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  Chapter one

No sooner had she stepped into the room than she immediately wished she could step back out: her control faltered just stepping over the threshold. A deep, upsetting wave of nervousness gripped her. 
And that was a feeling she was definitely not used to.
This was her world, after all: rich people at cocktail parties hobnobbing, walking around in impossibly high heels, being flawless and perfectly coiffed. A stolen glance in a full-length mirror she passed confirmed that she looked as elegant as always. Her black cocktail dress was sexy but suitably prim; the hem came to her knees, the material was expensive, and it showed. The fabric clung to her expensively toned body, but not so much that it looked like a hooker's costume.
She was a surgeon, and she was a serious person, she reminded herself, slowing her usual gait a little.
There was no reason for anyone to think otherwise.
She smiled and picked up a flute of champagne, smiling with closed and gracious lips at the catered waiter. She stopped there to squirm as invisibly as possible with her hand on the champagne flute.
No one at this party, aside from Obinna, had any reason to suspect that anything was any different. Not even Phil, whom she searched for casually with her eyes as she sipped the tea.
No one had any reason to suspect that the perfect blowout she now wore had been, less than two hours ago, half-wet with sweat and clinging to the gluey splatters of semen on her lips and cheeks. In her own head, she heard the wet, sloppy pop of her mouth as she had leaned back to take a gasping breath before getting her lips wrapped around Obinna's cock once again. A dirty, filthy sound, wet and cyclical, squeaking beneath her own panting as her hand worked his shaft, squeezing the hard flesh and the turgid veins.
She blinked, sipping her drink, as she remembered the hot ropes of cum that had escaped his cock and sprayed all over her face just as she had gone back in to suck Obinna harder. Pearly drips had fluttered in her eyelashes, the briny liquid slippery on her tongue, the pulse of his spray tickling at the back of her throat. The smell of his cum everywhere: deep in her nostrils, at the back of her throat, his cock pulsing hard underneath the pressure of her lips.
The feel of Obinna's hand on the back of her head, his fingers tussling all of her hair, her face pressed deep against his pelvis, his balls at her chin, her nose smashed into his pubic bone. The slight - unexpectedly slight - sting of his cum as she rolled her eyes open and upwards to stare into his eyes as she swallowed his load.
And no one here, she reminded herself, as heat crept up from between her breasts and at the nape of her neck - no one here knew what was in her -
"Oh, Dr. Ackerman!" a voice said next to her. She turned to see someone she recognized - a man, almost certainly from hospital administration. She knew him, she thought. His eyes looked concerned. "You seem flushed."
Composure was what was needed. Lydia gave her hair a preparatory toss over her shoulder and willed herself into a steady state. There was no use denying it: she knew perfectly well she looked flushed. The heat at the base of her neck was spreading now across her shoulders and creeping up to her cheeks.
He couldn't know that she was thinking about the heap of cum-soaked flesh she'd been just hours ago. Or that she, Lydia Ackerman, renowned and serious cardiologist, married, mature, professional woman, was flushed because she had a small plug in her ass at the moment.
And she was enjoying it. Immensely.
"I am, actually," she said, fanning herself.
"Ah," the man said.
Lydia wasn't sure what he thought he'd figured out by that, but he seemed satisfied. Temporarily.
"Dr. Ackerman, tell me seriously, and don't lie... but have you had work?" He was grinning, and a sleazy wink twitched in his left eye.
Ah yes. She remembered now. Plastic surgeon.
"You must have at least done lip fillers. Very subtle. Who did it for you?"
Her lips suddenly felt enormous. They were, in fact, quite swollen: she'd sucked so much cock all afternoon that they had remained that way even as she applied her makeup for this very party. Something inside her desperately wanted to confess. Not lip fillers, swollen from so much cock between her lips.
She smiled politely. "You know I would never tell," she said, as cryptically as possible.
"I am a little disappointed," he began, "that you -"
"Oh, here we are," a familiar voice said behind her.
His voice.
Chills raced along her spine as she turned to see Obinna standing behind her with Phil at his side. Obinna maintained his perfect composure. "I believe this man is looking for you, Dr. Ackerman."
She leaned in to kiss Phil.
If things were ordinary, if these were ordinary times, she would have whispered sharply in Phil's ear to introduce himself. She didn't have a clue what this other doctor's name was.
But she wasn't thinking straight. She was letting the chills of sexual pleasure ride up and down her spine with the lilt of Obinna's voice. He was talking now, saying something, but she couldn't think straight enough to even hear the words. Phil felt good, his jaw against her own as she kissed him on the ear, and impulsively licked the curled edge of it, mouth open, breath wet and hot.
Phil was momentarily stunned. She shrugged at him. No one saw.
Obinna held his hand out to the doctor. "Obinna," he said, with the tone of an introduction.
The doctor seemed delighted to hear this. "Mr. Obinna!" he said, sounding suddenly like a frat boy. "Man, have I been wanting to talk to you. Chance Thede, plastics." He extended his hand eagerly.
Obinna regarded him coolly and chuckled. "I assure you, Dr. Thede, I have no need for your services just yet."
"Oh, don't be too sure of that," he crowed, with excitement. "I'm sure someone in your life..."
Lydia lost interest almost immediately and turned to Phil, a sudden sexual urge overtaking her.
How? Why?
All afternoon, Obinna had used her like a sex toy. All of her control and composure reduced to a messy, heaving, filthy slut begging shamelessly for more. Letting him do things to her that she could not believe. And now, here she was, and rather than feel ashamed of all that she was... getting wet again? Ready to jump on her husband.
It made no sense. It was not like her, and she felt out of control. She felt even more out of control than she had ever felt, right now, right at that very moment when she was dressed in her tidy cocktail dress at a very public party with her colleagues present. Now was not the time to be thinking about the plug in her ass, or the cum in her pussy, or the feel of Obinna's veins pulsing on the roof of her mouth and beneath her lips.
But that's what she was thinking about.
As Dr. Thede rattled on to the semi-amused Obinna, Lydia gripped Phil's jacket, scrunching it up violently in her fist to pull him toward her so she could talk to him in a low voice. "I have something to tell you about," she murmured.
Then she released him, because she was being unsightly. Obinna was watching her, amused. Dr. Thede was still chatting away, trying to sell plastic surgeries of some kind to Obinna. Lydia squirmed. Each movement of her body made the object in her ass press on a different part of her. She was loath to admit it, after all the protesting she had done, but she liked it. She liked the feel of it. It was making her think about Obinna's cock, about the whimpering sounds that escaped her throat, and it was making her wildly lustful. Craving to be depraved. Craving Obinna's mastery of her body and all of the filthy things that he had promised to do to her, and craving to show them to Phil just to get fucked again.
It was ludicrous. She knew this. This went against everything she had believed she ever stood for or believed about herself. But when she looked down at Obinna's hands, it made her ass clench around the plug, and her pussy drip into the panties that she was certain would never be the same again.
"Phil," she said, abruptly, interrupting Obinna mid-sentence. Obinna cocked an eyebrow. "Do you mind coming with me? There's something I need to show you."
Dr. Thede was staring at her now. She knew he could see there was something wrong with her, something different. Probably, he could sense that she was losing control. Normally, this would have horrified her. But her desires were overwhelming her.
"Um... yes, well," Phil stammered. He shrugged at the two men. Obinna chuckled softly and sipped a drink offered to him by a passing caterer. "Don't be long, Dr. Ackerman," he said. "I have a few pointers for your form."
Lydia turned away from Dr. Thede's astonished face, heard Obinna saying something about riding lessons, and pulled Phil along with her to the stairs, so she could seek out a more private bathroom to show him what she wanted him to see.

      ***"What is...?" Phil said, grinning almost boyishly as he locked the door behind him.
Lydia was slightly frantic as she entered the bathroom. She fidgeted, squirmed, feeling the plug. What did she intend to do up here with Phil? Surely not fuck? That would be too obvious, too crazy. She paced and looked at herself in the mirror. Phil was still standing by the door. "Lydia?"
He seemed almost afraid of her.
Good, she thought. Her eyes went to his cock. "I want to show you something," she said. She was practically panting. She felt like a caged animal. The truth was, she felt like she couldn't make it through this night: the pulsing of her own blood even felt sexual. God, what was wrong with her? Had she ingested drugs without knowing it? She felt high.
"Lydia, what is going on-" Phil cut himself off as she held up a finger to his lips.
"I want to show you something. I want you to fuck me after you see it."
Phil stared at her.
She grabbed his neck and pulled his face to hers. She licked his lips, just with the tip of her tongue. Her hand moved down to his cock, which was coming to life. Interest was certainly glowing in his eyes. "I did bad things today," she whispered, pulling him with her toward the expansive counter.
Bad things. Phil looked a little mystified.
She knew why: she was being aggressive, behaving insanely.
She didn't care. Her pussy was throbbing. The plug in her ass was shaped like a very small phallus, with a crown and a ridge that she knew would stretch her hole as it was pulled from her ass. She wanted to feel it moving in and out while she thought about Obinna fucking her from behind. She wanted a cock in her pussy, she wanted to hear all the cum already inside her slosh around some more. She didn't have an explanation for it, and she didn't care about that, either.
She turned to face the mirror and leaned over the counter as soon as she got there. She looked at her face in the mirror. She did look like she'd had lip filler, a little. She didn't care about that, either. She bit into her lip, placing two hands on the counter. Phil was looking at her ass, still mystified, his hands floating out at his sides, anxious to touch her but unsure of what she wanted.
"I went to riding lessons today," she breathed. She was trying to help him along, make him figure it out for himself, so she wouldn't have to explain all this. Her heart was beating very fast now. "Push my dress up."
"I..." Phil looked behind him at the door.
"Do it," Lydia insisted. She swiped at some loose hair falling in her face and growled with impatience. "Do you think you can fuck me, now, right here, very fast?"
Phil was no longer interested in the door. "I think..."
Lydia impatiently hiked her skirt up and hastily pulled at the panties until her ass was bared. She saw that Phil's attention went immediately to the center of her ass, which pleased her because it meant he might shut up and do what she wanted.
"I want you to move it around while you fuck me," she told him.
Phil had no questions about what she was talking about. He was still staring.
"Lydia," he began.
Oh God, what did it take to get laid around here?
"He put it in me," she said hastily. "Move it in and out, move it while you fuck me."
Phil was still staring at her ass, his fingers moving toward her pussy. She knew that her own juices and a load of cum were trickling onto his fingertips. They slid easily into the wet, swollen mush of her pussy, and his eyes widened. He sucked in and met her eyes in the mirror. She bit her lip.
A finger moved inside her, and she mewled very softly. She hopped a little, impatient. "Phil, please, I want you to do this, I can't stop thinking about it."
He finger-fucked her with one finger, staring down at his hand. She sighed impatiently. "Phil. Get inside me. Fuck me now."
Startled as he may have been, his fingers got to work on his belt. "Lydia, what...?"
Losing patience, she turned, putting a hand over her flank to find the lip of the plug, and the ring affixed to it that allowed her to pull it. She started to pull it out. It made her pant even more and tip her head back in perverse pleasure. "Like that," she said, as the bulbous head moved inside her and made her whimper in delight. "Do this. While. You. Fuck me."
"Did you fuck Obinna already?"
She laughed, even though she was getting more impatient as time went on. "God Phil, yes. He fucked me. Yes. Over and over, and I can't get enough. My pussy is sore. I promise to tell you about it, but right now I want you to fuck me. Please, Phil, we don't have a lot of time."
She let out a purr of pleasure and rolled her eyes into her eyelids when Phil, finally - thank fuck - got the message and curled his fingers inside of her. "Mmmm," she murmured, moving her hips. "Okay, good, but I want your cock."
He obliged and slid in with ease because she was so lubricated. She tipped her forehead into the mirror as the heat between her legs built up pleasantly. Her husband couldn't stretch her - not after everything she'd done this afternoon - but his cock pressed into her tender flesh, and it was just enough of a thrill to scratch her itch.
She let him fuck her for a bit, the heat building. But she wanted something else; she wanted to imagine something else, feel something else.
She was sweating now, squeaking, her eyes closed, and her head tipped down at the counter. She rolled her head to look at Phil, who looked shocked more than anything. "Move it," she panted. "Fuck me with it."
He looked startled. "With the -"
She threw a hand back and sought the plug with her fingers. She tugged at it. "Pull it in and out, fuck me with it!" She was practically snapping at Phil now.
But at least he got the message. The slender plug began to move in and out of her. She vaguely heard Phil asking questions (like this? All the way?), but she was ignoring him. The glide of the object took all of her attention: the sharpness when it stretched her anus, the roughness of its return to her ass.
She rolled her head so that she was facing down again, her hands and her forehead on the mirror. She was using her hands to brace herself and push back against Phil, making sure that her body moved over his cock. He was too hesitant; he had too many questions. She just wanted to be fucked.
She closed her eyes and imagined getting fucked the way Obinna had fucked her pussy - but in her ass. Not that she'd do it, not that it would be like this... but.... as the orgasm built in her pussy, in her throbbing, sore clit, she could imagine it more easily. She started to mewl; her mouth fell open. She was so close.
"Oh God, Lydia," Phil began.
"Don't..." she mewled, fucking him harder, faster. "Don't you dare. Come. Until I do." Their thighs were slapping together, wet now with sweat. "Fuck me with that plug," she reminded him. There it was, she was getting there... she opened her eyes and watched a big glob of spit fall from her mouth.
"Oh, god, oh, I'm so... so.... close Phil.... keep fucking me, oh my god -"
She squinted her eyes closed and tried to contain the shriek that she wanted to let out. Her ass clamped hard on the object inside it, and her orgasm shook her violently. This felt so good with the plug in her ass. She threw a hand back to grip Phil's hand fiercely, because he was still moving it. Now it was too much, too much to take.
It was almost too much to take him fucking her until he came - a matter of seconds. S snort escaped her nose as she lost control of the suppression of her screams. A shudder went through her when Phil's cum began to squelch out of the sides of his sawing cock. It was followed by a freezing chill - because she had sweat so much. And then exhaustion. And for a blissful moment or two: relief.
All day long, she had been at the mercy of her sexual desires, except for in these brief respites right after an orgasm. Hopefully, this would be enough to get her through the party.
She was panting, and so was Phil. She pressed up and stood up, forcing his cock to slither from her pussy and slap into his thigh. He was staring at her again, breathing heavily, looking confused.
She bent a little to get her hands on her panties, the plan being to shimmy them up and pull her dress back down. But Phil surprised her by putting his hand on her lower back and pushing her down to the counter again.
"What... are you doing... with this?" he asked her. His voice was broken off by the panting.
She wriggled away, smiling, and then turned around to face him. "Are you complaining?" she asked, bending to pull her panties up. She was looking at Phil. His head moved slightly left to right.
She focused on her dress. "I'd better clean this off," she said, aloud, thinking about the cum that would be trickling down her leg. She would just pee once Phil left. She turned and fluffed her hair in front of the mirror. She looked... like she'd just been fucked.
"I need you to go get my purse," she said. "It's with the coats."
"For what?" Phil asked, bewildered. He was still staring at her.
"For my lipstick," she told him. "I have to straighten up."
"Are you going to tell me about the -"
She leaned in close to him, stretching her arms out to rest them on his shoulders. "I prefer to give you something to wait for," she purred.
Phil looked at her for a good few moments before nodding. "Right. So. Lipstick."
She smiled.
As he was leaving, he turned and lifted a finger to the air. "Which purse?"
"It's a black one," she said, unhelpfully, pushing him out of the door. "Now go, please, and get back here quick. The story will have to wait."






