

[image: image-placeholder]


Copyright © 2024 by Arnica Butler

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

All characters in this book are aged 18 or over. This is a work of fiction. Any similarities with real events and/or people is coincidental.


Contents


1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
8. Chapter 8
9. Chapter 9
10. Chapter 10
11. Chapter 11
12. Chapter 12
13. Chapter 13
Also by



Chapter one


Sheila adjusted the glasses on her nose and smiled as she handed Katy her graded essay. “I just wanted you to know, Katy, this was a very fine piece of writing. I really appreciated the perspective you took on racial intersectionality through a feminist lens. You dug into some analysis that might have been very problematic, but you handled it with real care.”

The young blonde woman returned Sheila’s smile. “Aw, thanks Professor Livingstone. I know it wasn’t exactly the same perspective as some of the readings we did but…”

“No, no,” Sheila said, holding up a hand. “That’s exactly what I liked about it. It was a fresh take. That’s what I try to do here in my classes. I want to encourage people to step outside the box. Think for themselves. We’re not just here to parrot one theory or another. You did a great job and you should be proud. Are you thinking of continuing your studies past your undergrad?” she asked.

“I think so,” Katy said, obviously a little bit shy about her reply. “I might take a year off to work, though.”

Sheila nodded. “Well you let me know if you need a reference letter when you decide to go back to school. I’d be happy to write one for you.”

“Oh, wow, that’s awesome! Thank-you!” Katy replied. She blushed as she took the paper and headed for the door.

“Have a great second semester! I’ll see you around!” Sheila called out after her. She turned and saw the single student left in the room. A young black man. She smiled at him as he walked up to the desk to collect his final paper. “Booker,” she said.

“Hey professor,” he said. “Can I have my essay?” he asked, glancing at the paper on the desk.

“Of course,” she said. She slid the paper across the desk towards him. She looked up to find his gaze fixed on her.

It was quite an intense stare. One she remembered men giving her from her younger days. It made a very pleasant feeling settle in her stomach, though she didn’t let on. It would obviously be wildly inappropriate to acknowledge any simmering tension between them.

But she’d noticed him watching her a few times in class. She’d done the same, though always when he wasn’t looking. He was a very good-looking, very young man.

“Uh, can I get it?” he asked, trying to pull the paper out from underneath her fingers.

She blushed and laughed, lifting her hand off of the essay. “Sorry. Got lost in my thoughts for a second,” she said.

“Uh huh,” Booker replied. He swept the stack of papers up off the desk and stuffed it into his backpack. “Well, uh, thanks. It was a great class anyways,” he said.

Sheila smiled again and nodded. Her smile faded when she remembered what she’d been meaning to bring up with Booker for a few weeks now.

“Um, Booker, could I have just a minute of your time?” she asked.

He scowled and shrugged. “Sure. I guess. Am I in trouble or something?” he asked.

“No, no, no, no,” she said, crossing the room to close the door. The matter was somewhat sensitive and academic policy about privacy was very strict. She closed the door and returned to her desk.

She couldn’t help but notice Booker staring at her legs as she crossed the room. She eschewed the pant suits most female professors wore. She preferred a modest skirt and stockings. She was proud of how well she took care of her body.

She knew the way she dressed made some of her male colleagues uncomfortable. It also drew more than a few looks from her male students. She kind of liked that part, though she’d never admit it to anyone – she didn’t especially like to admit it to herself.

“Would you like to take a seat?” she asked Booker, pointing to the chair on the other side of her desk.

He shrugged. “Sure,” he said, then sat down.

She sat down in her chair and laced her fingers together on top of the desk. She leaned forward. “First, I just wanted to say that this is a bit personal. If it’s not something you’re comfortable talking about then please just say so. I also just want you to know that there are lots of supports in place in case you’re experiencing any sort of…”

“It’s okay,” Booker interrupted. “You can just say what you were going to say. I’m chill.”

She flashed a tight smile and nodded. She drew a deep breath and let it out in a slow exhale as she collected her thoughts. “Alright then. Here I go. The truth is, Booker, that you’ve consistently handed in good work all semester. You have a real knack for clear, crisp writing and you’ve obviously got a good handle on the subject matter.”

“Uh huh,” Booker said, nodding.

“But I couldn’t help but notice that the last few papers you turned in were…it seemed as if you might have been a bit distracted or something. Again, forgive me if this is inappropriate, but have you been experiencing any sort of hardship the last few months?” she asked.

“I’m only asking because the first few essays you handed in this year were spectacular. The last few just…didn’t really line up to those standards. They were still solid but not quite as passionate. Almost like you were going through the motions more than anything. Did something change?”

“Uh huh,” Booker replied. “Lost my job at the t-shirt store a few months back. Then my apartment got bed bugs. They were fumigating and everything, but I just got tired of it. So I’ve sort of been couch surfing these last few weeks.”

Sheila’s face reddened with embarrassment. She hadn’t meant to put him on the spot. She certainly hadn’t expected such a forthright response. “Booker, I’m so sorry!” she said.

He shrugged. “It’s alright. Shit happens, right? As long as I passed…”

“No, I know, and of course you did, it’s just that… couch surfing? That must be terribly distracting from your studies!”

He looked side to side, as if unsure of what to say. “I mean, it is what it is. Sometimes life just sucks, right? It’ll get sorted. I’m sure I’ll be back in my apartment soon enough.”

“Well yes but, have you been to student services about this? Do they know? Because I’m sure they could make some sort of arrangements for you. A temporary place to stay while your apartment situation gets resolved?”

“Uh, really it’s fine. I’m not in that bad of a place. Just bouncing around between friends. It’s been fun.”

“I’m sure it has,” Sheila went on. “But that’s just no way to go into a new semester.” She leaned back in her chair and folded her arms over her chest. Her thoughts wandered to the big house her and Alistair were living in. Ever since the kids had left for college, it had only seemed to have gotten bigger.

There was that huge guest room in the basement.

She looked at Booker. He was still staring at her, though his gaze was a lot less intense. She’d taken a liking to him from the moment he’d stepped into her classroom.

Not in any sort of untoward way, though he was quite handsome. He just seemed like a really nice young man. It pained her to hear that he was having difficulties. “Booker, uh… what would you say if I asked you to come stay at my house with me and my husband?”

His eyes opened a little wider. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “Uh, isn’t there some sort of rule against that or something?” he asked, a smile turning up one corner of his mouth. “You being my professor and whatnot?”

She furrowed her brow. She’d thought about that, too. “Well, if I were still your professor than it would certainly be frowned upon. But as of this moment you’re no longer my student. And I don’t think there are any rules against kindness at this school. We have lots of spare rooms.”

Booker thought for a moment. “You run this past the powers that be? I mean here at the school?” he asked. “Because, that’s really nice of you and all, but the last thing I want is a hassle.”

She leaned forward in her chair and smiled at him. “I’ll tell you what, I will run it by the powers that be. Wallace Kingsley, the head of the department should still be in his office. I have a feeling he won’t have a huge problem with it, though. What do you think?”

Booker looked side to side and tilted his head. He seemed skeptical. “You run this past your husband?“ he asked.

She frowned. “My husband? Well, no. Not yet. But I’m sure he’d have no problem with it. He’s a professor too, you know? He understands it can be difficult sometimes.”

“Uh huh,” Booker said. “Look, I really appreciate the offer and it’s really nice of you to make it. Just seems a little weird, don’t you think? Crossing some line or something?”

She sat up a little straighter in her chair at the way his eyes raked down her frame. She’d never accuse a student of looking at her salaciously, but it was hard to find another word to describe the way Booker was ogling her.

She didn’t exactly hate it, either. In fact, it gave her a little thrill. A sensation, unlike anything she’d experienced before, formed like ice under her skin. For a moment, the entire proposal took on a different light in her own mind, and she entertained a very brief, explosive fantasy that was really more of a feeling.

The feeling of flirting, with something very naughty. She suddenly had a motivation for offering her place to Booker that had nothing to do with her original intent: it was a longing for proximity to this kind of thrill.

She immediately put it out of her mind, and returned to the original – and blase – reason she’d invited him. Insistently, in her own mind: she was just trying to help a promising student achieve some stability so that he could study better.

This other thing was incidental.

“Why don’t you let me talk to my husband? Could I ask for your number? So I could get in touch with you after I talk to him?”

“You want my digits?” Booker asked, raising one eyebrow.

She smiled at him. “Yes! Give me your digits!” she said, then burst into giggles. Sometimes she felt so old around all these young people.

Booker nodded and started chuckling with her. “Triple five, six-one-three, fifty-four hundred,” he said.

“Oh! Hang on a second!” She fumbled with her purse for a moment before pulling her phone out. After turning the screen on and tapping the contacts icon she looked back up at Booker. “Can you say that again?” she asked.

“Sure can. Triple five, six-one-three, fifty-four hundred.”

She tapped the number into her phone, then typed in his name. She stood up from the desk.

Booker stood with her.

“I’m going to see what I can do for you, okay? You’ve got a promising young mind and I want to do everything I can to help you get the most out of your college experience.”

“Okay. Thanks,” he said.

She nodded at him as he turned towards the door. Letting her guard down, she let her eyes fall from his broad shoulders to his waist, then to his ass. She drew in a small breath as her imagination conjured a glimpse of what he might look like naked.

The thought startled her. She’d never entertained a lewd thought about anyone in her class before.

Booker opened the door and turned to look at her again. “Thanks again, professor. I appreciate you bringing this up.”

“Of course! I’ll be in touch as soon as I can,” she replied. As soon as Booker had left the room she swept the rest of her belongings off the desk into her large school bag. She slung it over her shoulder, grabbed her purse off the back of the chair, and walked out into the hall.

It was only a few hundred feet to Wallace’s office. On the way she paused at one of the trophy cases that lined the walls and loosened the scarf wrapped around her neck. Glancing side to side to make sure no one was watching, she undid the top button of her blouse. This exposed just the faintest hint of cleavage between her abundant breasts. She smiled, and felt a slight twinge of guilt.

Wallace Kingsley had been smitten with her from the moment he’d taken over as dean of the English department. She’d taken advantage of the fact a few time, but only for the benefit of her students. She was pretty certain a little glimpse of flesh would go a long way in aiding her cause.

As she approached the door she checked her watch and found it was just a few minutes before four. As she reached out to knock on the door, it opened.

Wallace had his back turned to her, briefcase in hand. He was wearing tan slacks and a tweed jacket with corduroy elbow patches. He turned and his eyes lit up behind his glasses when he saw her.

“Sheila!” he said, smiling widely. “What a pleasant surprise!” Unsurprisingly, his eyes fell immediately to her chest. His nostrils flared as he ogled the crevice between them.

“Wallace,” she cooed.

His eyes shot back up to hers and his face went beet red. “To what do I owe the pleasure?” he asked.

She smiled a little wider at him. He was having a heck of a time maintaining eye contact. She said nothing for a few moments. Just long enough for his resolve to break and for his eyes to bounce down to her chest and back up again.

“I was wondering if I could have a word with you in your office. It’s a bit sensitive,” she said quietly.

He turned his hand and glanced at the watch on his wrist. He swallowed and his eyes darted side to side. “Of course,” he said, sounding breathless. “I don’t have too much time, though. I’ve got to pick my dog up from the vet before five.”

She leaned in a tiny bit closer towards him. “I promise I’ll be quick,” she whispered.

He swallowed again, turned and walked back into his office. “Please, come in,” he muttered, waving a hand into the room. He closed the door after her and rounded his desk, then sat down in his char. “Have a seat, Sheila,” he said, gesturing to the chair on the opposite side of the desk.

She set her bags down on the floor next to the chair and sat down. After smoothing out her skirt she pretended to brush something off of one lapel of her jacket. Out of the corner of her eye she saw his eyes once again drawn to her cleavage. She cleared her throat and gave him enough time to look away before smiling at him again.

“What can I help you with?” Wallace asked.

“I’ve got a student, well, former student now - I just returned his final paper. He’s in a bit of a sticky housing situation.”

“Oh?” Wallace asked.

“Something about bed bugs in his apartment. Anyways, he’s a very bright young man, but I noticed it was affecting his performance on his essays.”

Wallace gave a thoughtful nod.

She leaned forward over his desk.

The muscles in his neck tensed and a single drop of sweat formed on his temple. The urge to gawk at her boobs again must have been excruciatingly difficult to resist.

“Here’s the thing. Alistair and I have that big old house sitting practically empty. Given that I’m no longer his professor, it wouldn’t be terribly untoward if I offered him to stay for a little while? Down in our basement?”

Wallace’s eyes widened. “The…the…you mean this student?” he asked.

“No longer my student. Booker. Yes. That’s his name.”

“B-booker,” Wallace stammered. His brow furrowed and he shook his head slowly side to side. “Well, to be honest with you, Sheila, I don’t really think I can say that’s a good idea,” he said.

She drew in a breath and let it out in a sigh, making sure her chest heaved sufficiently to garner his attention. “I know it’s fairly unorthodox,” she said quietly. “But there really shouldn’t be any ethical concerns. I hold no influence over him any more. It would just be a favor. Like for a friend. He wouldn’t even be paying me.”

The furrows on Wallace’s brow, deepened. “Sheila, it’s very hard for me to give you an answer on this,” he said. “I would probably have to consult with…”

“Wallace, come on. I’m trying to give this young man some help. There’s no need to get anyone else involved, is there?”

He scowled. “Well, then, why did you come to me at all?” he asked.

She thought for a moment. It occurred to her this might have gone more smoothly if she’d undone another button on her blouse. “I told Booker I’d make sure to clear it with you.”

His eyes widened. “You’ve talked to him about this already?” he asked.

“Only in passing,” she replied. “I wanted to be certain it would be okay.”

Wallace’s lips formed a line and he let out a breath through his nostrils, over his moustache. “I’m not officially going on the record or anything,” he said. “But I’ll keep it to myself. You do whatever works for you,” he finally said.

Sheila flashed a smile at him. “Thanks, Wallace. I appreciate your opinion on this,” she said, rising from the chair.

“Like I said, it’s not an official department position,“ he explained.

“Of course, of course,” she said, picking up her bags. Official department position or not they’d had the conversation and Wallace hadn’t vigorously objected. If there were any problems down the line, it would be the two of them on the firing line and not just her.

She didn’t really care what Wallace thought. Having the department head on your side of an argument was more like insurance than anything.

She hung her bag and purse on her shoulder and turned towards the door. She made sure to walk a little slower than usual and let her ass sway a little wider than she normally did.

It was a little thank-you gift to Wallace for being so helpful. “I’ll see you at the department meeting next week!” she chirped before stepping out of the office.


Chapter two


Alistair was in his office with his feet up on the desk when he heard the front door open. He pulled the pen out of his mouth and twirled it in his fingers as he stood up. Tossing it on the desk, he walked out into the large hallway. He smiled when he saw Sheila.

As usual, she was carrying three or four bags and a purse. She looked like a top-heavy, over-stuffed Christmas tree.

Until she put the bags down. As she straightened, his eyes slowly slipped down her body to her toned, stocking-clad calves. It was remarkable how firm they were. Her thighs were a little thicker, she’d doubled down on leg days. As she stood up straight he raised his gaze to her heavy breasts. He couldn’t help but notice the top button of her blouse was undone. He let his stare linger on the two orbs of flesh pressed against each other by her underwire bra.

“Long day?” he asked, moving towards her.

She let out a sigh and kicked off the black, four-inch heels she wore. “You know how it is,” she said, shrugging off her jacket. “End of the term. All those papers. I can’t wait to have a few weeks off, actually.”

He stepped up and took her jacket from her. After walking to the closet he draped it over a hanger. He watched her put on the running shoes she wore around the house. “Can I fix you a drink?” he asked.

“I’d love that,” she replied. She started heading towards the kitchen and Alistair followed. After arranging the bottles on the counter he poured a generous helping of Bombay Sapphire gin into a glass, followed by a splash of tonic water. He added a squeeze of lime juice, then stirred the concoction until the ice cubes began to clink against the glass. The aromatic notes of juniper and citrus rose to his nose, and he breathed in the fragrant vapours.

He walked to the kitchen table, where Sheila had sat down, and set the glass in front of her.

“Oh, Alistair, thank-you,” she said, almost groaning the words.

As she took her first sips he returned to the counter and repeated the process. When he was finished he walked back to the table and sat down across from Sheila. Glancing up at her he saw she was wearing a funny expression. One he’d seldom seen. Like she had something to say but wasn’t sure how to say it. “Everything okay?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

“Everything’s fine. But I want to ask you something,” she replied.

“Okay. Shoot,” he said. He raised his glass and took a sip.

“There’s a student in my class, well, former student, the class is finished. He was such a bright star for the first half of the semester then his writing started to get…a little sloppy. No, not sloppy, just not as disciplined,” she explained.

“Happens all the time, doesn’t it?” he asked.

“No, I know it does but this was different. Anyways I asked him about it today. He passed the class. His final essay was fine. But it turns out he has been having some problems.”

“Oh?” Alistair said.

“He’s having some housing issues. Bedbugs in his apartment. He’s been couch-surfing, Al. And he lost his job. It was a part time thing. But I think he’s struggling a bit.”

Alistair raised an eyebrow. “I mean, that’s too bad but there are resources at students services for…”

“No, no, I know all that,” she said, waving away the suggestion. “I mentioned that to him. He didn’t seem particularly interested in that route. For whatever reason,” she explained.

Alistair frowned. “Okay. Well it’s not really your problem then, is it?” he asked.

She drew in a breath and sighed.

“I know it’s not but I don’t want to be like that.”

“Like what?” he asked.

“I don’t want to just show him the pamphlets about student services then forget about him because I’ve done my due diligence.”

