila sat alone in her car with the engine turned off. The flashing LED lights of the strip club sign occasionally illuminated the interior of the car. She had her hands on the steering wheel and was staring at the back entrance of the building.

She'd made it to her lecture with five minutes to spare that morning. Her hair had been a mess and her clothes disheveled. She'd taken two minutes to clean herself up in front of the bathroom mirror. But she was pretty sure some of her students could tell something was off. She was normally so well put together.

She'd delivered the lecture, attended her office hours, then grabbed lunch with a grad student who needed to talk about her master's thesis. She'd performed competently, given that her mind was swirling with memories of making love to Booker that morning and questions about the future.

The questions weren't of any long-term consequence. She loved Alistair, and the two of them were going to get through this one way or another. They were more immediate, and carried a certain amount of guilt and embarrassment.

She'd promised Alistair she wouldn't do anything reckless like she had at her office. She'd more or less kept the promise, albeit just barely. She'd almost been late for work and, while there, had been terribly distracted. But none of that had put her future in jeopardy.

But, instead of going home after work, she'd succumbed to more of Booker's entreaties that she meet him at the strip club in the evening. She'd hemmed and hawed about it all day.

The most frustrating thing about it was that she wasn't sure why she'd decided to go. Alistair had plied her with questions the night before. Was it just Booker's cock that she craved so much? Did she have feelings for him?

The answers proved elusive. Did she crave Booker's cock? Sure. But not the way an alcoholic needs a drink. It wasn't like she couldn't live without it. She was certain she could quit any time. Positive.

It was just that when Booker started coming onto her, it did something to her. Something unlike anything else. She felt a need and not just for Booker. A need to prove something to herself. She was still trying to ply apart what that was.

As for feelings? Were there feelings involved? Of course there were. Weren't feelings just a part of life, after all? They weren't the sort of feelings she'd had for Alistair when they'd first met. And they weren't the kinds of feelings she had for Alistair now. They'd never be. But they were real. And they prodded her to act. Most importantly, they weren't feelings about Booker so much as they were feelings about herself.

Booker had pestered her with text messages all day. He'd doubled down when she hadn't responded, sending twice as many about seeing her after work.

She hadn't heard from Alistair at all.

She wasn't sure why that saddened her. She could have easily sent him a cheerful text asking how his day was. Somehow that felt disingenuous, given what she'd done that morning. It felt dishonest.

So, rather than going home and confronting Alistair, and herself, she'd chosen to escape, hopefully one last time, into a party at the sleazy Red Velvet strip club and whatever that entailed.

She sat in the car asking herself what it was she was looking for by being there. The answer was nowhere to be found.

She let her hands fall from the steering wheel and into her lap. She sighed and leaned back in her seat. She considered starting the car and driving back home. But something inside the Velvet was calling to her. As if she might find some truth about herself in there, among the trashy dancers and the horny men she knew were waiting for her in the back room.

She picked up her purse from the passenger seat, opened the door and stepped out into the cool night air.

***

Uncharacteristically, Alistair had poured himself a scotch as soon as he'd arrived home. Neither Booker or Sheila were there.

He'd made it back to work that morning just before the lecture had ended. He'd put in his time for the day. Teaching one more class then going to a faculty meeting.

Part of his mind had been attuned to his self phone all afternoon. Waiting for a text from Sheila. An honest confession about what had happened that morning. Perhaps accompanied by some sign of contrition or remorse.

Not that he wanted her feeling badly about herself. He didn't. He just wanted to know she was all right, and that she was still his.

In his heart of hearts he didn't truly think that he was losing her. He knew her too well and they'd put too much into their relationship for someone as sensible as Sheila to abandon him.

But he could see and sense she was conflicted by what was happening to her. And as much as he wanted to drag her out of the mess they'd both created, the more he watched, the more clearly he realized only Sheila could get Sheila out. He could help but only if she asked him. And only if that's what she truly wanted.

As the sun set, and with Sheila nowhere to be seen, he sank into the couch and sipped his drink, appreciating the chemical reprieve the liquor brought him from his angst.

As the darkness wrapped itself around him he picked his phone up one more time and stared at the blank screen.

It came to life, flashing brightly and buzzing in his hand as if he'd willed it to deliver the message he'd been waiting for all day. Setting down his drink, he scooted to the edge of the couch cushion and swiped the phone open.

He tapped the little orange envelope icon and opened the text message from Sheila.

Hi Al. Everything is fine. But I need you. I'm at the Red Velvet. Come find me?

His heart thudded in his chest as he leapt to his feet. As he glanced around the room he realized he was far too intoxicated to drive. He opened his taxi app as he made a beeline towards the door.

***

Sheila stood in the center of the room surrounded by men. Booker sat on the couch by the wall, one arm up on the backrest. His friend Rowell sat behind the desk, grinning at her. Slim was perched on a backwards facing chair, arms up on the back, balancing on the back legs.

All three men stared at her hungrily, their intentions clear, should she give her permission. A knowing smile played along Booker's mouth.

Sheila stood, slightly ashamed of herself for even being there. What kept her there was the growing, growling feeling throbbing just above her core. It as a desire she'd never known. A desire which didn't even feel fully formed. Not yet. But it was there and it was gnawing at her. She looked down at the five hundred dollar bills laid out in a fan on the desk in front of Rowell.

"I've never done anything like this before," she said, quietly.

She could hardly believe she was contemplating it. Going out on stage, dancing and removing her clothes for all those men to see. All she knew was that it had something to do with the need she felt inside herself. A desire for some sort of sexual catharsis that might be hastened by exposing herself to a room full of strangers.