  
  Chapter two

The story would have to wait, but she didn't even know where to start. 
Her schedule had been unexpectedly cleared. That much was not her fault; this almost never happens.
But she couldn't put herself to work on the many things that needed to be done within that time: follow-ups, charting, reviews. This was how it was with her all the time these days.
So she called Obinna herself. Casually, playfully. Hello, it's me, Lydia. I just had some extra time and wondered if you could squeeze me in. For a riding lesson.
Obinna, though, knew that he had her by the throat: he chuckled softly. Just riding lessons? On a horse?
She had sighed then with impatience. Of course not on a horse. Of course, he knew what she meant, what she really wanted, but he was going to make her work for it now.
"I can't fit you in, I'm afraid."
"No? Oh," she had said. She hated that the disappointment dripped from her voice. Her hand had fallen to her side with a rattle as her wrist struck her ID badge. Back to her hair, a look at her reflection in the window. God, what was she turning into? "Well, that's... too bad. It's late notice, I thought I'd try."
She sounded so weak-willed, so needy. She hated it. She needed to end the conversation quickly -
"I suppose I can move some things around," he had told her, at the last minute, just as she opened her mouth to say goodbye.
Her heart had leapt to her throat, and she could almost feel her eyes dilate. Her accelerating heart rate thudded against her chest; she reminded herself it was just her sympathetic nervous system, just dopamine, nothing to act on or freak out about...
"...That is," Obinna continued. "If you can make some accommodations for me."
"Accommodations?" Her own voice sounded silly and girlish to her, but in reality, these "Accommodations" excited her. "What kind?"
"Mmm," he had intoned, and the vibration of his voice traveled through her ear and straight to her cunt. "It's just that I'll have to cancel someone. So I need to get an idea of whether or not... You can make it worth it to me."
The sound that left her mouth was both haughty and submissive. "Heh," she gasped. Did she sound incredulous? She wasn't going to let him fuck her in the ass if that's what he was after.
But was it?
And would she really, really turn him down, if that was the price of it?
"What's the price?" she asked, her voice a whisper. Desperation could be heard in her vocal cords, she knew. God, what was she becoming? And she hadn't even talked to Phil about this. She had a cocktail party tonight... There were a million reasons she shouldn't be doing this... and yet here she was lingering on the line. Hanging on his every breath. Waiting to hear what she would have to do to get her fix now, on demand.
"Just a willingness," Obinna said.
She narrowed her eyes. "I'm not doing that yet, I told you."
She heard a pleasured sound on the line. Ah, yet. She had said it, and Obinna had heard it.
She wasn't letting him have her ass yet.
"That's fine, Lydia. That's just fine. I see enough... willingness, in your answer, to indicate it would be well worth my while to bump my other clients."
She was holding her breath. She didn't want to reveal any more of her eagerness to him.
"So when should I...?" she finally asked.
"I need at least an hour."
She tried not to exhale her disappointment, but must have failed.
"While you wait, Lydia, why don't you get yourself ready for me?"
"What... how do I...?"
"Are you at your office right now?"
Danger. This was a dangerous question, and answering it would be dangerous.
A thrill shot through her. "Yes," she said, gingerly.
"Mmm. So you have some privacy?"
"A little," her voice was small, her pussy throbbing. She sat down, tingling with excitement and fear, her stomach twisting in knots. What was he going to demand of her, what would she do?
"I want you to masturbate for me, Lydia. I want you to do it right now. In your office. And I want to see it."
She was silent. "I don't..."
"Do you want to come for your riding lessons? Unscheduled?"
"Yes. I just -"
"I will give you lessons all night long," he told her. "Until the party, of course. I believe I'm attending."
"What is -"
"Not now. Right now, I want you to get your pussy ready to be fucked. And I want you to show me while you do it. And I want you to do it right now."
She hesitated, a sound like "uh..." coming from her mouth, but more like a gasp as someone choked her. It was, in itself, erotic. Her head spun, though: she wanted to do it, and yet it was so... how would she even go about such a thing?
"I'm waiting."
"I just don't..." She looked around wildly. How would she even accomplish this? The logistics of it were very complicated. There was a taste of doing something very wrong - professionally, but also to Phil, whom she hadn't informed of this and didn't intend to (before it happened).
And then there was the worst, the dirtiest, the most shameful thing of it all: she would do it, she knew, because she would do almost anything to get Obinna's cock inside her. She needed this.
"Okay," she said. She locked the door. She examined her options: she was wearing slacks and heels. This would be tricky. "I'm wearing slacks," she whispered, as though someone would overhear her now, and not before. "So I can't -" She gave an exasperated sigh, half laughter. "It's too hard to take them off -"
"Slide them down," Obinna said calmly. "Bend over your desk. Put your phone in between your legs and lean over, like I'm taking you from behind."
Lydia glanced briefly at her slacks: they would wrinkle. She was not in the hospital today; she was wearing an expensive pair of linen slacks that would crumple into a heap.
Taking them off, though...
But she wanted this. She didn't want this, per se, though it was making her hot just thinking about doing something this dangerous and potentially humiliating. But she wanted to get fucked all afternoon - that she really, really wanted.
"Lydia?" Obinna asked.
"Mmm-hmm," she said, her chest heaving. "I just, it's difficult to -"
"Show me that you really want it. Do it now. Go to your desk, get your pants and your panties down, turn your phone on, and let me watch you play with that sweet little kitty. I want to see your fingers in it, I want to show me how you get it ready for me."
A few moments of panic, and then she was robotic. Almost entranced, she did as he asked, and by then she was so hot and needy that she barely gave her slacks another thought, and they gathered between her legs. She turned on her camera and stood over it.
"That's nice, you got earbuds, Lydia? I want to hear you, I want to tell you what to do."
She found them, rifling like a madwoman through her desk. She knocked things over; they clattered to the floor. All the while, her heart was racing, her pussy throbbing. This was too far gone now, she was thinking, as she placed the earbuds in her ears.
"That's good," Obinna said. "I need a little more light, baby, you got a flash or something?"
Dear God. Was he for real? Was she?
Whatever.
Her eyes fell on a small, portable examination light she'd been given as swag at a conference, which she'd never used and let sit on her desk, intending to give it to a dermatologist. She placed it on the floor, grateful that it lit up when she turned it on.
"That's nice. Now just lean over and do your thing, baby.... show me what you like when you're thinking of my cock."
She was already panting and found the task easier to do than she had originally believed. Lying on her desk, once her fingers found her pussy and she touched her clit, she forgot all about her office, the impropriety of it, the wildly unprofessional sleaziness of what she was doing. She didn't care. This was consuming her, and it felt out of control, but she didn't care.
She slipped her fingers into her gash. It was already wet and ripe: her labia were swollen and fat under her fingers, and her juices made them glide over skin almost too quickly. It was hard to stay on her clit, and she shuddered when she found a way to pinch it and stroke it. She could hear her pussy squelching. In her ear, Obinna murmured in pleasure. "That's nice, Lydia, now slide those fingers in there, open up so I can see it..."
She was starting to sweat and lay her head on the cool of her desk. She pumped her fingers in and out of her pussy, not a care in the world for how grotesque it was, only thinking of what Obinna was seeing. She closed her eyes, thinking of his cock, thinking of the rough outlines of veins that criss-crossed it, the way it was probably hard and in his hand right now.
"Keep going," Obinna said. "Mmm. That's so messy. I like to see that. You'd better get that nice and wet, and then you come right over, you can get right on, I've got a nice load of cum all ready for you. Let me see those fingers in and out... mmm-hmm, that's good."
The effect of this was to make her come. The orgasm sneaked up on her, coming to her effortlessly, almost. It exploded: her pussy clenched on her fingers, and an intense ripple of pleasure seemed to tear her in two. She felt a wave of warm fluid escape her pussy, soaking her fingers, dripping between her legs. A sound left her open mouth, as unexpected as the orgasm itself. She clapped her free hand over her mouth and finished herself off, only the sound of her sticky pussy and her breath.
This heat and pleasure were followed by a cold chill down her spine, running along the sweat on her back. The humiliation of what she had done hit her at that moment like a ton of bricks.
Slightly winded, she stared at the wall, her cheek to the desk. Her fingers were still inside her pussy, and she didn't want to move them and make herself visibly shudder.
A chuckle from Obinna. "That was lovely, Lydia. You may -"
But she didn't hear what he said, because there was a sharp knock at the door. "Dr. Ackerman?"
She stood up, frantic. "I'm just... I'm on a call!"
"Okay, we just heard you shout, are you all right?"
"It's just - I dropped something.... on my foot...I have to... I'm fine!"
She scrambled to pick up her phone, slip her panties and her slacks on. Her juices coated her thighs; everything was slippery. Obinna chuckled in her ear. She was panicking. Her panties slid to one side as she pulled them up and struck the nerves of her clit, making her suck in her breath. She was a mess, she could tell. The slacks were wrinkled, she smelled like her pussy - in fact, the whole room did.
And her phone!
A glob of sticky pussy juices had fallen onto the screen.


      ***From there, it was a wild sequence of events: shame and panic, both things she was unprepared to deal with, and made her as uncomfortable as her lust, drove her to do things in a messy sequence. Uncoordinated. She barely remembered in what order she'd tackled things: wiping her phone off, hanging up on Obinna after he told her to come over, trying to smooth her pants, pinching her blouse with two fingers on her shoulders to try to clear the silky material away from the sweat that made it cling to her back. A hurried exit from the clinic, avoiding all eyes. A glance down at the state her slacks were in: wrinkled, obscene. Driving wildly. Out of control.
She barely remembered arriving at Obinna's place. She was being driven by something else now, overriding all of her meticulous, surgical fetishes for control. Through the door, ignoring the look of superiority on his face, so what, so what if he had conquered her and made her do things she'd never even thought of doing? She didn't care.
She stood in the foyer, panting with both exertion and lust. He froze her in his gaze, without even saying anything. A smile, and her pussy throbbed: she had pleased him. He approached her, and she knew to just wait for his cue: he would tell her what he wanted to do with her, and that was just fine; that was why she was here.
His fingers on her blouse. Following the deep V-cut of the neckline. His eyes moved to her slacks, taking in the wrinkles. Approval glistened on his lips after he moved his tongue briefly over them. Fingers wrapping around her neck, fingers pulling tightly at her hair. She stumbled slightly in her heels when he pulled her toward him. Her eyes were locked on his, locked by his.
Fingers on the silk of the blouse. Moving it between his fingers so that his knuckles grazed the mounds of her breasts. "This looks expensive," he said, but before she could respond, she heard it tearing as he pulled it roughly to one side and over her shoulder. "Take off those wrinkled pants. Leave those shoes on."
She obeyed, stepping out of the slacks after they fell to the floor, while Obinna ran his fingers through her hair, pulling it free from the clip that held it up. It clattered to the floor, his fingers caressed her scalp - she tottered as she stepped from her clothing. She took her panties off, too - they were soaked. When his eyes moved down her body, he stopped at the floor. "Pick them up. The panties."
She knelt, never taking her eyes off him, his dominance sinking into her and twisting her in knots. She held the panties awkwardly in her hand and let her fingers graze his stiff cock through his pants. He took the panties from her and lifted them to his face. Inhaled the scent. "Mmm."
Back to pulling her close to his face. "Are you ready to be a good little cock slut for me, Dr. Ackerman? Hmm?"
"Yes," she breathed, as he licked her lips, bottom then top, over her open mouth.
"Say it for me."
"I'm going to be a good cock slut for you," she said, trembling with excitement. His fingers were already moving down her shirt, his eyes cleaved to her mouth like he was contemplating what to do to it. Lower, his fingers slid roughly into her pussy lips, and then harder into her pussy.
"Are you going to let me fuck you like a little whore? After you suck my cock?"
"Yes,"
"I like to hear you say it."
"I'm going to beg you to fuck me," she told him, almost shaking with fervent need. "I'm going to do whatever you tell me to and be your very good cock slut."
This made her feel somewhat more in control, even though she knew she was not.
She wasn't sure if he gently pressed on her or not - perhaps she was the one who initiated the slow slide to the floor, to get on her knees and look up at him. He used two hands to unbuckle his belt, to take his cock out while tipping her head back with a tug on her hair. He slapped it wordlessly on her lips, moving it across her face, the hard meat thwacking her just at the point of slight pain. But she moved her tongue with no prompt from him, trying to lap at it, holding it out like she was taking communion, letting him slap his meat lazily on her. She salivated, made fish faces as she tried to capture his cock, stared up at him, awaiting whatever he gave to her.
Slowly, he moved his oozing cock down her face and aligned the tip of it with her lips. "Open up for me," he said. "Suck my cock like a good, slutty little whore if you want me to fuck you. Show me how much you want it."
Her knees hurt terribly. Excitement surged inside of her loins, and she felt her pussy getting hotter, wetter. She opened and took him into her mouth, deep as she could. Brine at the back of her throat. The unpleasant taste is even less unpleasant. A throbbing between her legs.
She worked on him with her mouth, her eyes lifted to meet his. What was it that turned her on so much about the discomfort of the hard floor against her knees, the submission of being on them, looking up, her mouth full of cock? Why did she want him to seize her head and shove himself deeper until the brackish slime of his precum rolled into her throat and she had to suppress her gag long enough to take him deeper? Why was she here, literally gagging for it?
The answer, she knew, was in the heat of his shaft, the blood turbulent in his veins, the gathering wetness between her legs.
Obinna surprised her by seizing her hair and pulling his shaft from her throat. He smiled down at her. "Now, let's not get too ahead of ourselves, Lydia. I want to get into that sweet pussy you got ready for me and make it raw."
He was holding his cock with his free hand, tapping it lazily on her lips and cheeks as she lapped at it and fought to pull it between her lips. His head moved side to side slowly. "Don't worry, I'll let you suck on it again when it tastes like your pussy. You'll have your lips on it again." Then he paused, looking down at her: panting, licking at the air, eyes on his face, shirt ripped and slung off one shoulder.
It was humiliating, what he had reduced her to. But the heat between her legs had reignited, and it was all she could listen to. Obinna's cock slapping against her face just made her crave it more. But he liked what he was doing; his head was tipped in interest, his eyes focused.
"Mm," he finally intoned. "Take the blouse off."
She reached behind herself to attempt the zipper, but couldn't reach it.
"Stand up."
She obeyed.
"Turn around." She did, and he wound his fingers into her hair, pushing it up, roughly, to expose where the zipper, dislodged from the rending he had given her blouse earlier, still stubbornly clung together. Fingers closed in her hair, and he had her in his grip again, and she liked it.
He unzipped her slowly, and the blouse fell open and slid away to fall to her waist. It was trash now, she realized. But he didn't seem to care about it anymore. He unhooked her bra, and it let her breasts spring open. She shrugged it from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.
"Hmm," he said behind her, still holding her by her hair, his hand sliding slowly down her spine. It was the expression of a man getting an idea, and it made her pussy throb: he was grunting at her like he was deciding how to eat a meal, where to start, how to devour it, at what speed.
She very much wanted t o be devoured.
He tugged on the shirt caught at her waist. "Slip your hand in here," he said, pulling at her right wrist.
She obeyed, shaking with anticipation. She couldn't turn her head; she was held in place by his forceful grip on her hair.
"Now the other one," he growled, tugging the shirt open enough for her to slide her hand between the shirt and her own skin. Now her arms were pinned to her body.
"Move them back," he said, nudging each arm until they were both draped over her hip, pulled tight to her body by the shirt, which he gave a twist, and her fingers were trailing down over her buttocks. His hand moved, manhandling her a little, to pull the shirt tighter with a twist of the fabric.
She mewled in pleasure, surprise, and a smudge of nervousness: this left her with her hands firmly tied to her waist, in nothing but her heels.
Obinna held her hair, and his lips and body brushed against her back as he shifted his weight, and she heard the rustle of his clothing, movement, something changing behind her. He was growling, almost feral, and she could feel the raw energy radiating from him. It excited her. This was why she had come here, to be at his mercy, after all. But what would he do next?
Suddenly, he pulled her back toward him, making her gasp. She almost fell, one heel sliding out from under her. Obinna held her by the twisted blouse, the fabric cutting into her wrists and waist as she slipped, and he suspended her. Her feet dangled for a moment, her bare ass crashed into his naked hips, and she fell against his swollen prick. She teetered, found her feet, but her torso fell forward.
It was what he wanted. He let go of her hair, and her body doubled over, held up only by his grip on her twisted-up blouse.
His fingers in her pussy. She twisted in tortured pleasure as he played with her swollen cunt, plunging into her sticky mess, murmuring in pleasure. She could picture herself, bent over, suspended by one arm of his while he played with her and used her like a sex doll. "Bend over more," he growled. "I want that ass turned up."
He grunted in approval when she bent more, and his fingers started to go from her slit to her asshole, trailing the slimy juices with their fluttering touch. Circling her anus, making it pucker with fear and anticipation. Her mouth was open, she was free to protest, but she just let it fall open, and drops of saliva rolled out of it and onto the floor without her using her voice.
She wanted him to fuck her ass, she realized. But she feared it. His cock was so big.
Now she felt the blunt tip of his dick: he worked into the fold of her pussy, and her muscles clenched, making a disgustingly wet sound. Sliding, sliding through the length of her slit. Poking into her pussy, stretching her out, and making her opening taut and strained. Her pussy spasmed with the craving for this tautness to run the length of it, all the way to her cervix. But he was still teasing her, making her want it. His fingers made a slow circle on her anus. She felt her sphincter spasming and tightening, beyond her ability to control.
"Mm-hmm," Obinna said. "Just like I thought. You want it, you're going to like it. But not yet, my pretty little doctor. No, we need to break you in. Right now, I want to make your little pussy sore."
Just like that, he was inside her. He shoved in roughly, but she was so wet that his cock glided in and slammed deep into her core. She gasped. And then she made other, animal-like sounds as he began to fuck her.
Oh, why did it feel so good? Getting fucked, fucked hard like a sex doll by Obinna. His fingers were playing with her ass, circling, gently probing by mere centimeters, making her core stiffen and her back arch, then going back to slow circles. Entering a little more each time.
His thumb slid in, his hand covering her right buttock. He clasped her ass and worked his thumb furiously as she stared, vacant-eyed, at the floor. His fingers curled around the blouse, and this way, he had both hands grasping the blouse, one thumb in her ass, and he was able to hold her and begin to fuck her hard.
It did not take long to make her come. When she did, she lifted her head, arching her back, and her ass squeezed tightly around his thumb as her pussy got even wetter and the orgasm shook her.
A revelation. It felt good, it felt better. With his thumb curled in a squeeze toward the hand resting on her back, inducing a taboo pleasure.
But he kept fucking her.
"Oh, oh, OH!" she squeaked. She started to squirm, but all this did was move her body around the perforation of his thumb and cock. He did not stop, even when she started to mewl. The pleasure was so intense that it was painful. She was grunting, drool dripping from her open lips, snorts coming from her nose as he continued to hammer her hard. "Oh my, oh, I can't take it!" she squeaked.
His thumb went in deeper, moved around, pressing on her tender ass, and he just kept fucking her.
"You can take it," he said.
She squirmed, but she was helpless.
And she did need the break, but she also didn't really want it. Her pussy was so tender that her legs began to twitch with too much stimulation. A warble left her mouth, and she gave up and just went limp. She would just let him fuck her like he wanted to. She had no choice. She didn't even really want one. She realized she had been hoping for this; this was why she was here.
To her surprise, though, he slowed and then paused, moving only his thumb in her ass. She bumped against him because her overstimulation was throbbing into heated desire again. God, what was wrong with her?
"Not yet, baby," he told her, as she squirmed.
His hands in her hair again, pulling her upright. Her skin slapped against his bare chest, their sweat mingled. She was panting. Her pussy was spasming on his cock. Hair pushed up to the top of her head, falling down messily, sticking to her sweat. His lips at her neck, teeth pricking her skin. Tongue licking her sweat, marking her with his spit. "Now down. I want to come in your dirty little mouth, and then stuff your panties in it before we move upstairs."
He pushed her down, then walked around her, trailing his cock in her hair. Across her face.
Sit back on your heels.
Grasp the heels in your hands.
That's it.
Closer to her. Straddling her. Tipping her head back to open her mouth, and then holding her in place by her hair as he shoved his turgid cock in and fucked her mouth. The taste of her own pussy preceding all other flavors, sending a wave of guilty pleasure through her.
She gasped for breath, the only chance she could, and he reluctantly let her, but she could see he was close. His cock jerked in the air, and his cum began to spurt out just before he shoved it back in.
Gagging, droplets of cum in her eyelashes, the brackish taste not so terrible, the liquid running down the back of her throat. Her face smashed into his pelvis, the force of his hand against the back of her head.
Two more squirts. A shudder.
And then he let go of her, and his cock snaked from her lips, slapping, still hard, against his thigh. She slumped, humiliated but still ready to serve him.
He stared down at her.
"Now we go up to the bedroom."