He narrowed his eyes at her. Sheila liked to rescue things. Dogs, they’d had three from the shelter, cats, there were two currently residing in their house, and even a rabbit when the kids had been young. This was a first, though. “Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?” he asked.

“It would only be for a little bit,” she explained.

He closed his eyes and immediately started shaking his head. “Sheila this is a bad idea,” he said.

“You haven’t even heard the idea!” she complained.

“You want to put a roof over this young man’s head and it’s going to be our roof, isn’t it?” he asked.

“You make it sound so…I don’t know, crazy or something, when you say it like that.”

He sighed and shook his head again. “This guy, what’s his name?”

“Booker,” she said.

“Booker’s obviously got his head on straight if he passed your class. Sure, his work might have suffered a bit but you have no idea if that has anything to do with his apartment or losing his job or whatever, right?”

“But he told me that…”

“What he told you doesn’t necessarily mean that’s what caused the quality of his work to go down. He was a student of yours. That’s already ringing alarm bells for me. You know how strict university policy can be about conflict of interest.”

“There’s no conflict of interest here!” she said.

“Fine. But come on. Think of this story on the five o’clock news,” he said.

“Oh god you’re always so negative,” she said, slumping back in her chair. “Wallace said it would be fine.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Wallace said it would be fine?” he asked. He’d worked with Wallace Kingsley in a previous tenure. The man was as allergic to liability as an insurance agent. His eyes fell to the top of her blouse again and his mind made the connection. He resisted a smirk. He knew Sheila often had no scruples about using her…womanly assets to get her way. He also knew that Wallace Kingsley had been drooling over his wife for three years. It was pathetic the crush he had on her.

Strangely, it titillated him. Thinking of another man craving Sheila so much that she could get her way by just flashing a bit of boob. Thinking that Sheila was cynical enough to exploit that kind of excited him, too.

He folded his arms over his chest and watched her sulking across the table from him. His mind began to wander. He felt a bit silly about the excitement that surged through him when he thought about having a young college man living in the house with them. That was just so ‘Sheila.’ Of course she never would have done it when all three kids were home.

She was a doting mother and had always put them first. Now that they were gone, though, he could tell she was feeling restless. She liked the constant hum and bustle of juggling a family and a career. Now all she had was career. She needed a hobby, was what she needed. “I really don’t think it’s a good idea, sweetie,” he said quietly.

She let out a small sigh. Picking up her gin and tonic she took a few gulps and stood up from the table. “Oh, well, okay. I guess I’ll get started on dinner.”

A smile formed on his mouth as she walked past him. They’d been married twenty five years now and she was far too intelligent to believe that he believed the matter was settled. She was going to spend the time making dinner concocting a plan to convince him to give her what she wanted.

He let his mind wander again. He allowed himself to indulge the possibility that perhaps Sheila’s motives weren’t entirely altruistic. He wondered if, perhaps, this young man had let his gaze linger on her curvy body a few times too many. Maybe Sheila was feeling flattered that Booker had been checking her out in class?

It wasn’t something Alistair thought about often. But he did occasionally. Sheila was one of the most beautiful women he’d ever met. She was a brilliant professor and she kept herself in stunning shape. She also happened to wear some very unorthodox, rather revealing outfits to teach.

Wallace had even taken him aside at a party one time and mentioned it. Alistair had laughed and dared him to make a formal complaint about her wardrobe. Wallace had dropped the matter like it was a scalding hot lump of coal.

They chatted about the upcoming semester as Sheila made salmon and mashers and asparagus. They shared half a bottle of white over dinner. Then, when he got up to clear the dishes, Sheila jumped up, poured him another glass of wine and insisted on cleaning up herself.

He sat smugly smiling, sipping his wine as she washed the dishes. Then, sure enough, after she’d wiped her hands on the towel and arranged it on the handle of the oven door, she came sauntering over towards him, swinging that beautiful round behind shaped by years of squats.

She came up behind him and wrapped her arms around him, pressing her hands against his chest, and kissed his cheek. “You feeling frisky this evening?” she whispered.

He couldn’t help but start chuckling.

“What’s so funny?” Sheila asked.

He turned his head and looked up over his shoulder at her. “Your shameless, that’s what?”

She stood up straight and stared at him, wide-eyed. “What are you talking about.”

He started chuckling. Downing the last of his wine he stood up and turned to face her. He took two steps forward and wrapped his arms around her waist. “I know exactly what you’re doing,” he said, gazing into her eyes and smiling.

“What am I doing?” she asked, trying to act bewildered.

He leaned forward and pecked her on the lips. “You’re trying to convince me to go for your little scheme.”

“I am not!” she snapped. But her angry expression faltered, a smile nearly breaking through. She turned her head to the side and covered her mouth with a finger.

“Yes you are,” he whispered. He leaned in and kissed her neck. “Look, if you want it that badly, fine. I’ll take a nice salmon dinner and a hot fuck in exchange for letting you have your little pet project. What’s his name again?”

“Booker,” she muttered.

“Booker. Right. But don’t come crying to me when Booker has his friends over and you can’t sleep because they’re farting, playing loud music and making bro jokes in the basement,” he said.

She glanced sideways at him. “How did you know I was going to put him in the basement?” she asked.

He burst out laughing and she joined him. They’d both known this was how things were going to go. Sometimes life was just about going through the motions. “Get upstairs you shameless hussy,” he said, moving her towards the stairs.

At the top of the landing she spun around, threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. “Take your clothes off and get on the bed,” she ordered.

Excitement flared through him. They’d been doing this thing lately where she took charge and it was the hottest sex they’d had in years. “Yes, ma’am,” he replied.

She swatted him on the ass as he turned to go into the bedroom, then disappeared into the bathroom for a shower.

He took his shirt and pants off and folded them over the standing clothing rack in the corner. After sitting down on the bed he peeled his socks off, then his underwear. He laid down on the bed, feet pointed towards the headboard, his head on the edge of the mattress. He fondled his cock and closed his eyes, fantasizing about what was about to happen.

Sheila emerged from the bathroom about fifteen minutes later.

He heard her walking across the room. He drew in a quick breath when she came into view at the side of the bed. She was wearing the green chemise nightgown he’d bought her for Christmas. Her breasts bulged beneath it, testing the tensile strength of the delicate lace. He smiled when she grinned at him.

“Mind if I take a ride?” she asked.

“Yes, please,” he said, his eyes roaming down her body.

Instead of getting up on the bed she walked around to the foot of it. Raising one leg she set her knee on the mattress next to his shoulder, then lifted the other and did the same on the other side.

The chemise fell over his head, forming a little tent.

His cock hardened at the sight of her moist lips nestled in a dense nest of pubic hair. She hadn’t shaved in years, at his request. Being a child of the seventies a full bush reminded him of the dirty magazines he’d masturbated to in his younger years. She lowered herself onto his face and the aroma of her slightly aroused cunt filled his nostrils. She rubbed his pussy delicately against his lips as she grabbed his cock and started stroking.

“Sheila just sit on it. You’re not going to hurt me. I just want you to sit on my face.”

“Okay,” she replied, her voice still shy, a little shaky and unsure. Nevertheless, she lowered her pussy onto his mouth and let the full weight of her waist settle on his face.

He groaned at being smothered by her pussy, with her asshole just above the bridge of his nose. He stuck his tongue out and started licking her at the same moment she slipped his cock into her mouth and started sucking.


Chapter three


Two days later, Alistair was in the kitchen chopping vegetables for a salad when he heard Sheila pulling into the driveway. He glanced at the clock hanging on the wall and saw it was a few minutes before six. He set his knife down on the counter, wiped his hands on the apron he was wearing and stepped out into the hallway.

They’d texted back and forth throughout the day. Sheila had mentioned she was craving a chef’s salad for dinner so he’d stopped at the grocery store on the way home and purchased ingredients. He flipped on the light in the hallway and grabbed her sneakers from the closet.

He heard her keys jangling outside the door and flipped the deadbolt to let her in. He put on a smile to greet her. His smile faded as he pulled the door open.

Standing next to her was a young black man. He looked just

a hair over six feet tall. He was bald and had a square jaw. He was wearing a baggy hoodie and jeans and had a large backpack slung over his shoulder.

Sheila was standing next to him, her cheeks a little rosy. The contrast between them was bizarrely intriguing. The pleasant curves of her feminine, middle-aged body seemed more pronounced. Her smile looked a little more innocent and the light in her eyes was a bit brighter than usual. She looked a bit sheepish.

Alistair stared at the two of them for a few moments, a little stunned that she hadn’t mentioned a word that she might be bringing someone else home with her. His stomach fluttered when he remembered their conversation from a few days earlier. He managed to collect himself and flashed a smile. “Well, good evening,” he said.

Sheila smiled wider and shrugged. “Al? This is Booker,” she said, tipping her head towards the young man. He extended a hand in greeting.

“Pleasure to meet you, Dr. Livingstone,” Booker said, taking his hand and shaking it. He seemed like a well-spoken, respectful young man.

Alistair smiled and shook his head as they shook hands. “You don’t have to call me that,” he said. “Alistair’s fine. My friends call me Al.”

Booker glanced at Sheila, who frowned. “Alistair are you sure about that? He is an undergrad,” she said.

Alistair stepped to the side to let them in.

“Go ahead, Booker,” Sheila said, nodding towards the door.

Booker held out a hand. “Ladies first,” he said.

Alistair smiled at that. He certainly hadn’t seen that sort of chivalry in any of his students in a long time.

Sheila smiled and appeared to blush a little hotter, which wasn’t lost on Alistair. He studied her closely as she stepped inside. She always had a nervous energy buzzing around her after she got home from work. It seemed noisier than usual this evening.

Booker stepped into the house after her and looked around.

Alistair closed the door behind them. “So. Is this the same Booker we were talking about a few days ago?” he asked, smiling at Booker to make sure he didn’t feel uncomfortable.

“I’m sorry, Al. I found him walking off campus towards downtown and stopped to see where he was going.”

“Okay,” Alistair said.

Sheila gave him a strange look. When he didn’t react she stepped closer to him. “I’ll tell you later,” she whispered.

Booker started snickering. He shook his head. “You don’t have to be like that. I was on my way to a shelter. Buddy I was supposed to stay with called me last minute and said he had to go out of town. It was only going to be one night,” he explained.

Sheila turned to him with sympathy in her eyes. “There’s no reason to be embarrassed about it,” she said.

Booker looked to one side, then other. “Uh, I’m not,” he said, shrugging.

Alistair smiled. Not only did Booker seem well-spoken and respectful, he seemed to have his head screwed on straight, too.

“You sure this is going to be alright?” Booker asked him.

“I’m very pleased we’re able to do this for you, Booker,” Alistair replied. “Sorry to hear you’re having kind of a rough time.”

“It’s not too bad. Just a little rough patch,” Booker said.

“Can I take your bag?” Alistair asked. “You still thinking of putting him in the basement?” he asked Sheila.

“Yes,” she said, dumping her collection of bags on the floor. “But I haven’t got the sheets on yet or any clean towels. Are you making dinner? I could do that while you finish up. Oh and do you think there’ll be enough for Booker? If not we can get some takeout?”

Alistair looked at her with a mild bemusement. She seemed more frazzled than usual. He figured she was probably unsettled by the unexpected house guest. “I’ll make sure there’s enough,” he said. “Booker why don’t you just set your bag down here for now.”

Booker let his backpack slide down his arm. He set it on the floor and pulled his shoes off.

“You can leave those on if you want,” Sheila said.

“It’s alright,” Booker replied.

Sheila shed her jacket and dropped it on the pile of bags. “Let me go downstairs and get things ready for you,” she said. “You two can have some time to get to know each other.” She pulled her high heels off and stuck her feet into the sneakers, then walked to the door to the basement and disappeared down the stairs.

“Well,” Alistair said, smiling at Booker. He glanced over his shoulder and saw Sheila had left the door to the basement open. He padded over to it and quietly swung it shut, then walked back to where Booker was standing. “You seem a little weirded out by this,” he said.

Booker shrugged. “Little bit,” he said.

Alistair chuckled. “Sheila can be a little…overbearing at times. Tell her I said that and I’ll kill you.”

Booker raised an eyebrow.

“I’m joking,” Alistair said.

“Oh,” Booker said, chuckling. “Right.”

“Look, I’m not sure what Sheila told you. We talked about this and it’s totally fine. I’m cool with it. I’m glad to be able to help you out. So just go ahead and try to make yourself at home, alright?”

Booker nodded. “I really appreciate you guys doing this for me,” he said.

Alistair picked up Sheila’s jacket and walked it to the closet. “Like I said, I’m happy we can help you out. Do you have any dietary restrictions or anything we should know about?”

“Uh, I’m allergic to salad,” Booker said.

Alistair turned and stared at him for a moment.

“I’m joking,” Booker said.

Alistair started chuckling. “Okay. Alright. I think we’re going to get along just fine. You want a beer before dinner?” he asked.

“I don’t drink alcohol,” Booker said.

“Of course you don’t,” Alistair replied. “Follow me.” He walked into the kitchen and Booker followed. “You young people certainly seem a lot more health conscious than we were when we were your age. Have a seat,” he said, waving at the table.

“It kills my max weight at the gym,” Booker said.

“You lift?” Alistair asked.

“Little bit,” Booker replied.

“Well, that’s going to be annoying,” Alistair said.

“What is?” Booker asked, scowling.

“Being reminded of how old I am. I used to lift. Loved it.”

“You’re not that old,” Booker said. “Besides I’ve seen lots of guys older than you at the gym.”

“My knees are shot,” Alistair explained, picking up his knife and sticking a carrot under the blade.

“Sorry to hear that,” Booker said. A few moments of silence passed with Alistair chopping carrots. “Uh, Dr. Livingstone?”

“Look, seriously, I get that all day at school. Really, Al is fine,” he said, looking over his shoulder at Booker.

Booker looked off to the side. “Honestly I don’t know if professor Livingstone, the, uh, the other one, your wife, is going to be cool with that. She’s pretty…”

“Uptight?” Alistair offered.

“I didn’t say that,” Booker said.

Alistair chuckled. “Academic?”

“She likes to play by the rules, I think,” Booker explained.

“You’d be right,” Alistair replied. “Okay. Fine. But we’ve got to come up with another name then.”

“How about professor?” Booker asked.

Alistair sighed but knew Booker was right. Sheila really was uptight when it came to titles and hierarchy and all that scholarly nonsense. “I guess it’ll have to do for now,” he said. “What were you going to ask?”

“You mind if I use your restroom?”

“Of course not,” Alistair said. He set the knife down, wiped his hands on his apron and motioned for Booker to follow him down the hall. He flipped the light switch in the bathroom on and pushed the door open. “Fresh hand towels in that basket right there. Just toss them in the bin by the sink when you’re done.”

“Cool. Thanks,” Booker said.

Alistair walked back to the kitchen and picked the knife back up and started chopping.

A few moments later Sheila whizzed into the kitchen.

Alistair turned to see her rifling through the cupboards. He watched her for a while. None of the frenetic energy seemed to have dissipated. She still seemed frazzled. “Can I help you find something?” he asked.

“Oh I just wanted to give Booker…you remember we had that blue water bottle you could screw shut? I don’t want him to have to trudge all the way upstairs in the middle of the night if he needs a drink of water.”

Alistair stared at her for a few more moments before setting his knife down. He walked over to her and put his hands on her shoulders.

She turned her head to look over her shoulder at him, hands still high up in the cupboards. “What?” she asked.

“You know we’re hosting your undergraduate student and not the king of England, right?” he asked, smiling.

“Former student,” she corrected.

“Former student,” he echoed.

“I just want to make sure he’s comfortable!” she explained, sounding a little frantic. She narrowed her eyes at him, pulled her hands out of the cupboards and turned to face him. “Are you mad? Please don’t be mad?”

“I’m not mad!” he said, taking a step back and holding his hands up. “Why would I be mad?”

“Because I brought him home without telling you first. I would have texted but I was so shocked that he was walking to the shelter, Alistair! Can you imagine? The homeless shelter?”

“You mean the shelter for the unhoused?”

She scowled. “Well, yes, of course I mean that. I just can’t imagine it!”

“I’m sure he would have been fine. It was only going to be one night,” Alistair said.

“Well, anyways, we got to talking and by the time I knew it we were home and I just, oh, I just don’t want you thinking I was being scatterbrained or something by not telling you!”

“I would never think anything like that about you, my love,” he said.

“Oh stop that! Stop trying to manage me! I hate that, you know that!” she snapped.

Alistair turned back to his carrot to conceal his smile.

Sheila returned to her search for the water bottle.

Booker returned from the bathroom and pulled a chair out from under the kitchen table to sit down. “Y’all keep it real toasty in here,” he said. He grabbed his hoodie and pulled it up his back and off over his head.

Sheila and Alistair both turned to look at him. As soon as Alistair saw the sinewy knots of corded muscle in Booker’s arms his eyes shot to Sheila. His cock twitched in his pants at the look she was giving Booker.

Her lips were parted and her eyes had opened a little wider. Her gaze wandered down one of Booker’s arms and up the other. There was no mistaking her fascination with the young man’s chiselled physique. The tight, black t-shirt he was wearing outlined his broad pectoral muscles and the narrowing ridges of his abdomen.

Alistair began to wonder if he’d ever seen Sheila look at another man like that. Some long forgotten corner of his mind lit up. He had to search through his mental filing cabinet to find a name for the feeling coursing through him.

It startled him when he realized it was arousal. Pure, unadulterated, lusty arousal. Not the sort he and Sheila manufactured in the bedroom to try and continue having a sex life. It drew a line back in time in his mind to when they’d first met and fallen in love. To the time when sex happened on weeknights and didn’t require preparation and props.