Maybe it was an escape hatch. A final thrill that would put a cap on all of this… whatever it was.

Looking at the lusty amusement of the three men in front of her, she knew that she was being used. She was a toy and a plaything to them, and she knew she should be horrified by that.

Objectification. What all women said they despised.

And yet… at some primal level, it was like a drug to her. It appealed to her. She wanted it.

The bar was packed tonight, and she could hear the din of the growing crowd through the office door. A shiver ran through her as she thought of going out there and getting naked in front of them.

"Of course you haven't," Rowell said. "That's obvious and that's why I'm willing to lay down five hundred for you to go out there," he said, nodding towards the door.

She shook her head. "I don't understand. I don't even dance," she said.

He leaned back in his chair and his smile widened. "Yeah. I know. That's the draw. You're a professor or something, right? That's what Booker said?" he asked, glancing at Booker.

Booker nodded.

"Yeah," Rowell went on. "You probably don't go to a lot of clubs but you look nothing like my regular ladies. Those skinny bitches got tattoos all up their arms and legs. I bet you don't have a single tat on that big, beautiful body, do you?"

"I don't like tattoos," she replied, holding her chin up a little higher.

Rowell started to chuckle. "She don't like tattoos. You hear that?" he asked.

The other men started to nod sagely.

"I told you. You've got that big, beautiful milf body you could go out there and give them boys a stern stare like you're giving me right now and they'd be screaming for you to get nekkid."

She tried to soften her expression. It certainly hadn't been her intention to appear stern. She was nervous, was all.

"No, no," Rowell said, shaking his head. "Don't try to be nice. Don't smile. You just look at them exactly the way you were looking at me." He grinned. "It's hot, baby. That's the appeal."

She smirked and rolled her eyes. The depths of men's perversion never ceased to amaze her. "But I don't dance," she repeated. "I don't know how."

"So just take your tits out. And take your time. Make it nice and slow. Just stand up there like you're standing here right now."

She looked again at the five hundred dollars and a thrill shot through her. Of course there was some risk. There was the infinitesimally small chance that someone from the university would be in the audience.

The thought was laughable. But it wasn't a zero chance.

Taking a risk like this with a non-zero chance of getting caught? It was insane. And yet, the memory of that thrill in her office, the cold clang of being nearly caught – it was like an aphrodisiac. It was seducing her.

No one from the school in their right mind would be caught dead at a strip club. No. She had nothing to worry about there. What was worrisome was this urge, this guttural urge to do something so depraved and debased.

It felt like it had been growing since her and Booker had started hooking up. And now it was so loud inside her mind and so big in her guts it felt like it might consume her. Worse yet, she couldn't for the life of her make it go away.

"All right," she whispered.

Rowell raised an eyebrow. "All right?" he asked.

"I'll do it."

He whopped and clapped his hands together and the all the other men started grinning and exchanging glances.

She felt the first blush of hot shame and embarrassment course through her. She braced herself, knowing there would be many more waves. But she wanted it. She wanted to feel dirty. She wanted to know what it would be like to be the object of so many men's lust and attention.

"Hang on right there," Rowell said, leaping out of his chair and bounding across the room. "What music you want? I'll tell the DJ," he asked as he reached the door.

She shook her head. "I don't know," she said. She enjoyed the occasional concert at the symphony but didn't listen to any contemporary popular music. She'd enjoyed the Beatles when she was younger and sometimes some jazz saxophone.

These were obviously insane choices.

"Not a problem. I'll come up with something," Rowell said, then disappeared.

She continued to stand stock still, enjoying the heat of the young men's gazes as they leered at her. Professor Sheila Livingstone. Black cock slut and stripper. Her pussy clenched at the description.

Rowell popped his head into the office a moment later. "Hey! Get her over here! I got a girl just finishing up," he said, waving her towards the door.

Booker stood up from the couch and walked over to where she was standing. He took her by the arm and led her towards the door. "You send Al that message?" he asked.

She turned to look at him and nodded.

He nodded back. "I'll make sure he gets in," he said.

She nodded again.

The music faded and she watched Rowell get up on stage. "Gentlemen, I'm pleased to announce that we have a very special, last minute even lined up for you tonight. Unlike anything you've ever seen here at the Velvet and I guarantee that. She is a one of a kind, totally untried, never-before-seen performer. Now she's never done this before, so I expect you to give her a warm welcome and a bit of patience as she gets, ahem, acclimatized to her surroundings."

He let a silence fall.

Some of the men stirred from their alcohol induced lounging. They sat up straighter and towards the edges of their seats. They glanced around, craning their necks to try and get a look at the stage door. The vibe in the room, which had bordered on lazy disinterest, changed to something electric.

"Put your hands together for...Professor Sheila," Rowell said.

Her stomach tightened with stage fright. She'd spent years lecturing to crowds far larger than this. Now she felt an excitement like it was her first time getting up at the lectern. Except she wasn't going to deliver any knowledge. She was going to serve up her own naked body for these men's salacious pleasure.

"Go on now," Booker said. "You're gonna' do great." He gave her a small shove and she stepped out of the office and into the room.

All eyes turned to her as Rowell waved in her direction.

She winced as a harsh spotlight flashed directly on her. The air in the room went still. A crackling came over the PA system. It was followed by the stately eight note cello introduction to Pachelbel's famous Canon.

Eyes widened and backs straightened as she regarded the audience.

She felt a momentary panic grip her. A desire to spin around and run, screaming or not, back into the office and hide under the couch pillows. Then she saw the door at the back open and the bouncer waving someone inside. Her heart soared when she saw Alistair step in and look around the room.