      ***He fucked her again, filling her pussy up with cum - but there was a long time and many orgasms, and much fucking and being flipped and propped up and told to hold her legs open wide for him, and many orgasms, between his first and second one.
When he finished inside her she was on her stomach, her hips draped over several pillows, and utterly spent. So when he shifted in the bed and moved to a drawer to take something out, she lay inert. She was too fucked-out to even think. She even left her legs as he left them: open, one knee bent, the other stretched open wide, her pussy (which she imagined as it felt: reddened, swollen, thoroughly soaked and glistening) up the air, along with her spasming asshole, that he had been playing with the whole time.
He was back. She felt as very small object - she thought it was two fingers - in her pussy. Her insides were tender so she mewled and protested quietly: "Mmmm... I can't go again."
She could, though. It would be destructive and torturous, and her pussy was so sore, but she would take it again if he wanted her to. But she needed to say that she couldn't: surely there must be an end to this, a point past which it was dangerous to keep fucking so hard?
But then the object was gliding up to her asshole. It was slippery with her cum, and slid in easily, even with the slight sting and discomfort of the invasive object in that most taboo place. A narrow tip, more slender than a finger. She started to move - not to reject it, but to turn her face to see it - but Obinna stopped her with a caress down her flank.
"This is very small. I'm going to put it in your ass, Lydia. And you're going to wear it tonight. I'm going to watch your squirm all night."
She could object, she thought, inert on the bed, letting him do what he wanted. This was humiliating, dirty... leading to something that she swore she'd never do. And yet she just lay there, as the hard, cool object slipped into her ass easily, coated in all the cum from their afternoon of fucking.
She laughed softly. Her reaction surprised herself: was she really going to do this? "I don't think there's any way I will squirm after all this," she said. And that was her answer: she wanted to do this. Secretly, she craved it.
"Mmm."






  
  Chapter three

It was a cocktail party only, but somehow she found herself seated at a table between Obinna and Phil. Sitting as she was, on a hard chair with barely any cushion, the plug sent a dull, pleasurable ache through her ass and into the center of her body. Each time she moved, she was aware of it: it pressed on tender flesh inside her and made her think about getting fucked in the ass. 
Obinna would be too big, she kept thinking. It wouldn't be what she thought it would be. She should stop thinking about it and find a way to reiterate to Obinna that this was too far. Her ass. She was a surgeon for fuck's sake.
But while she was thinking about it - how to decline it, what it would be like - she got turned on. Her hand wandered to Phil's lap. She rested her hand on his thigh and then fluttered her fingers inward, so that it wouldn't look obscene above the table. She felt his muscles tighten when her knuckles brushed over the very solid erection.
She explored further, smiling as though she was listening very intently to the woman speaking to them. A glance at Phil revealed that he was doing the same: staring at the woman as if out of interest. But all of his mind, 100% of it, was on her fingers right now, Lydia thought.
And her ass.
She glanced at Obinna. He was playing it cool, but he looked down, amused, to indicate that he saw what she was doing under the table.
She sucked in her breath and felt around Phil's cock. She smiled. He was so hard that precum was oozing into his suit. In the corner of her eye, she could see that he twitched a little when she touched him. Obinna was close enough to her that she could feel the heat radiating from him. He was deeply engrossed in conversation with someone to his left... but could she put her hand on his cock, too?
She winked at Phil as she withdrew her hand after touching the tip of his dick, where a wet spot dampened her fingertip.
This was fun. Phil was getting uncomfortable, but in a good way. He rubbed the back of his neck and mumbled a response to the man he was talking to. Lydia put one elbow on the table to look at Phil flirtatiously as he spoke. She was throwing him off; he stumbled through what he was saying as she smiled. She let a few minutes pass, her hand close to her lips, before she took an opportune moment to enclose the fingertip that had touched his cum and wink at him as she sucked the flavor off.
Around her, the ordinary - and very boring - sounds of the cocktail party swirled. She shifted in her seat and mewled very, very softly, but she knew that Phil heard her. Maybe even Obinna. Then she slid her left hand to Obinna's thigh.
No reaction.
She smiled and shifted. She'd see about that.
She had Phil's attention, though. He was pulled toward her, his head rotating slowly as if it was against his will. He was openly staring at her as she leaned slightly to really work her hand to between Obinna's thighs. There it was, pulsing to life. She knew Phil could see what she was doing, even if it wasn't obvious to anyone else.
At least, she hoped not. Not enough to make her stop doing what she was doing - fingertips feeling along Obinna's shaft. Not even enough to make her feel ashamed.
After about ten minutes, Phil leaned over to her ear during a lull in activity. "I want to go home, now," he growled. She smiled. She slid her hand from Obinna's thigh. They smiled at each other. Then she pushed her chair away.
Obinna turned to her, saw that she was standing, and stood up immediately behind her to pull her chair out. "You're leaving so soon," he commented. His eyes went to Phil. Lydia looked down at the table, flushed.
Neither one of them said anything. There was an awkward silence, brief.
"Mr. Ackerman," Obinna said loudly. "Would you mind if I pulled your wife aside for a moment before she goes? I have something to talk to her about, regarding her lessons?"
She looked at Obinna, uncertain what the mixture of emotions in her gut was. She blinked. "Could it wait?" she asked sweetly.
"I'm afraid it can't," Obinna said, frowning as though he were genuinely disappointed.
Lydia looked at Phil, who was sitting back in his chair. "Go ahead," he said. "'ll just... sit tight."
"You're sure?" Lydia asked him.
Even she was not sure what game she was playing. Did she want to, or not want to, go with Obinna to discuss her "riding lessons?" Did she want to go home and get fucked by Phil, or do whatever Obinna bade her to do? How could this escalate any more than it already had? She was being reckless.
She strolled through the crowd, acting as if everything was normal. The plug moved in her ass, and her pussy began to throb with need again. Obinna wouldn't ask her to let him fuck her in the ass here? Tonight? What would she do?
Obinna was behind her, gently steering her with a discreet hand on her lower back. The house was immense, eventually after enough turns and twists through the various rooms, the part thinned out, and they were in pockets of no people as they passed through a study or a hall.
"I want you to go to my house now," he said in a low voice. A couple passed them, talking about lawyers. She turned to find a staircase. They could go upstairs, as she and Phil had.
She turned to him and found he was not smiling. He pushed her against the door and leaned against her body, sliding his hand between her legs and along her inner thighs, up to her soaked panties. He went straight to the protrusion in her ass. She gasped and mewled. Panted. Turned her head frantically side to side. "Not here," she whispered, but her voice barely croaked the phrase out. Obinna pushed on the device until it pressed through her ass to the root of her clit through t he layers of her flesh, making a jolt travel through her body. "I can't," she pleaded.
He just stared at her, fingers moving to her panties, slipping them aside, plunging into her sore pussy.
"I don't want to," she said, her voice shaking. "I don't want to... do that, not tonight."
Obinna grinned. They were crammed into a service-type stairwell, one with a door, but it was open to the hallway they had come from. She could hear voices, people passing by at either end of the hall, but she couldn't see past Obinna's bulk to know if they were coming closer or not.
He was playing with her clit. Her pussy was so wet and so tender that every motion made a sticky sound and made some of her muscles twitch reflexively. She twisted away from the touch; it was too overwhelming. "I'm too sore," she tried. Was she trying to escape him or not? Even she didn't know.
He was heating her up again. She was losing her mind. Anyone could walk in on them from three different directions, and then what? How would she face her colleagues?
Yet she was making almost no effort to move.
Obinna had two fingers in her pussy and was starting to pump it, his hand cupping her pussy, heel of his palm crushing against her clit. She felt a new lust building between her legs, even if it was grotesquely painful and pleasurable at the same time.
"Did you ask Phil to fuck you, Lydia? Here at his party?"
She bit into her lip and nodded.
He was pushed up against her, leaning in harder, the heat of his body making her very hot, very sweaty. Well, that, and the budding desire, the building orgasm.
"You like my present," he said. It wasn't really a question, but she answered as if it was. Nodding. He smiled. He kept fucking her with his fingers, and she started to feel stars creeping in on either side of her vision. She was forgetting to breathe. Sweat was trickling down her back, running down her spine. It would be cold and run into her ass crack after she came. His mouth was at her ear, his free hand on top of her head, pushing down gently, keeping her from moving her hips or squirming away from the intense stimulation. She began to mewl, trying to keep it as quiet as possible.
"I have another one at home," he growled. "One you will like more. One with a nice, pretty crystal ball at the end, for a very special princess. And I want to play with it in your ass while I spank you ever so lightly for being very bad, Lydia. And then, you can go home to Phil."
He slipped his fingers from inside her, making her turn red with the effort of suppressing a disappointed scream. He smiled, shifting his weight so that his very large, hard cock could be felt in detail against her thigh. He put his fingers in her mouth, and she sucked her own juices - and all the cum that had been pumped into her - into her mouth.
It was all so dirty. This was all so wrong. She was a doctor. This was insane.
But her pussy was screaming something else. And her mind was imagining this other toy, imagining Obinna playing with her ass.
Wild thoughts sprang up in her head.
She knew better than all of this. Why was she letting herself be used? Why did she like it, why would she be foolish enough to think she'd enjoy being fucked in the ass?
She even preferred thinking of it in those terms. Crassly. Being used. Being fucked in the ass. Swallowing a load of cum.
"I don't want you to put it in my ass," she whispered. She sounded like she was flinging something. A final act of desperation. Her heart wasn't entirely in it.
Obinna moved his head side to side and grinned.
"Not tonight," he said.
And then he left her against the wall and walked away, as she collapsed leaning against it, the cold sweat taking over, her pussy screaming for release.
She was in a daze as she made her way back to where she had left Phil. What would she do? How could she explain this to him? What would her choice be? Her ass was so sore, she could barely walk straight.
Her pussy was still clamoring for more.
She pushed her hair back into place and tried to arrange herself into a more professional-looking woman. A surgeon. Not a toy that a man like Obinna played with all afternoon.
Back through the rooms. She plastered a meaningless expression on her face and felt like she was watching her life through a camera. Disembodied except for the slickness between her thighs and the gnawing thoughts about sex.
Smiling, making small talk, looking attentive, she did it all. She told Phil she wanted to go home, and she had every intention of doing just that. She could feed this beast with her husband, after all, and let him pleasure her while she thought about the thing she couldn't stop thinking about: this sex toy, what it would feel like. Being spanked.
Phil wouldn't do anything like that to her.
It was like a floater in her mind's eye: she imagined it, the appearance of it, the feel of it.
She was excited as she exchanged glances with Phil. He was excited, too. She finally couldn't take any more waiting, she motioned her head toward the door.
She got in her car. Phil was following her.
And she was all ready - completely ready - to go home and let him have his way with her.
But in her mind's eye and between her legs, the pull of the promised sex toy and to be used more by Obinna pulled more strongly than she could resist.
They had rules.
She was not a rule-breaker.
Her heart caught in her throat, and a thrill pervaded her unlike any she had ever felt before when she made a last-minute decision at a stoplight. And turned her wheels hard to the right.

      ***He saw Lydia's car leave the road in the wrong direction, and it excited him. For another few blocks, he told himself the story that she was just taking a different way home. He knew that wasn't true - and what's more, he didn't necessarily want it to be true.
Unease pervaded the still home when he got home: his unease. His cock, somehow, was as hard as when he was eighteen. He couldn't remember a single thing from the party except how wet and slippery Lydia's pussy had been. How swollen and full of cum. How the hard plug in her ass had pressed against his shaft as he sawed away hungrily in his wife's used pussy.
And now what? Lydia had let him put that plug in her ass. He sat with the feeling for a moment: his wife's ass.
Obinna was going to put his cock in there and make her scream, and she was going to let him. Would it be tonight?
Maybe she was still coming home. He prepared a glass of wine for each of them, just in case. Lydia had barely sipped her flute of champagne all night.
Why hadn't she at least texted, he thought, after half an hour had gone by and it became obvious that she wasn't coming home. It was disrespectful. A flicker of anger started to form inside him: Lydia seemed so out of control. The anger hardened into spikes of fear: he had never imagined Lydia doing anything like this, and yet here they were, already. What would she do next? She seemed to have no bottom now.
His cock was incredibly hard.
He didn't want to jerk off: what if she came home? And she would, eventually, and he didn't want to be too flaccid to reclaim her.
He checked his phone compulsively and even had to pace in the house, cagey and anxious. A cold sweat began to form at his own temples.
And then his phone gave two short spurts, and he found a picture texted to him.

Don't wait up for her.



It came from Lydia's number. The photo was a little blurry, a little stark. Confusing, for a moment, until he anchored his eye on Obinna's black hand. Lydia's phone was in Obinna's hand in the picture. The camera had been pointed at the mirror. A large one, framed in gaudy gold. Obinna was on a bed, at the head of it, relaxed against the headboard. And Lydia's head was in his lap, her ass to the front of the photo. Legs apart, a V-shape over Obinna's dark legs.
The photo was slightly blurry - explicably so, after all, what man could hold a phone steady while a woman gave him a blowjob? It wasn't easy to see clearly, but it was easy enough to fill in the blurry blanks: Lydia's mouth was working Obinna's cock. Her throat and her swaying tits were visible between the V-shape of her widely spread legs.
But that wasn't what caught his eye. What caught his eye was the clear, large, round crystal ball at the apex of her legs, right where her asshole should have been, right above her engorged pussy. A sphere of glass, attached no doubt to some kind of plug that was embedded in her ass. The fingers of Obinna's free hand were draped over the sphere casually.
And that was all.
Just the photo.
He was pacing the hall a moment later. Frustration boiled inside him, lust, desire that ate at him until his chest felt raw. Lydia was such a slut, he kept thinking. On her hands and knees, sucking his cock, a dildo in her ass, no hesitation. And now this?
Don't wait up for her.
Shower.
Jerking off.
Unable to concentrate on it, thinking too much about Lydia. What she was doing right now. How she hadn't even bothered to call him, or text him, herself.
Furious, wet, barely drying off with the towel, beelining for his phone.
Typing. Erasing. Typing again. Sending.

I want to talk to her.


Furious.
Calling. No patience. The dull ring of the phone stretched out for eternities.
An answer:
Panting. Low, panicked, gaspy panting. Lydia's.
He tried to speak, but found that he couldn't.
A mewl. "Uhn, oh..." Lydia's voice. Rustling, panting.
Video, suddenly.
Very dark, very blurry. Shadows, a light. The panting continued.
The picture materialized: the sloping curve of Lydia's back muscles as they swept into the valley of her back. Her hair, dark with sweat and sticking to her flesh, wildly tossed about on her shoulders. Movement: her body going up and down. "Huh-huh-huh-huh-huh" the constant, breathy pant of her voice.
Refocusing.
The picture zoomed out, and he knew then what he was seeing: Lydia's backside. She was reverse cowgirl on Obinna's lap, pumping hard, bouncing on his cock. The phone went down lower, resting on the man's black abs to give a detailed view of his shaft as Lydia's pussy rose up and then came back down on the black meat, her voice squeaking and mewling, panting and panting. A squelch with each arrival at the base of his shaft, juices slithering in waves down his column as her body rose again.
And above the cock, in her ass, the crystal globe. A dark, dark pink behind it, the gape of her asshole.
Obinna's fingers lazily moved into the scene, touched the globe, and then pushed on it.
"Oh!" Lydia shouted in pleasure.
Obinna's hand went to her waist. "Okay, hold on there, hold a minute. I want to show him something."
Lydia cried out. Phil recognized the sound immediately: disappointment."Oh-oh-ooooh," she moaned, coming to a stop and tipping her head back dramatically.
Obinna pressed his fingers to her lower back. His voice was next to the speaker, drowning out her panting. "Lean on over, lean on those legs."
Phil stared in horror at his phone screen as Lydia collapsed, falling forward onto Obinna's legs. The view on the screen was of her ass, about three or four inches of Obinna's cock emerging like a serpent, black and thick.
Obinna grasped the ball with his hands like a claw.
And pulled gently.
Behind the glass, Phil couldn't see very well, but the shapes and darkness of the scene, obscured by the crystal, shifted and changed. The gape seemed to roll in on itself. A soft pop, and the ball was removed from view to show Lydia's taboo hole, gaping wide where the object had been.
And then it was replaced. By Obinna's fingers.
Lydia began to sit back up, to rock her hips, making sounds that Phil had never heard her make before. Obinna growled. "Stay there."
"Wh - why? Oh, I'm so close, I'm.... please..." She was sobbing pathetically and begging, two things Phil had never even imagined she could do. "Oooooh," she howled. "I want to keep going."
"Showin' your hubby something, be good," Obinna told her, his fingers moving in and out of Lydia's ass.
Lydia paid this no mind. If she had any reaction to the mention of her husband, or the fact that Obinna was sending him this video, it was not something Phil could see. She squirmed on Obbina's cock and flipped her hair as she turned her head to look back at what he was doing.
Phil could only see this out of focus, in the distance: Lydia's face was a disaster, though: her hair was damp, her lips swollen, her mascara running. Her mouth hung open grotesquely, and she was panting and moaning like an adult film star, except that Lydia was no actress.
Obinna's thick black fingers plunged into her ass while she howled and begged him to let her fuck him.
Finally, a chuckle.
The plug was returned to her ass. Lydia squealed, and then sat up, and then began to bounce violently on Obinna's lap until she threw her head back and let out a shrill scream. Her whole body shook, her shoulders slumped, she ceased her violent movement, and collapsed, leaning forward.
The phone was suddenly tossed aside, still on. Obinna's low rumble was muffled. Phil thought he heard him say: "...not done with you yet."
Lydia moaning and protesting, but in the most "yes" way possible. Phil distinctly heard her say, "I'm so sore." And then she heard the smacking of wet skin in a steady beat over Lydia mewling and howling. Then a grunt, then just panting, panting, and no motion.
The phone was showing the ceiling.
And then it was ended.
Phil stared, open-mouthed. Then he raged.

I want to know when my wife will be home.