Booker paused after hanging his hoodie over the back of the chair and looked at both of them. “Is that alright? That I took my hoodie off?” he asked.

The question stirred Sheila from her wondrous staring and Alistair from his fixation on her. He chuckled and returned to his carrot.

“Oh! Of course!” Sheila said, her voice a few notes higher than usual. “I’ll just go and finish getting the room ready downstairs.” She pressed her chin to her chest and scurried out of the kitchen and into the hall.


Chapter four


Sheila spent most of dinner staring at her chef’s salad while Booker and Alistair made small talk. She hadn’t been expecting to bring Booker home that evening and she did feel a bit bad for not having told Alistair sooner.

There was something else unsettling her, though. It had struck her the moment Booker had climbed into her car. She’d never noticed it before in class, even though she’d caught him staring at her a few times.

There was a very potent masculinity to the young man. An alpha-maleness she hadn’t picked up on before, probably because she’d been in a position of authority over him as his professor. The way he carried himself, the way he spoke revealed a confidence she hadn’t noticed in the classroom.

Sitting in the car next to her he seemed to radiate a male virility she hadn’t considered.

Of course all of that was in her head. The unsettling part was how it affected the rest of her body.

The whole drive home she’d felt like she was having a hot flash, even thought she wasn’t at that stage of life yet. When she spoke she felt like she was babbling like a young woman talking to her crush. Which was ridiculous since she was a tenured professor with a PhD.

She’d finally managed to quell the feeling down in the basement while putting sheets on the bed. Then he’d taken off his sweater and it had come rushing back like a tsunami. She blushed each time she thought of the way she’d stared at his arms and torso.

These would have been natural feelings for her to have if she were twenty years younger. She hadn’t looked at a man in that way in years. Decades, perhaps.

And now, as she ate her salad, she felt the dampness that had soaked her panties and the way her nipples were poking against the smooth fabric of her bra. It wasn’t until they were finishing their meal that she allowed herself to face the truth. She was aroused. Genuinely, thoroughly aroused.

She picked up her wine glass and polished off the last gulp of white wine Alistair had served her with dinner. She said as the alcohol warmed her insides and gave her a tiny respite from her racing thoughts. Sordid thoughts she had no business having.

She smiled at Booker and tried to pick up what their conversation was about. But her eyes kept wandering down his arms. And her mind kept floating questions of what it might be like to be wrapped up in Booker’s dark embrace.

“So that’s why it’s going to be the Bills this year, big guy,” Alistair said, reaching across the table and giving Booker a gentle punch on the arm.

Booker smirked and shook his head. “Whatever you say, professor. Whatever you say. I’ll make sure to carry some salt on me at all times for when you have to eat your hat.”

Alistair laughed and Sheila smiled, pleased at how well the two men were getting on.

“Well?” Alistair asked. “Shall I clear the plates? Anybody up for dessert?” he asked, turning to Booker.

“Sugar kills my max,” Booker said.

Alistair rolled his eyes. “Of course it does. You do you. I’m going to have a brownie. Sheila?”

“Hm? Oh. I…no, none for me,” she said, shaking her head.

“Alright,” Alistair replied. “Suit yourself. Why don’t you go down and show Booker his room while I clean the dishes up?” He stood up and started stacking plates.

She chided herself for the tendril of nervous excitement that worked its way through her belly at the suggestion. She’d been hoping to enlist Alistair to go down to the basement with Booker. Something about going down there alone with him felt…wrong.

Not that she was scared of him or anything. Nothing like that. She was more scared of herself. Scared of whether she’d be able to peel her eyes away from his handsome face. Or those unbelievably perfect lines his muscles made in his shirt. “I, uh, I…” she stammered.

Her mind started racing as she tried to think of an explanation, any explanation for why she couldn’t go downstairs with Booker alone. Each seemed more ridiculous than the last until, at last, she realized that she’d just have to brave her own anxiety and head down there. The glass of wine seemed to hit her all at once as she stood up.

She smiled as she felt her inhibitions falling away. She allowed herself a quick glance at Booker’s handsome frame as he stood up and, when he caught her eye, she flashed a smile. She blushed, embarrassed at how flirtatious she must have looked. Alistair had his back to them and hadn’t seen it. What if he had? That sent another thrill racing through her.

Imagine! Flirting with her former student with her husband in the same room. Her body heated. She felt it most in her core. Her underwear had become uncomfortably damp. “Shall we?” she asked Booker.

“After you,” Booker said.

She spun around and sauntered towards the basement door. She was aware of her ass swinging wider than it normally did when she walked. She felt powerless to stop it. It was as if she’d grown a second brain that was now in control of her instinctive reactions. She flipped on the light at the top of the basement stairs and made her way down them. The skin on the back of her neck prickled at the feeling of Booker’s masculine presence behind her.

The basement was even hotter than the upstairs. She made her way through the stacks of boxes and old children’s toys, to the room they’d had finished for Jess once she’d been too old to share a room with the boys. She flipped the light on and walked inside.

The room was cozy and a cocoon of silence. She turned and let herself fall to the bed, bouncing a few times on the mattress. She rubbed her hands over the fresh sheets and smiled at Booker, who was standing in the door. “It’s not much,” she said. “But I hope it’ll be enough.”

Booker stared at her for a long time and with each passing moment she grew more and more uncomfortable. “Oh it’ll be more than enough,” he finally said.

She felt her neck heat up. Then the flush reached her cheeks and there was nothing she could do to hide it under the glare of the overhead fluorescent light.

“Would you turn that off?” she asked, scowling at the light switch. She reached over to the night stand and pulled the cord on the desk lamp just as Booker flipped the overhead light off. The bright glare gave way to a soft, orange glow that immediately shifted the mood in the room to something far too intimate.

She drew in a quiet breath as thoughts of Booker making his way towards her and pressing her body into the mattress emerged out of her mind like bubbles in a lava lamp. She looked off to one side, then realized how coy that must have looked.

Booker was still standing in the doorway staring at her. The silence was becoming deafening. Finally he shifted his weight off of the door frame and slowly walked over to the bed. He turned, pulled his jeans up and sat down next to her.

She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. His gaze seemed to bore into her deepest parts.

“Is there something I can do to repay you? For all of this kindness?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

***

Alistair stifled a gasp and hoped only he could hear his heart thundering inside his chest. Sheila and Booker had still been downstairs when he’d finished the dishes so he decided to go join them to see if Booker liked the room.

He’d just stepped off the stairs when the light in the room had flipped to the dark, orange glow of the bed stand light. He had no idea why that had set his imagination running.

As he watched Booker ease off the door frame and walk into the room thoughts of him walking up to Sheila and wrapping his muscled arms around her had run amok in his brain.

He’d tried talking some sense into himself but found it impossible. He’d quietly shuffled towards the door, feeling like he was possessed by some demon and incapable of making his own decisions or even controlling what his body did.

Hearing Booker quietly ask if there was some way he could repay Sheila for her kindness had only poured gasoline on the blazing, jealous arousal coursing through Alistair. Each second that passed without her replying sent fresh visions of their lips locked together in a deep kiss.

Part of him wanted to storm into the room and catch them in the act. Part of him just wanted to lurk in the shadows and watch it unfold.

He wanted to watch Booker slowly seduce Sheila. He wanted to see her defenses fall, one after the other, then watch her give in to her primal urges and let Booker ravage her.

It was infuriating and it was hot and it had his cock rock hard and pulsing with need. He drew in a silent, shallow breath and willed Sheila to respond. To say something. Anything. He reached down to rub his aching cock through his pants.

***

Sheila was nearly out of her mind with excitement at what Booker’s words could possibly mean. Her heart was pounding sitting next to this very handsome young man in the dim light. Knowing Alistair was just upstairs only made it more exciting.

Not that she would ever, ever do anything like that to him. Not under their own roof and not anywhere.

But thinking about it was driving her wild. “There’s no need to repay us for this, Booker,” she whispered, barely managing to control the shaking of her voice. “You’re welcome to stay here for as long as you’d like.”

“That’s awfully generous of you,” Booker said. His hand inched a little closer to hers where it sat on the sheets between them.

She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye again. Her gaze slipped down his torso to his lap. Her eyes widened when she saw movement in his pant leg. A slow stirring that made the fabric of his jeans bulge. The distinct lump ran nearly all the way down his thigh.

She quickly looked away, her imagination once again racing. Was his penis really that long?!?

She felt a bit naughty even just sitting on the bed next to him in the dim light. Especially when a thought like that had just gone through her head.

Alistair was probably upstairs doing the dishes while he waited for her. Here she was having dirty thoughts about the handsome young man she’d invited to stay in their house.

“Well,” she said, biting her lip and turning to look at him again. “That’s about it for down here. I should probably get back upstairs and see if Al needs any help cleaning up after dinner.”

“Oh he’s probably fine,” Booker said. “It’s nice sitting down here with you. Real quiet and peaceful. Would you keep me company for a little while longer?”

His request surprised her somewhat. His voice was so low and the whole situation felt far too intimate to be appropriate. She didn’t move, though. She felt as if her body were somehow being drawn to his by a magnetic force. And each second that passed seemed to make it more difficult to leave.

“So I was thinking,” Booker said, leaning back, his hands behind him on the bed. “Your husband asked me to call him ‘professor.’ What should I call you? So no one gets confused, I mean.”

She knew then that he was feeling something about the moment they were sharing, too. His voice was far too soft and it had that slightly lecherous quality that men got when they were hoping for more than just a friendly chat.

She thought for a moment. She knew she should shut this down. What was she even thinking, sitting in the darkened room with Booker?

“I really should get back upstairs,” she said quietly. She stood up off the bed and gasped when he grasped her gently by the wrist.

“Sorry,” he said, smiling. “Didn’t mean to scare you. Just wanted you to know you can come down and visit me any time.”

Her jaw went slack and she stared at him, unable to believe he would be so bold. She’d been in a position of authority over men his age for years. Not once had anyone dared to proposition her the way Booker just had.

Was he not worried at all about getting thrown out on his ass in the middle of the night? Or did he somehow know she’d never do that? Did he sense the way she was feeling about him? The thought scared her.

“Booker. That’s…a terribly inappropriate thing to say to your professor.”

He let go of her hand, leaned back again and smiled. “Yeah. I’m really sorry. I know it was. It’s just…” He looked off to the side. “No. I shouldn’t say it.”

Her heart sped up and she felt a fluttering beneath her stomach. Her head was spinning but she was having a hard time making out whether it was because of the wine or the mood in the room or both.

She felt incredibly silly. Almost fifty years old and acting like a naive schoolgirl. “What were you going to say?” she asked. Her heart raced even faster as the words came out.

Booker turned and looked at her. “Part of the reason I was kind of reluctant about this, about coming to stay with you, is that you’re such a beautiful woman. It’s hard to keep my eyes off you, you know? I hope that doesn’t make you too uncomfortable. You’re on my mind a lot, professor Livingstone. Like, way too much.”

She put a hand against the wall to steady herself. She couldn’t believe what she’d just heard.

Booker just blatantly trying to put the moves on her.

It was terribly wrong.

Why was she still standing there?

“That’s…I should go,” she whispered. She turned and walked towards the door. She could feel Booker’s eyes on her all the way across the room.


Chapter five


Alistair had locked himself in the bathroom and was staring at his own reflection in the mirror.

He’d been absolutely paralyzed listening in on Sheila and Booker’s conversation.

He wasn’t particularly surprised that Booker would be so bold. Sheila was an incredibly attractive woman, even for her age. And, as the saying went, boys will be boys.

What had stunned him was her reaction. Not only had she not rejected Booker coming onto her outright.

She seemed to have enjoyed it, by the way she’d responded.

What puzzled him even more was how he’d reacted to it all.

His cock was still hard, something that never happened anymore unless they were in the bedroom naked.

Even more bizarre was the fact that thinking of her with Booker was arousing and not off-putting at all. Sure, it made him kind of jealous. Jealousy was natural, though. There was something about imagining Sheila with another man that made all his nerve endings tingle.

“Al? Alistair? Are you up here?” Sheila’s voice sounded through the door.

Her voice, betraying not a hint of her casual… not betrayal… but neutrality toward the possibility of it.

His wife suddenly opened up in his mind, like a gaping black yaw. All the terrifying, murky depths of her womanhood that had dulled into the ordinary at one point seemed to fall away, like a false floor.

It was titillating, though: feelings he’d thought were long retired began to flood his veins. The jagged edge of jealousy, the rush of testosterone, the cold heat of adrenaline.

“I’m just in the bathroom, love,” he shouted back. Turning on the cold water, he scooped some into his hands and splashed it on his face and down his neck. He stared into the mirror again, wondering who the guy was staring back at him.

What was he thinking? They had the perfect life. Maybe a little too perfect.

Perfect could get boring sometimes.

He turned the tap off, toweled off his face and neck and took a few deep breaths to calm himself. He put on what he hoped was a casual expression and walked out into the hall.

Sheila was nowhere to be seen, so he assumed she’d gone upstairs. He looked over toward the door and saw that Booker’s backpack was still on the floor. He walked over to it, picked it up and walked down to the basement.

He gave a soft knock on the door. A moment later Booker opened it. “Hey, Booker. I thought I’d bring this down for you.”

Booker took the backpack from him. “Thanks, professor. That’s really nice of you. You guys are being so kind. I asked…professor Livingstone, you wife, that is,” he clarified, smiling. “I asked her if there was anything I could do to say thank-you.”

Alistair smiled back at him. “That professor thing is going to get kind of confusing, huh?” he asked.

“Maybe a little,” Booker replied, chuckling.

“We’ll have to figure something out about that. You don’t need to do anything for us. Enjoy your stay is all. This room is quiet as a coffin. Great for sleeping.”

“I can already tell I’m going to get a great sleep,” Booker said.

“Anything else you need?” Alistair asked.

“No. I’m fine. Thanks again.”

“You got it,” Alistair replied. “You have a good night.”

“You too,” Booker said.

Alistair walked back up the stairs. He turned off the lights in the kitchen and the living room and made his way up the stairs and into the bedroom.

Sheila was in the bathroom. The door was open a crack and he could see her changing out of her clothes into her chemise. His eyes widened in disbelief. She normally only put that on when she was interested in making love but they’d just done that a few nights earlier.

He walked to the clothes hanger and undid the buttons on the cuffs of his shirt. After undoing all the buttons he pulled the shirt off and hung it up. He took off his pants and pulled a pair of fresh underwear out of the drawer and changed into them. Then he put on the cotton pajamas he slept in. He was just getting under the sheets when Sheila walked into the room and turned the bathroom light off.

He watched her walk around the bed, ogling her big breasts and round ass. He put an arm around her when she crawled under the sheets and snuggled up next to him.

Leaning sideways, he kissed her on the forehead. His erection had softened but his balls felt full and tight. “I, uh, I don’t want to make it awkward,” he said, chuckling. “But is there any specific reason you’re wearing that nightie?” he asked.

She looked up at him, smiling, and shrugged. “Why do I usually wear this nightie?” she asked.

He smiled back at her and rolled onto his side. He kissed her on the lips then nuzzled his nose against her neck, inhaling her perfume. He pulled back and stared into her eyes, seeing her arousal there. The thought of it sent his heart racing and his cock started to stiffen again. “You don’t mind that Booker’s right downstairs?” he asked.

She arched her brow. “Why would I mind? It’s our house. We can do what we want, right?”

He chuckled. “Of course it is and of course we can. It’s just…not like you.”

She shrugged.

“Funny you didn’t mention how handsome he was,” he teased.

She raised an eyebrow.

He felt her hand glide down the inside of his thigh, then settle on his growing erection.

“Is that going to be a problem?” she asked.

The question caught him off guard. He’d never teased her about finding other men handsome because she didn’t ever look at other men like that at all. Her tacit acknowledgement of Booker’s good looks was…intriguing. His thoughts returned to what he’d overheard in the basement and his cock flexed in her hand.

“I don’t think it’s going to be a problem at all,” he whispered.

Her smile faded as she gazed into his eyes. She let go of his cock and put her hand on his shoulder, pulling him towards her. “I want you in me,“ she whispered.

He smiled as he let his lips drift towards hers.

She sucked in a little gasp as he reached her. He probed her mouth with his tongue. His hand roamed down the smooth skin of her chest. She moaned quietly when he slid a hand beneath the silk chemise and cupped her breast. “Put your cock inside me, Al,” she pleaded.

He rolled on top of her and pulled his pyjama pants and underwear halfway down his thighs. He slid the crotch of her panties to one side and positioned himself between her legs. When the head of his cock brushed against her damp slit she shuddered and moaned softly. “Is that what you want?” he asked.

She looked into his eyes and smiled. She pressed her hands against his ass and tried to pull him inside.

He resisted, moving his cock up and down her slit instead.

She closed her eyes and let her head sink deeper into her pillow, moaning as her pleasure grew.

He eased her pussy lips open, moving his cock side to side. He pressed the head of it into her pussy and savored the way her back arched, clamping her pussy down on his shaft. He pushed deep into her and began to thrust slowly in and out.

She kept her eyes closed. Her head rolled to one side.

He cupped her breast and squeezed it a few times then planted a hand on either side of her and started thrusting a little harder.

She parted her lips and moaned but kept her eyes shut.

He gazed at her pretty face as he fucked her. He could still get a decent hard on at his age but had to be careful about going too hard. His mind drifted back to the memory of how they’d fucked when they were younger. How he’d make her scream by pounding in and out of her. She loved getting it doggy style with her face against the mattress. Sometimes he missed being able to give it to her like that.

He leaned closer to her and kissed her on the cheek.