His eyes locked onto hers and widened in astonishment. His rapt attention brought the rush of confidence and courage she needed. She began to walk slowly through the room, winding her way between tables of patrons as her high heels clacked noisily against the floor.

She took Rowell's proffered hand as he helped her mount the stairs to the stage. The spotlight followed her as she came to a stop at the center.

Rowell let go of her hand and clapped his together.

The room burst into a smattering of what sounded like incredulous applause.

She watched Rowell leave and as soon as he stepped off the stage she felt like she was naked already. Another silence descended on the room. She surveyed the crowd, men of all shapes and colors leering at her, some stunned, possibly by the pantsuit and blouse she was wearing.

The music got quieter and the silence seemed to grow for it. She felt the need to say something. To connect with these men before she bared herself to them. She stepped up to the microphone, bent over it and cleared her throat. "Hello. As Rowell said my name is Sheila. I, um, I'm not a dancer but I am going to...ahem, I'm going to strip my clothes for you."

The DJ played a record scratch over the PA and stopped the music. A second later the whole room erupted in raucous cheering and catcalls. The clientele, bored by an endless parade of familiar titillation, had been roused from their stupor by a middle aged woman in a pantsuit.

The music came roaring back. This time a dubstep remix of the same famous Pachelbel piece. The crowd started clapping in time with the music and chanting "Shei-la! Shei-la!"

She struggled to contain the smile that wanted to form on her lips. She stared sternly at the audience and reached up to undo the top button of her blouse.


Chapter twelve


Alistair had to reach out and steady himself against the wall as he watched Sheila slowly undo each of the buttons of her shirt. He'd spent the cab ride alternately racked with guilt and intensely curious about what he was about to witness.

Sheila's cryptic text had been reassuring enough that he wasn't worried. But he wondered if he should have done more to try and save her from herself? The last thing he expected was what he was seeing.

His beautiful wife standing center stage and about to remove her clothes for a roomful of men. He'd expected some seedy backroom antics, perhaps involving Booker and some of his friends.

He had not anticipated this.

His jaw dropped when Sheila undid the last button on her blouse and parted the sides of her shirt just enough to reveal her enticing cleavage. He jumped when the crowd erupted in a loud roar.

Sheila's eyes moved around the room and her face reddened. He could see a smile starting to form on her mouth but for some reason she was trying to hide it. She stared at all the men in front of her waving wads of dollar bills in their clenched fists.

She raised her hands to the lapels of her jacket and slowly pulled it off her shoulders.

The DJ turned up the music, the deep bass reverberating through the floor so loudly Alistair could feel the rhythm in his balls. He stared at her in awe and horrified wonder as she shrugged the jacket off and let it fall to the floor.

The sight of her in her work outfit, blouse parted and exposing the lovely flesh of her breasts, was so incongruous it made the whole scene even more erotic. He could see a strange pride in her eyes as she looked around the room.

Something about standing on that stage and flashing a bunch of drunk strangers was appealing to her. It was tickling some bizarre instinct in her that had always been there. He could see that now. She'd always carried this with her but it had been suppressed.

She wasn't up there stripping. She was up there shedding decades of societal propaganda, cultural taboos and norms that had kept this wild beast inside her tamed and hidden. Now, with each article of clothing she peeled away that beast came closer to being set free.

It was an enlightenment he was witnessing. An awakening.

She pulled on the sides of her blouse until it slipped out from her pants. She let the sides fall away loosely, her bra now fully on display along with the heavy weight it carried.

Some of the men directly in front of the stage started throwing their money at her feet.

Her eyes sparkled and she finally allowed that smile to form as she stared at her growing bounty.

"Tits! Let's see those tits!" someone shouted from the corner of the room.

"Titties!" The call bounced around from table to table.

She reached behind her back and slowly unclasped her bra. The weight it supported sagged a little as she pulled the straps off over her shoulders. She held it over her breasts for a moment, looking around the room again, seeming delighted at being the center of such lascivious attention.

She closed her eyes, drew in a deep breath, then opened them again. At the same moment she yanked the bra to one side and thrust her chest forward, exposing her tits to the ravenous crowd.

Shouts and cheers erupted, the whole room rising to it's feet at the sight of her stiff nipples.

Alistair felt a swell of pride surge through him. This was his wife they were cheering. At the end of all of this he would be the one to take her home. He would be the one to bed her and reclaim her as his own. He'd never felt more love for her than in that moment.

With her cheeks burning a bright red, she lowered her hands to her pants and undid the button and zipper. She parted them open then looked up and straight at Alistair. Her smile widened. She turned around, bent her knees and bent slightly at the waist, proudly displaying her ass for the crowd and her husband.

She let the pants slip lower over her rounded bottom. Inch by inch she exposed herself. She was wearing a pair of red thong underwear, the little strip of red fabric looking so cute between her beautiful ass cheeks.

Finally she let the pants fall to the floor and stepped out of them.

The men directly in front of her looked like they might start foaming at the mouth they were so titillated by her performance.

She turned back around and stepped apart wider with her feet, posing like a real pornographic actress for a photo shoot. She put one hand on her hip and bent one leg at the knee in a seductive pose.

"Pussy! Let's see that pussy!" someone shouted.

That seemed to really put her in the mood. She covered her open mouth with the tips of her fingers in an expression of mock horror. Then she let her hand fall to the string of her underwear and slipped her fingers beneath it.

The crowd pumped fists in the air.

She bent slowly and seductively forward, her breasts swinging low beneath her chest as she peeled the underwear off of her ass and down her legs. She stepped out of them and stood up straight, letting them dangle from the tip of her finger.