There was no answer. He fell onto the bed, despondent, trying to wait it out, wait for a response. He had already jerked off, but his cock was so hard he thought he would explode. Actual pain was tearing at the sides of his dick. Did he dare nut off again? What if Lydia came home? Would he be able to get it up again?
But all he had to do, he knew, was think of her bouncing away on Obinna's cock like a madwoman, and replay the sound of her slutty moans, and he would be good again.
Besides, he thought,after a mere thirty seconds of stroking himself, it would make him last longer when Lydia did come home, and the thought of making her whine and squirm because her pussy was so sore made him orgasm almost instantly upon having the thought.
A message on his phone two hours later advised him:

morning








  
  Chapter four

Lydia arrived home in a cab. She barely had the energy to explain why, and she really didn't need to: this was hours later, in the morning, and it was obvious that she hadn't slept at all. 
By itself, not sleeping was nothing that Lydia couldn't handle: she was, after all, a surgeon. She looked semi-fresh after 48 hours without sleep. But the woman who dragged herself to the front door, shoes in hand, feet bare, a large white shirt over her black dress, hair in a bun at the nape of her neck, was not that same woman.
He opened the door for her. He, also, must have been a sight, because he didn't sleep all night. His own night was tormented and fitful, battling the desire to jerk off, taking cold showers, fantasizing, and waking from nightmares of an erotic quality, dick hard, pulse pounding.
Lydia looked at him, but so briefly it stung. She seemed unable to meet his eyes.
And no wonder.
But after a night like that, Phil wasn't having it. Whereas normally he would have let Lydia off the hook with this, he was in no mood for it now.
"Tired?" he asked her.
"Oh, my God, I'm so... I can barely..." Lydia began, dropping her shoes. "I just want to -"
Phil seized her by her hair and pushed her back to the wall to kiss her violently on the mouth. It was evident that Lydia had brushed her teeth - a cool minty flavor stung on his lips and tongue. But hints of other things were in there, and he was sure he could taste them. Maybe it was his imagination, maybe it was his sense of smell lying to him. But the stench of sex rose from her skin and assaulted him in every direction.
"I'm so tired,: Lydia said, her head tipped to his, her eyes practically falling closed.
"I don't care," Phil growled. Lydia was arching into his body, swaying her hips ever so slightly. Her body was definitely not resisting him. It might have even been pushing him to do what he was going to do. His right, meanwhile, made its way to her thighs, and pushed the skirt up and her legs apart as he worked his way up to her -
Bare pussy. Dripping cum on the floor. Wetness streaked both of her thighs. It was as if she'd been fucked all night and just rolled out of bed. No panties. Probably they had been destroyed.
He shoved his fingers into the wet, sloppy, overflowing mess. Her pussy was swollen; it felt like a completely different place. Each movement of his fingers sent a micro-shudder through her. Her hands did not move to push him away, though. Instead, she steadied herself on his biceps and lolled her head side to side, her eyes closed in sleepiness. "I'm so soooorrrreee," she purred.
"Did he fuck your ass?" Phil responded gruffly. His own directness took him by surprise: before today, he and Lydia had been doing a delicate dance. Still pretending, circling around the raw truth of what she was doing. He had still felt the need to stand back a little, to tiptoe and not disturb her, somehow, by crossing a boundary. But she was brazenly slutty now, and he felt uncaged as well. The surprise flitted through his head, and then the animal took over again.
His fingers were swimming in her juices and the rubbery, swollen flesh. He sought out her asshole and thought he was on the wrong track until he realized that the shape of it had been changed. He growled.
Lydia's eyes flew open when he touched her there. "No," she said. "Not yet."
"But he played with it."
She pressed her lips together sexily and nodded. Her eyes started to fall closed, and her grip on his biceps wilted.
As much as his testosterone was surging, Phil was sure he could have carried her up the stairs. But he didn't try. Instead, he pulled her gently by the neck toward him, kissed her like an animal - licking her cheek, tasting a salty, bitter something - and then led her to the bedroom, mostly by the scruff of her neck.
She wobbled into the bedroom like a drunk, but he could tell that she was not drunk. She was just exhausted, and her wobble was because she was so thoroughly fucked. He undressed hastily as she slid the shirt from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. She struggled with reaching behind her for the zipper, so he unzipped her dress and pulled the shoulder of it down. It slid off her body and crumpled to the floor.
Then he pushed her, lightly, and then more forcefully, toward the bed. Then again, she collapsed face-first onto it. She fell elegantly, letting her arms go to her sides, and her hair strewed out around her head like a dirty, cum-stained halo. So exhausted. Her eyes closed heavily, with physical exhaustion, but her body still moved invitingly. She squirmed on the bed and mewled softly.
"How did he fuck you?" Phil asked, climbing onto the bed in between her legs, kneeing them away and open as he did.
Lydia was so tired. "Mmmm," she murmured. "All night."
By now her legs were parted, and he had a view of her ass, of her reddened and misshapen asshole, of her pussy, of the creamy, thick, still-flowing river of mingled cum that was oozing from between the puffy pussy lips. Dried cum, drying cum, all smelling of sex.
He didn't have to feel for himself to know that her pussy was so sensitive it would make her howl. But he wasn't going to keep on asking her, not tonight. She wasn't able to answer.
He dragged some pillows from the head of the bed and stuffed them beneath her waist, propping her ass up, higher and higher. Then he slipped his fingers into her pussy, enjoying when she sleepily mewled if he touched some tender part. His own cock was screaming in pain, but he wanted to get himself so worked up that he would come again, without much effort. And he wanted to make her come. Again. Even though she was half-asleep.
He played with her clit, making her mewl. He stared at her ass, at the twitching, shrinking gape. The idea of fucking her there had never been of huge interest to him, but now it held appeal. Would she let him? It was possible, in the state she was in.
He turned his attention to her clit, until he had her squirming and much more awake. He used his cock to tease her, sliding it through her pussy lips and feeling a tremor in her leg when he touched her clit with it.
But he couldn't control himself forever, and finally, he shoved his aching cock inside her.
"Oohhhhhhh," she moaned, "Oh, oh, Oh... Phil.... I'm so... sore... be gentle..."
He was gentle, but as he fucked her, her body warmed and clenched around his shaft. She enjoyed how hard he needed to work to maintain his own control. Lydia opened her eyes, and her mouth fell open, her fingers gripping the bedspread, when he started to pump into her very hard.
She squealed, and she came, and then she just stared in front of her, mouth open, her pussy squelching loudly, as he fucked her violently until he came. He yelled and stared up at the ceiling, head thrown back. The orgasm was violent and rattled through him, his own mouth open, gulping for air.
It was the kind of orgasm that required a cool down, a slow sawing as the final spurts of cum expunged in bursts. By the time he was finished, he could see that Lydia was asleep.

      ***When she woke up, Phil wasn't there, so she was left alone in bed - it was past noon, she was sure without looking at the clock - to contemplate what she had done the night before.
There was her pussy: it was sore in a way that was not unpleasant, and the juices that were flowing from it were still slimy and slick on her thighs. But the soreness throbbed away like a sexual need: all it did was make her want more of it. She liked that this only made Phil seem thirstier for fucking her harder. She had enjoyed his loss of control when she told him to be gentle. It was turning her on just thinking about it.
Her knees were sore. Her jaw, slightly sore. The back of her throat, even, was a little tender. And then her ass, which she felt with her fingers: back to normal, but sore, and craving things she'd never craved before.
Replaying the scenes she had enacted with Obinna, and then the final one with Phil, she could not believe what she'd done. And the other thing she couldn't believe was that thinking about it was making her...hornier?
Right now?
She sat up. She was determined to get control of herself. She wasn't some teenage boy. She could spend a whole night being fucked by Obinna, and then come home and ask for more sex. She needed to work, make dinner, and do something else. This was insane.
She picked up her phone. Infuriatingly, Obinna hadn't called or texted.
Disappointment clanged around inside her. But it wasn't the same kind of disappointment she'd felt before in her life - that a love interest or an admired mentor hadn't contacted her. It was a feral disappointment, of a purely carnal kind.
Well. She had wondered what it was like to be a man, always thinking of sex, always doing ill-advised things for it. This had to be what it was like.
She didn't really care. What she cared about was that her pussy was clamoring for more attention. Even though she knew that if she satisfied that itch, there would be a period of time when she was utterly ashamed of herself.
Though it did seem to be growing shorter. That shameful time. She was beginning to feel very distant from the desire to control herself as that period of satiation and shame grew shorter and shorter.
She looked up. Where was Phil?
Then she typed away on her phone.
Where are you? 


Come back, I need something.



Shamelessly, she sent it. And then she waited.
Her patience was very limited. She lay thinking about everything she'd done with Obinna and moved her fingers to her pussy. Her flesh was so swollen: it was ill-advised to have more sex. The merest touch on her clit made her shudder.
And that was exciting, too. Never in her life had she acted like this, and maybe that was because she'd never had a man like Obinna in her life: a man who took her past the limits she had set for herself and believed should never be crossed. Why had she believed that? Who knew? But she had been telling herself all her life that this kind of sexual desire was not possible for a woman, that only a man could want this kind of constant depravity.
And yet here she was.
Her fingers in her pussy, making herself shudder, her insides sore, the cum of two men inside of her - and she wanted more.
She lay back on the bed. Her pussy was a mess. The inclinations of Dr. Lydia Ackerman, surgeon, of before, would have been to shower and try to rinse this sordid set of events away. That was what she should do... but she didn't want to. She wanted Phil to come home and fuck her, or at least tend to her desires, and if she couldn't have Phil... then what? Her fingers strummed lazily between her legs as her mind drifted to Obinna. To everything she'd done. Memories of her own voice when she moaned, of the fullness inside her with Obinna's cock deep between her legs, pounding against her cervix...
Her phone buzzed, interrupting her hazy crescendo.

Ha ha I'm at work??


back soon I promise



She threw the phone face down like a toddler having a tantrum. How dare he? Her fingers worked in her sloshy pussy, but it wasn't the same - what she needed, what she wanted, was a real, throbbing, hot cock - attached to a man - to satisfy her needs.

Come home now, or I'm going to go see him 



She typed, and sent, the message, without so much as hesitating over the send button. Then she lay down, and contemplated her choices, and decided to wait for Phil's response and clean herself up a little before he came back.
She went to the shower, and spent much longer in there than she intended to. Her body was sore, and the hot water felt good. She turned on the massager to massage her shoulders, because they had gotten sore in one of the many, twisted positions Obinna had put her into, for long periods of time - positions that she hadn't even become uncomfortable in because of her appetites, but which she now regretted a little. It made her smile more than anything now. But as the steady drum of the massager beat on her shoulders, she was naturally inclined to get another idea, a place where a steady drum would be very useful...
No. Phil would surely be home any minute.
But when she went out to check her phone, there was nothing from Phil. It had been half an hour since her message, which she had sent playfully but now planted the seeds of a strange sense of resentment. Was he serious? Not even responding?
The shower head was an option. She arched an eyebrow. Could she really not wait for Phil to respond? Was she really going to go see Obinna? Was she crazy?
She felt an impulse that was unfamiliar to her: an impulse to gamble. To play things unsafe, to be... well, naughty.
She typed into the phone:

I'm all alone and I need something from a man.



She sent it to Obinna. Just sending it thrilled her. There. Whichever man responded first was the one she would go to - and could she be blamed? She had needs now, and they were ravenous, and she didn't care what it looked like. Her heart was beating quickly, she was on fire - and she liked it.
She laughed and held her phone, a corner of her lip tucked up under one tooth, filthy ideas running through her head.
A message appeared.

I'll come home as soon as I can


please stay there



Phil.
She tapped the phone against her lips.
Then she smiled. That was who she had really wanted to answer her, she realized.
She sat down and started putting on lotion. Obinna didn't answer in the five minutes she spent trying to calm herself down, and Phil was coming soon - but not soon enough.
She let the towel fall to the bed and stalked to the bathroom, naked, admiring her figure in the mirror as she passed. Turned on the water.
She had an idea, and let the water run as she glided back to the bedroom to pick up her phone.
She was no Gen Z, but she had an urge to film herself anyway.






  
  Chapter five

"Hot." 
Phil almost jumped out of his chair, and he might have, if the voice - coming from a male intern who seemed almost bored by the content - hadn't ended the commentary at that. One of the new kids for the summer slapped a few file folders on his desk and smiled at him in a knowing way.
Phil wasn't sure how to react to that, but it ended up not mattering, because the intern was leaving - and didn't seem to have an opinion on what Phil was doing, other than: "Hot."
And it was.
Hot.
It was hot as fuck, and he needed to get home right now.
True, it was also terrifying, in a way. He had been watching a five-second clip, in a series of clips, that Lydia had sent him over text, in rapid succession.
So many things were hot about it. So many things were frightening. And so many things were unnerving. He was sick to his stomach, and his cock was hard enough to make him vomit from the pain that reached deep into his balls and threatened further nausea.
It was hotter - or more terrifying - that Lydia had sent them to him than the videos themselves. Lydia was not exactly a sexting queen - in fact, she had never sent him so much as a sexy picture, fully clothed. And there was the weird aspect of Lydia not being especially adept at anything "internet culture"; she didn't have time. As far as he knew, Lydia floated far above all of that.
So it was his guess - and maybe, he thought, it had something to do with Obinna - as to why Lydia was sending five-second short x-rated videos to him.
Of herself, masturbating in the shower.
With the showerhead.
It wasn't just that she was doing it - it was that she was doing it so well. She was on the shower floor, legs spread, and had sent a clip of the stream of water abusing her swollen clit. Sound on, echoing, dirty mewls. One of her open mouth, as she moaned and wriggled on the floor. There were more, all part of the same great scene, he could tell.
Lydia had her phone - water-resistant, for sure - in the shower with her.
If there was anything more symbolic of him having lost control of his wife, he didn't know what it was. He was grateful to see their pale green Japanese tile, the proof that this was happening in his home. That Lydia hadn't run off to Obinna.
But this woman? anting and masturbating on the shower floor, her fingers playing with her ass beneath the stream of pulsing water, she was pointing at her clit?
She was capable of anything.
Okay, he typed, after the third video. You win, I'm coming home NOW.


      ***"I thought you didn't like this," Phil murmured, playing with her ass. "I thought you didn't want to do it."
She hadn't. Did she dare tell him that she hadn't, but she had come so hard, and it had felt so good when she let Obinna finger-fuck her ass while taking her from behind, that now it was all she could think about? Did she dare tell him that? That she spent all of her spare time thinking about what it would be like? Did she dare tell anyone, anyone, at all? That while she scrubbed in to a surgery, she was thinking about what a cock would feel like, stretching her open, pounding into her, and then filling her ass with cum?
It was a shameful, shameful fantasy. It was eating her alive. What if this was a fix she could never get enough of, if she just kept getting hungrier? Sure, it was fun now, but what would happen if it just kept going? Would she become more reckless, do more stupid things? How many cocktail parties could she attend where she could fuck her husband in the bathroom and then have a black man's fingers up her pussy in the stairwell only fifteen minutes later, before someone noticed? Before she got caught?
No. She needed to take all of this to its maximum intensity. Quickly, recklessly, and get it out of her system.
And that was what she was doing, right now, with Phil. Before she let Obinna fuck her ass, she needed to know if she could go through with it.
"I changed my mind," she whispered to Phil, as her eyelids closed in pleasure and she inhaled sharply. Phil was too careful, too gentle with her right now... his fingers traced around her asshole and made her pussy twitch, but what she really wanted was the raw, dominating prowess of Obinna. His pumping fingers, pushing her over the edge. She knew Phil just couldn't do that; it wasn't who he was.
But this wasn't what she craved. It was a stepping stone to Obinna's cock in her ass - his big, thick cock...
Phil was facing her, his arm wrapped around her and draped over her hip, his fingers exploring her ass. She was looking right into his eyes vacantly when his fingers slowed. This shook her from her stupor.
She blinked. "What's wrong?"
"What are you thinking about?"
He was staring back at her. His eyes were mostly on her mouth. Phil so rarely looked at her like this, like she was something to eat, something to fuck. It was freshly arousing. Would he want the truth?
"Are you thinking about him?"
His fingers started moving again after he saw whatever he saw in her eyes. What did he see? Excitement? Interest? The truth?
She nodded. His mouth fell open, and the intensity of his pleasure seemed to increase. She felt his cock twitch against her thigh. "I don't want you to do it if you don't want to," she said.
"It's not that," Phil growled.
He was still looking at her.
"So what is it?" she asked.
"I just want you to talk about it. Talk about what you're really thinking."
"Even if it's about Obinna?" Would that make Phil do what she was asking?
She could see in his eyes that she had hit upon the right answer.
"I'm thinking about his cock," she ventured. God, it sounded so dirty. She was married, a surgeon, and a proper lady - and here she was confessing to thinking about cock. About the size of it, the gnarled shape, and the veins protruding on it. She was talking to Phil about this. And it was turning her on.
And she wanted to turn him on, she wanted to make him hot enough to do what she was asking: fuck her ass, with his normal-sized cock, so that she could take Obinna's cock when the time came.
Phil may not have been Obinna. But he was becoming less timid. More willing to talk like this with her. "Mm-hmm," he breathed, one hand moving to her jaw, his mouth close to her lips. "Tell me more."
"Really?" she asked, giggling softly.
Phil squeezed slightly on her neck. "Really." His cock throbbed.
She stared at his wrist, too ashamed, or maybe unpracticed, to say it while looking him in the eyes. "I'm thinking about what it will feel like," she whispered. "When he... You know.... fucks me there."
"Because his cock is so big?"
She nodded, which was hard. Then she looked at him. He released her neck and moved his hand to her breasts, which he stroked with the back of his hand.
"So you want to practice on me," he said, beginning a list.
"I want you to practice on me," she interrupted. This made Phil's cock bounce wildly near her thigh.
She liked this. The words started coming more easily to her. "I want you to fuck me there. Stretch me out." She got going as Phil's expression changed. Precum streaked across the front of her thigh as his dick pulsed out pearls of it in response to what she said.
"Is that what you want?" Phil asked, amicably.
She nodded, smiling.
He had his fingers in her now, reminding her of Obinna. It excited her. Phil was close to her mouth now, breathing against her lips. "I'll give you what you want," he teased, and even though she heard the "but" in this sentence, the tone of a coming condition, it sent a shiver through her. "If I can be there when he does it."
She purred and rolled onto her stomach. "It's a deal," she told him. He was already lifting the sheet they were wrapped up in to survey her body. She lifted her head and folded her arms over each other before resting her chin on her forearms and kicking her feet up in the air. Phil was trailing his fingers down her spine. Then further, into the crevice of her ass. Further, to her hole.
She turned her head to one side and looked up and back at him. She was thinking, mostly, of Obinna but somewhat of her husband when she whined, "I want it."
And once again, she couldn't believe the shameless smut coming from her mouth. She could barely believe what she was doing, but there wasn't any reasoning her way out of it.
Phil was going in with his mouth. He ducked under the sheet, coming in at a 90-degree angle to her ass. and before she knew what was happening, she felt the wet, hot darting of his tongue and the closure of his lips at the peak of her buttocks. Fingers moving around. Mouth moving on her thigh, going inward, grazing her interior thigh as it hurried to the prize.
She was already wet again. The tenderness had barely faded. In some places, the touch of his tongue sent a jolt of electricity through her. It was almost too painful to bear, the sensation of his tongue lapping at her still-swollen clit. She clutched the pillow to her chest and tried to be still, to just absorb his attentions, but her body wouldn't let her.
She squirmed and moaned. "Do my ass, don't make me come yet," she said. She barely recognized her own voice.
They had never done anything like this before. She was far too horrified by it to even think about it. But now she wanted to feel a tongue on that dirty hole. Worming its way into her tightest place, taboo and filthy. Prying her open, then fingers, then cock.
When Phil's tongue touched her ass, she reflexively puckered, and her eyes flew open in surprise. Oh, God. This filthy thing was delicious. Her pussy started to ooze, so much that she felt it. His tongue wriggled inside of her. The sensation was impossible to parse to herself: it tickled, it made her drive to fuck even stronger, it was so foreign. She heard her own voice moaning in the bed. Her legs were twitching.
Phil's fingers, drawing her pussy juices up to her ass. "Is this enough...?" he asked, and she knew he meant lube. She waved her hands behind her, trying to grab his dick. "Just put it in my pussy," she panted. "Get it wet. Spread me open with your fingers."
She couldn't find his cock. Phil was flubbing this. She slipped her fingers impatiently into her pussy and then had an idea: she rested her hand on her ass and drew the creamy liquids to her asshole. She played with her rubbery anus herself, swirling around the hole.
"Oh God," Phil whispered, stunned. "That's so hot. Oh God, Lydia. Keep doing that."
She pushed her pointer finger in. God, this was absolutely filthy, absolutely septic, absolutely not something she should be doing. Professionally, it was insane. But the disregard that plagued her came from this thought as well, and she plunged inside.
"Phil fuck me," she said. "Get your cock ready."
She finger-fucked herself, pushing her middle finger in with the pointer. The stretch made her eyes sting. She knew to release her sphincter, but she had to concentrate to do it. The fingers slid in. She pumped them, imagining Obinna.
A jolt of pleasure. Phil's cock was bumping into her clit. Then sliding inside. She could feel the shape of it against her knuckles, the hardness pressing through her vagina to her ass. When a wave of excitement came over her, it made her asshole seize her fingers, clamping, making a dull pleasure ache to her core.
"Oh God," Phil said. "Lydia, it's too hot..."
She hastily pulled her fingers from her ass. "Do it," she breathed, panting. "I want you to do it -"
"Oh God, Lydia..." Phil's hands seized her hips, and he pulled her hard into his pelvis. "Don't move..."
She tried, but failed. She could feel Phil's thighs going rigid, his cock throbbing inside her. She could feel his impending orgasm, and she was also going over the edge.
"Don't!" she whined. "I want you to keep fucking me! I want you to stretch me out!"
Phil groaned. She felt the hot wave of cum as it gushed from him, and she realized that she should have been quiet. "I'm... coming..." Phil choked, grasping her hips.
She was nearly there herself.
"Fuck my ass!" she demanded. She wanted it now. She was going to have it. She pulled her body forward with a burst of strength that surprised Phil; she could tell as she whipped her head around to line herself up and reach for his cock. Ropes of cum were spurting from his cock, and they sprayed against her flesh.
She bumped her ass backwards, looking at Phil's shocked face, and then she sheathed his dick herself, shoving her ass up his shaft to the hilt. The wet cum touched her first, and then a tearing sensation, but that gave way to the rapid, slippery entry of his column and a feeling that made her own mouth fall open.
She was resting on her knees and her dirty hand, so she shoved her left hand into her engorged, wet, sticky pussy and rubbed hard as she bucked against Phil until she came.
With a cock in her ass.
The orgasm paralyzed her at first: her mouth fell open and she was afraid for a moment that her heart might stop. The intensity that overtook her was frightening.
She fell forward onto the bedsheets screeching, her thighs turned to Jell-O and shaking, cold sweat rushing in on the heels of the horrifying pleasure.
Phil was still in her ass.
She opened her eyes, waiting for the shame to roll over her. It didn't, not until Phil's cock went flaccid and slithered out of her, and a wet sound blubbered from her ass. Cum gushed from both holes. She was, quite literally, going to have to cancel a scheduled surgery because she put her fingers in her own ass.
She was out of control.
So far out of control.
This lasted a minute or so, the shame.
And then she started thinking about Obinna's cock again.
Shamelessly.