Her eyes fluttered open and she put a hand on the back of his head. She pulled him into a deep kiss, her tongue pressing against his inside his mouth. She started gyrating her hips in time with his thrusts and he felt her pussy tense. Closing her eyes, she put her hands on his upper arms as he rode her towards an orgasm.

A peculiar feeling formed inside him. They’d been through so much together. Love and laughter and arguments and tears and the kids growing up and moving out.

They still had a decent sex life but there was only so many new things you could try before you ran out of options. They’d done toys and a little cosplay. They’d run the gamut of positions but mostly stuck to missionary now and sixty-nines. Anything else felt like too much work.

He imagined what it would be like if he let her step outside the confines of their monogamous life. He felt his cock harden and thicken inside her. What would it be like if he allowed her to experience sex with another, younger man. A man like Booker. An image flashed in his mind. Sheila on her back on the bed with Booker’s black body between her legs, his cock sliding in and out of her the way his was now.

His cock twitched and he felt his balls tighten up between his legs.

“Oh god, Al, you’re so hard,” she said, running her hands down his chest. “Give it to me. Fuck me hard!” she begged.

He started fucking her harder but the added exertion caused his cock to soften a bit. He slowed down and caught his breath and kept the steady rhythm he’d been holding up to that point.

Sheila mewled and wiggled her hips.

He could tell how badly she wanted him to fuck her harder. She used to love it when he really slammed in and out of her and would often have multiple orgasms. How special would it be to let her have that again? He was pretty sure Booker would make a fine lover. Young and virile and always ready to go at a moment’s notice.

The thoughts excited him and his cock stiffened again.

Sheila slipped her hand between them and started fondling herself.

He felt the tips of her fingers graze against his shaft as she flicked her clit as he fucked her.

She furrowed her brow and now he knew to keep a steady pace. She had him where she wanted him and she just needed a little something extra to push her over the edge.

He was gripped by the idea of leaning closer to her and whispering something dirty in her ear. A little something about Booker, maybe? He was just about to do it when her eyes shot open.

“Come with me,” she whispered. “I want to feel you fill my pussy up with come.”

He groaned and his cock stiffened. He felt her pussy squeezing him, wet and hot. He fucked his cock deep inside her and, when he felt the contractions of his climax start, released his own. He groaned again and his hips twitched erratically as he climaxed and erupted into her pussy.

She let out a shuddering breath, her legs coming up and wrapping around his trunk.

The orgasm sent a pleasant warmth through him and he kept stroking in and out of her long after it had passed. He slowed, then stopped and pulled his cock out of her. He crawled out from between her legs and rolled onto his side, staring at her.

Her face had a lovely flush.

He smiled at her. “You know I heard what happened downstairs,” he said.

Her features changed, worry creeping across her expression. “You mean…”

“I mean Booker hitting on you.”

She rolled onto her side to face him and propped her head up on her hand. “He wasn’t hitting on me,” she said, a coy smile on her lips.

He reached out and brushed the back of his finger against her cheek. “Remember when we went to Portugal before you got pregnant?” he asked.

“Of course I remember,” she replied.

“You remember that waiter that had a crush on you? The guy that kept hitting on you?”

She smiled and shook her head. “You still think about that? I’m telling you you had it all wrong. It was just a cultural thing. I do remember how jealous you got.”

“I was so jealous, you’re right. He was handsome, too, wasn’t he?”

“Why are you bringing this up?” she asked.

He drew in a slow breath and smiled at her again. “Remember how hot our sex was in the hotel every time we came back from dinner?”

“Maybe,” she said, glancing up at the ceiling and smiling.

He caressed her cheek again. “I love you so much, Sheila. But I don’t think I was wrong or that it was a cultural thing. That guy was definitely hitting on you. You know what?”

“What?” she asked.

“I don’t think I’d get jealous now. I think…I think now I’d even kind of like it.”

She leaned in closer and pressed her forehead against his. “Booker wasn’t hitting on me, Al,” she said.

“Baby, I’m being honest here. I’m making myself vulnerable. We don’t have to play this game. Call a spade a spade. The guy’s got a thing for you and I can understand why. I’m just saying if you want to go for it? I’m not going to stand in the way.”

She pulled away and laughed and shook her head. “I can’t believe what you’re saying right now. An affair, Al? That sounds like so much work!”

He laughed along with her. He loved the feeling between them, the intimacy he felt in that moment. The excitement of maybe turning and peering around a different corner for a change. “It wouldn’t have to be an affair where you run around behind my back. I’m making you an offer. Take me up on it if you want. Or don’t. I’m just saying I’m game if you are.”

She gazed into his eyes for a long while.

He could tell the gears were turning in her mind. He was a bit surprised he’d even made it this far. Normally she would have admonished him for suggesting something so wildly inappropriate. That she was even considering it, was a miracle. He wouldn’t even have brought it up if he hadn’t heard her reaction to Booker’s advances.

“I can’t believe what you’re suggesting,” she whispered.

“I can’t believe you aren’t running away screaming,” he whispered back.

They shared a chuckle. Sheila moaned, closed her eyes and rolled onto her back. He cuddled up closer to her, his face hovering over hers.

She glanced at him. “So, how would this work?” she asked.

He shrugged. “Next time he makes a play you take him up on it. Then you let nature take it’s course.”

She mused on that for a while, staring off towards the window. When she looked back at him her eyes were narrowed. “And what’s in it for you?” she asked.

He shrugged again. “It’s exciting. Thinking of you doing something naughty.”

“It is so wrong, isn’t it, Al? He’s my student,” she said.

“Former student, as you pointed out yourself. But, yeah, it is pretty wrong. Which is also what makes it kind of hot,” he said.

She stared into his eyes again. “You really don’t think you’d get jealous?” she asked.

Excitement surged through him. She was really, genuinely contemplating this. It was the most sexually adventurous thing he’d ever proposed and she was really considering it. His heart started beating a little harder in his chest. “I probably would a little bit,” he said. “But thinking about that just kind of adds to the thrill, you know?”

“Your naughty wife taking a lover on the side? Something like that?” she asked.

“Oh my god,” he growled, wrapping his arm around her and kissing her again. He rolled over onto her and was pleasantly surprised when she opened her legs and welcomed him inside herself again.


Chapter six


She was still awake long after Al had turned the light off and was snoring next to her. She stared at the ceiling in the darkness, playing Al’s suggestion over and over in her mind.

They weren’t at all the type to do these sorts of things. She and Al knew a couple who were swingers. Every time they had dinner with them she always told Al afterwards she didn’t know how they did it.

She couldn’t imagine sharing Al with anyone.

But this wasn’t exactly that. It wouldn’t be swinging. She wouldn’t have to share Al with anyone. He was just giving her permission to indulge in a casual fling. She still wasn’t sure what was so arousing to him about it, but he was certainly eager to try it.

She thought of what it would be like, making out with Booker in the room with the basement. Arousal dampened her panties when she thought of taking it further, letting Booker have sex with her. The thought made her even hornier.

She realized she wasn’t going to get any sleep if she kept this up. She eased out of the bed, careful not to wake Al, and tiptoed across the room.

She shut the door and walked quietly down the stairs to the kitchen. She pulled the milk carton out of the fridge and poured a half cup into a mug. A nice glass of warm milk sometimes helped her sleep. She put it in the microwave and turned it on for thirty seconds.

Right before it finished heating, she opened the door so the chime wouldn’t ding. She pulled the mug out and wrapped her hands around it, hunching her shoulders and smiling at the pleasant warmth emanating from the liquid. She lifted it to her lips and took a small sip.

“Hello?”

She gasped and spun around at the sound of the low voice. The milk sloshed inside the mug, some of it spilling over the edge and landing on her cleavage. She sighed in relief when she saw Booker standing at the entrance to the kitchen.

His eyes immediately fell to her breasts. He stared at them and the milk dripping between them.

It made her self-conscious. Setting the mug down she grabbed a tea towel and patted it against her chest.

Booker’s eyes stayed on her breasts the whole time.

She wished she’d put on a robe before she came down. Then she remembered Al’s suggestion and her nipples hardened under Booker’s intense stare.

Finally he looked up into her eyes. He brushed his finger over his upper lip. “You got some on there, too,” he said in a whisper.

She smiled and rolled her eyes then wiped the milk off of her upper lip.

A few awkward moments passed between them with neither of them saying anything. She started to feel a mild panic building inside her. She couldn’t have orchestrated a sexier midnight meeting in the kitchen if she’d tried. Booker stumbling onto her in her sexy nightie, milk covering her breasts and lips.

She flashed a nervous smile. “Is there something I can help you with?” she asked.

It was only then that she realized Booker was wearing only a t-shirt and underwear. Loose boxers that contained but did not disguise his very generous package. She hadn’t seen another man’s cock in years and she felt a profound curiosity now about his.

Booker walked slowly towards her. He stopped about three feet away and gazed into her eyes. “I came up for a glass of water. Kind of hot down there. Then I laid eyes on the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen and…here we are.”

Her cheeks heated instantly at his cheesy compliment. She smiled and rolled her eyes and again and looked away, unable to endure the intensity of his gaze. She felt her pussy dampen and her nipples harden against the sheer fabric of the chemise. “Booker, please,” she whispered.

“Booker, please, what?” he asked. “‘Cause you got me in the palm of your hand right now and I’d do anything you asked me to,” he said.

She knew he was laying it on thick. But no man had talked to her like that in years. Al whispered sweet nothings to her all the time.

But he never stared at her with the sort of hunger Booker had in his eyes right then. It felt…thrilling. “Booker… this is so inappropriate. I should really go,” she said.

“So go,” he said, waving his hand towards the door.

She blushed hotter at him calling her bluff. “I knew I should have put a water bottle downstairs for you. It does get really hot in that room. I knew you were going to be thirsty,” she blathered, trying to fill the silence.

“You won’t hear me complaining,” he said, stealing another long glance at her breasts. His eyes came up to hers again. “That what you wear for him at night?” he asked, nodding at the nightie.

The naughty, intrusive question excited her. “Sometimes,” she whispered.

“Sometimes like when the professor’s gonna’ get some sugar?” Booker asked.

A smile curled on one corner of her mouth. It was scandalous talking to Booker about sex.

“Maybe,” she whispered. Her eyes fell to his midriff and widened. His cock had begun to engorge. It seemed to be about the length of her forearm and she could now clearly make out the bulging head at the end. She tore her eyes away and off to the side.

“I’ll show it to you if you want,” he said.

“Oh for heavens’ sake, Booker, stop,” she scoffed.

He took a step closer.

She leaned back against the counter, feeling slightly slightly trapped by his closeness.

“You spend a lot of time in my head, professor. You might not know it but you do. I was scared taking you up on this. Coming to stay here. I was worried I wouldn’t be able to control myself. And then I met Mr. Livingstone and he’s such a nice man I know I could never do an unkind thing to him. Like making love to his wife. And that just tears me up inside because I want to make you mine so bad,” he said.

She drew in a shallow breath and pressed a hand to her chest at Booker’s honesty. She nearly blurted out that Al wouldn’t mind but bit her tongue just in time. “Booker…I…I don’t know what to say,” she said, sighing.

He shook his head. “Neither do I, professor. Neither do I. So I’m just going to get my glass,” he said, leaning in towards her and reaching up to the cupboard.

His mouth was so close she could have kissed him just by easing forward. She glanced at his muscled arm reaching for a glass. She imagined what it would be like to feel that arm pinning her to the bed. Her pussy squeezed.

Booker pulled a glass off the shelf then side-stepped her and put it under the faucet. He poured it half full of water, drank two gulps, then filled it nearly to the brim. He turned and walked halfway to the entrance before looking over his shoulder at her.

“You have a good night, professor,” he said. He walked out of the kitchen and down the stairs to the basement.

Sheila stood leaning against the counter, her heart fluttering inside her chest. Booker’s masculine scent still lingered in the air around her. She pressed her hand to her panties and felt the damp stain that had formed there. Her mind was racing twice as fast as when she’d come downstairs. She picked up the mug of milk and took another sip, careful not to spill any on herself in case Booker came back.

She couldn’t imagine how she was going to get any sleep.


Chapter seven


Alistair was adjusting his bow tie in the bathroom mirror the next morning when Sheila traipsed in. Her eyes were bleary and her hair a tangled mess.

He turned and smiled at her. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but you look horrible. Did you have a bad sleep?” he asked.

She sighed and let her lips flap on the exhale. “I don’t think so,” she muttered.

He glanced at his watch. “Don’t you have office hours this morning?” he asked.

“I had to call in. I feel horrible. I don’t think I could keep a single thought in my mind if I tried.”

“Oh, baby,” he said, putting his arms around her and kissing her on the forehead. “I should get going. I’ve got to meet with my TA’s before class.”

“Alistair,” she said, gripping his arms and staring up into his eyes.

“Sheila?” he asked, puzzled by the sudden intensity of her gaze. “Everything okay?”

She nodded. “I have to tell you something,” she whispered.

They heard the front door close downstairs.

“I guess Booker likes an early start,” he said.

“It’s about Booker,” she said, her eyes searching his.

“Okay,” he said.

“I ran into him. Last night. In the kitchen.”

His chest went immediately tight and it felt like someone had grabbed him by the balls. His mind started to race, wondering whether she was about to confess that she’d taken him up on his offer and gone for it with Booker.

Jealousy surged through him, but passed quickly. He reminded himself he’d been the one who’d made the suggestion. He couldn’t very well be mad if she’d acted on it.

But so soon? He’d really just been dirty talking. He’d never thought she would wait till he was asleep, then…

He realized he was letting his imagination spin out of control. He took a few deep breaths and forced another smile at her.

“Okay,” he said. “Did something happen?” There was a slight tremor in his voice. He prayed Sheila hadn’t heard it.

Her eyes moved to the floor. “I came to get some milk…to warm up some milk because I couldn’t sleep,” she explained, her words coming slow and lazy. “I was drinking my milk and he startled me. He startled me and some of the milk went,” she waved a hand around her chest. Then she lifted her wide eyes to his and whispered, “He came on to me, Alistair.”

He arched his brow and stifled a laugh. “Hang on a second. Booker walked in on you with warm milk all over your chest and he…came on to you? I can’t believe it. How could that happen?” he teased.

She scowled, lifted her hand and gave him a playful smack on the chest. “No! I mean after. Listen to me! He was really serious. He said he was scared of taking me up on the offer to stay here. Because he…because he thought he might not be able to control himself around me.”

He smiled and squeezed her arm. “I don’t blame him. I don’t blame him at all,” he said.

“He said he couldn’t, though. Not after meeting you. He said you were too nice of a guy to do something unkind.”

He was moved by Booker’s sense of honor. He made a mental note to have a word with him later.

He put his hands on Sheila’s shoulders, turned her around and walked her back into the bedroom. “Why don’t you put yourself back to bed and try to get some sleep. I should be home around seven this evening. Don’t worry about all of this stuff, Sheila. It’s supposed to be fun. If it’s too stressful we don’t have to do anything. You don’t have to do anything. Okay?”

She nodded and allowed herself to be tucked in.

He planted one more kiss on her forehead, pulled the blackout blinds shut tight and walked out into the hall, closing the door behind him. He felt a spring in his step at Sheila’s naughty,

late-night adventure. He was relieved nothing more serious had happened. But her story about running into Booker only sharpened his hunger to see her do something dirty.

He did his best to push the thoughts out of his mind, grabbed his keys and headed out to the driveway.

***

Sheila woke up and checked her phone to find it was nearly noon. She felt a little more refreshed after getting a few hours sleep. She got out of bed and peeled the nightie off and threw it in the hamper. She pulled on an old t-shirt and a fresh pair of underwear and headed downstairs to put on a pot of coffee before hitting the shower.

She pulled the carafe out of the coffee machine and poured out the stale coffee. She filled the machine with water and replaced the carafe, then got a fresh filter and filled it with grounds before turning it on. She was making her way back towards the stairs when the front door swung open and Booker stepped in.

Her eyes widened and she let out a tiny squeal, startled by the sight of him. Almost immediately her heart rate increased, along with her blood pressure. Her vision tunneled, focusing entirely on him.

Booker was breathing heavily and coated in a sheen of sweat. His t-shirt was drenched. He had on loose running shorts and sneakers on his feet. He stopped halfway inside the house, holding onto the doorknob. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t think anyone would be home,” he said.

“Oh, no. I had to take the morning off,” she explained. She remembered her legs were bare when Booker’s eyes sank to them.

“Booker would you close that door please? I don’t want the Hendersons getting an eyeful.”

Booker stepped inside and closed the door. The house was eerily quiet. “I guess you were headed upstairs?” he asked.

“I was,” she said.

He stepped to one side, well away from the staircase. “Don’t let me stop you then,” he said, waving a hand towards the stairs.

Pressing her legs together she took dainty steps towards the stairs. As she stepped up onto the first one she reached around her behind and pulled the t-shirt lower over her bottom. She could feel Booker’s penetrating gaze on her legs and ass. It sent goosebumps down her spine. When she got to the landing she quickly shuffled into the bedroom and closed the door.

She leaned back against it and closed her eyes. She couldn’t help but wonder if she’d made a huge mistake inviting Booker to come stay with them. What was that old saying her father had always used? Something about no good deed going unpunished? She should have thought all of this through more carefully.

She heard footsteps on the stairs and held her breath, listening through the door.

“Um, professor? Would you let me know when you’re finished with your shower? I’d like to take one, too,” Booker said.

She let out a frustrated sigh. “Booker you just go ahead, alright? I’ve got to get going anyways or I’ll be late.”

“You sure?” Booker asked.

“I’m sure. There are fresh towels on a rack by the window,” she said.

A moment of silence passed. “Alright. Thanks,” Booker said.