She bit her lip as she looked around the room again. Spinning the underwear around her fingers a few times, she tossed it out into the sea of hands clamoring for it.

A skinny guy in a mesh baseball cap and tattered t-shirt caught it and grinned as he smashed them against his face and drew in a deep inhale of her feminine scent.

Her performance complete, she stood with her hands on her hips and looked around the room again. When she located Alistair she stepped nimbly off the stage and walked through the riotous audience.

Alistair's cock swelled with each step she took closer to him. When she came to a stop in front of him the ripe smell of her sodden pussy wafted up from between her legs. "I can't believe I just did that," she whispered, seeming oblivious to the crowd still surrounding her.

At a loss for words, he simply shook his head.

"Just one more thing," she said.

"One more thing?" he whispered.

"I just need to do this one other thing," she said, taking him by the hand.

She led him through the crowd, winding through tables and fending off hands trying to paw at her lady bits.

Alistair could feel the sexual excitement throbbing in her body through her grip on his hand. Somehow he knew this one more thing was going to be the wildest thing yet.

***

"Girl that was insane!" Rowell whooped as Sheila strode into the office dragging Alistair behind her. Booker, Slim and Rowell were all standing around the door.

She strode past them, arousal coursing through her body like she'd never felt. She walked to the couch and spun around to face Alistair.

The look in his eyes, the hunger and the shock at what he'd just seen her do, revved the sexual excitement boiling inside her. She pressed her hands against his cheeks and pulled him into the sloppiest kiss she'd ever given him.

The other men in the room burst into laughter and clapping.

She felt them moving closer, surrounding her and Alistair, their eyes gazing hungrily at her body. She pulled away from the kiss and stared into Alistair's eyes. "I need you to watch me. Watch me do this. I need this," she panted.

He gave a few slow nods, still seeming stunned by this explosive development.

Putting her hands on his chest, she pressed him down onto the couch. She saw the bulge between his legs, flashed a sly grin and caressed it. "You're going to have me all to yourself soon," she whispered.

He nodded again but looked like he didn't quite believe her.

She wished there were some way she could convey how certain she was that this would be it. She wasn't even sure how she knew herself. She just knew. This was what she needed and it would cure her of the need that had been consuming her. "I love you," she whispered.

***

Alistair watched her stand up and strut over to the desk. He gasped and his mouth fell open when she hopped up onto it, raised her legs in the air and spread them wide open, leaning back on her elbows.

She stared at the men who had grouped around them and narrowed her eyes. "Come and get it, fellas," she growled.

Slim was quickest on the draw. He dropped the baggy pants he was wearing and lumbered over to the desk. He pulled his cock out of his underwear and pointed the fat head at Sheila's dripping pussy. He grabbed her thigh and lunged forward, driving his thick shaft deep inside her.

Her head fell back against her shoulders and she groaned as he started to fuck her.

Booker walked up to the side of the desk with his cock out and wagged it in front of her face.

She grabbed it and gobbled it into her mouth, jerking it with her hand as she sucked him.

Booker started swaying back and forth, fucking her mouth while Slim pounded her pussy.

The third guy moved to the door and closed it as the music changed in the club and another act started. He walked over to the couch and stood in front of Alistair. "You the husband?" he asked.

Alistair nodded.

"I'm Rowell. You mind if I get in on that?" he asked, nodding in the direction of the desk.

Alistair shook his head, his eyes glued to Sheila getting spit-roasted.

Rowell walked over to the desk and dropped his pants and underwear. He took Sheila's hand and wrapped it around his half-hard cock and she started stroking it.

Alistair marveled at the sight of their three black bodies surrounding his wife. It was hard to find a word to describe the feeling it gave him. In a way it was beautiful. This woman who had been so focused on respectable professional success, so ambitious, indulging in such a hedonistic fantasy.

In a way it was ugly, too. There was nothing romantic to it. Nothing masking the fact that this was just a guttural urge being fulfilled. Nothing sugar-coating the blunt reality of what Sheila wanted.

Dick. Dick, dick and more dick.

And now she had it. She had three thick, black dicks catering exclusively to her pleasure.

It was honest and raw and raunchy but somehow, at the same time, poetic.

Slim pulled out of her with a wet squish and sat on the desk next to her. "Hey, get her on up here," he said, patting his lap.

Booker put a hand on her shoulder and guided her to roll over onto Slim.

She threw a leg over him and grabbed his cock and pointed it between her legs. She let out a shuddering sigh as she sank onto it.

Slim grabbed her tits and slurped a nipple into his mouth.

She moaned as Rowell stepped out in front of her and offered his cock.

As Slim started driving up into her with his cock, she wrapped her lips around Rowell's and fondled his balls with her fingers.

Booker walked around the desk and positioned himself behind her, stroking his cock. He eyed her tight asshole and shuffled forward until the head of his cock pressed against it.

Sheila moaned onto Rowell's cock.

Booker put a finger in his mouth and licked it a few times. He pressed the tip against her ass hole and pushed it into her.

She moaned again, her body bucking harder over Slim.

Booker fucked his finger in and out of her ass a few times, then pulled it out. He pointed his cock at her back hole again, then lead forward and eased it into her.

She moaned a third time as he slowly stretched her ass out with more and more of his shaft.

With his cock half inside her, Booker raised his hand and brought it up against her ass in a hard smack.

She groaned and started sucking Rowell's cock harder.

Alistair let his hand fall to his lap and squeezed his cock. He stared wide-eyed at Sheila's wet orifices being stretched and invaded by the three large phalli.