      ***He was stunned by Lydia's behavior.
But what could he do?
This was, after all, a monster he'd curated and cultivated. He stared at his cum, leaking from her ass. Lydia's gaping asshole, that she'd fucked with her own fingers. It was a high, lofty fantasy that he'd never even so much as felt he had permission to think about.
And she was doing it.
But she was reckless, and that was something he didn't know how to deal with. Lydia was the model of discipline and restraint. And look what she'd done. Did he have any control over now? What depths would she sink to, if they kept this up?
The problem was...
Well, the problem was, it was hot. Depraved and hot.
"Lydia," he breathed. He was disappointed in himself for not lasting as long as she clearly wanted.
Lydia rolled over and threw her arm carelessly at the side of her head. She was - or appeared to be - deep in thought.
"That was so hot," he said, to reassure her. Even if she had been the one directing most of it to its dirtiest manifestations. "I... how are you?" It had happened so fast. He wished he could have lingered there longer, savored the tightness of her sphincter. "Did you like it?"
Lydia's eyes shifted to his, and she stared at him. Her mouth was open, left hanging, and she had her left hand at her lips. She didn't seem to know what to say.
And then: "I'm ready to do it with him now." She sat up. "Will you arrange it?"
He blinked at her.
"So you can watch," she explained. Then: "I need a bath."
He jumped to go draw one for her.
She called out to him to bring back witch hazel, telling him which drawer it was in. "And cotton balls. Or gauze."
She poured it onto the gauze he retrieved. And then looked up at him. Then she smiled, wickedly. "Pat this on my ass," she said, turning over onto her stomach again.
So he did, gingerly, scarcely believing what he was doing.
"Phil?" she purred, though she seemed partially asleep.
"Yes?"
"Don't tell him."
A knife of cold fear went through him.
"What?"
"Don't tell him that you fucked my ass," she said. Her eyes opened. "I want him to think it's my first time."
His cock, inexplicably, rose to this occasion. He was stunned as he felt it coming back to life.
He dabbed at her ass with the witch hazel. "As you wish," he said softly.






  
  Chapter six

Phil worked his fingers under his collar. It really was true that in a moment of maximum stress, a man got hot under the collar and began to feel like he was going to choke. He had always believed this was a cinematic trope, with no real basis in reality. Yet here he was, unable to stand the grip of his collar on his neck. 
Obinna, on the other hand, was cool as a cucumber. As always.
"I'm surprised to see you here," he said, offering Phil, with a glance in his direction, a drink like the one he was having. It appeared to be whiskey. Phil declined half-heartedly, and Obinna poured it anyway. He brought it over to a small table and indicated that Phil should sit down.
He did not really want to, but he could see that this conversation was only going to happen under Obinna's terms. A negotiation. A manly negotiation with whiskey, discussing the terms and conditions of using his wife for sex.
"I need to discuss something with you," Phil said. He managed to say it very confidently.
Obinna chuckled. "You've become unhappy with our arrangement?" He took a sip of whiskey after peering into the glass, and he swallowed so smugly it made Phil's resolve stiffen somewhat. Obinna set the glass down and relaxed against the back of his chair. As he did so, he spread himself out so that his size was that much more imposing. "Don't tell me Lydia is unsatisfied."
His tone indicated that he did not believe that was even possible.
Phil swallowed. Probably, he was so confident in this respect because, in fact, it was not even possible. Lydia was obviously satisfied enough with Obinna's "services" that she was losing control over her own urges and behaving in an extremely reckless manner. Phil was benefiting from this - immensely - but it still burned that Obinna could be so satisfied with himself, and show it, and there was nothing Phil could really say or do about it.
Phil reached for the whiskey. "Lydia seems - she is - very satisfied. And, uh..." Phil decided to take a huge swig of the whiskey. Obinna's steely gaze, his lack of a smile, were playing tricks on him, making him more nervous than he felt he should be. After all, the simple solution to all of this was within Phil's reach: he could simply tell Lydia it was all over.
Lydia would comply.
Wouldn't she?
The real domination was coming from within himself: he wanted what he was about to ask of Obinna. He was so thirsty for it, he would accept almost anything Obinna demanded in return. Phil knew this about himself, and he knew it made him a weak bargainer. That, and the fact that he didn't want to disappoint Lydia, and Lydia wanted Obinna.
To fuck her in the ass.
"... I am, too. Very much so in fact."
"It's very satisfying to see your wife thoroughly fucked."
"Uh... yes." Phil nodded. More whiskey.
"Yes. Properly."
"Uh-huh."
Obinna folded his hands over his belly and watched Phil as he took another nervous sip.
"So tell me, Mr. Ackerman, what has brought you to my house to talk to me in person?"
Phil sighed and forced himself to speak. "I want to watch her."
This was so simple, it almost stunned him. All the way to Obinna's house, he had been rehearsing the many things he had wanted to say. Different ways of coming to the same point: demanding, manipulating, being sly, being forthright... it had all occurred to him.The only one thing it had not occurred to him to do was simply state what he wanted.
Obinna chuckled in response to this. "You mean you want to watch me. Fuck her."
Gulp. Weak smile. "Yes."
"Of course it is your right," Obinna said smoothly, waving a hand in the air as if this were a casual discussion about the kind of gravel he wanted to put in the landscaping.
"It - yes, it is," Phil said. He was disoriented by this apparent affability. But he was also wary of it: Obinna seemed to be circling around to something else. He had a twinkle in his eye, and he was watching Phil with a slight smile on his lips.
There was an awkward pause.
Obinna continued to grin.
"Well... then, I uh, should be going. I guess I'll leave it to you to, uh, expect me. Next time."
"Ah," Obinna said. Strangely.
Phil stood up to leave.
"So you are coming to watch me fuck your wife in the ass?" Obinna asked. He reached assuredly for his whiskey glass. Phil was halfway out of the chair, and so this was an awkward moment. He supposed Obinna had chosen it purposely.
Phil decided to continue standing. His heartbeat was picking up. Obinna seemed to want to humiliate him a little. "Um, yes. I... guess?"
A grin. Obinna shook the ice in his glass. Sipped again. Set the glass down, leaning forward.
He folded his big fingers into each other, elbows on his knees. "You know that I have detected in your wife a, shall we say, inclination? To let me fuck her there."
Phil was surprised to suddenly find himself with the upper hand: Obinna really seemed to think that this news would surprise him. Phil could see it in his eyes: he was waiting for Phil to be unsettled by this declaration.
And he would have been, of course. Had he not already done it himself.
It was almost as if he could feel Lydia's ass clenching around his cock.
The temptation was there - to tell Obinna that, as a matter of fact, he had been there when Lydia made that decision, with his own cock. In his wife's most taboo hole.
But he had promised Lydia not to tell him.
"Are you - are you sure?" he asked Obinna.
Very good acting job, he thought to himself. He sounded convincingly shocked.
Obinna smiled with his mouth closed, which was more of a smirk than anything else. He put his fingers in a steeple, to his lips. "Do you really feel prepared, Mr. Ackerman? To watch me put a load of cum in her ass? She is really a virgin. Her ass, I mean. I can tell."
Phil shrugged, struggling to look shocked and humiliated as opposed to smug. "If it's what Lydia wants."
"Mmm."
Another pause, though this particular time, Phil felt much less intimidated. Empowered, even. Obinna really did not seem to know that the Lydia he thought he knew so well would actually go behind his back.
"Okay, well... so, just be aware that next time, I need to be in the loop," Phil said, unable to take the silence anymore. "I'll be coming, too."
"Ah," Obinna said. "Well, as I have said, this is your right, as her husband."
Phil started to open his mouth and turn to leave at the same time, intending to wish Obinna well and high-tail it to his house, where Lydia would be waiting for his answer. And in his recent experience, if he talked about sex to Lydia, they ended up fucking, so he was more eager than usual to get home.
"I just wonder, Mr. Ackerman... well, have you considered?"
Phil was thrown off by the strange grammar of the question, and when he realized it was completed and there was no more to Obinna's question, Phil floundered a little. "Have I...? Consider, yes, I mean, I have." He shook his head. That wasn't right. He narrowed his eyes. "Uh... sorry. Considered what?"
"Well, I am just wondering if a woman like Lydia - so in control - would be the same. Should she be aware that her husband is watching her?"
Phil stared at Obinna, unsure of how to respond.
"I am wondering," Obinna said, shaking his finger next to his head. "Maybe she doesn't know you're there. What would happen in this case? How would she... behave?"
"I...." Phil intoned, shaking his head. He didn't think so; his gesture and face said.
"Are you afraid to find out?"
Competition. It flipped a switch inside Phil. Especially - especially - because he had the upper hand.
"I'm not afraid," he told Obinna.
Obinna seemed shocked by the force of his reaction. But he recovered quickly.
"So I have a proposal for you, then. Mr., Ackerman. Why don't you just... watch her? I will arrange for you to be there, in the room." Obinna grinned. "I can already think of just such a solution. And then Lydia will be able to be herself. More authentic, more..." Obinna waved his hand in the air, a perverse expression on his face.
There really wasn't any need to find the right adjective, Phil thought.
Obinna also seemed to arrive at this conclusion. "Well. Let's just say we will see the face she really makes when her ass is stretched open for the first time." Obinna smiled menacingly.
Phil stared at him. What diabolical man.
"I am sure it will not disappoint." Obinna gave him another smile. "Her. Or you."
Phil was dumbfounded for a moment. Slowly, he started to process what Obinna was offering him: an opportunity to deceive his wife, to watch her without her knowing.
And fuck, if it didn't hold some appeal.
To see what Lydia was really like with Obinna, knowing that she was unaware she was being observed. The desire for it rushed through his veins - unexpected, a little dirty with possibilities. Savory, twisted possibilities.
"It's a very... interesting offer," Phil mumbled. This made Obinna smile. He thought he already knew which way Phil would go. He seemed to know how tempting it was for Phil.
"I'll think about it," Phil said.
"I imagine you will," Obinna chuckled. "I imagine you'll turn it over a great deal in your mind. Will she be the same? Do I want to see the truth?"
"I..." Phil began. Obinna shook his head and sipped his whiskey. No need to explain, he seemed to say.
Phil was grateful for this. Because he himself was unsure what his final decision would be.
He turned and started to walk away. Obinna, he noticed, was doing away with his standard pleasantries and formal hosting tendencies, and didn't appear to want to walk him to the door.
"Please don't wait too long. I can't wait to see your wife again and get inside that tight ass," he called.
"I'll be in touch," Phil managed to say.

      ***He had a decision to make, and it was unexpected.
Really, really unexpected.
He knew, of course, that the appropriate course of action would be to go home and tell Lydia straight away what had happened - including that perverse final offer.
But didn't that offer hold an allure?
It did.
One that he was not sure he could resist.
After all, wasn't that what he really wanted, when he said he wanted to see her with Obinna? He wanted to be in the room, he wanted to see it with his own two eyes. But he wanted to see the truth: Lydia as she was with another man when she didn't think he was watching. All of the details that Lydia didn't give to him. He knew there must be some. It was one thing to tell him, "Obinna fucked my mouth" or "he used me like a toy all night."
To be unable to remember how many orgasms she'd had.
To claim to be telling him the truth and every detail.
But it was quite another for him to see it, to smell it. To see the exact ways that Obinna fucked her all night. To hear for himself the sounds she might be making, the promise she might be giving. Did she whine to Obinna the way she did to Phil, when her pussy was sore? Did she dare?
He would never know the real truth unless he did accept this offer.
This dirty, underhanded offer.
Was he going to take it? He couldn't believe how much he wanted to.
But accepting the offer came with a catch: not telling Lydia.
What, exactly, was his moral obligation here? He was in very tricky waters now. After all: everything about this arrangement had focused on Lydia's responsibilities. To tell him everything, to stay within his boundaries.
Lydia herself had drawn no such lines around his behavior.
And yet it did feel wrong...
His cock was so intensely hard it caused him problems driving, and he knew that it wasn't the profound pain that it was because he was so turned on by the impending possibility of actually watching Obinna fuck his wife.
But rather the fantasy of getting to see it at its most raw and unedited, his wife unaware that he would be watching.


      ***"So?"
She couldn't believe how excited she was. Anxiety and thrilling excitement had been building in her chest and her abdomen while Phil was gone. Now she almost felt sick. She wasn't able to hold still, so she was moving around in the kitchen, starting tasks and not finishing them. Fantasizing.
And now Phil was home. He looked hungry, horny, ready to go: his cock was hard, and she was excited by that, too. Surely this meant good news?
She smiled at Phil. With all of this going on with Obinna, it was somehow easier to be seductive toward Phil. She let the strap of her camisole fall from her shoulder, and she could feel herself naturally behaving more coquettishly. Moving more like a fluid, pushing her chest out, striking sexy poses, and smiling, touching her mouth, calling his attention even more to her sexuality.
"He said..." Phil began.
She was pleased. He seemed to be distracted by her, unable to talk. She tapped her lips and leaned on the counter, leaning forward to give him a nice view of her tits.
"He said...?" she murmured. She walked around the counter, trailing her finger over the surface, moving her hips sexily.
"That, uh..." Phil swallowed. He truly seemed to have lost it. Which was just fine with her.
She liked this power over him.
She was closer to him now, his eyes were clinging to her body.
"He has.... has to... think about it."
She laughed. What was there to think about? She looked at Phil. "What does that mean?"
"Uh, well... he made a, um, very good point..."
"Really, what?" She wasn't really paying much attention to this conversation, if she had to be honest. She was staring at Phil's burgeoning cock and thinking about Obinna's. She was still a little sore, but now she was horny again.
"Just that...." Phil lost his concentration as she got nearer to him and let her fingers drift over his dick.
"Mmm-hmm?" She tugged at his top button and then pulled so his pants unzipped. Twisted her hand to slide it into his boxers and find his very hard cock.
"Lydia," Phil breathed.
She smiled and started to sink down as she pulled him out of his pants. He was fully erect, seemed turgid to the point of bursting, and his cock bounced around when freed of the constraints. She looked up at him as she grasped it and moved herself into position, her lips close to the tip of his dick.
She was rewarded with the swell of a pearl of cum. His cock flexed in her hand, and Phil gave her a pained expression.
She didn't really care what the rest of it was. She swept her tongue over the tip of her husband's cock and smiled as he shuddered.
The truth was, she didn't really think Obinna was thinking about anything. And whatever it was, it barely mattered to her.
"I don't really feel like talking now," she told him, just before she took him into her mouth.