She walked to the closet and pulled out a fresh skirt and blouse. After putting on a pair of black leggings, she put them on went into the en suite to do what she could with her hair, throwing it up in a quirky bun and putting a hair stick through it. She grabbed a jacket and threw it over her shoulders as she opened the door.

She glanced over towards the bathroom and her breath caught in her throat. The shower was running and the bathroom was starting to steam up. Through the billowing clouds of steam she saw the dark outline of Booker’s body reflected in the mirror. For some reason he’d left the shower curtain open and the door ajar.

She chided herself, knowing she should ignore the open door. Booker probably hadn’t closed it correctly and she’d be intruding on his privacy by spying on him. Something inside her wouldn’t allow her to move. She stared at his reflection as he lathered up his dark body, then let the water rinse the soap off of his body.

She gasped when she saw a dark shape rising up through the plumes of steam. She watched him grasp it with his hand. The size of it sent a shiver running through her. The girth made her pussy squeeze.

He was unable to encircle it with his own hand. His middle finger and thumb a few inches apart as he stroked himself.

She could see the sexual frustration on his face. His furrowed brow and narrowed eyes made her wonder what he was thinking about as he jerked off. She would have been repulsed if it had been anyone else. The sight of his muscled, black body made her shudder with arousal. She finally managed to tear her eyes away. She made her way quietly down the steps and out the door, her heart beating hard inside her chest at what she’d witnessed.

***

Alistair arrived home around seven that evening. Sheila’s car wasn’t in the driveway. Booker was there, shooting hoops into the old basketball hoop Alistair had installed for the kids years ago over the garage. It pleased him to see it getting some use. He parked the car by the curb and killed the engine.

Booker put the ball under his arm and walked towards the end of the driveway as Alistair got out of his car.

“Hey Booker!” Alistair called out.

“I found the ball in a pile of old stuff in the basement. I hope you don’t mind. I could go to the gym instead.”

“Nonsense,” Alistair replied. “Great to see it getting some use. I still remember getting up on the ladder to put that hoop up there. Last time I ever climbed a ladder, if I recall correctly,” he added, smiling.

“Hey you mind if I talk to you a minute?” Alistair asked.

Booker shrugged. “Not at all, professor. What’s up?” he asked.

Alistair put a hand on his shoulder and started walking up towards the house. “I have a small confession to make, actually.”

“Oh?” Booker said.

“I went downstairs to the basement yesterday evening. While Sheila was showing you the room.”

Booker’s shoulders slumped and he hung his head low. “You heard us talking?” he said, his voice low and sullen.

“I heard you talking,” Alistair confirmed.

Booker shook his head. “I’m ashamed of myself, professor. You two took me in and I act like that. I can get my things and leave if you like,” he said.

Alistair watched him for a moment. It was so rare to come across such an honest, honorable young person these days. He was certain Booker would make the perfect companion for Sheila. “There’s no need to be ashamed, Booker,” he said.

Booker looked at him out of the corner of his eye. “You’re not mad?” he asked.

Alistair let his hand fall off of Booker’s shoulder and smiled. “I’m not mad at all. Believe me when I say I know a thing or two about how irresistible Sheila is. Even after all these years. I’m not saying any of this to chastise you or make you feel bad, Booker.”

“You’re not?” Booker asked.

“No. Sheila and I have something of an arrangement,” Alistair went on.

Booker’s eyes widened. “You do?” he asked.

“We do. She’s a little shy about it sometimes. Doesn’t like to jump the gun. You know if word got out it might affect her career. So she likes to keep it quiet. But I knew you were good people the moment you stepped into our house, Booker. I know you’d never do anything to hurt Sheila, would you?”

“Of course not,” Booker said.

“No. I know you wouldn’t. So if I were to share the details of our special arrangement with you you’d keep them to yourself, right?” Alistair asked.

Booker thought for a moment then gave a slow nod.

“Right. Sheila would be far too shy to tell you this herself but I don’t mind. See, I know that Sheila has kind of a thing for you, too.”

Booker’s eyes widened. “She does?” he asked, his voice full of disbelief.

“She most certainly does. She’s never brought a student into our home before. And when I saw how handsome you were I knew there was more to this than just her trying to help,” Alistair explained.

“Are you serious?” Booker asked.

Alistair smiled at him. “Here’s what I’m going to suggest. I’ve reassured Sheila that I’d have no problem if you two were to engage in some…adult activities, shall we say. But you’re going to have to come on a little stronger if that’s what you’re after. Sheila’s from a different generation, Booker. She won’t just pull up up her shirt and drop her titties for a like and subscribe, if you know what I mean?”

Booker furrowed his brow. “I don’t think there’s any nudity allowed on You Tu…”

“Whatever it is the kids are saying these days. Sheila’s old school, Booker. She likes it when a man takes charge. You know how to do that?” Alistair asked.

Booker thought for a moment. “I mean, I want to know for sure that she wants it,” he said.

Alistair leaned closer to him. “You can take my word for it, Booker. She wants it. You have my blessing to give it to her any time.” Alistair’s heart was pattering in his chest. He’d been rehearsing what he’d say to Booker all day in between lectures. He hadn’t practiced any of this and it was all coming out so smooth.

He did feel a pang of guilt about going behind Sheila’s back and talking to Booker on her behalf. But his suggestion to her from the previous night had turned into an obsession throughout the day.

“If you say so, professor,” Booker said.

“Just one more thing,” Alistair said, glancing around to make sure none of the neighbors were around. “Sometimes I get curious about what it would look like. Seeing Sheila with another man.”

“You want to watch?” Booker asked.

Alistair smiled. “I won’t get in your way. Just don’t get freaked out if you see me lurking from time to time. We good?” he asked.

Booker nodded.

“Great. I’m going to go have a shower. Have fun with the basketball!” He clapped Booker on the shoulder and jogged up the steps to the house taking two at a time.


Chapter eight


Alistair was in the study reading when he heard the front door open and shut. The usual sounds of Sheila jettisoning her assortment of bags followed. He heard her sigh, then kick her heels off.

After setting his book down, he pulled his reading glasses off his nose and folded them atop of it. He stood up out of his armchair and walked to the door to the hall.

She glanced over at him as she saw him emerge from the study, and sighed.

“Long day?” he asked.

“Ugh…I totally forgot we had a department meeting after my last class,” she muttered, rubbing her forehead. “Do we have any white wine?” she asked.

Alistair smiled. “I think there are a few bottles in the fridge downstairs. I’ll go grab one for you.”

“Oh, thanks, Al. I’m exhuasted,” she said.

A tiny disappointment hollowed his stomach. He’d been hoping that her sleeping in this morning meant she’d be energized by the time she got home.

He’d been having a hard time focusing on his reading, his mind continually drifting to thoughts of her and Booker. Nonetheless he walked down the stairs to the basement.

They had a small wine cellar and cooler at the front of the house. He opened the cooler and pulled out a bottle of Pinot Grigio. He walked back to the stairs, then paused when he saw the door to Booker’s room open a crack.

He set the wine bottle on the top step and walked quietly down the hallway until he was peering around the edge of the open door. Booker was lying on his bed, headphones on, scrolling through his phone and making notes on a tablet with a stylus. He seemed engrossed and not aware that the door was open.

Alistair saw him put one hand behind his head and rest his tablet on his stomach as he went back to his scrolling. He decided not to bother the young man. He made his way back upstairs.

Sheila had moved to the kitchen. Her pile of bags was stacked right in front of the front door, along with her shoes.

He walked into the kitchen, peeling the capsule of the closure to get to the cork. He set the bottle down on the counter and pulled an opener out of the cupboard.

“Did you have a good day?” Sheila asked.

He shrugged as he twisted the screw into the cork. “One day closer to retirement,” he replied.

She chuckled and shook her head.

He poured out two glasses of wine and handed one to her before replacing the cork in the bottle and putting it in the fridge. “You want to maybe head to the living room?” he asked.

“Yeah. That sounds good,” she said. She hoisted herself up off her chair and followed him to the living room.

They plopped down on the couch together. Sheila lifted her feet and set them in his lap, sipping at her wine.

“Is that a hint?” he asked.

She shrugged and smiled. “Only if you don’t mind. I feel like I’ve been on my feet all day,” she said.

He set his wine glass on the side table next to the couch and wrapped his hands around her feet. He started a gentle rubbing, making his way from her heels, up her arches and to the balls of her feet.

Sheila let out a quiet groan as he applied more pressure. “Alistair that feels amazing,” she said.

“You sound like you need a bath. Want me to get the water running?” he asked.

“Oh my god, that would be wonderful. Are you serious? I’ll get you back, I promise,” she said.

Alistair smiled. He gave her feet one more rub up and down, then moved them to the couch next to him and stood up. “Back in a jiff,” he said. He walked across the living room, through the hall and up the stairs. As he was about to turn into the bedroom he heard noise coming from downstairs.

He held his breath to try and make out what was happening. He heard Booker’s low voice, saying something unintelligible. He heard Sheila let out a polite laugh. He wondered if maybe he should go downstairs and wave Booker off, in case he was about to try something. Sheila could be a little cranky when she was tired.

He decided to go and get the bath going first. He walked into the en suite, pulled the stopper in the bath shut and turned on the hot water. After letting it warm up he added some cold, running his finger under the water until it was the perfect temperature. He reached under the vanity and pulled out Sheila’s favorite bath salts and added some to the tub.

He closed the door to the bathroom on his way out to keep the heat in. He made his way downstairs, around the end of the staircase and into the living room. He was pleasantly surprised to find Booker sitting on his spot on the couch with Sheila smiling at him. They both turned to look at him as he walked in.

“Hello Booker,” he said. “Nice of you to join us. Can I get you anything? A soda or something?” he asked.

Booker pointed at a glass on the table in front of him. “Thanks, I got my water,” he said.

Alistair picked up his wine glass and settled into the armchair at the end of the couch. He listened to Sheila and Booker make small talk about a new class he’d just started. After a few minutes he glanced at his watch. “I think that bath might be nearly full, hon,” he said.

Sheila raised her shoulders and curled deeper into the couch. “I was just getting so comfortable,” he said.

Alistair chuckled. “I’d go take it for you if I could but I don’t think it would be quite the same thing,” he said.

She flashed a smile at him, then at Booker. Swinging her legs over the couch, she stood up and walked across the living room. She turned and looked at Booker. “If I don’t see you again then have a good night, Booker,” she said.

“Thanks,” Booker replied. “You too, professor.”

The way her smile softened as she let her gaze linger on Booker made hope swell inside of Alistair. She’d had a few sips of wine. Now for a relaxing bath. Maybe it wouldn’t be an early night after all? He waited until she’d turned and walked upstairs before looking at Booker.

“Were you really serious about what you said out on the driveway?” Booker asked.

“I was. But that was before Sheila got home and I saw the state she was in. You might want to give her some time up there. It might not work out this evening, either. She’s pretty beat,” Alistair explained.

Booker nodded. “I guess I’ll go and work on my assignment some more,” he said.

Alistair nodded and watched him go. He picked up his wine glass and returned to the study. Setting it next to him he picked up his glasses and book and opened it to where he’d left off reading. A short time later he started nodding off. He was startled awake by the sound of Sheila’s voice.

“Oh, Booker, hi. I thought you’d gone to bed,” he heard her say. He sat upright in his chair. Her voice was coming from the direction of the living room. His heart immediately kicked up a notch, beating a little harder and a little faster inside his chest. He didn’t hear Booker say anything back, but heard footsteps padding across the carpet.

He eased out of his chair and set his book down in it. Slipping off his house shoes, he crept to the door of the study. Peering around it he found the coast clear and tiptoed down the hall with his back up against the wall. He wished he’d turned the hallway light off but there was nothing he could do about that now without drawing attention to himself.

“You mind if I sit down?” he heard Booker say.

“Uh, no. Of course not,” Sheila replied.

He heard the leather couch squeak as Booker sat down on it, presumably next to Sheila. He wondered what she was wearing after her bath.

“Everything okay?” Sheila asked. “You have a good day?”

“Yeah. It was fine. Except I couldn’t stop thinking about all day,” Booker replied.

Alistair’s chest swelled and his throat went tight. Booker was going to make his move. And he was going to be there to hear it all go down. The only thing that would have been better would be to be able to see it with his own eyes.

Sheila let out a disappointed sounding sigh. “Booker. We talked about this. I’m married. And you said yourself you could never do anything unkind that would hurt Alistair,” she said quietly.

“No, I know that,” Booker went on. “It’s just that the more time I spend around you the less I feel like I can control myself,” Booker said. “You’re so fine, professor Livingstone. You’re such a beautiful woman I just can’t keep my eyes or my mind off of you,” he said quietly.

A small silence passed before Sheila spoke again. “Booker,” she whispered. “That’s so sweet of you to say. But you should be saying that to women your own age. It’s not that I’m not flattered. I am. You’re…very handsome yourself. It’s just…I don’t know if it would feel right.”

Another silence had Alistair holding his breath, listening for any sound that might betray what they were doing. He heard the couch squeak again.

“Booker you really shouldn’t,” Sheila whispered.

“Just one kiss, professor? Your eyes, they make my insides melt they’re so beautiful.”

He heard Sheila let out a soft gasp. He swallowed back the tightness in his throat. He couldn’t have imagined a more sexy way for things to unfold. Sheila fresh out of a bath. Warm and woozy from a glass of wine. Booker nailing the perfect mood to put the moves on her. If only he could see it with his own eyes.

He drew in a soft breath and covered his mouth. The sounds of lips quietly smacking together drifted from the living room. His heart raced. A part of him couldn’t believe it was actually happening. He couldn’t believe Sheila was caving to her baser instincts and letting Booker kiss her. He couldn’t stand the suspense any longer.

Leaning sideways he turned his head to peer around the door frame. His heart leapt into his throat.

Sheila was wearing her fluffy, blue bathrobe. She was curled up in the corner of the couch, same way she had been when he’d rubbed her feet. She had the robe wrapped tightly around her chest. Her bare calves and feet were poking out of the bottom.

Booker was leaning over her. He had one hand around the back of her neck. His lips were pressed to hers. Their eyes were closed as they savored the taste of each other in a slow, romantic kiss.

In some way it reminded Alistair of his first kiss with Sheila. All those many years ago. The excitement.

The rush of testosterone and arousal, the promise that it might lead to more. He felt like a young man again watching his wife submit to the hot young stud. As he saw the kiss coming to a close he pulled back, now wanting to be discovered or interrupt the ambiance Booker had spun up in the living room.

“Oh wow, professor,” Booker whispered. “I’m going to remember that for the rest of my life.”

“Oh, Booker,” Sheila sighed. “You’re sweet. But we really shouldn’t go any further.”

The couch squeaked again. “Just one more kiss,” Booker said.

The moist sounds of their kiss were louder now. Alistair could hear that Booker was being a little more aggressive, a little more insistent about what he wanted. He leaned sideways again and had to bite his lips to keep from groaning.

Booker had worked his way between Sheila’s legs. His chest was pressed up against hers and one lapel of her robe had slipped lower, revealing the curve of her breast. He had his hand on the side of her head and his head tilted to one side. His jaw was working as he moved his tongue in and out of her mouth.

It was the most beautifully lewd scene. Sheila looked deliciously innocent in her white robe. Watching Booker’s powerful body working ever closer to hers, his hard maleness pursuing her soft, feminine parts, was exhilarating.

Alistair stifled a gasp when Booker’s other hand fell to the belt of Sheila’s robe. His eyes widened as it disappeared between the fluffy white folds, down between her legs. He knew he should look away. Any moment Sheila might open her eyes and he’d be discovered. He couldn’t tear his eyes off of the scene unfolding on the couch.

Sheila gasped and her back arched slightly. Her eyes fluttered open and she looked up at the ceiling, even though her mouth was still locked in a kiss with Booker.

Alistair pulled back, struggling to control his breathing.

“Oh gosh, Booker,” she whispered. “We shouldn’t.”

“But you want to. Don’t you, professor? You want just a little bit more?” Booker asked. “Your pussy’s so wet and hot. Just relax, professor. Just relax.”

“Oh, Booker,” Sheila whimpered.

Alistair’s cock was steel-hard. Booker’s youthful enthusiasm and urgent hunger for Sheila were driving him wild. Watching her let herself be seduced by the young man was tortuously pleasurable.

“Booker I don’t know about this,” Sheila whispered. Her voice trailed off and a soft moan escaped her. “Oh. My. God.”

Alistair couldn’t help but peer around the corner again. Again he had to stifle a gasp. Sheila’s head had fallen back. Her legs were spread open wider and Booker had slid down her body, his face between her thighs. He was quietly lapping at her core, his hands wandering along her legs and stomach.

Alistair gawked at Sheila being pleasured by Booker’s mouth. Her jaw was slack. She had one hand on the back of his head. Her other hand drifted up and cupped her breast as her hips shifted on the couch. Her eyes shot open and she raised her head. Too quickly for Alistair to react. When she saw him her chest swelled and a look of panic flashed across her face.

Alistair quickly raised a finger to his lips. He pressed it against them as he stared into her eyes.

That seemed to excite her. With her eyes locked on his she brought Booker’s face closer into her warm nest with her hand. Her hips started rolling gently up and down on the couch. She stared at Alistair, looking like she was in a trance. Her young lover eating her out while her husband watched.

Her movements became more animated. The gentle rolling of her hips turned into more of a gyration.

Booker dutifully continued lapping at her pussy as she rode his face up towards an orgasm.

Alistair felt his heart melting as he watched the pleasure grip her body. He stared into her eyes until the squeezed shut. Then he watched her face as she moaned and came all over Booker’s mouth. The memory of that moment would stay with him a lifetime, he was sure of it.