The three men had found a shared rhythm, each of their gazes fixated on the part of Sheila's body they were entering.

She moved roughly between them, her tits swaying and smacking together. The occasional wet gurgle would emanate from her throat when Rowell's cock dug too deep.

She raised her hand from his balls and pressed it against his abdomen, pushing him away and out of her mouth. She grabbed it and started stroking as she turned her head to look at Alistair, her lips curled in a sultry sneer.

The corners of her mouth turned up into a wicked smile. She flicked out her tongue and licked Rowell's cock head like it was a lollipop then slurped it back into her mouth.

Rowell lifted his shirt and stared at his cock disappearing inside her mouth. "Fuck," he muttered.

Sheila pulled her mouth off of his cock again and flashed her tongue. She jerked his cock, slapping the head against her tongue. "Yeah? You gonna' give me all that cum big guy?" she said, grinning.

Slim started pounding harder under her. So hard her knees rose up off the desk with each thrust.

Booker did the same, slamming into her ass and moving her forward so she had no choice but to gobble Rowell's cock again.

She jerked the base and her cheeks hollowed.

"Ungh," Rowell grunted. He grabbed his cock and pulled it out of her mouth again. Wrapping a thumb and finger around the tip he jerked it off in front of her face.

She obligingly let her tongue fall out of her mouth, giving him a target for his emission.

He grunted again. A shot of milky semen burst out of his cock and splattered in a line along Sheila's nose.

Slim drove his cock hard and deep into her pussy and his balls tightened between his legs as he unloaded inside her. He held her up for a moment, his body arching on the desk, then released her weight and began driving in and out of her again.

Hot seed squished out from between her pussy lips, rolling down his cock and onto his balls.

Rowell groaned as his orgasm finished.

Booker put both hands on her ass, pressed his cock balls deep into her and shuddered as he spent into her rear cavity.

The sight of three cocks releasing into and onto Sheila sent Alistair thundering over the edge. He twitched and shook on the couch as his cock emptied out the contents of his balls into the cotton fabric of his underwear.

At the crest of his climax, Sheila turned her head again. Her face was covered in sperm, some of it dripping down from the corner of her mouth. She gasped when Booker pulled his cock out of her ass.

As Alistair was gripped by his most intense pelvic contraction he turned his eyes to that same hole. He took in the whole of Sheila's body and the debauchery to which she'd been submitted.

The image of her coy smile and the black cocks gently swaying in front and behind her, seared itself into his mind never to be forgotten.


Chapter thirteen


Alistair walked up the stairs and into the bedroom carrying a cup of hot tea in one hand and an ice pack wrapped in a towel in the other.

Sheila stirred under the covers, pushing them off of her face and letting her arms flop down at her sides.

He set the tea on the small table next to the bed and the ice pack on the bed next to her. He turned and walked to the armchair in the corner of the room and crossed his legs as he sat down.

Sheila worked her way up from under the covers and onto her elbows. She reached behind herself, set the pillow against the headboard and leaned back against it. The covers slipped from her chest exposing her bare breasts.

She smiled at him when he glanced at them but made no move to cover herself up. Picking up the mug, she took a sip of the tea and winced.

"Careful. It's hot," Alistair said.

"Yeah. Got it," she replied, chuckling as she set the beverage back down. "Thanks for this," she said, picking up the ice pack. She lifted the comforter, tucked the ice pack underneath it between her legs and sighed at the relief it brought. "Oh god," she moaned. "I'm so sore."

Alistair nodded in sympathy. When they'd returned home the previous evening she'd welcomed him between her legs, still in the throes of the sexual frenzy she'd been driven into at the club.

"That's an awfully serious expression you've got on," she said, staring at him.

"That was an awfully bizarre series of events, don't you think?" he asked.

She sighed and nodded. "I have to tell you something," she said, quietly.

He leaned back in his seat and steepled his fingers, pressing them against his lips, ready to listen.

"I'm over it," she said.

He raised his eyebrows at her. It was the last thing he'd been expecting her to say. He'd been certain she would open with a confession about her tryst with Booker the previous morning. "Over it?" he asked.

"Over it," she repeated. "I didn't know what was happening to me," she admitted. "Why do I have a feeling you already know I had sex with Booker again yesterday morning?" she asked.

He smiled at her. "Twenty some years of marriage?" he suggested. He shook his head. "No. I came home yesterday because I forgot something on my desk. I heard you two in the basement." He allowed himself a glance at her breasts again, endlessly amused by her sudden lack of modesty.

"Did I hurt you?" she said quietly.

He pondered the question for a moment, then sighed. "No. I wasn't hurt. I think I'm past those sorts of emotions when it comes to this...whatever this thing we're doing is. I think I was more worried than anything. I've never seen you so not in control of yourself."

She sighed. "I know. I know," she whispered, staring into the cup of tea. "The thing is I never did feel fully out of control. I was just flirting with it. It was thrilling playing with the idea that I could let loose and do whatever the hell I wanted without consequences. I haven't felt like that, well, ever, I don't think."

He let a small silence pass. "But there could have been serious consequences," he reminded her.

"I know that," she replied. "I'm glad there weren't." She looked up and into his eyes, mischief filling hers. "Did you sneak a peak? Yesterday morning, I mean?" she asked.

"Briefly," he admitted. "What happened?"

She shrugged. "He pulled his thing out. I thought I'd learned my lesson at the office the other day. I guess I hadn't."

"What lesson was that?" he asked.

"I thought I could say no. I mean...I could have said no. I didn't want to," she explained.

"Oh?" he said.