      ***He was still left with his indecision. It faded, naturally - while Lydia sucked him off, while they showered together, and later when they had sex again. But when she slept, his decision surfaced again and crowded his thoughts.
He put it off, and they went to work, and Lydia had a busy schedule that included several procedures, so all talk of any of it evaporated into thin air. She didn't have time to talk about this or see Obinna; that much was clear.
Phil was given lots of time to ponder the choice before him: to satisfy his erotic curiosity and feed dopamine to his fantasy, making it even more delicious in all the wrong ways. Or to come clean to his wife and still get a very lovely fantasy fulfilled, but with less of that secret sauce.
The first option carried risk, and he desperately wanted to be the kind of man who would never be so foolish as to accept it. It was not honest, and again, he wanted to be the kind of man who had integrity, and not the kind of man who wanted to see how his wife interacted with another man putting his huge dick inside her when she thought he wasn't watching.
But the bad Phil was winning the argument.






  
  Chapter seven

It turned out that he dawdled too much, and Lydia made the decision for him. 
He was at work, trying desperately to accomplish something through the haze of his thoughts about his wife and Obinna - when Lydia, very uncharacteristically, showed up.
"Uh, Phil," a flustered receptionist told him, after knocking on his office door. "Your, um... a woman is here? She says she's your wife."
There was something so strange about the way she said this. As if she disbelieved that his wife was so incredibly gorgeous, Phil concluded. He told her to let Lydia in, and as she retreated, it became even more strange to him. Lydia? At his work?
When he saw her coming, stalking down the cubicle corridor, he realized why the receptionist had questioned whether or not she was his wife, even if only in tone:
Lydia looked like the cliche of a horny wife in a movie or a hooker. Her hair was down and flowing behind her, because she was taking long, loping strides in a pair of very high black heels - unusual for her because while Lydia did wear heels, they were never this high and she rarely did so unless she had to.
Or wanted to.
But that wasn't what was really strange about Lydia, who was also looking whoreish in the appearance of her makeup: bright red lips, very feminine and deliberate pains taken to look hot. It was also what she was wearing:
An unseasonable (for the heat) black trench coat, tied loosely at the waist. The plunging V-neckline, where the coat wrapped over itself in front, suggested that Lydia had no top on - the rounded shadows of her breast outlines were visible all the way to her sternum.
She entered his office, smiling. The receptionist had escorted her there and seemed uncomfortable as she did. Several men were out in the corridor amid the cubicles, staring openly after her.
Because she looked very much like a hooker. She closed the door without saying anything and came around the desk to sit in Phil's lap as he stared at her in disbelief. He glanced at the window, which looked out on the rest of the office. No one was looking openly at them, but he knew everyone was doing so out of the corner of their eye or through the cracks in the cubicle walls.
"To what do I -" he began, but his thoughts were cut short when she pulled away the fabric of her coat from the waist down and showed him that she was, in fact, naked: except for two bands of black lace that wrapped around her thigh and held up the stockings on her legs.
She pushed his hand along her thigh to where his fingertips just brushed up against her very wet pussy, and then she giggled. Phil could feel his face going both pale and turning very red at the surface as he looked out at the rest of the office in alarm. "Lydia," he breathed, admonishingly - even as his cock came to attention beneath her thighs, and he knew she felt it.
She laughed.
"You look like... like a..."
"Like a woman who's come to the office to fuck her husband?" Lydia said, her fingers in his hair, delightfully raking the back of his head. She leaned close to his ear and whispered, "But I'm not."
His fingers, which seemed to have a life of their own, worked up toward her pussy. He hoped no one could see what he was doing, but even if they couldn't, he knew it must be pretty obvious.
"Lydia, what are you doing?"
She squeezed her thighs together and gently pushed his hand away. "I'm coming to tell you," she said. "I'm going to go to see Obinna now. And I'm going to do it. I can't wait any longer."
"Now?" he asked, staring at her breasts - the coat was falling open and he could see the hard nipple of her right breast, and down to her naked abdomen. His eyes shifted again to the window. "Lydia, this is so..." he began, but he was unable to finish, because she squirmed deliberately on his hard cock and smiled at him.
Then she turned toward the windows and back to him. Smiling, she stood up, taking her phone out of her pocket in a fluid movement at the same time. She set it on the desk, and Phil looked at it but almost instantly forgot about that as well.
His hand seemed to have its own intelligence and sought out her ass as she walked to the side, where no one could see her very well, or his hand up her coat. But then she was gone, before he had time to think about what she was doing. It was only when she reached the blinds that he figured it out, but they were closed by the time he found his voice.
"Lydia," he croaked. But he wasn't able to finish what he was saying, and not for the least of reasons, because Lydia was opening up the coat.
"I'm giving you the chance," she said, smiling, enjoying the way his eyes went to her body and remained there. He knew she was enjoying the fact that he had cut himself off mid-sentence. The door was still unlocked. People knew better than to enter when the blinds were drawn - but that might not stop them.
Certainly, everyone knew that the blinds were closed because of the trench coat, and all that it implied.
So what did he do?
He swallowed. "Chance for what? Lydia, we can't..." He looked at the door.
"I'm going," she said, slowly, smiling, showing him her body and touching herself provocatively as she did. "Over there, now. I can't wait."
She was approaching the desk. Phil was flummoxed, heat gathering under his collar. His eyes went to the door again, to the lock that was not turned. Lydia did not even follow his gaze. She was at the desk now, and Phil was trying to formulate a thought, but could not.
She picked up her phone and began to swipe at it, the coat open, the smell of her excitement a faint whisper in the air. She set the phone on the desk, face up. Phil watched her, panicking inwardly and intrigued, unable to comprehend what was happening but unable to dedicate much brain power to it because of the distraction of his wild wife.
When she climbed on the desk, grinning, he stared at her and murmured something garbled, racing to collect papers that were sent flying in several directions. He shoved his keyboard out of the way. The phone slid off to the other arm of his desk and fell from its cradle.
"Lydia -" he tried to begin again.
She put her finger to her lips.
She straddled the phone and smiled at him, letting the coat fall from her shoulders to her waist. "He likes it when I masturbate for him," she said. Then she leaned over and touched the screen, pushed Phil backward in his chair, and rose to her knees.
Phil stared at her: he was absolutely frozen. Lydia slipped her fingers into her pussy and began to finger herself. At first, she did this coyly - almost shyly. Like the Lydia he knew, she seemed to be doing it perfunctorily, with surgical precision.
Very quickly, though, a wicked grin took over her face, and at the same time, the gushing of her pussy became louder. The sticky-wet slop sound of a wet pussy grew louder, and she began to slide her fingers inside herself. She played with her breasts with her free hand.
"I told him I'm coming over," she said. "Now. And he told me to get my pussy ready. So I am," she purred.
She was quiet, but Phil was still frightened about the sound of the door being opened.
Not frightened enough to stop her, but the fear lurked around, enhancing his arousal.
Lydia had her middle and ring finger in her pussy now, and she was fucking herself, rubbing the front of her pussy with her bent pointer finger. It was a display that Phil actually couldn't believe: so filthy, so unlike her. So public, so wanton. Who was this woman?
"Mmm," she mewled, her thighs getting tighter. "I'm going to go there... right... now... and I'm... oh, so close... I'm so close... I'm going to do it. Today. I... oh... You should come.... I'm..." Her eyes went wide and she stared at Phil with her mouth open, her hand working fast between her legs. Her pussy squelched, and cum ran down her fingers as she stared with her mouth wider, breath trapped in her chest.
She let out a bark and shuddered. a glob of pussy juice rolled down her thigh, and another fell to his desk. The scent of her pervaded the room. Goosebumps rose up on her arms and she shuddered again, before reaching her pussy-soaked fingers out toward Phil as she used her other hand to turn off whatever she had been doing - call, recording? - on her phone.
He had to pull himself forward by his heels to reach them. He enclosed them in his mouth, his blood boiling. The taste of her cum was sweeter than usual, tangy in his nostrils, beautiful. He looked up at her, and she grinned devilishly down at him, watching him with approval. Her hand landed on his head, and she pulled him to her - his face was aligned with her abdomen. His hand floundered at his side, found the handle to lower his chair, and sent him crashing to the lowest setting when he pulled it.
He buried his face in her pussy, and she squirmed and giggled. He looked up at her, pleading with his eyes. Held a finger to his lips as he came up for air.
She laughed and snapped her thighs together, playfully pushing him away. "I'm going," she said, in a whisper. "You do you."


      ***Chaos.
She disappeared out the door, and he was alone in his office, her pussy juices drying on the edge of his desk. His cock was so hard he could barely think straight. He leaned forward, intoxicated, and licked up the sweet-scented juice, then wiped his mouth and fumbled for his phone.
Obinna.
He found his number and started texting, became flustered, and changed to a phone call.
"Comeoncomeoncomeoncomeon," he hissed, as the phone rang at a pace that seemed languid.
Voicemail.
He despaired and went back to text.
He was in the middle of frantic, error-ridden gibberish typing, gathering things to take with him with one hand as he texted with the other. He was so distracted and frantic that his thumb answered the call from Obinna before the sight of the call even reached his brain.
A frozen moment, staring, unable to process.
Phone to ear. Panting. "Hello?"
"You called me." A chuckle.
"Hey, hey - hey, listen." Phil sounded, to himself, like a character from a movie. He was back in his chair, leaning on the desk, pulling up his email with one hand to set up his out-of-office reply. His voice was frantic, wheely-dealy, desperate. "She's coming over, she's coming over now," whisper-yelled.
"I am aware," Obinna chuckled.
"She wants - she's going to do it. I think. Tonight."
"I am aware," Obinna laughed, very amused. "What are you calling me for then, Phil?"
A pause. Phil suddenly realized how ridiculous he was, what a fool he had been. What was Obinna supposed to do about any of this now? Why had he called him, now that he thought about it?
Another chuckle. Phil's heart sinking, his fingers still trying to send messages on his desktop. He couldn't see or think straight.
"I imagine that you would like to take me up on my offer, then." Obinna chuckled again.
Phil exhaled sharply. Was that what he wanted?
He had let Lydia leave. If he had wanted to stop her, he could have.
He heard his own breath into the phone.
"Just come around, Phil, to the back of the house, and I will get you settled without your wife being any wiser."
"Wha - wait, the back?"
"Go around the back," Obinna laughed, in his very Nigerian way, his accent seeming much stronger. He was smiling as he said this - this much Phil could detect.
And then the line went dead.