He pulled back, his heart thundering hard inside his chest cavity.

Sheila let out a few more shuddering breaths. “Oh…Booker…okay, I can’t…I can’t take any more,” she said, followed by a soft laugh.

The couch squeaked as Booker crawled out from between her legs and sat up. “Did you like that?” he asked.

“That was…amazing,” she whispered back. A long silence stretched out in the living room. “I…I’m not going to have sex you tonight, Booker,” Sheila finally said.

“It’s alright,” Booker replied. “I’ll still have your sweet taste in my mouth when I go downstairs.”

“Booker, wait,” Sheila said.

“What is it?” Booker asked.

“I don’t want…I don’t want to just leave you hanging like that. Or whatever it is you call it now,” she added with a giggle.

“If you wanted I could take it out,” Booker said, after a silence.

Another long silence. “That would be alright,” Sheila said, her voice so soft Alistair could barely make out the words. “Booker hang on a second. Scoot back a little. There. Right on the end of the couch. Now. Take it out,” she ordered, whispering the whole time.

“Or you could take it out, professor,” Booker said.

Alistair felt like he might faint from the angst gripping him. He couldn’t resist peering around the corner again. To his relief Sheila had arranged Booker on the couch so his back was nearly to the entrance to the living room. He watched her press her legs together and swing them around.

She pulled her robe tight against her chest and got onto her hands and knees and crawled towards Booker. Her eyes were on the rigid bulge of his cock. “Booker, I…I only want to use my hand tonight. I don’t think I’m ready for…”

Booker touched two fingers to her chin and brought her eyes up to meet his. “It’s okay. Whatever you want to do. We don’t have to anything you don’t want to,” he said.

A sweet smile formed on her mouth. She reached forward and pulled the drawstring of Booker’s sweat pants. Hooking her fingers into the elastic she drew them down until they were at his hips. She pinched the fabric of his boxers and slowly pulled them down. Her eyes widened into round orbs when his cock sprang out.

Alistair’s eyes bugged, too.

The man was impressively hung. His rigid cock arched gently towards his abdomen. It was easily nine inches long. More impressive was it’s girth. It was easily thicker than Sheila’s slender wrist.

She gazed at it for a long while, looking like she was a bit skeptical of what she was seeing with her own eyes. Finally she reached out and drew a line down the underside, along the bulging line of his urethra.

Booker tipped his head to one side, watching her as she stared at his member. “Everything alright?” he asked.

Sheila arched her brow, then chuckled. She turned away, as if ashamed at how much attention she’d paid his organ. “Fine. Everything’s fine. You’re…you have a very impressive thing going on there,” she admitted.

Booker pushed his thumb against the top of his cock, tilting it towards her. “You can do whatever you want with it. It’s up to you,” he said.

Sheila moved her hand towards it again. As she did her robe fell open giving both Booker and Alistair a lovely view of the tops of her breasts and the first hint of her nipples. She made to cover herself up, but changed her mind and left the robe hanging open. She slowly wrapped her hand around the cock. Her fingers couldn’t even make it all the way around. She stroked it up and down a few times, marveling at what it looked like in her hand.

“Your hand feels so good,” Booker whispered.

Sheila stroked him a few more times, staring at his cock. Then she stopped and seemed to think for a few moments. She looked up at him. “I want to put it in my mouth,” she said quietly.

“You do whatever you like, professor,” Booker said.

Sheila cleared her throat. She pulled on his cock, tilting the head towards her mouth.

Alistair had never seen her look so entranced by anything before. Not even his own penis. It was as if she were discovering the male anatomy for the first time and absolutely riveted by the sight of it.

As the head of his cock approached her lips she opened her mouth. She wrapped her lips around it and her cheeks hollowed. Moving her mouth back and forth she slid the thick shaft through her lips, sucking on it hard.

“Daaaayum,” Booker groaned. He put a hand on the top of his head as he watched her sucking him off.

Her tits were swaying gently as her body moved back and forth. Her eyes were looking up into his, filled with what looked to be a deep longing. She sucked his cock with long, slow, almost loving pulls.

Just when he thought it couldn’t possibly get any better she turned her head and locked eyes with him. Seeing the passionate look in her eye as she sucked on Booker’s cock felt like a sports car dropping two gears lower and tearing down the racetrack. His vision narrowed on her eyes and her pretty mouth, wrapped around the thick, black cock she was sucking.

Booker rested a hand on the back of her head, gently encouraging her to take him deeper.

A steely determination formed in her eyes. She relaxed the muscles in her jaw and lowered her mouth down his cock.

Booker groaned and his body flexed, his hips rising up off the couch. “Damn that’s hot,” he grunted.

Sheila pulled her mouth off of his cock. She wiped it with the back of her hand and smiled. She gripped his prick with her fist and started stroking hard and fast, as if she suddenly wanted him to be finished.

Booker gripped the couch with both hands. His hips started swaying up and down in time with her strokes. “Shit,” he muttered.

Sheila pulled her robe open a little wider. She leaned in and put her cheek right next to her stroking fist and stared up into his eyes.

“Oh shit!” Booker grunted.

Sheila pulled her face away a few inches and winced with one eye. The thick cock pulsed in her hand. A thick streak of snow-white ejaculate shot from the tip. It sailed through the air in a roping arc and landed across her hand and the bottom of his t-shirt. She kept stroking, drawing more of his essence out of him, a fire lighting in her eyes at the control she had over the young man.

She jerked him until he was spent and his hips started twitching in erratic motions side to side.

Alistair pulled back behind the wall, then crept as quietly as he could to his study.


Chapter nine


He sat in his chair listening to the sounds of their voices muted by the wall. He heard Sheila’s laugh and Booker’s low voice but couldn’t make out what they were saying. A few minutes later he heard Booker’s footsteps as he made his way through the hall and then down the stairs to the basement.

Sheila appeared in the door, then leaned on the door frame. She folded her arms across her chest, a smug smile on her face.

Alistair sank deeper into his chair, grinning with childish glee as she swung around the door and strutted towards him.

The belt of her robe hung undone at her sides. The robe itself was carelessly parted, revealing the insides of her breasts, her tummy and the luxurious bush that sprouted between her legs. The insides of her thighs were visible, too. As she neared him she pulled the robe closed, stopped and stared into his eyes. “Is that what you wanted?” she asked.

“Is it what you wanted?” he replied, breathless.

She narrowed her eyes. “Don’t get smart with me, mister,” she said quietly. She bent over him. The robe opened and her left breast poked out. Swinging a leg over his lap she bent at the knee and seated herself in his lap facing him. She reached up and cupped his chin in her hand. “Did someone have a little chat with our house guest today?” she asked.

A blush rose to his cheeks and he grinned wider, embarrassed at being called out. “I thought maybe he needed a little nudge. A little…encouragement to get where he wanted to go.”

She stared into his eyes, smiling, and shook her head. “I’m not your trollop, Alistair,” she whispered.

“Of course you’re not. Tell me you didn’t like what happened and I’ll march right downstairs and make sure it never happens again,” he said.

“I didn’t say I didn’t like it. Just seems you could have run it by me one more time. Given me a little more time to consider it?”

“I thought that’s the last thing you needed,” he replied.

“Oh?”

He put his hands on her ass and pulled her in tighter against himself. “I think sometimes you need a man’s strong hand to guide you in the right direction,” he whispered. His cock was throbbing between his legs. Sheila’s succulent scent was wafting up from between her legs, singeing his nostrils.

“You stop that father-knows-best bullshit,” she said, chuckling.

He laughed with her. They were from a different era and even though Sheila was a professional, a feminist and a professor, she wasn’t quite so serious that she couldn’t have a laugh at old gender stereotypes every now and again. “You looked so beautiful on that couch,” he said. His eyes fell to her breasts.

He reached out and parted her robe open wider. When he cupped her breast it was like touching it for the first time again. Everything about her seemed new and fresh now that he’d seen her getting eaten out, then feasting on that huge, black dick. “What…what made you go down on him? After you said you wouldn’t?” he asked.

She shrugged. “It felt dirty with you watching. And that was hot, for sure. But, truth be told, a woman doesn’t look a cock like that in the eye and say ‘no thanks.’”

“Oh god, Sheila. You’re killing me.”

“Don’t have a heart attack, Al. I need you. I need your equipment this evening.” She reached down between them and tugged his belt open. She unbuttoned his trousers and reached into his underwear and wrapped her hand around his super-heated organ. “My god that’s hard,” she whispered. She pulled him out and looked down.

He looked down at her hand holding him. His cock, though red with arousal, still looked so pale and diminutive in her hand. He had a good cock. Above average. Nothing compared to Booker’s nine-inch monster, though. He watched her stroke it and his body strained as he groaned with pleasure. “You’re not mad, are you?” he asked, his eyes darting to hers.

“Does this seem like I’m mad? I’m a little incredulous that you set this in motion so quickly. But mad? No.” She shuffled forward on her knees. Pointing his cock at her entrance she slid her pussy folds along the top of it then guided him into her hot hole. “Oh your cock feels good inside me right now,” she said. She rolled her head back on her shoulders as her hips began to sway slowly back and forth.

“Was it good, Sheila? When he made you come?” he asked.

Her head tipped forward and she smiled again. “Mouth of an angel,” she whispered.

He stiffened inside her and stifled another groan.

“This is really turning you on, isn’t it?” she asked. “I haven’t felt you this hard in years. What is it, Al? What is it that’s got you all wound up?”

He shook his head. “I don’t know. I’m not sure. You’re so beautiful. You’re my sweet wife. I just watched you take another man’s black cock into your mouth. It’s…I feel like I’m on a rocket riding into space waving a cowboy hat as I go.”

She giggled at his description and he laughed with her.

He wrapped his arms around her and pressed his body to hers.

She leaned forward and kissed him, her tongue plunging deep into his mouth.

When she pulled away he stared into her eyes. “Will you fuck him?” he asked.

She studied his eyes for a few moments, as if searching for something. “You’re not jealous at all?” she asked.

“Maybe I should be. But I’m not. Seeing you getting pleasured, seeing you enjoying yourself, it’s like I’m falling for you all over again.”

She smiled. “You know what I like?” she asked.

“What? Tell me?” he begged.

“I like the way he talks to me. I like the way that makes me feel. You don’t mind hearing it? About how much he thinks about me? How much he wants me?”

He thought for a moment, the pleasure pulsing from his genitals incredibly distracting. “I don’t mind it. I like how much he appreciates you. How much he craves to be with you.”

“That’s so strangely sweet,” she said, caressing his cheek with the tips of her fingers.

“I want…I want this to be all about you, Sheila. Your adventure. Your pleasure. I want you to embrace this. I love you so much. I love seeing you having such a good time. Even if it is with someone else. It just fills me with love for you.”

Her smile faded and her mouth fell open. Her pussy squeezed him. “Alistair…I haven’t heard you say anything like that in years.”

“It’s true. It’s all true. It turns me on so much thinking about how good he’s making feel. About how you’re going to come back to me and tell me about every detail. You’re just the most beautiful thing in the world to me, Sheila.”

Her mouth fell open wider and she drew in a breath. “Oh, Alistair,” she gasped.

“Yes. Yes. Do it. Come for me,” he urged.

She wrapped her arms around him and pressed his face against her chest. She ground her pelvis against his cock until he felt her body start to shake.

The vibration raced through his shaft and triggered his own impulse. He felt his heavy balls drain, the liquid shooting through his shaft. As Sheila moaned next to his ear he came, shooting pulse after pulse of his seed deep into her soaked pussy.

They held each other and she rode him for a few long minutes after they’d both finished. Finally she pulled away, smiling and tucking her breasts back into her robe. She shuffled backwards off his lap and stood up off the chair.

He looked down and saw the dark stain their shared juices had left on the front of his pants.

She reached a hand down for his. “Come on, Al. You might be trying to turn me into a dirty slut but I still need some cuddles after we’re finished.”

He let himself be dragged out of the chair, a silly grin on his face. He had to hold his pants up as they skipped up the stairs giggling like young lovers after a tryst.


Chapter ten


Sheila rolled over onto her stomach and groaned. She reached out and pat the bed next to her, searching for the shape of Alistair’s warm body. There was a hint of warmth still lingering on the mattress but no body. Pushing herself up onto her hands, she blinked against the light coming in on either side of the blinds.

She looked wearily around the room and found it empty. Rolling onto her back again she reached over to the nightstand for her phone. The screen blinked to life and she saw the message icon in the top corner. She tapped it and the message screen sprang up.

Gone for coffee, beautiful. Home soon.



She smiled at the memory of his sexy, joyful mood from the night before. They’d made love again in the bedroom, twice in one night. A first in years. A small pang of guilt passed through her at what had rekindled their intimacy.

It was silly to feel guilty about it. It had been Alistair who’d pushed her into Booker’s arms. But there was still a lingering doubt in her mind about the whole thing. Former student or not, she had been in a position of authority over Booker. As much fun as she’d had with him last night, she felt the need to clarify to him that this in no way changed their relationship.

It was funny because it had been Alistair who’d been skeptical of the arrangement when she’d first suggested it. But he seemed to have warmed to Booker almost instantly. And he’d correctly sniffed out that her motivations for helping the young man hadn’t been entirely altruistic.

Then Alistair had proposed the bold idea that she feel free to submit to Booker’s advances. All from overhearing a few whispered words between them in the basement.

So everything had worked out? In some dark part of her mind it felt like it was a little too good to be true. A little too clean. A little too easy. And then there was the nagging guilt that she’d taken another man’s penis inside her mouth. That was easily alleviated by reminding

herself how Alistair had stared at her with lust in his eyes as he watched. It made her insides tingle and warm.

Not wanting to deal with any of it right after waking up, she swung her legs out of bed, threw on a flannel nightgown and opened the door to go downstairs. She paused when she saw Booker standing at the kitchen counter making breakfast. Steel cut oats and a bowl of fruit next to them.

He turned, obviously sensing her presence. “Morning, professor,” he said.

“Good morning, Booker,” she replied. A faint blush rose to her cheeks. The t-shirt he was wearing was a tight fit and outlined his sculpted muscles beautifully. A shiver passed through her at how his body had felt pressed up against hers the night before.

“Everything okay?” he asked, turning back to his food, obviously a little shy about what had transpired between them.

“Wonderful,” she replied. “Al’s gone to get some coffee. Are you busy today? If you wait a while I’m sure he’ll pick some up for you, too,” she said.

“Oh, thanks, professor. I don’t drink caffeine, though. I told him when I saw him on his way out.”

He set down the spoon he’d been using to stir his oatmeal and turned to face her.

“Hey, uh, I’m not really sure how to say this but…is this still cool? That I’m here, I mean. I just want to make sure you guys aren’t having second thoughts or something. Because I’d like you to tell me, if you were. Last thing I want is to be a burden. I’d understand if you just told me it’s not working out.”

She smiled. “Oh it’s working out just fine,” she replied, then realized how mildly lecherous that sounded. She walked forward a few steps and put on a more serious expression. “I’m sorry. I should have been more sensitive. Is it working out for you?” she asked.

Booker looked off to one side and shrugged. “I mean, I’m having a great time. You and Mr. Livingstone are just…so cool,” he said, chuckling. “I just don’t want…” He trailed off.

“If you’re talking about what happened last night then rest assured that everything is totally fine. Better than fine.” She blushed and giggled. “You don’t have to worry about that. Alistair was…very pleased about everything.”

He smirked. “Glad to hear. I just don’t want any badness between us, is all.”

“I don’t want any badness happening between us either, Booker,” she said, finishing his sentence for him. “The last thing I’d want you to think is that I somehow lured you here to take advantage of you.”

Booker started chuckling. “Um, I think it was me who brought this whole thing up downstairs. That got the ball rolling, right? Trust me, I don’t feel lured.”

“That’s a relief. Really, it is. I started to feel a little bad when I woke up this morning.”

Booker waved a hand at her. “Naw. You don’t have to feel bad about anything. That was…” He looked up and their eyes met. “A dream come true last night.”

His words touched her deeply. They emotions they brought bubbling up were unexpected and slightly unsettling. She and Alistair were playing a game. Having fun. Booker seemed…a little more invested in it than that. She bit her lip and walked closer to him, pausing by a chair. “Booker, I just want to make sure you know that, well, whatever happens between us is…it’s just…”

“We’re just hooking up,” he said.

She nodded and bit her lip again, hoping she hadn’t hurt his feelings.

“I know all that. I may be young but I’m not that naive. You’ve got a great thing going here. I’ll enjoy it while it lasts but I’ll be cool. When it’s time for it to be over, I mean.”

She nodded and smiled at him. “You know if you ever feel uncomfortable or unsafe, or like you don’t want to continue please know that you can just say so. Maybe we should…should we have a word that you can say? If it’s gone too far?” she asked.

He scowled. “Like, you mean, a safe word?” he asked.

“Something like that, yeah,” she replied, nodding.

He looked off to the side. “That’s really thoughtful of you, professor. But I think I’m alright with just saying it for real. If I want it to be over I’ll just tell you.”

She realized she’d made him mildly uncomfortable and felt bad for that. “I’ve, we’ve never done anything like this before, Alistair and I. This is sort of unknown territory for us. Just letting you know. It’s not like we do this all the time. I guess I just wanted to say that because…”

She gasped when Booker put an arm around her waist and pulled her into a tight embrace. He gazed into her eyes for a few long moments, then tilted his head to one side and pressed his lips against hers. She moaned into his mouth as his hands wandered over her body.

He grabbed her ass and squeezed it with one hand. He pressed his other hand against her breast and gently kneaded it. As he pulled away from the kiss he looked into her eyes again. “You seem a little nervous, professor,” he whispered.