"I was beating myself up about being weak-willed. And then somehow I realized I just needed to see this through. I needed to stop trying to say no and just say yes. To all of it. To whatever outrageous thing he proposed I needed to know what it was like. I needed to feel all of it. I needed to go through with it all to know I was still going to be the same person when I came out the other end."

She paused a moment and smoothed the comforter on her lap. "I should have told you. I'm sorry. I'm really sorry. I guess...I guess I wanted to just be Sheila for Sheila's sake. And I know that's not fair because we're married and we're partners and we have this life together. I guess I let myself get carried away."

He chuckled. "I'll say," he admitted.

"You're really not upset? About any of it? The club last night?" she asked.

"No," he replied. "I guess in the end I realized there wasn't much I could do. I wasn't going to scold you about it. We started this adventure together. I think it just did something different for you than it did for me. Somehow I knew I needed to let you follow through on that."

"Maybe it's the twenty something years of marriage?'

He laughed. "Yeah. Probably. But when you say you're over it does that mean..." He left the sentence hanging.

She drew in a deep breath, then sighed. "I think maybe it's time we asked Booker to move out," she replied.

He scratched his chin with a finger and thumb. "I think that would probably be wise," he agreed. "And then?"

"And then I think maybe we should settle back into something resembling a normal routine," she said. "Things have been pretty wild lately."

"They certainly have," he agreed. "You want me to be the one to break the news?"

She thought about it for a moment. Pulling the ice pack out from between her legs she set it down next to her then stood up out of the bed.

His eyes swept down her naked form, his cock awakening and engorging at how attractive she was. Their sex life would never be the same and it thrilled him. Every time he saw her naked it felt like the first time all over again.

"Can you get me a robe from the closet? Something light. Something sexy," she whispered.

His eyes widened and his heart thudded in his chest. He rose from the armchair and walked to her side of the closet. Flipping through her lingerie he found a little blue number with lace trim. He pulled it out and off the hanger, then walked over to where she was standing. "What are you doing?" he asked, holding it out for her.

She turned and let him drape it over her shoulders, then slipped her arms into the sleeves before turning to face him again. She raised her hands and pressed them gently against his chest. "I want just one more time with him," she whispered.

His lips parted as he gazed into her eyes. "What about, you know, down there. I thought you were still sore."

"I am," she said, nodding.

"I thought you said you were over it," he added.

She nodded again. "I am. This time it's not for me. It's for you." She leaned in and kissed him gently on the lips. "Go down and get my lover for me?"

A shiver rippled down his back. His cock got harder as he put his hands on her shoulders and returned her kiss with one of his own.

He sank slowly to his knees in front of her until his mouth was at the level of her sex. He could still make out the dank scent of last night's debauchery lingering on her skin. He parted the robe, leaned in and slipped clit into his mouth.

"Oh, Al," she sighed, running her fingers through his hair. She parted one leg, giving him easier access to her soft folds.

He ran his tongue along them. Caressing first the left, then the right before slipping her clit between his lips and sucking gently.

She smiled and sighed, then touched his shoulder. "I'm still so sore. I want to be able to take him. I want you to see it one more time," she whispered.

He nodded, pulled away and stood up. "I'll be back in a minute," he said, wiping her sticky dew from his lips with a finger. He turned and made his way down the stairs, then down the next flight into the basement.

The door to Booker's room was closed. He pressed his ear against it and heard soft snoring. He paused a moment, wondering if he shouldn't let Booker sleep it off. On second thought, after everything they'd done for him, he didn't think the young man would be too upset to see Sheila one last time.

He turned the handle and opened the door a crack. Peering in he saw Booker sprawled across the mattress, feet dangling off one end. He opened the door and stepped inside, clearing his throat, hoping to wake Booker up gently.

Booker stirred, turned his head towards the door, then grimaced with his eyes still closed. He stretched his arms out and his eyes fluttered open to look up at Alistair. "Hey professor," he said, his voice gravelly from sleep. "Everything alright?" he asked.

He pushed the sheets off of his body and swung his legs over the edge of the bed.

"Everything's fine, Booker," Alistair replied. "I've got a favor to ask, though. We've got a favor to ask, I mean. Sheila and I."

Booker rubbed the sleep out of his eyes and checked the time on his phone. "What can I do for you?" he asked.

"We were, uh, hoping you could help us out one last time," Alistair said, quietly.

Booker raised an eyebrow. "One last time?" he asked.

Alistair nodded. "For a while at least, yeah," he replied.

Booker nodded back at him. "Time to be moving on?" he asked.

"No rush," Alistair replied. "But I think we need to move a little closer to normal for a bit."

Booker smiled. "Yeah. I get that. It's been pretty wild," he said, chuckling.

"I don't want you to feel like we're kicking you out. Any news on your accommodations?" Alistair asked.

Booker grinned. "Yeah. That's all been sorted for a while. I could go back today if I wanted. I just..." He paused and thought, as if he knew what he wanted to say but was unsure how. He looked up at Alistair. "You've been real chill through all of this, professor," he said.

"It's been a wild ride," Alistair replied.

"It has. It's just, and I don't want to mess anything up here, but Sheila and I we..."

Alistair waited through another silence as Booker collected his thoughts.

Booker looked straight into his eyes. "She really got to me, man," he said, tapping a fist over his heart. "You're one lucky man."

"I appreciate you telling me that, Booker," Alistair said. "I know there's a place for you inside her heart, too. And even though that stings a little, and even though I thought I always knew how lucky I was, I don't think I would have appreciated it as much if it hadn't been for you showing up. So thanks. For being such a stand-up guy."