  
  Chapter eight

It was a blur from there. 
As he drove there, as the gravel crackled under his tires, as he drove to the back and followed Obinna's instructions and found the room, as described: upstairs, next to the master suite, accessible by a servant's stairwell like in a movie - in every moment, he felt the tingle of crossing a line. Being on the verge of getting caught. A nausea lurched around in his chest, and his cock throbbed.
The room had an alcove built into it that looked like a closet but obviously was not. It was out of place in Obinna's luxurious home: slatted, folding wood doors on both sides, as if this was the kind of place where rooms would share a closet.
He assumed it was a custom job, but who knew? Either way, it provided the perfect view into the master bedroom, and without Phil being trapped in an actual closet. Who was he to complain?
He was in the room alone for what felt like a very long time: long enough to entertain ideas. Maybe Obinna was just mocking him, putting him here in the room and then fucking his wife somewhere else. It was cool but it felt hot: he was sweating profusely and felt sick to his stomach, as though he was stuffed in a sweatbox. The bench seat he'd dragged to sit on was uncomfortable. His cock was in pain. And they seemed to take forever to come to the bedroom.
It was so long that after a while, he realized that they were probably fucking somewhere else in the house. This started to eat away at him: the doors and walls of the house were thick and impossible to hear through; he didn't dare risk getting caught now, not after all of this intrigue to get here. Not after lying to Lydia, not after all this work.
He started to feel even sicker. He put his ear to the door and heard nothing. Did he dare open it? If he opened it, maybe he could hear what was happening. Angst twisted like a molten knife in his gut. What if they never made it up here?
Lydia was a cock-hungry whore now. He could easily see her tearing his clothes off, falling to her knees, and demanding that he fuck her right then and there, right after she slurped up all of his huge cock. Surely Obinna could handle Lydia, could make her go where he wanted her to? Surely he wanted to bring her up here so that Phil could see for himself what a raving slut she was, what she really said and did? Wasn't that what he wanted?
Paranoia began to creep in on him from all sides. Conspiratorial ideas: maybe Obinna had intended all along to lock him in this room, waiting, and to never come up here, a twisted cruelty that was only compounded by the fact that he had lied to Lydia to get here. Maybe he was just driving a knife of humiliation and betrayal into him for his own perverse amusement.
He turned the handle, pulling the door open very slowly. Nothing in the immediate vicinity. Not even a sound -
There it was, almost as if on cue: the breathy, guttural moan of his wife. It began as a strangled, low moan. Rhythmic, with her [anting. Very rapid moan-panting. The vocals got higher in pitch, then even higher.
They sounded nothing like the sounds that Lydia made with him. But it was her. She was somewhere - distant- in Obinna's house getting her brains fucked out right now, and he was missing it. Did she sound like this because it had already happened? Had Obinna already fucked her ass?
He started to open the door wider, venturing in his mind to step out of the room and wander out further, to hear better. If they started to come upstairs, he could easily get back in the room. But then the shrieking of his wife cut short, almost mid-shriek. Fear snaked through him, intensely, alarmingly. He felt ready to run out and see what was happening.
But then he heard a guttural, wet sound that was definitely Lydia's voice. Then a laugh-like sound. And then a purring whine. She was fine. All of that was just an orgasm budding and then bursting.
He was ready to go out, moving his foot toward the door, his thigh brushing against his painfully hard cock, consequences be damned, when the voices changed. Growing closer. Echoing around in the vaulted ceilings.
He lingered long after he knew they were approaching now. Listening to Lydia - Lydia as she was when she thought she was alone and unobserved with Obinna. Every rise and fall of her breathy voice, the sloppy wet sound of flesh and smacking lips, reached his ears and went into a horrific dissection of its content and meaning. She sounded more passionate - or did she? Would she fake something to Obinna, or be deliberately different? Or was she just so overcome by her lust? Or was this who she actually was?
It could not have been more than ten minutes as they approached, but it dragged like an eternity in a sexual torture prison. They were making out, slamming into walls or the stairs, he thought. Dull thuds followed by whispery wetness, the sound of tongues or flesh and stickiness. Some thirsty, filthy moans - not just Lydia's, but his. He could not fill in visuals sufficiently disgusting to match these sounds. His imagination was running wild, but even let loose in his mind, the sounds were awful to listen to.
He retreated as they neared the stairway, their shadows preceding them. He closed the door carefully. His balls were so taut now that he almost doubled over in pain as he hobbled to the chair and sat in it awkwardly, his eyes glued to the slats that revealed the empty room beyond.
Lydia was the first thing to cross his field of vision: stark, pale skin, black lace stockings still on, slobbery and shiny. Still wearing her heels. It was depraved. She seemed to have been pushed forward, but she was eager to get into bed herself. She threw herself onto it, whipping her hair around, posing for Obinna like a porn star. She thrust her ass up and then turned around to look at him from her position on all fours.
"Slow down a little, baby," Obinna chuckled. His dark skin entered the field of vision, slowly and methodically. He was naked. His cock, engorged and enormous, was in front of him, preceding him, erect and bulging with veins and gnarly flesh. He came to a stop at the foot of the bed and held it in his hand, looking down at Lydia.
She rolled onto her side, twisting her torso, leaving her leg crossed over the other. She giggled.
The scent of her pussy reached Phil's nose just then. Lydia squirmed on the bed, pushing herself up on her elbows. "I want it," she said lustily. Her eyes were on Obinna's cock, and he saw this as well and smiled. Lifted it a little, wagging it at her.
"Mmm-hmm. I know."
"I want it in my ass," she said. Her voice was a whine. It was pleading, genuine. Even though Phil had heard her like this before, and he had seen with his own two eyes that his wife was a different woman now - it was hard to hear it, like this. Because this Lydia was not acting: this was Lydia when she didn't know Phil was watching. There was no way to write it off as a mere performance. "I want to dooo it," she continued. She sounded almost short of breath.
Obinna expelled a scoff-like laugh through his nose. "Yeah, but we have to get you ready first. Naturally lubricated, as is my preference."
Lydia laughed. "Mmm. What does that mean?"
"It means," Obinna said, getting closer to the bed, stroking his cock languidly. "That I'm going to fuck your pussy full of cum.... and then you're going to come for me again, and squeeze it down to your pretty little hole."
Phil was shocked - not so much by what Obinna was saying, but by the fact that Lydia responded by... purring sensually. Obinna climbed onto the bed and roughly flipped her resting leg over, throwing her thighs wide open.
It was shocking the way Obinna handled his wife: he threw her limbs around like she was a doll. And Lydia seemed to love it, letting him, not protesting in the least. If anything, she loved it: she giggled and let him do as he liked, all the while catching her breath in her throat more and more, getting excited. Her eyes stayed on Obinna's cock. They moved with a degree of familiarity that stung. Lydia was in no way shy or embarrassed about what she was doing: she clearly loved it.
Obinna lifted her legs up one by one. He ran his hands on the length of her sculpted thigh, leaving the stockings intact, admiring her skin as he ran his thick fingers over it. Instead of spreading them wide open, though, he pushed them together, grasped her ankles in one hand, his huge fingers spreading wide to capture them loosely and push them toward her face. His free hand guided his cock to her slit, and he played a little with her clit using the tip of his cock.
Then he shoved himself in.
Phil stared as the many inches of Obinna's thick cock were fed to his wife's cunt. The sound was excruciating: a slick, wet crackling and then a wetter spurt. Lydia's eyes went wide and she gasped, low and sexy. "Uhn," she breathed. Her back arched and her breasts pushed up against her legs. "Oh, ahhh!" she howled. Her feet in their black high heels twisted.
And then Obinna began to fuck her. Not just fucking her, but manhandling her. Pounding her. From the sounds of it, Lydia's pussy just got wetter and wetter. She moaned and twisted. Her breath was fast and staccatoed with each thrust from Obinna, who just kept pounding her harder and faster.
"Oh my, oh my -!" Lydia shrieked. Fantastically wet sounds of squirting cum came from between her legs, but Obinna just kept fucking her.
Lydia began to howl. "I can't... please, oh! Oh!" She lifted her head and tried to twist, but it was pointless. She let her arms fall out to her sides and arched her back again. Turned her head side to side, her hair getting caught in her mouth like a gag. "Oh, no, it's too.... it's too.... please..."
Obinna fucked her even harder until he, too, groaned and tipped his head back.
Slam, slam, slam. He thrust hard, three more times, his teeth bared like a wild animal, looking down through Lydia's calves at the sobbing heap that was Lydia.
Then he let go of her legs - guiding each on down to the side, bending her knees, propping her up into a position she'd be in at the gynecologist. His sock slithered out of her - still partially erect - almost like a birth. Its emergence was followed by a gush of creamy fluid that Phil could see even from where he was.
Lydia was panting, her tits jiggling on her small frame at the peak of each gasping breath. Nipples hardened into swollen points. Her legs were shaking.
Obinna leaned back on his calves, staring at Lydia's pussy, which looked like a split-open red fruit with creamy juices draining to her ass. He wiped his mouth. Lydia watched him eagerly, her hips in constant motion: side to side, or squirming vertically. She couldn't sit still.
Obinna reached out and yanked a pillow out from beneath the large pile at the head of the bed. He shoved it purposefully beneath the arch of Lydia's back, tilting her pelvis up. He extended his fingers to her pussy.
Lydia's dreamlike squirming was suddenly cut short: she lifted her head and inhaled sharply. Her hands moved to her pussy. "Oh my gosh!" she said, grasping Obinna's wrist. "No, please, it's too sensitive -"
Obinna was shaking his head. He smiled, his eyes on Lydia's. She gripped his wrist but made no other move to stop him: she kept her legs spread wide open, even if her ankles teetered on the heels as she continued to squirm.
"Now, Lydia, be good for me, baby. We have to get some of this inside you... there we go..."
He inserted one finger into Lydia's ass after swirling the gushing cum over its rubbery outline. Lydia gasped and lifted her head to look at it.
"Mmm, that feels so nice. So hot." He twisted to shove his finger in further. Lydia shuddered, and one leg fell inward, shaking. Obinna flung it back open with a flick of his wrist. "No, no, keep those legs open."
He played with her ass in silence for a bit, while Lydia held her legs open and stared at his fingers or tossed her head back. She was panting heavily.
Obinna guided her hand - the hand clamping on his wrist - to her sticky pussy. He held her fingers to her clit and forced her to stroke herself, even though she mewled and said she couldn't take it. He just kept doing it while she tossed her head side to side and inhaled and complained.
Soon, though, the complaining was taken over by compliance, and Lydia's arm muscles and grip on his arms and wrist relaxed. Tautness rippled through her legs, and her hips began to move forward and back. It was clear she'd become aroused again.
When Obinna let go of her fingers, she continued to stroke herself.
"That's it. Make yourself come again. That's beautiful, Lydia. You're making my cock hard again."
And she was: it was rising in jerky fits to its former mast.
Lydia was making sexy, high-pitched moans, interspersed with panicked breaths. "Mmmm," she complained. She tossed her head back. "Oh, I can't, it's too much," she wailed. The hand between her legs slowed - this was easy for Phil to perceive because the sticky sound of her masturbating slowed as well.
"Keep going," Obinna urged her, watching with amusement. "I want you to be so wet that I can scoop it up and rub it all over my cock. In fact..."
Obinna grasped the unfurling column in his hand to guide it to Lydia's slit. He buried the tip of his dick in her pussy and used his free hand to slide the gushing juices from inside her to his shaft. "Keep going, make yourself come for me."
"But then... I'll be so... tender..." Lydia panted, without slowing the movement of her fingers. "Mmm," she mewled. A slew of other sounds came from her throat, none of which Phil would have believed or even recognized as her voice if he wasn't seeing it with his own two eyes. The small enclave in the wall was trapping his own heat, and he was sweating profusely. A large drop of it rolled down his back and into the crack.
Lydia kept going, until at last her thigh muscles went rigid, like her abdomen, and her mouth fell wide open as she closed her eyes and tipped it back. Gushes of pussy juice squelched around Obinna's cock as he grinned and plunged inside again.
And then he leaned over her, grinning, and let a fat drop of spit fall into her open mouth.
Lydia's voice at last expelled a shriek, after screaming silently for a bit. Obinna slid out of her pussy and tossed her trembling legs up by her ears, guiding her flailing hands to hold her calves in place.
"Oh my... oh my god," Lydia panted. Drool left her lips, pooling in the corner of her mouth and rolling down her cheeks, and the fastidious Lydia didn't even notice. Obinna was basically scooping the gush of pussy juice, still mingled with his own cum, toward her ass with one hand, while fucking her ass - now with two fingers - to pump the lubrication inside.
"Now you're ready," he said.
Lydia mewled. "I don't... I can't..." She tried, however, to move her feet to one side, like she wanted to roll over. Obinna caught her ankles in one hand and held her feet in place above her head, so only her hips moved. They didn't get far.
"No, no. We're gonna do it this way, my sweet Lydia. I would like to see your face when your ass is penetrated, for one thing. And it is easier to play with your clit and make you come again." As he spoke, he was fucking her with two fingers in the ass, pinning her legs above her head.
Another long sequence of Obinna getting Lydia aroused again took place before Phil's disbelieving eyes. The woman on the bed, her legs up at her head, her mouth open and nasty, slutty noises spewing from her cocksucking mouth, was not his wife. This was a dirty, raving whore.
"I see you enjoy this stimulation," Obinna said, changing his position slightly to better hold onto her ankles and finger fuck her. "I knew you would be such a woman. Now tell me Lydia, do you want me to fuck you faster? I think you do." He started plunging his fingers into Lydia's ass rapidly.
"Oh! Ah!" Lydia cried, twisting. She lifted her head to look down at him.
This pleased Obinna. "Yes, watch it, I want you to look at it."
Lydia just panted and stared. Obinna slowed down, making her mewl in disappointment.
"You're very tight, Lydia," he said, adding a third finger to the two already stretching her.
"Ooooooooh, oh it, slow down, it's... oh!" Lydia threw her head back. Obinna was no longer smiling: a look of deviant lust was overtaking his expression. The only smile that still flickered on his lips was one of lascivious pleasure as he pushed his three-fingered probe deeper inside. "I can't," Lydia panted, suddenly. "Oh, it's too much, I can't!"
"Just try, Lydia," Obinna said. His voice was patient-sounding, but there was a growl beneath it, and his face did not look as patient or friendly. He was using his thumb to pull juices down to his fingers. "You want to be a good little cock slut for me, do you not?"
Lydia panted. "Mmm. Mmm, yes."
"You want me to fuck you like a good little cock slut, don't you, Lydia? In your lovely bottom. Like a little whore. I assure you, you will be pleased with the result."
"Mmm, uhhhh, I... mmmm." Lydia seemed to have lost her capacity to speak clearly. Obinna smiled and moved his thumb to her clit and she shuddered, her legs twitching wildly but going nowhere, trapped as they were.
"You know what I want you to say," Obinna said.
Phil's stomach twisted atop his roiling loins. His balls and cock felt so taut that he was starting to feel sick. Without looking down - because there was no need, and because he couldn't take his away from the messy, squirming woman pinned to the bed by a semi-fist of the large black man about to fuck her - he knew that precum was seeping into his boxers and probably his pants.
"Say it," Obinna said, his hand ceasing to fuck her. He was slowly pulling his fingers from her ass, which made Lydia stare with wide eyes, panting, a grimace on her face.
Obinna guided one hand to one of her calves and moved her leg into position, pushing her knee wide, pausing to trace the shape of the heel on her foot. He did the same with the other. Lydia was now holding her frog-legs open to him, and her pussy was re-opened, sending a wave of scent and gushing juices cascading to her ass.
"I want it," Lydia squeaked, when Obinna just stared down at her.
"What is it you want, Lydia?"
"Mmmm," she whined. "Please, I want you to fuck me, please. I want it."
Obinna was moving the fingers of the hand that he'd been fucking Lydia's ass with toward her mouth. He acted suddenly, very swiftly, and seized the left side of her face with a talon-like grip, his thumb under her jaw. He shoved his pointer and ring finger - both covered in their mingled cum and her ass - into her mouth. He bent the fingers to fuck her lips in much the same way he had fucked her ass.
And Lydia let him do this.
She was even willing, enthusiastic, Phil would have said. She sucked on the fingers and moaned.
Phil inhaled sharply and his cock bulged, torturing him. His mouth moved to form a mangled lament (oh, Lydia, no...) but no sound escaped his lips. The air was trapped in his chest like a caustic substance, burning through him.
"Say what I want you to say. If you want your ass to be serviced." But there was no real way for her to say it, because she was so busy sucking on his fingers, licking the taste of her pussy, his cum, and her ass from them with enthusiasm. Her tongue emerged to wrap itself around them, lap at hem, playfully lick them. Her hands were clasped around his wrist, shoving his hand greedily toward her mouth. Finally, she whined, complaining: "Ohhh, I want it. I want to be your cock slut."
Obinna seized her ankles and pushed them to the mattress, shifting his weight on top of her. Then he rose up slightly, released his grip on her ankles, and used his hand to guide his cock to her asshole.
His hands moved to her thighs, gripping them and pushing them open in a way that tilted her ass up more. His cock was now at the slightly stretched opening.
And in he went. Very slowly. When her ass enclosed just the top of his crown, she inhaled sharply. And then that disappeared, and her mouth fell open. When the thick meat of his cock began to feed into her, she gasped, then howled, then moaned squeakily. "Uhhhn, ahhh," she said, in the slutty voice Phil had never heard before.
Obinna stared at her face, a smile on his lips. The sounds ceased coming from Lydia's mouth as his cock disappeared completely, and his balls squished up against her tailbone area, visible from Phil's vantage point. Her body went still for a few torturous moments, her eyes open and vacant, staring up into Obinna's.
He touched her face, pushing away the strands of sweaty hair, touching her lips, peering into her silent and open mouth. He swallowed her lips grotesquely, and kissed her wetly - his tongue plunging and worming into the frozen "o" of her lips. He licked her face, pulled her hair to turn her mouth more up to him, and went in again with his big lips and tongue to consume her.
The feeling that washed through Phil as he watched Obinna devouring his wife - his cock in her ass, her pussy raw and swollen and gushing with his cum - was unlike anything he'd ever even imagined. He was aroused, deeply so: the pain of his erection was acute and sharp, radiating outward into the reservoir of horror and filth and humiliation that also twisted inside him.
Lydia was lifeless for what seemed like along time, while Obinna moved his hips slowly on top of her, not so much fucking her as grinding his cock into her, pointing it in different directions, enjoying the feel of her body. Her lips did not move in response to his glistening tongue, and her eyes were open without blinking. Her ankles fell to his shoulders and her feet went limp, pointing the heels at odd angles. The only sign of life was her panting, like an animal.
And then she whinnied, more like a horse than any other sound. It curdled into a mewl, then softened and turned sexual again. Obinna pushed himself up, bracing his hand on her right calf, and slid his hand between their bodies to play with her clit. And he slowly started fucking her.
The sounds that Obinna elicited - or rather, ass-fucked out of Phil's wife - were filthy, slutty, painful to hear. Erotic. Disturbing. Obinna was speaking to her in a low voice that seemed to please Lydia but which Phil himself couldn't hear. Lydia's left leg fell to the side, her knee bending. Obinna's hand worked hard on her clit as he fucked her ass, and the juices of her pussy sloshed into the wet blubbering of her ass being fucked.
He worked her up to a crescendo that Phil could almost feel through the high-pitched panting, whining, and eventually, screaming, that left Lydia's mouth. Another orgasm made her legs shake and her body go rigid as she screamed. Then, limp and lifeless, her head lolling to one side - her face in Phil's direction, her eyes open but just staring into space, completely fucked-out.
Obinna rolled her onto her stomach, slapped her ass as he instructed her to get on her hands and knees. His cock was still rigid, ready to pump her more. Lydia complained in the sexual-whine voice she seemed to have only in Obinna's presence, but complied. "I can't," she whined, even as she did it. "I can't - it's - too much, oh..."
Obinna was back in her ass again, cutting off her voice.
His cock crackled with lube and spurted with each thrust, and Lydia seemed not to even notice these sounds that, in bed with Phil, would have horrified her. Obinna started to fuck her harder and she collapsed onto her chest and stared, open-mouthed at the wall, as he continued fucking her. At first slow, then faster, and finally so hard that the contact of his thighs on her ass sounded like a rapid spanking.
This went on for such a long time that Phil could no longer stand the pain of his own balls. Fumbling, making noise and not caring, he got himself out of his pants and boxers and rubbed one out while watching Obinna fuck Lydia. He came rapidly, paid no mind to where the ropes of cum landed, his mouth open in a swallowed scream. He stared in horror as Obinna continued to hammer Lydia.
She was being pushed by the force of his thrusts up to the head of the bed, until her head hit the headboard and she lazily moved one arm to hold herself back from banging her head on it. The sounds leaving her mouth and her pussy became so grotesque that Phil closed his eyes to the scene, but they overwhelmed him. He opened his eyes again and stared, his cock twitching back to life even over the wretched feeling twisting in his chest.
Finally, Obinna leaned his head back, grabbed her hips, and let loose on her. He groaned and came, the veins in his neck standing out and his fingers digging into the flesh of Lydia's hip.
They remained like this for a long time after he finished. Obinna put his hand on her flank, rubbing up to her ass, admiring the shape and feel of it beneath his palm. Lydia did not seem to want to move; she seemed content. Almost as though she liked having cock in her ass.
"Are you sore, Lydia?" Obinna asked.
Lydia whined and pushed herself up - only enough to turn her head. "It hurrrtsss," she complained.
Obinna smiled and gave this no more consideration - because Lydia was obviously not that upset by it herself. She made no move to get away, even when he let go of her hips and panted above her. He leaned forward to reach for her elbow, and he slid his fingers up her arm to her hand as he pulled her limb back toward them. Then he placed it, after manipulating it a bit, on her asscheek. Then he did the same to the other, so that Lydia was holding her ass on display for him. Lydia allowed him not only to do this, but also she left her hands in place even after he let go of them. She, in fact, seemed to have nothing in her but limp submission to his every whim, however disgusting the sounds or the sexual act.
Slowly, he slithered out, dropping his hand to her ass and plunging his thumb into the open gape as soon as his dick was out. He finger-fucked her a bit more, making cum ooze and sputter from her. Sounds that the Lydia Phil knew would have been mortified by in their own bedroom. She didn't bat an eye - literally, she just stared emptily in front of her, cheek to the bed. Holding her ass open while Obinna lazily played with the cum that oozed from it.
"Stay like that," he said, casually, and backed off the bed on his knees. His cock was less turgid than before, bouncing with his movements, but it was coming to life again.
As for Lydia? She twisted a little, as if stirring to life again. She bent her neck to look behind her, without moving her hands.
Obinna opened a drawer in a large dresser set behind him and removed an object that by now was familiar to Phil: the crystal bulb, with the bulbous crystal ass plug at its root. Obinna approached Lydia, showing her the object in his hands, grinning. Lydia stirred, one of her hands dropping to the bed on her side, as though she wanted to push up.
Obinna tisked at her, shaking his head. "Now, doctor, I'm not done with you yet. You want to be a good cock slut, you remember? Mmmm." He was already murmuring in agreement because Lydia had replaced her hand at her ass. "I want to keep you stretched out, keep all this cum in your bottom. I want you to wear this, and watch you squirm while I make you something to eat." He was inserting the object as he spoke, and it went in easily, making Lydia moan. "I think you will enjoy it, feel it, push on it.... mmm, that's it."
To Phil's horror, Lydia was doing exactly what Obinna asked her to do. She clasped the spherical crystal in her fingers, much the same way she touched the end of Phil's cock, and moved it around, gasping and mewling as she did. Obinna smiled, observing her. From between her legs, a steady drip of pussy juice elongated and then plopped onto the bedsheets. Her mouth was open, her features grotesquely contorted, saliva spilling from the corner closest to the bed.
Obinna, in short, had turned her into an animal, heaving and panting, lying on the bed.
"Sit up," Obinna said, grasping her wrists to help pull her to rest on her shins. He wrapped his hands around her torso to fondle her tits -manhandle them really - as if Lydia was his own property. Lydia squirmed, her hips restless. Obinna moved his hands down to her hips and pushed, making her sink lower between her spread legs, until the crystal ball must have come into contact with the mattress and begun to push on the inside of her ass.
"Ooohhhh," Lydia mewled, her body restless, but she was unable to escape Obinna's grip. He started working her up again, slipping his fingers into her pussy. When he touched her clit, her limbs jerked and she closed her eyes to let out a wet mewl.
Obinna played with her clit until she was writhing, her hips bucking, and it seemed like she wanted to come again. Just as she seemed ready to peak, he chuckled softly in her ear and moved his hand from her pussy. She wailed in disappointment and her body sagged, as Obinna moved her hair to one side and spoke into her ear, in a whisper that Phil couldn't hear.
Lydia's eyes widened, and her mouth fell open. She mewled, and Obinna kept speaking to her, holding her in place as she began to squirm more, with a note of protest in her voice. "I can't... oh... no... mmm, yes... yes, I'll be good... mmmm..."
The woman on the bed was so far removed from the image Phil had of his real wife that for a moment, he transcended everything in the room and was convinced that none of it was real. Obinna laughed lightly and removed another item from the chest of drawers behind him: a pale, sheer slip of a dress.
"Hold your arms up," he told Lydia, and she obeyed. He slipped the fabric over her arms and head, and it fell like a curtain over her body. It was sheer and barely anything at all - Phil could see her swollen nipples poking through the fabric, the shade of her skin beneath it, the contours of her breasts.
"Now, we take a break. And then you will ride my cock."
Phil stared, unable to comprehend what was happening, as Lydia allowed herself to be escorted from the room in the transparent clothing, the lump of the buttplug visible from behind, walking very tenderly and slowly, mewling all the way.