She flashed a nervous smile. “I told you,” she said, quietly. “I’ve never done anything like this. I guess I’m a little scared of doing something wrong. Maybe someone getting hurt. I don’t know. I’m not this type of woman, you know?”

“Oh?” he said, brushing her cheek with the backs of his fingers. “What sort of woman are you?”

A warmth formed in her core. She’d felt in control the night before. Now it felt like Booker was asserting himself. His dominant, masculine energy stoking her submissive, feminine instincts. She stared into his eyes and desire gripped her. “What sort of woman do you want me to be?” she whispered, biting her lip.

It was the first time she’d flirted with anyone in years. It sent a wonderful rush of excitement through her. She immediately felt younger and lighter and a little lightheaded.

“I like women who don’t mind getting a little dirty,” Booker said.

The way he was staring at her sent a shiver down her back. Alistair meant the world to her but he never looked at her like that anymore. She hadn’t felt the urge to please a man so strongly in years, either. She knew Alistair was going to be home any minute. “Can I get a little dirty for you?” she whispered.

She dragged her hands down his body as she sank to her knees in front of him. She pulled his sweat pants down, then did the same with his underwear. Her eyes bugged as his long, thick cock flopped out in front of her face.

The sight of it provoked the same feeling she’d experienced the previous evening. A deep and aching need to feel the organ filling her. Her pussy was already super-heated and soaking wet.

She wrapped her hand around it as best she could and lifted the head to her lips. Opening her mouth she let it slide in along her tongue as she stared up into Booker’s eyes.

“You suck cock so good,” Booker growled.

His words made her moan as his cock began to engorge inside her mouth.


Chapter eleven


Alistair pulled into the driveway and turned off the car. After opening the door he plucked the two coffee cups out of the cup holder and stepped out of vehicle.

After swinging the door shut with his hip, he made his way up to the porch, whistling a cheerful tune. He set one cup down on the ledge of the living room window and fished his keys out of his pocket. He opened the door and pushed it open then picked up the coffee cup.

He swung the door shut and set the coffees down on the small end table to take off his shoes and jacket. He stopped dead in his tracks and the air left his lungs as he laid eyes on the scene playing out in the kitchen.

Sheila was on her knees, her legs spread apart. She was holding onto the root of Booker’s cock with one hand. Her mouth as full of at least three inches of the black cock as she lovingly suckled at it. Her other hand was under her nightgown, twisting and turning as she played with her pussy.

The dirty shock of seeing her nursing at Booker’s prick in broad daylight jarred him so much, he felt detached from reality for a moment.

And then it was dirtily, deeply thrilling. A twist of jealousy came with it, and the whole thing clanged deep in his abdomen in corridor to his balls, the length of his cock… as if a part of him long dormant had been struck, like a gong, and was no reverberating throughout his body.

Had they been at this long? How had it started? Had Booker seduced her? Or had she suddenly become so horny that she eagerly got down on her knees to suck his dick as a way of saying good morning?

The unknowns titillated him almost as much as – maybe more than – the stark, filthy scene before him.

Booker looked up and across the kitchen at Alistair. He raised an eyebrow, as if to inquire whether everything was cool

Alistair gave a few quick nods then let his eyes fall back down to Sheila.

She was either oblivious to the fact that he’d walked into the house or pretending she was. She seemed singularly focused on giving Booker the best blowjob he’d ever had. Slowly drawing his cock in and out of her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked on him, her jaw moving as she swept her tongue around it.

She’d looked so beautiful sucking his cock on the couch the night before. Now she just looked dirty and that was even more exciting. Sheila turning into a dirty middle-aged slut under the influence of this handsome, black man.

Booker did look both handsome and commanding as he stood in the kitchen towering over Sheila. He regarded her with a stern but approving gaze.

Alistair’s lungs began to burn and he drew in a quick breath as Booker gently tucked Sheila’s hair behind her ear.

Booker wrapped a hand around his cock and pulled it out of her mouth. He raised it up over her face, revealing his plump and heavy testicles. “You know how to suck balls as good as you suck a dick?” he asked.

Sheila’s mouth stretched into a lewd grin. She ran her tongue along her lips.

“I’m sure your husband would like to know,” Booker said, glancing at Alistair.

Sheila gasped and turned her head to look over her shoulder. “Alistair!” she said. She seemed shocked to see him.

That shock sent an electric pulse through Alistair. She seemed genuinely surprised to see him. Which meant she’d gotten down on her knees thinking only of Booker and herself. It was jarring and it twisted his insides. “It’s okay, baby,” he reassured her.

She stared at him like she wasn’t quite sure.

“Pretend like I’m not here,” he said. He wanted the show to go on despite the faint misgivings

he had about her acting on her own with Booker. He watched her turn and tilt her head back. She brought her mouth up under Booker’s balls and gently sucked one past her lips.

Booker slowly stroked his cock over her face, staring at her as she sucked his nut. He seemed more serious and more dominant than he had the night before. Like he was growing into the role of dominating lover.

Sheila let his testicle fall out of her mouth and sucked the other in. She gave it a long pull, staring up at him like she was longing for his approval.

Booker looked up at Alistair. “I’m gonna’ take your wife downstairs and fuck her brains out now,” he said.

Alistair felt like the words cast a spell over him. He blinked and nodded a few times, feeling powerless to do anything but agree.

Booker let her suckle on his ball a few more moments, then pulled it out of her mouth. He pressed his cock inside her mouth and slid it back and forth a few times. Pulling it out he rubbed the head against her cheek, then over her forehead.

Sheila closed her eyes and sighed.

Alistair gasped. He’d never seen her do anything so filthy in her entire life. Letting a man rub his dick on her face like he owned her. Was this an act? Was she performing for him? Or was she getting off on this? His cock had hardened in his pants and now it started aching.

Booker held out a hand.

Sheila gripped it and pulled herself up to her feet.

Booker grabbed her nightgown and pulled it up over her head, leaving her standing in just her panties. He tucked his cock back into his pants and pulled them up to his waist. “Go downstairs and wait on the bed. You’re gonna’ show me how dirty of a slut you can be,” he said.

Sheila spun around and froze. She bit her lip as she cast a worried look at Alistair.

He gazed at her naked body, her face shining with her own spit where Booker had rubbed his cock all over it. She looked like she needed…guidance. “Go ahead, baby,” he whispered. “It’s alright.”

She let out a nervous giggle and scurried to the basement door before disappearing down the stairs.

Booker followed her and stopped at the door. “We cool, professor?” he asked.

“We’re…we’re cool,” Alistair stammered.

“You can join us if you want. Just to watch,” Booker said.

Alistair nodded. It was only when Booker had disappeared down the stairs that he felt like he could move again. He stumbled towards the door and gripped the railing as he descended into the basement. He paused at the door to Booker’s room, then leaned in and looked inside.

Sheila was sitting on the edge of the bed with her hands on her lap. She watched Booker remove his clothes. She glanced in the direction of the door, bit her lip and smiled at Alistair. She turned her eyes to Booker as he removed his boxer briefs and stepped towards the bed, his thick, black cock bobbing before him. She stared at it like she was mesmerized by the sight.

He’d never seen her look that way at any other man. He could see the lust burning in her eyes. She wanted that cock inside her. She glanced at Alistair and smiled, looking more playful than seductive now.

Booker came up to her and stood by the edge of the bed. He reached out and gently turned her head until it faced his cock, which he had fisted at the base and held up near her lips. “Open your mouth, professor,” he ordered.

Sheila obeyed. Her jaw slowly opened wide. Her eyes followed his cock as it went into her mouth. She let her hands drop to her sides.

Alistair saw how she had let herself fall under Booker’s control. He moved closer and stood a few feet from the bed.

Booker slowly slid his cock into her mouth, watching it disappear. “You know how to take it deep?” he asked.

Sheila looked side to side and blushed.

Booker turned to Alistair. “She know how to take it in the throat, professor?” he asked.

“Uh, I, uh…” Alistair let out an awkward laugh. He had no idea whether Sheila knew how to ‘take it in the throat’ because they’d never, ever done anything like that.

Booker turned back to look at Sheila. “You tap out if it gets too much. A little at a time, alright?” he said.

Sheila nodded.

It looked both humorous and hot, seeing her nod with a man’s cock buried in her mouth.

Booker took a small step forward and started to ease his cock deeper into her mouth. It pressed into the roof of her mouth and stretched her lips wider and wider as he pressed on. He paused with about half of it inside her mouth.

Her nostrils flared as she struggled to take enough air in.

“Just relax. Relax yourself. Breathe nice and slow,” Booker said.

She followed his instruction and had soon calmed down.

Alistair’s head was spinning from how deliciously wrong this was. His wife letting her student instruct her how to deep-throat while her husband watched. Wrong on so many levels which made it so very hot.

“You ready to take a little more?” Booker asked.

Sheila blinked a few times, a worried look forming on her expression. She put a hand on Booker’s thigh and eased herself off of his cock until it fell out of her mouth. She wiped messy ropes of saliva from her lips and looked up into his eyes. “Booker I want to feel you inside me,” she whispered.

Booker nodded. “Yeah. I know you do. We’re doing this first,” he said. He pressed the head of his cock against her lips.

They gave way instantly, letting him slip his cock inside and deep into her mouth.

Sheila looked up at him, lust and hunger in her eyes.

“We cool? I’m gonna’ teach you something for a change,” he said.

Sheila made an attempt to smile and nodded.

Booker shook his head. “You’re so pretty. Isn’t she pretty with that black dick in her mouth?” he asked.

Alistair managed a nod.

“Now relax your throat,” Booker ordered.

Sheila looked side to side again, as if unsure of how to do that. She put her hands back in her lap and sat up straight.

Booker eased his hips forward.

Alistair gasped as he saw the bulge of Booker’s cock head take shape in Sheila’s neck.

She gagged and coughed, expelling spittle through her nostrils.

Booker pulled his cock out of her mouth to let her catch her breath.

“Booker I don’t if…” Sheila began.

“One more time. Then you get what you want. You can’t get good at something if you don’t practice. Right?” he asked.

She looked up at him and nodded. Opening her mouth she let her tongue hang out.

“That’s a good girl,” Booker said. He slid his cock into her mouth and paused when he reached the opening to her throat.

Sheila took a deep breath.

Alistair saw the muscles in her neck relax.

Once again Booker pressed the head of his cock into her throat. The tiniest bit deeper this time so the bulge in her neck started travelling down. He stopped and held it in place for a few moments. A smile formed on his mouth. “You’re going to be so good at this,” he said.

When he drew his cock out of her mouth Sheila gasped and sucked in a huge lungful of air. Her eyes had started watering. She wiped away the tears with a finger.

“Now you gonna’ get what you want,” Booker said. He knelt down in front of her and hooked his fingers under the elastic of her underwear. He slid them off her legs and dropped them to the floor. He knelt between her legs and slid his hands up the outside of her thighs and then gently pried her legs apart. He leaned in and sniffed her pussy, then put his thumbs on her vulva and opened them exposing the soft pink flesh of her entrance.

He turned and looked sideways, but not quite at Alistair. “You gonna’ shave that pussy for me today, professor,” he said.

Alistair nodded again.

“Look how wet she is from sucking cock. A dick in your mouth really turns you on, doesn’t it?” he asked, looking up into Sheila’s eyes.

“Booker, please,” she said, smiling and putting a hand on his shoulder. “I want you.”

The whispered words sent another wicked thrill crackling down Alistair’s spine.

“Yeah, yeah, I know you do. But we’re going to do this my way. You and your husband get to have some fun. I want to have some fun, too.”

Sheila nodded.

“Good. Now spread your legs wide,” he said.

Sheila obeyed, spreading her legs, displaying her beautiful pussy and thick bush.

Booker stuck his face deep into her muff. He gave her slit three slow licks which made her shudder. Pulling away he plucked a pubic hair from between his lips and stood up, towering over her. “You want some black dick?” he asked.

“Yes, please,” Sheila whispered, smiling. She lay back, leaning on her elbows, and kept her legs spread apart.

Booker grabbed her calves and hoisted them up into the air.

It sent her onto her back and into a fit of giggles.

Holding her legs apart he aimed the head of his cock at her dripping pussy. He leaned against the bed with his knees and the head of his cock slid into her hole.

Sheila drew in a deep breath and held it, her hands at her sides, fingers splayed. “Oh…oh, wow,” she whispered.

Booker held the head of his cock just inside her pussy. He stroked it half an inch in and out, then stopped.

A moment later she started squirming on the bed, trying to work more of him inside of her.

“You don’t know it yet,” Booker said, eyeing her pussy. “But you and your husband are playing a dangerous game here, professor Livingstone.”

Sheila’s eyes raked down his body. She wiggled back up onto her elbows and gazed at his cock inside her body. “What’s so dangerous about it?” she asked, glancing up at him.

Booker leaned forward, sliding more of his girth into her.

Sheila let out a loud moan and fell back onto her back on the bed. “Oh, gawd!”

“You don’t get fucked by a black dick then just walk away,” Booker said, sawing half of his cock in and out of her and staring at it disappearing into her pussy.

“Oh, gawd!” Sheila moaned again. She twisted her shoulders on the bed.

“Black dick is like drugs,” Booker said, still seemingly fascinated by the sight of his cock gliding into her. “You gotta’ be careful how much you take. You take too much then you start feeling like you

can never get enough,” he said. He leaned forward over her and slowly sank the second of his cock deep inside her sopping pussy.

He groaned as his balls tapped lightly against her ass.

Sheila moaned and arched her back, her shoulders rising, head back so she was staring at the headboard. “Oh, god I can’t…I don’t…it feels so fucking good!” She balled her hands to fists and beat them against the mattress. Her tits shook in the air above her rib cage as her hips rose off the bed, bucking and grinding her body on his dick.

Booker was still gazing down between their bodies where she’d taken his black cock to its base. He pulled his cock halfway out and sunk it into her again.

Sheila moaned again.

Booker got up on the bed on his knees, mounting her properly, her calves resting against his shoulders. He started swaying his hips, pumping his cock in and out of her stretched pussy.

Alistair stared at it disappearing into Sheila. Her pussy lips were stretched so wide. The dark flesh of Booker’s cock looked even darker compared to her pale complexion. He blinked each time Booker’s balls slapped against her ass.

Booker settled into a steady rhythm, Sheila writhing beneath him. He stared at the wall, his expression businesslike.

Alistair had to wonder if Booker had done this sort of thing before. If he hadn’t he was putting on one hell of a good act. But something about his behavior made Alistair think this wasn’t the sort of thing you could fake easily. Booker was just a natural born dominant lover.

Sheila’s toes curled. She reached out and grabbed Booker’s arms, bracing herself against his intrusions into her. She moaned and mewled and her body twisted under him.

Booker got up onto his feet and into a crouch above her. He grabbed her hands and pinned them to the bed, fucking her faster and harder.

“Oh, fuck, Booker, yes!” Sheila wailed.

Each word made Alistair flinched as he stared at his wife getting defiled.

Booker fucked her faster still, his cock pumping in and out of her like a piston. It was coated in a creamy wetness from her vagina. The air filled with an obscene, squelching noise each time it stretched her pussy.

Alistair realized his hands had crept to his crotch at some point and he was now clutching at the hardness of his erection through his pants. He tried to pull his hands away but couldn’t. They felt cemented in place.

“Gonna’ come, professor?” Booker grunted.

“Fuck me harder. Fuck me!” Sheila groaned.

Booker planted one knee on the mattress and slid the other one forward so he was hunched over Sheila’s body, his hips pounding against hers as he fucked her with his long cock. He leaned forward on one elbow so his mouth was inches from her face.

Alistair saw her eyes close, her expression one of pure ecstasy as Booker’s powerful cock thrust deep inside her over and over.

“Come, slut,” Booker whispered.

“Oh god!” Sheila cried.

“Come!” Booker barked.

Alistair saw her pussy lips squeeze tighter against Booker’s pounding cock. Her legs thrashed against his shoulders and she screamed as an orgasm gripped her.

Booker leaned forward and locked lips with her, her cries disappearing into his mouth.

She put her hands on the back of his neck and clung to him, her body rolled up into a ball with her feet just above her head.

Booker slammed into her balls deep. His back arched and, for a moment, he looked like a wolf howling at the moon. The base of his cock began contracting, his balls swinging side to side over her ass as he loosed his load deep into her pussy.

Sheila wailed again, another orgasm shooting through her at the feeling of Booker emptying inside her.

Booker burst back into a vigorous fuck, chasing the pleasure of his final orgasmic contractions by rubbing his cock inside her pussy.

As he slowed, Sheila’s body relaxed. Her arms fell to her sides. Her legs slipped off of Booker’s shoulders and fell apart, one knee up.

Booker stroked out the last of his seed into her pussy then drew a few more strokes in and out of her before pulling his cock out. He climbed down off the bed and stood up.

Both he and Alistair stared at the sight of Sheila’s hairy pussy leaking cum. A fresh spurt trickled out with each twitch of her pussy muscles, an echo of the pleasure she’d just experienced.

Alistair stared at her pussy like a monk worshiping his holiest shrine. His cock was twitching, his whole body itching at the thought of crawling onto her and inside her.

After a few moments, Booker turned and picked up his clothes off the floor. He walked towards the door and paused as he passed Alistair. “I’m going for a run. You take all the time you need down here.”

Alistair couldn’t summon the words to reply. He felt like he could barely breathe.

Booker disappeared out the door.


Chapter twelve


Sheila’s eyes fluttered open. Her head rolled to the side and she smiled at Alistair. “You just going to stand there?” she asked.

The soft sound of her voice stirred him from his trance. He pulled his shirt off and pushed his pants and underwear down his legs. He crawled onto the bed and over her, his eyes wandering along the curvy lines of her voluptuous body. He hovered over top of her and stared into her eyes. “Was that really as good as it looked?” he asked, quietly.