Booker put his hands on his knees and stood up. "Let me just brush my teeth," he said, then walked past Alistair and out of the room.

Alistair waited for him at the foot of the stairs then followed him up and into the bedroom. The now familiar erotic thrill of watching Booker approach Sheila in his boxers and tower over her surged through him. He sidled over the armchair and sat down on the edge.

Sheila was sitting with her legs crossed, the blue robe undone just enough to show her lovely cleavage. Her eyes fell to the outline of Booker's morning wood and she bit her lip as she gazed at it. She glanced at Alistair as she slipped her fingers past the elastic of Booker's boxers.

She drew in a deep breath and her chest heaved as she pulled Booker's cock out and stared at it.

Booker reached down and brushed one side of her robe away from her breast, then rolled her nipple between his finger and thumb.

"You'll have to be gentle with me this morning. My pussy's really sore," Sheila whispered.

"Yes, ma'am," Booker said, giving a single nod.

His hand rose to her shoulder and he pushed the robe off.

Sheila raised his cock to her mouth and licked her lips. She glanced sideways at Alistair.

The look sent heat sizzling through him. Her narrowed eyes and barely smiling mouth conveyed a wicked naughtiness. He could tell she was doing this for him and he could see she was going to love it. He settled back into his chair as her lips parted and she took Booker's cock into her mouth.

Booker stood over her caressing her hair as she sucked him to full hardness. He gazed down at her and, every so often, she would return the look with one of her own. Wide-eyed, wanton and willing at the same time. A look of acceptance and desire only a woman can give a man, as if to say I love sucking cock but I love sucking your cock most of all.

When he was fully hard she let the robe slide off her body and cast it to one side. She crawled backwards until she was lying flat on her back on the bed and spread her legs, ready to receive him.

Booker dropped his boxers and crawled onto the bed, then between her open legs.

She pressed a hand against his chest and looked into his eyes again. "Remember, gentle," she whispered.

Booker gripped his cock. Moving closer to her he swiped it very gently against the moistening seam of her sex. He collected the clear, sticky lubricant leaking from her along the head of his cock before parting her folds with it.

Alistair's eyes widened. Her pussy was worn raw and red and puffier than normal from all the fucking she'd done. He saw her body tense as Booker tried to ease his cock into her.

"You alright? You want me to stop?" Booker asked.

She closed her eyes, drew in a breath, then sighed. She opened her eyes again and trained them on Alistair. "No," she said, shaking her head. "I want something else." She held her hand out and wiggled her fingers at Alistair. "Come hold me," she said.

Fresh arousal surged through Alistair as he stood up and walked slowly towards the bed. As he felt her grip his hand he gazed into her eyes and realized this really would be a moment between the two of them. Whatever Booker had been to her before, he was an accessory now.

This was their moment. Alistair and Sheila, fully embracing and accepting this crazy lifestyle.

Booker turned his head the other way, seeming to understand his role. He slipped more of his cock into her.

Sheila drew in a breath and let it out in a quiet moan. "My pussy's so sore," she whispered, staring at Alistair. She squeezed his hand tighter.

Alistair's cock was rock hard between his legs. His eyes snaked down their tangled forms. They widened and his cock throbbed at the way Sheila had wrapped her legs around Booker's thighs.

It seemed like he might never tire of the sight of light flesh against dark skin. He couldn't see Booker's cock entering her but he heard the squish of her feminine juices easing his entrance.

His body hummed with erotic energy at this abomination, this profanity. His faithful wife taking another man into herself, pleasuring him with the sight. Holding her husband's hand in love as her body moved and shook beneath her black lover.

Her back arched and her thighs closed tighter around Booker's trunk as his balls settled against her ass.

He held himself deep inside her for a few long moments.

Sheila let her hand fall away from Alistair's, pressed both against Booker's back and clutched at the hard muscle. "Good," she whispered. "Now make love to me," she said, still holding Alistair's stare.

Booker's body began slowly undulating atop of her. A dark wave of sexual energy pulsing faster in and out of her.

She moaned as she rode beneath him, covering his cheek and his lips and his neck in grateful kisses at what his endowment did to her.

Alistair retreated backwards but this time there was no doubt in his mind about Sheila's motives. She cast lustful looks at him, letting him know that this was their moment. That Booker was just a conduit, a sexual step up transformer there to increase the heat between rather than get in the way of it.

He sank into his chair, arms hanging between his legs as he stared at Sheila getting fucked.

No elaborate repositioning took place. No dirty talk. The simple act of missionary intercourse swept all three of them up in a tide of arousal.

Sheila began to squirm beneath Booker, letting out quiet mewls and squeaks.

Booker emitted a few low grunting groans before reaching down, grabbing Sheila's ass and hoisting her legs higher up into the air.

It gave Alistair a clearer view of Booker's cock gliding in and out of Sheila's well-lubricated pussy. He sat staring in awe and wonder at the sight. He was a well-educated man. A distinguished professor and scholar. Yet somehow he felt he could spend the rest of his life staring at that black cock penetrating Sheila's pretty folds and never become unamused by it.

The stroking was so hypnotic he found himself swaying back and forth in time with it. Sheila's muffled cry startled him. He watched the tight hole of her sphincter winking as she came.

Booker let out a cry as well. Unusual for him, it was a deep and soulful sound, like he was giving something from himself he'd never given anyone before.

Soon the effect of their copulation began to bubble and leak and spill out from Sheila's entrance. Booker continued pressing into her, pushing his seed deep and squeezing the excess out between their conjoined genitals.