  
  Chapter nine

He was frozen in place, his breath stopped, for so long that his chest began to hurt from the lack of breathing. When he finally snapped out of his trance, his hands were shaking as he stood up, clumsily knocking into things, his mind going a million directions at once. He nearly knocked over a floor lamp and bumped into the closet door so hard it creaked and threatened to break. 
What now?
What now? His mind shrieked.
He fumbled with his phone, his fingers unsteady. He dropped it because he was so wired. His cock was hard again, it was difficult to get his pants back on and buttoned. He was trying to do all of these things at once, but his mind was only on Lydia, somewhere in Obinna's house, walking slowly so as not to hurt her tender ass.
That Obinna wasn't done with yet.
He texted Lydia in desperation: after all, wouldn't he be doing that, under normal circumstances?
How's it going?
But he received no answer. Why would he? She was downstairs now, sitting somewhere with that crystal in her ass, squirming uncomfortably, while Obinna.... fed her dinner?
Did he stay? Did he go? He could, very easily, storm downstairs and put a stop to all of it. Take his wife home, drag her to a taxi and make her sit in it in that ridiculous dress, squirming, while he glared at her. I saw it all, he could convey, and make her sit in her shame and humiliation, before he got her home and thought of a suitable punishment.
But that wasn't what he was going to do, he realized. He was going to play it cool: Lydia might not know he was here, but Obinna did. And Obinna knew what kind of man Phil was - the kind who had asked for this, who wanted to see his wife defiled, who wanted to see just how far she would go when she thought he wasn't there.
Didn't he want to know if she would tell him the details? How much of it would she tell him? How filthy she could be, if she thought no one else was watching?
He did.
He stared at his phone, at her lack of reply. And then he texted Obinna.
What are you doing? Where are you?
To which he received no reply. His cock was getting hard again. He was becoming manic; he could feel it. Pacing would do nothing for him. Jerking off was not going to help, either. He couldn't erase the images of Lydia's whoreish acts, or the sounds of her pussy squelching and the sick, twisted moans from her mouth.
Panic began to build up in his chest, unexpectedly. He was moving toward the door, an idea of an idea of a plan in his mind - to go downstairs, to do whatever it was that occurred to him to do as soon as he was in the hallway.
He felt the vibration of his phone in his hand.
Come and see.
What did that mean?
He crept through the house, following the barely audible sounds of their voices. They weren't talking much - Lydia's voice was just sultry mewls, and Obinna's voice just a low rumble. Approaching, on the first floor, he didn't know if he was going to crash the scene (or if he was meant to) or not.
But when he finally reached an archway that led to a dining room that fed into the kitchen through another arch, he stopped cold in his tracks.
Lydia was on a stool - a very high stool. Her heels were on, she was sitting in a childlike pose with her hands at her sides, gripping the seat of the stool. She was squirming, one ankle twisting in a circle and the other planted on a rung of the stool. Phil realized this was to take weight off the large crystal ball of the plug. Obinna was in front of her, a plate in one hand, picking up pieces of fruit and scooping some kind of foamy substance onto them before dangling them over Lydia's upturned mouth.
He was making her eat by licking the fruit and then begging, with her open mouth and her lips, for the rest of it. And Lydia was doing just that: whoreishly lunging at the fruit, or whatever else he held for her. Smiling. It was a game to her, and she liked it: squirming on a stool with her sore ass plugged up and constantly stimulated, being a toy for another man.
Phil positioned himself, lurking, to the side of a large piece of furniture that he barely registered. One eye out, watching his wife lick food from Obinna's fingers greedily. The other behind the wood.
Lydia's mewling only became more dramatic. She brought her hands together in front of her spread legs and leaned onto her palms. "Mmm, please, I don't want to eat anymore," she crowed, her head tilted to stare up at Obinna. She chased the cherry he dangled above her lips, even as he teased her with it. When she finally bit it, cherry juice spilled from between her mouth, a river of dark red that poured over her lower petal. She let it roll down to her chin. Obinna dipped his fingers into a white substance - perhaps a creamy fruit dip - and then into Lydia's mouth. She squirmed and sucked his fingers dry. "Mmm, please," she whimpered. She was squirming even more. "I don't want to eat anymore."
Obinna just smiled. His eyes moved in the direction of Phil, which made Phil moved to the left to hide himself and his heart race as if he'd been caught.
But Lydia was the only one who didn't know he was here. He moved his head slowly out from behind the china hutch to watch more. It dragged on, seemingly forever, before Obinna set the fruit tray aside and got even closer to Lydia.
He moved calmly and methodically. Even from where Phil was he could see the ripple of pleasure that shook through Lydia. She stared up at him, her eyes expectant and excited, like the eyes of a dog for her master.
Obinna let her sit like this, anticipating - probably enjoying the subservience - before shoving his hand to her pussy and into her soggy folds. Phil heard the spurting from where he was as Obinna manhandled his wife's pussy. Lydia leaned into it and rose up to meet him in a dirty, deep kiss that was so wet and slurpy that Phil didn't know which juicy swollen hole of his wife's he was hearing.
Then Obinna had her by the back of the neck, and he was moving her off the stool. They were going somewhere else now... through a back door, through the kitchen in the opposite direction. Lydia was moving her lower body in discomfort and walking gingerly, Obinna feeling her up, fingers in her pussy and then grasping her breast, using her like a plaything as he marched her away.
Phil followed at a safe distance. His mind reeled as he tried to imagine Lydia telling him about all of this: would she lie? What would she leave out? Had she acted like this every time, so obscenely? Had she already done these filthy things with him, and that was why they came so easily to her?
They had gone to a small, steamy patio area, steps down from an adjacent room that seemed to serve only to have towels hung it, and slippers, on the floor. The scent of sandalwood, some type of spa. Water reflected on the ceiling in a dim room with low lights. He heard splashing.
He was forced to stand there, listening, because he didn't dare poke his head out. It went on and on: giggling, then moaning, then mewling, then splashing, then quiet, then sloshing, then more sounds from Lydia's mouth that were dizzyingly disgusting and pornographic.
More sloshing. People getting out. Phil backed away, panicking.
The noise stopped.
A low growl from Obinna. Phil stepped forward. He crept, the sounds of what was happening in the next room reaching his ears before the image did.
He lowered himself to the floor, because what he was hearing was a clacking stickiness. They were fucking, or something like it - and this was confirmed almost as soon as he got to his knees - the glug, glug of cock in a throat, so familiar to him from porn.
He peered around the corner.
If Lydia had not been on her knees, as she was, her ass and the crystal ball nestled between her buttocks visible, she would have seen him.
Phil felt sick and threw himself against the wall, sliding down to his ass, knees pulled in close. This was painful against his cock, but he didn't know what else to do.
He sat there, as the glugging continued, and then it ceased, and then there was the sound of them getting into the water. Lips still smacking against skin or other lips. More splashing. Lydia's moan. Then a mewl. Bigger splashing.
Phil rotated his head to peer cautiously around the corner. Lydia was now facing away from him, her arms straight, her hips against the edge of the tub. Mewling. Obinna was playing with the crystal ball and pushing on the sphere to move it inside of Lydia and cause her to shriek or moan sexily.
Phil didn't know if Obinna had arranged the scene this way so that Phil would have the line of sight that he had. But he did. A perfect line of sight to his wife bending over in the hot tub to let Obinna tenderize the inside of her ass.
He turned his attention to her pussy next, and began to play with Lydia's clit. Her pussy was so engorged that it swelled from between her thighs, red and engorged, below the crystal ball. Her breath became panicked, rapid. Studded with mewls and moans.
The beat of her mewls quickened, and then she began to beg Obinna to fuck her. She seemed so close at one point that Phil thought she would come; instead, Obinna stopped playing with her and she collapsed on the deck, sobbing. He played this game with her several times.
And then Phil's view became blocked, as the large man rose from the water, turned his back toward Phil, and did something to Lydia that made her moan loudly, then whine, then buck against him and thrash her legs in the water.
And then Obinna's hips moved faster, and the water began to splash around. Lydia screamed, and then she went limp, but Obinna kept fucking her.
Until finally he groaned and dumped his cum inside her.
He backed away, wiping his mouth. Lydia was heaving, bent over and limp. Cum oozed from her swollen pussy lips. Obinna stood back to admire the scene and then gripped Lydia's ass when she started to move.
"No, Lydia," Phil heard him say. "Stay just like that."
He rubbed the butt plug.
And then he pulled it out, and drifted away from her to sit down on the opposite bench.
He stretched his arms out on the back of the hot tub and stared at her ass, at the gaping asshole out of which a torrent of cum was now leaking, and the messy red flesh below it, also weeping cum.
"You want a picture for your husband?' he asked her.
Lydia rolled her head on the surrounding deck, then mewled. Her voice was indistinguishable from where Phil was, but whatever she said, Obinna made no move to get the phone. Or his. And Lydia just continued lying there, both holes used and swollen, while Obinna admired his handiwork.
They moved back to the bedroom, and they fucked again. And again and again and again. Obinna had obviously taken something to keep the party going all night. Lydia would collapse in a heap, sweaty and disheveled, and Obinna would let her lie on the bed for a bit without fucking her, but within half an hour he would be at it again.
At first, Lydia could hold herself on her hands and knees, or suck his cock. But he began having to seize her hips or pull on her jaw, because she was getting more and more exhausted. Phil himself was barely hanging on: he wanted to sleep, he needed to sleep, but he couldn't miss a thing Obinna did to his wife His cock was turgid and pulsing, all of his cum dammed up and building to unbearable tension inside him, his stomach sick, the memory of Lydia shaking her head and not bothering to take a picture for him seared int his consciousness like a ghost image on the cornea - infecting every thought.
At last, it seemed like they were going to sleep. Obinna lay down next to her and Lydia didn't move.
Phil stumbled to the bed in the room he was in and collapsed on it.
He masturbated, not caring at all that his cum burst out and splattered the covers. And then he lay, looking at the ceiling.
He was just about to fall asleep when a rhythmic sound began and lulled him back to wakefulness. And then Lydia's moan - a strangled, breathy, "Oh-ohhh" broke his sleepiness wide open. He was too tired to go watch, and anyway, it was dark in both rooms now.
All he could do was lie there, listening.
And that seemed to go on for an eternity.






  
  Chapter ten

When he woke up, it was because of light, or maybe a bad dream. He was disoriented at first, but the whole night rushed back in on him. No sounds from the other room. 
He got up - his back was wrenched from sitting as he had for so long. Tightness gripped his lower back, a dull pain somewhere on his left scapula. His pants were still open, so he zipped them up. Peered into the next room.
It took some time for him to realize that Lydia was gone. Obinna was still sleeping, face down on the bed, but the remaining sordid sheets that were bunched up after their insane lovemaking did not enclose Lydia.
He crept through the house. It seemed like the kind of place where he might encounter a servant, and who knew if Lydia was lurking here somewhere?
Maybe she had just been in the bathroom.
Phil was glad to escape without incident, out the back door, his feet loud on the gravel and the sun getting very hot already. He squinted up at the windows of the house and they stared at him vacantly. Then he got scared: Lydia might look out one of them at any moment.
And he did not want Lydia to know he was here until he asked her to tell him everything.
He was a bad driver, a reckless driver on his way back. If Lydia wasn't still at Obinna's, then was she home? Driving home, maybe. But she wouldn't want to talk about herself and Obinna if Phil got home later than she did. And Phil had to know. He had this chance to know if Lydia was telling him everything, and he was blowing it.
Scenes from the night before played out in his mind. His cock was hard the whole time. He was rushing, impatient, ready to honk at red lights in fury.
Home. Lydia's car. Fuck.
Into the house. Near silence.
"Lydia?"
The first call sounded almost normal. But his voice became frantic. Storming through the house, not that it was anywhere near as large as Obinna's. "Lydia? Where are you?"
Into the bedroom. Lydia rising from the bed, nothing on, her body beneath a white sheet that was almost translucent in the light - she hadn't even bothered to close the curtains. She was sleepy, her eyes heavy; she struggled to keep them open. Hair disheveled. Phil could see that she hadn't taken a shower, and he could smell it, too. That and her pussy. She smiled at him.
Smiled at him.
Phil was ready to launch into his excuse for not being there, but he had imagined, in his mind, that she would ask him. So he faltered, gave several false starts to sentences, and generally became a hopeless mess. If any of this affected Lydia, she didn't show it.
She didn't ask where he had been. She rested her head on her hand and looked at him.
"Tell me everything," he said.
Lydia yawned. "I'm so tired," she said.
This was legitimate, Phil realized. He should let her sleep. Maybe he could wait. He could ask her later, after she rested. She yawned again. "Anyway,"s he said, smiling. "There's not that much to tell."
A lightning bolt of rage shot through him. Lydia rolled languidly onto the bed, flinging her arms out.
Phil stared.
She closed her eyes. Her lips were in a smile.
"You can come too," she said softly. "To bed."
More rage. He envisioned spanking her repeatedly, even though his soul felt like it fell through his shoes.
"Not much to tell?" he said. Quiet rage was building in his voice. He could feel it. Next thing he knew, he'd lose control and start yelling. He climbed onto the bed, throwing the covers off.
Lydia kept her eyes closed, but she smiled.
He threw a leg open, which Lydia let him do. There it was: her red, swollen pussy. He reached for her hip and flung her over to her stomach. She let him, her body limp. She didn't open her eyes. She just smiled smugly.
There was still a gape in her ass. He inserted two fingers without any resistance at all, felt the slippery grease of cum between two fingers. "This is not much?!"
Lydia murmured something. Her eyes were closed, but she had enough energy to smile still.
"What's that, Lydia?" he growled. "You don't remember the rules? You tell me everything."
Another murmur. A smile. A roll of her hip to turn her head back toward him. Her eyes opened, still heavy.
"I thought I didn't need to," she mewled.
What? What?! Phil seethed with rage: it came over him suddenly.
Lydia saw his face.
And she smiled.
"Because you were there, honey." She explained.


      ***The aftercare of Lydia this time was long and drawn out: he fucked her, of course. She welcomed him in, but she was exhausted, and her cunt was full and sloshy, stretched out, and sore. More of all of these things than ever before. The merest touch made her tremble or squirm, which only made him want her more.
She wriggled at first, and Phil went slow not to hurt her, but she was only half-awake, no matter how hard she tried. At one point, when he asked her how she felt, she barely murmured a fully coherent word. He finished inside her and then pulled her to his chest to stroke her hair and ask her what had happened. He didn't get much of an answer.
Then they both slept.
He awoke before she did, and made her a lunch, brought it to her, woke her up, and knelt next to the bathtub as she eased herself in. Stared at her red, swollen nipples, twisted in pain as she eased herself into the water and clearly felt sore at every motion. They barely spoke; they just smiled tenderly at each other. He washed her hair, washed her body. Dared to slip his fingers into her as he moved down her legs, making her leg jerk and her eyes open. She smiled at him.
"How did you know?"
She closed her eyes again. "That you were there?" She seemed smug. She smiled: she wasn't going to tell him so easily.
"Did you see me?"
A pause, still smiling. She moved her fingers in the water and then found his arm and touched it. She seemed to be pulling him back up to her pussy, so he went willingly. His fingers slid in, and she was lubricated - it was impossible to know with what, at this point, but it was so slick it seemed like her own juices, her own excitement.
He curled his fingers toward her stomach and she jerked again. "Then how?"
A purr - that was the best way to describe the sound she made. Her body seemed to curl in that way that cats do. She was so feline as she did all of this that even her eyes looked for a moment like those of a cat when she opened them. Maybe he hallucinated it, but they seemed to hold the same curiosity, contempt, and indifference that cats manage in the diamond shapes of their eyes. Her lips moved, but she only smiled.
"Did Obinna tell you to do it?" He pressed.
She shook her head, smiling even more, now a Cheshire cat.
She watched him as he struggled. Emotions - all of them erotic, but some of them bitter, twisted inside him. She seemed to like it. His hand had stopped in her pussy, and she moved herself to keep his fingers moving inside her. Phil started to forget what he was asking her; the smile and the squirming were just too much.
She leaned closer to him and rested her chin on her arms on the edge of the bathtub.
"I knew what happened as soon as you couldn't answer my questions. When you took so much time to get back to me about what Obinna had said to you.... didn't provide any details. And he was the same: unlike himself. He seemed to want something, but he wasn't trying to get it from me. So."
She grinned with superiority at his blank face and launched right into the explanation. She must have known he would be like this. She was all ready for it. She was talking the way women do when they are excited about a surprise they planned. "You know that you can never trust your patients to tell you the whole truth. Some do, and most don't, so you have to know the difference. I know when people are lying. When Obinna didn't have the answers, I took a wild guess. He gave you an offer you didn't know what to do with. You wanted to watch me when I didn't know that you were. But you couldn't quite make yourself say that. And it would hardly work if you asked me for permission."
"I..." Phil began. But he didn't really know what to say. What a magnificent creature he had married.
His cock began to twitch again.
It was a nice gift, a thoughtful gift. He loved her for it. He loved that she had understood him so well, that she had chosen him to fuck her ass first, that by all measures of loyalty, Lydia appeared to come down on his side.
It was only later, in the darkness, that he would be tormented by a few thoughts:
One, that he still didn't know what Lydia did alone with Obinna when he wasn't watching, or she didn't know that he was. So her gift was only a tease: beautiful, but still not the real thing Obinna had tempted him with.
And then there was the question of why Obinna had wanted him to see it in the first place: was it to humiliate him? To be more powerful than he was?
Who could know?
It shouldn't have mattered, and there was nothing he could do about it, so it was pointless to think about it. He had so many things he wanted. Lydia had done what he'd wanted her to do, and she'd chosen him over Obinna so many times.
But still.
That was the kind of thing that lurked, a hot coal, erotic and painful, in his chest in the darkest hours of the night. Had it been worth it?
He didn't know. But then his cock thickened and he figured: he would probably do it all over again. 
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The title says it all. Interracial, quick and dirty standalone, in the snow. 








cover.jpeg
X BUTLER





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}




OEBPS/images/de767988-38f1-4482-95b2-36f7c5434462.jpeg





OEBPS/images/4e39d1df-8061-4312-87a1-a211d819af48.jpeg
laura's






OEBPS/images/d325c1b1-839a-40cb-b91a-deffa0550a71.jpeg
BUTLER






OEBPS/images/724bddd2-8bdb-4398-8ee2-a4fc4447cfaa.jpeg





OEBPS/images/4e8d7062-a87e-4930-8d1b-6e27e9d869cd.jpeg
UH|

A Hotwife Novel

ased on the short story
lack and White

Thirteenth Line Publications