She giggled and looked off to the side. “Um, maybe? Yeah. Yeah, it was,” she said.

“Are you…are you too sore? Or can I…” He felt sheepish, tenderly asking for consent after Booker had used her any way he’d wanted.

She put her hands on his sides and pulled him in between her legs. “Kiss me,” she whispered.

He leaned in and pressed his lips against hers. His cock throbbed when she plunged her tongue into his mouth, swatting at his. He felt the heat of her pussy wafting over his cock and pressed it against her folds. He shuddered when she drew her hands along his back.

Relaxing his hip muscles he sank his cock into her and groaned. He felt her pussy contract around him and Booker’s spend squishing out between them.

She sucked in a sharp breath between her teeth and her body tensed.

He paused and looked at her, worried that he’d hurt her. “You okay? This still alright?” he asked.

She smiled. “It’s fine. I’m just a little sore. He’s…he’s so big, Alistair,” she said.

“We can stop if you want. We can pick it up later.”

“No,” she said, shaking her head and still smiling. “This feels right. Just go slow, okay?”

“I will. I promise I will,” he replied. He carefully eased his cock deeper into her. Her insides were so hot and wet and surprisingly tight, given what had just occupied them. He thought of Booker’s cock inside of her. He still had no idea what about it turned him on so much but the attraction was undeniable.

Sheila caressed his cheek with her hand. “Alistair,” she whispered. “I’m sorry I…I’m sorry about what you walked in on,” she said.

He gazed into her eyes as his hips swayed and his cock slipped in and out of her. “What…what happened?” he asked.

She bit her lip and looked off to one side.

The guilty look tripped something inside his mind and he drove his cock into her hard.

She gasped and her eyes widened. “I don’t…I’m not sure…I…”

“Tell me,” he urged, still fucking her slow.

She looked up at him and shook her head. “He put his arms around me and…oh gosh I can’t even remember. He asked me what sort of woman I was” she said.

“And?” he said, his hips bucking harder at hearing her confess what she’d done.

“I asked what kind of woman he wanted me to be and he said…” She bit her lip, obviously a bit embarrassed about what she’d done.

“Baby that’s so hot,” he said, stroking into her faster.

“He said he liked a woman who didn’t mind getting a little dirty,” she whispered.

His hips bucked and his cock slammed deep into her. He felt like he wasn’t in control of his own body. Like he was being controlled by Sheila’s filthy story.

“Oh, Alistair!” she moaned, raising her hands over his back and digging her nails into his skin. “Oh god!”

“So you just…” He wanted to know more. He wanted to know how it had come to be that he’d found her on her knees with Booker’s cock in her mouth in the kitchen.

But when he saw her eyes closed, her body roiling under him, lost in the moment of fiery passion, it consumed him, too. He thrust in and out of her hard, his cock entering and exiting her with messy slurps. Her pussy juices mixed with Booker’s load lubed her insides perfectly, letting him piston his cock into her without having to slow or worry that he’d hurt her. He lost himself in the moment, driving into her fast and hard and loving the look on her face.

“Oh, Alistair!” she cried, raking her nails down his back.

The slicing pain spurred him on. He fucked her harder, the headboard banging against the wall. He thought of Booker training her to take his cock into her throat and his own cock hardened.

“Oh god that feels good!” she moaned, beating her fists against his back. “That feels so good! Harder, baby! Harder!”

He drove his cock in and out of her with a savage fury. Their hips banging against one another with each powerful thrust. He stared at her mouth, twisted in pleasure and it drove him faster.

She wrapped her legs around his trunk as he fucked her and ground her pelvis against his. Her breaths came short and shallow and he felt her pussy squeeze him. “Oh! Al! I’m gonna’ come!” she mewled, sounding like she was about to start crying.

He kept the rhythm steady, hard and fast. When he felt the first squeeze of her pussy as her climax began, he lost it. He grunted. His cock exploded, spraying his load into her pussy to mingle with Booker’s. Wave after wave of intense sexual pleasure crashed through him and he groaned as he emptied his balls into her.

She thrashed beneath him, her orgasm seemingly as powerful as the one she’d had with Booker.

He didn’t stop fucking until he felt her body relax under him. Then he slowed, a few last bursts of pleasure making him shudder.

Finally he stopped, holding himself deep inside her still not feeling completely satisfied.

He pulled his cock out of her and rolled off onto his side next to her.

When she opened her eyes they looked sleepy, but happy. She smiled. “We should probably go upstairs so Booker can have his room back when he gets back,” she whispered.

He nodded.

“Are you okay? Was that okay?” she asked.

He nodded again. “How did it happen, baby? I want to hear it so bad.”

“How did what happen?” she asked.

“How did you end up on your knees in the kitchen? He said he liked women who didn’t mind getting dirty? And?”

She bit her lip. “And then I dropped to my knees and pulled his cock out,” she said, blushing.

His eyes bugged wide. “Are you serious? You can’t be serious.”

She giggled. “I’m serious. Why?”

He shook his head. “That’s just so unlike you. I can’t believe it.”

“Are you upset?” she asked.

“No. No, no. Not at all,” he said, though there was a weird feeling about it swimming around in the base of his stomach. “I just…why?”

“Why what?”

“What made you do that?” he pleaded.

She looked deeply into his eyes. “We had fun last night, right?”

“Of course,” he replied.

“I guess I wanted to have some more fun,” she explained.

He smiled. It still wasn’t the answer he was looking for. There had to be a different reason, a better reason for why she would do something so bold. He didn’t want to press her on it, though. “You’re right. We should get out of Booker’s room,” he said.

“And I should get back down here and change these sheets. This is going to be disgusting to sleep on!” she said, laughing.


Chapter thirteen


Their coffees were cold by the time Sheila had showered and changed the sheets on the bed downstairs.

Alistair poured them down the sink and grabbed his car keys when Sheila came back upstairs. “Can I take you out for breakfast?” he asked, smiling at her.

She returned the smile, walked up to him and hugged him. She gazed up lovingly into his eyes. “I just want to make sure you’re okay,” she asked.

He put a hand behind her neck and kissed her gently on the mouth. “My head’s still kind of spinning from what just happened. But I’m fine. I promise. Do you not want to go out?” he asked.

She shrugged. “I don’t really feel like being around a whole bunch of people,” she admitted.

He nodded, sensing a certain neediness from her. “How about a walk in the park?” he asked. “We can grab coffee and a croissant at ‘La Cuisine’ afterwards.

“That sounds nice,” she replied and this time it seemed like she meant it.

He waited as she got her coat and shoes on and put on the little day pack she wore on their outings. They drove out to the west end of Fraser Park, parked the car and set off on one of their favorite trails. Gloomy, grey clouds lingered in the sky and there weren’t many people out, which Sheila seemed to like just fine.

He was pleasantly surprised when he felt her slip her hand into his. They hadn’t held hands in years. “Are you okay?” he asked, still getting the sense that she was unsettled.

She nodded. “I am. I just, I don’t know, it’s so not us, doing something like that. I guess I just want to know for sure that everything’s good between us.”

He squeezed her hand. “It’s definitely outside of our regular playbook,” he said, chuckling. “One could almost say we’ve rewritten the playbook entirely.”

She laughed at that. A laugh he hadn’t heard in years, either. Carefree and youthful and full of life. He found his mind constantly returning to the memory of watching her having sex with Booker. There was an obsessive quality to the thoughts, as if, no matter how much she told him, he just couldn’t get enough of hearing her perspective. “What did it feel like?”

She glanced sideways at him as they made their way onto the narrow trail that led down into the ravine. “Being with Booker?” she asked. Her voice was a little breathless but she seemed as interested in reliving the moment as he did in hearing her retell it. A blush rose to her cheeks.

“Being with Booker,” he echoed.

“Gosh, Al, do you really want to hear about it? It’s not going to creep you out or anything?” she asked.

Funny things was, he somehow wanted it to creep him out. He wanted to know all the sordid details of how it had felt for her and what had been running through her mind. Almost as if that was as much of the attraction as actually seeing it happen. “It’s not going to creep me out,” he said, chuckling to reassure her. “I’m just curious.”

She sighed. “I guess I don’t want to say anything that’s going to make you have a bad reaction.”

He laughed again. “Honey, I just watched you having sex with another man. I think if I was going to have a bad reaction it would have happened by now.”

She chuckled at his response, then seemed to lose herself in her thoughts for a few minutes. “I’ve never had sex with a cock that big, Al,” she said quietly as they approached the river bank.

Her reply set something trilling in the base of his stomach. An uneasy feeling, but one that he liked. He saw that she was watching him, studying his reaction to what she’d said. “Is it really all it’s made out to be?” he asked, trying to keep his voice calm even though his throat was a little tight.

“It felt amazing,” she whispered.

The hairs at the back of his neck stood on end.

“Is it okay? That I said that?” she asked.

“Of course it’s okay,” he replied.

She breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh, gosh, good. I was worried you’d, I don’t know, get jealous or something.”

He smiled, hoping to reassure her he wasn’t. Her comment about the big cock had his balls feeling like they were tied up in a knot. “So, just, it feels better when it’s big?” he probed.

Her eyelids fluttered. “It’s really hard to describe. Like, when he was inside me it was all I could think about. The way he was stretching me, you know?”

He swallowed back the knot in his throat and nodded, forcing another smile. They came to a stop next to the river’s edge and stared out over the water in silence, enjoying the calm. After a few minutes she turned and looked up at him.

“Do you think you’d let me do it again?” she asked quietly.

His stomach tightened and his cock started to harden. He was just starting to come to grips with finding her on her knees with Booker’s cock in her mouth. Here she was already thinking about the next time. It excited him, though. Had she been thinking about sex for their whole walk? “Is that something you’d want?” he asked.

She bit her lip and looked off to the side. After a moment she reached out and took his hand in hers and looked up into his eyes. “Is that something you’d want?” she asked.

The question burrowed deep into his mind. It brought the startling realization that, yes, it was something he wanted. Her hooking up with Booker had certainly brought back an intensity to their love life. He saw her in a different life now. A woman with her own sexual needs and desires and not just his wife. Desires that had been awakened by Booker’s big cock. “You know what I want?”

“What?” she asked.

“I want to see Booker make love to you in our bed,” he said.

Her eyes widened and she looked delighted by his response. “Really? Why?”

“I’m not sure,” he said, shaking his head. “There’s something kind of dirty about it that gets me going.”

She took a step towards him, glanced around to make sure they were alone, then palmed his cock with her hand. “Oh, Al,” she whispered. “I haven’t been this horny in years,” she admitted, giggling.

He looked around and started chuckling. “I think I might have trouble rising to the occasion here, Sheila,” he said.

“You’re halfway there from what it feels like,” she said, giving his cock a squeeze.

“I think the trouble might be staying arisen, so to speak,” he explained.

She laughed and he joined her, both of them giddy about their newly discovered kink. “Maybe we should go home then?” she said.

“No coffee?” he asked.

“I can think of something better than a croissant for breakfast,” she replied.

He let out a quiet groan at the tightness that brought to his crotch. Still holding her by the hand, he turned and started dragging her up the trail out of the ravine and towards the car.

***

Back at home they found Booker’s shoes neatly arranged on the mat next to the front door. Alistair’s insides tightened. Sheila blushed when she saw them. She really did seem to have only one thing on her mind.

She took both of his hands in hers and turned to face him. “Alistair? Could you go ask him? I’m feeling kind of shy,” she said, quietly.

He stared into her eyes. He wanted desperately to see it happen all over again, to experience that same thrilling rush. “I’ll go see what I can arrange,” he said, brushing her cheek with his thumb.

She smiled wider giggled.

He let go of her hands and headed towards the door to the basement. He saw her jogging up the stairs, blushing with excitement. He opened the door and made his way down. When he reached Booker’s door it was closed. He hesitated.

He hadn’t wanted to say anything to Sheila. She was so excited and aroused by all of this. But he didn’t want Booker feeling like they were taking advantage of him, either. Sheila had been his professor, after all. What it Booker felt some sort of pressure to perform for them? He was living in their house. Al didn’t want him thinking this was how he had to pay the rent.

The door to Booker’s room opened as he stood there pondering the dilemma. He looked up to find Booker staring at him.

“I thought I heard something out here,” Booker said. “Everything okay?”

“Everything’s fine, Booker,” Alistair said, letting out a nervous laugh. “I, uh, I just came down to ask you something.”

“Yeah?” Booker asked, nodding.

“Look, I’m not quite sure how to put this,” Alistair said, wringing his hands together. “Let me just start by saying that I don’t want you feeling pressured in any way. You should know that we’re really just…”

“She want it again?” Booker

interrupted. He looked thoroughly unsurprised.

“Uh…yeah,” Alistair said after a moment’s pause. “How did you…”

“That’s how it happens,” Booker said.

“That’s how what happens?” Alistair asked.

“Once they get a taste of that dark meat that’s all they can think about,” he explained.

Alistair chuckled again. He wasn’t sure whether Booker was being serious with all this ‘once they have black they never go back’ business. Obviously Sheila was still interested in having sex with her husband. “Right, well, anyways…”

“Look, professor, I’m going to be straight with you. If we keep going down this road your wife’s not going to be the same person you know right now. You might think I’m kidding or something but I’m not. She’s already hungry for the cock. Ain’t nothing you or I can do about that,” he said, wagging a finger back and forth between them.

“What you need to figure out is how you feel about it. Do you feel like being on this ride? Cause if you don’t you can still put a stop to it now. If we keep going you better be ready for the highs and lows. There’s no climbing off in the middle. You want some time to think about that?” Booker asked.

Booker’s seriousness took him aback. He looked into the young man’s eyes and realized Booker had meant every word he’d said. “I appreciate your honesty, Booker,” he said.

Booker nodded.

“I think I will take a bit of time to think this through.”

Booker gave another nod. “You let me know what you decide,” he said. “I’ll be right here.” He closed the door to his room.

Alistair’s legs felt heavy as he climbed the stairs up out of the basement, then up to the second floor. He stopped at the landing. Partly to catch his breath but mostly to go over what Booker had said.

It would have been ominous if it didn’t sound so silly. Sheila hungry for the cock? That made him smirk. She wasn’t a twenty-something horny young woman. She was a mature mother and wife.

What, exactly, could possibly happen to her from indulging in a fantasy they both shared and approved of?

He walked into the bedroom and was a little startled to see her laying on the bed, her back propped up by pillows, completely naked. His eyes lingered on her heavy breasts, then fell to her thick bush.

“Is everything alright?” she asked, her voice hopeful.

He eyed her, wondering whether there might be some truth to what Booker had said. It was the middle of the day and Sheila was raring to get fucked. “Booker was just in the middle of something,” he lied.

“Oh,” she said, her smile fading.

Alistair’s cock was already engorging from the sight of his naked wife. He thought of how Sheila’s sex drive had been reignited and all of the hot sex they’d had because of it.

Or the sensation of testosterone, jealousy, adrenaline – vitality – coursing through his own blood.

That was the kind of ride he didn’t mind being on.

“He said maybe a little later. In the meantime…” He trailed off as he undid his belt.

Sheila’s smile returned. She flashed a sultry look at him. “Bring it on, big guy,” she said, patting the bed next to her.
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Justine is happily married, making ends meet as a massage therapist. Her work has always opened the door to the occasional fantasy: thoughts about what if? with her male clients.

After all, they're there, alone, together, with the urban legend of the "happy ending" always in the air...


But she never does anything more than fantasize.


Until she meets her newest client, the dark and very forward Marcellus, who 
wants a happy ending and isn't shy about making it a reality. If she gives in to his advances, will her fantasy have a happy ending, or will it take a dark turn?

***
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Laura and Chris have an ordinary marriage. Like most ordinary marriages, it’s missing something.
They have ordinary friends, too. Or, at least they thought they did.


When Laura and Chris see firsthand that Jenna and Rob have their own 
solution to the marriage blahs, they have wildly different reactions - at least outwardly. But behind Laura’s shock and disappointment in her friends, she’s hiding a very dark secret... one she doesn’t want to admit, even to herself.


Luckily for her, Jenna has a stable of dark men who know just how to unlock the needs of a woman like Laura.
Is Chris ready for the ride?

***
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Once upon a time, his exotic and incredibly sexy wife Anna loved to indulge Brian's fantasies...to a point. She teased strangers, and took them to cruel, tantalizing places. But she never went all the way. The game ended when Brian and Anna got married, and that was that. 


Or was it?


When the gorgeous, charming, and very black John moves into their basement 
rental, Brian finds that his sleeping desires have been building up all these years. He doesn't just want Anna to tease. 

He isn't just toying with the idea.

He is obsessed with driving his wife to do things with another man. Lewd things.

Obscene things.


When he confesses his desires, is Anna just a little bit too willing to make things just like old times? Is she too easy to push over each new line? Brian can't help but wonder if his own obsessions have gone too far...or if Anna's have.

OEBPS/image_rsrc19B.jpg
HAPPY
ENDING

a hotwife novel

ARNICA BUTLER







OEBPS/image_rsrc199.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc19A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc19D.jpg
Thirteenth Line Publications
T O O Y O I





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		1. Chapter 1

		2. Chapter 2

		3. Chapter 3

		4. Chapter 4

		5. Chapter 5

		6. Chapter 6

		7. Chapter 7

		8. Chapter 8

		9. Chapter 9

		10. Chapter 10

		11. Chapter 11

		12. Chapter 12

		13. Chapter 13

		Also by




Guide

		Cover




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116






OEBPS/image_rsrc19C.jpg
laura’s
da rk s)ﬁld‘e

‘b uctler '