The descent from the peak of their shared climax was languid and sensual. Sheila rubbed her hands along his back. Booker thrust his penis in and out, his hands gripping her ass tightly.

He relaxed his hands and pulled them out from under her. He let go of his weight, pressing Sheila into the mattress.

She seemed to take comfort in the pressure, letting out a sigh, her feet falling to the sides of his legs and resting on the bed.

A few moments of silence passed.

Booker stirred. He got up on his hands and knees and extracted his cock from her opening. Without so much as a glance at either of them he grabbed his boxers off the floor and quietly left the room, closing the door behind him.

Sheila's head rolled to the side. She smiled at Alistair, her cheeks reddened with excitement. She reached out her hand again. "Come and make me yours again," she said.

Alistair doffed his shirt and pants and underwear. He walked over to the bed, his cock painfully erect. He crawled between Sheila's thighs. His cock flexed as he pressed the tip against her defiled pussy. He looked into her eyes. "I love you," he breathed.

She smiled. "Make me yours again," she whispered back.


Epilogue


They stood at the front door waiting for Booker. Sheila in a grey hoodie and a pair of sweat pants with fuzzy slippers on her feet. Alistair had put on jeans and a t-shirt.

Booker emerged from the basement hauling his backpack and duffel bag. He walked over to the front door and lowered both bags to the ground, then stood up and smiled at them. "Well, I'm not too sure what to say," he said, glancing from Alistair to Sheila. "It's been wild."

Alistair smiled and Sheila laughed. She stepped towards him and put a hand on his arm. "I hope," she began, then paused. "I don't want you to get the impression that we're...done with you or something and that's why we're kicking you out."

"We're not kicking anyone out," Alistair clarified.

"No, I know, I just don't want him to feel that we are. This was..."

"This was special," Booker said, interrupting.

It gave both of them pause and they stared at him, a little taken aback by his honesty.

"And I don't feel like I'm being kicked out. I was thinking it might be time anyways," he explained. "I just want you to know," he said, turning to Sheila. "This wasn't just about..." He paused and waved a hand between them, vaguely at their midriffs. "It wasn't just about that."

Sheila's eyes and smile brightened. She stepped closer to him, wrapped her hands around his neck and pulled him into a kiss.

It surprised Alistair but he didn't mind. It was Sheila letting Booker know that she'd felt something, too. That it hadn't just been about that for her, either. It was strange watching his wife kiss another man to tell him that but it felt good somehow. It felt honest. He nodded as Sheila pulled away from the kiss and Booker glanced at him. "You're a good man, Booker," he said, holding out his hand.

Booker clasped his hand and shook it. "You're a lucky guy, professor. You both are. To have each other." He reached down, picked up the duffel bag and hung it on his shoulder, then grabbed his backpack. "So, maybe let's not say goodbye. More like see you around."

Sheila stepped towards the door and opened it.

All three of them glanced at the car waiting at the end of the driveway.

"We will see you around," Sheila said. "And if you ever need to..."

Alistair interrupted her with a hand on her arm and a quick glance. They needed to get a little closer back to normal for a while. "We will definitely see you around, Booker," he said.

Booker turned and jogged down the steps of the porch. He walked down the driveway and tossed his bags into the open trunk.

The driver slammed it shut and they both got inside the car.

Booker turned and looked out the back window at them. He gave a small wave, then turned away as the car pulled into the street.

Sheila watched the car roll down the street then around the corner. She turned and looked up at Alistair. "I was only trying to make him feel like he can reach out if he needs to," she said, obviously a little miffed at being interrupted.

Alistair put a hand around her waist and pulled her into a sideways embrace. He kissed the top of her head. "We'll definitely see Booker around," he whispered.

END
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Are you looking for more interracial hotwifing? I've got you covered with these Arnica titles!
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Warning: possibly some of the dirtiest scenes I've ever written are contained in this book from 2016.

He knows that Drake Reyes' erotic photographs are not as abstract as they appear, and that Reyes sleeps with his married models.

He knows his wife is not immune to Reyes' charms – no woman is.

He just can't help but imagine what it would be like to stand in his gallery, looking at Reyes' lurid photos, knowing his own wife is the model.

Knowing how the photos were taken.

But was it really his idea?

***
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Charles keeps a secret desire about his wife Zoe. Her sizzling beauty is typically hidden under scrubs and a hair bun, so his fantasy may never happen. But a wrong turn on a weekend getaway turns out to be the opening pitch of a very naughty game, and Zoe seems determined to knock it out of the park.

A hotwife story with only good surprises.

***

Are you into uptight wives like Sheila breaking bad?
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It begins at a seedy bar in their town, when a playful game gets out-of-hand in all the right ways. But Toby is sure his uptight wife Heather has gotten as loose as she will ever get, and Heather seems to regret it. He's content to live with the memory, until they're on an out-of-town trip, and Heather does the unexpected. Heather lets go more than Toby thought was possible... maybe even more than he's comfortable with.
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Want more MILF action from mature women who find out they still have "it?" Try this title:
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Jeff and Tasha are a happily married, mature couple on vacation in Ibiza, where friends have rented them their condo at discount. Ibiza is definitely more of a wild party scene than they are used to or desire, but they're in a more peaceable corner of the island, and they've managed to work around the ever rotating carousel of neighbors.

But when a group of young bucks takes up residence next door, Jeff discovers that his forty-something wife has an allure for the younger men from the moment they see her. They're not shy about flirting with their "sexy neighbor Natasha"... and Tasha isn't shy about her newfound power over younger men.

This is a fun, sun-drenched novel with no dark shadows about a mature woman taking the bulls by the horns, while her husband watches.
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