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Chapter one


She stood in the shower with her eyes closed, streams of hot water running down her body.

She fought off alternating waves of panic and exhilaration about what she'd just done. What they'd just done.

She couldn't quite bring herself to face it. The mirror needed to be completely fogged over when she got out, so she didn't have to look herself in the eye.

What sort of woman does that?

The question circled in her mind.

The panic would come as she thought of what she'd just let Obinna Okafor do to her. The things he'd made her say. No. He hadn't made her do anything. She'd done it all willingly.

And with Phil right there watching…

Her stomach hollowed, and her heart seemed to beat twice as fast. She took deep, calming breaths and pressed her hand against the wet tile to combat the vertigo.

Then that fullness would rise up through her. Cracking a smile on her mouth and nearly making her guffaw with giddiness at the way she'd thrown caution to the wind and acted like a total sl…

"Lydia?"

Phil's voice came with three quiet knocks on the door.

"Lydia, it's been almost half an hour."

She knew she had to face him. She had to get out of the shower and towel off and go out there and figure out whatever it was that needed to be done to keep this life they'd built together from falling apart.

She hadn't said a word to him in the car on the way home. The embarrassment and shame had overwhelmed her. It was as if she'd been drunk or high while it was happening, and as soon as it was over, she'd snapped into sobriety.

Woken up to sitting naked on a strange man's lap with her husband holding her hand.

Thinking about it like that made her giggle and her stomach knot with worry at the same time.

"Lydia?"

It was time. She couldn't hide in here forever, and besides, the water was running lukewarm since she'd been standing there so long. If she didn't get out now, she'd have to face her reflection in the mirror.

She turned off the tap and grabbed the towel hanging on the hook on the wall, and wrapped it around herself as she stepped out. "Phil?" she said, walking up to the door.

"What is it, baby?"

Baby.

Ha!

He never called her that.

He was worried. Worried as hell about her. He'd tried to get her to talk in the car. She'd given him the silent treatment. Not out of malice. She just couldn't make her voice work.

Hearing her say his name was probably a huge relief.

"Can you go to the bedroom and just…just wait for me on the bed? Please?" she asked.

"Sure. Of course. Of course I can do that," he replied.

She heard him shuffle off and stood there hunched by the door. She had no idea what she was going to say. But something needed to be said, and she was probably the one to do it because Phil was probably so freaked out by the way she was behaving.

She towelled off and hung the towel back on the hook, then grabbed her bathrobe and wrapped it around her body, cinching it tight at the waist. She wished she could put on her scrubs and go straight to work instead of dealing with this conversation, but that wasn't happening.

She pulled the door open and walked across the hall and into the bedroom to find Phil perched on the edge of the bed with his hands in his lap.

He looked like a puppy dog that had been yelled at, and it melted her heart seeing him like that.

It made it easier to walk across the room and sit down next to him and put a hand over his in reassurance.

"Is everything alright?" he asked.

She took a deep breath and forced a smile. "Everything's fine. I think I was just…that was a lot. A lot to process."

He turned his hand up into hers and squeezed it.

She dared to turn and look into his eyes, and as hers swept up his body, she could see the large lump of an erection poking up against his pants.

At least there could be no doubt that this turned him on.

"Do you want to talk about it?" he asked.

She feigned a smile. "No. And yes. And no and yes, if that makes any sense."

He swallowed. "You're conflicted. I can see that."

Conflicted. That was laughably understated. "I take it you're not?" she asked, forcing a chuckle.

He shook his head slowly side to side. The way he was looking at her, the wonder in his eyes, was, admittedly, quite appealing. Erotic, even.

And it wasn't like she'd had a bad time at Obinna's. It was just…god. The things she'd done. And with Ellen right there watching, egging her on. With Phil staring at her the whole time.

Distinguished surgeon turned whoring slut.

A real laugh bubbled up through her, but she bit it back.

"I'm so embarrassed, Phil," she whispered. She recalled the way she'd scrambled to get her clothes on. The confused looks on Ellen and Obinna's faces. Phil's confusion when she'd darted outside, unable to look any of them in the eye.

"Baby, why?" he asked. "You were so fucking hot, Lydia, I swear you were. So fucking hot." He squeezed her hand again.

So fucking hot.

Was that supposed to reassure her? Like she was some twenty-something floozy who cared about being so fucking hot?

She'd never needed that kind of validation, and she wasn't about to start now. She was a successful, competent surgeon, not some narcissistic bimbo who needed men to tell her how fucking hot she was.

Still, it wasn't totally unwelcome. There was some tiny ember of satisfaction burning inside her at her husband telling her that. Perhaps even at the fact that another man, a very handsome and athletic man, thought the same thing about her.

"Was that the wrong thing to say?" Phil asked.

She laughed. "I'm not sure there's a right thing to say right now. I'm not sure I'm ever going to be able to leave the house again, if I'm being honest."

"I mean, correct me if I'm wrong, but it looked like you were having a blast."

Her cheeks immediately flared red and burned hot at his mention of it. Thinking back to the humiliating contortions of her body as she thrashed on Obinna's lap sent the heat down her chest and back.

She glanced at Phil again and could see the need on his expression. He hadn't gotten off yet, and she wasn't about to be the cruel bitch who left him to deal with it on his own. Not after a night like that.

But the thought of acting anything adjacent to sexy for him made her want to scurry under the bed and never come out.

"I made a fool of myself," she muttered.

"I am one hundred and fifty percent sure that is not what happened back there, Lyd," he replied.

She glanced up at his eyes again and stifled another laugh. He looked dumbstruck. Like he'd run into his childhood crush and forgotten how to talk. "You really liked it?" she whispered.

His eyes widened, then fell to his lap. He pulled her hand over his erection and pressed her palm against it.

A tremor of arousal worked through her as her hand settled against his hardness. There was no doubt he was turned on by this.

She cupped his rigid member and gave it a slow and tender rub. Somehow, it eased her shame. She'd partly done this for him, after all.

"Oh god, Lydia," he whispered, leaning his head against her shoulder. A pleading sound.

She could do this for him. She would do this for him. She could set herself aside and give her man the release he needed after he'd watched her with such rapt attention fucking Obinna.

She tugged apart the knot of her bathrobe belt. When the lapels of the bathrobe fell open, giving Phil a glimpse of her cleavage, she didn't pull them tight.

The warmth surged through her whole body, though not from embarrassment or humiliation this time. Now she was just turned on.

The dirty little slut she'd turned into was going to give her husband a tugjob to ease the pressure in his groin. "Why don't you take these off?" she said, patting his jeans.

Phil unbuttoned and unzipped and was wriggling out of his pants and underwear a moment later. Working them down his legs and pulling them off over his feet, then sitting back up in just his shirt and his socks.

She glanced down at them and noticed the dark stain smeared into the fabric of his underwear. She looked at him, her eyes obviously registering surprise. "You jerked off?" she asked.

Now it was Phil turning red and looking away. Sheepish and embarrassed at having given in to a primal urge, unable to stop himself.

She hadn't meant to shame him. "I only meant…" she began, then trailed off.

Phil turned his head so she could just see the corner of his eye. "I had an orgasm at the end. Watching Obinna…finish on you."

Her eyes widened. Had he had an orgasm without touching himself? Just from watching? And now he was this hard again?

That was…extraordinary. Phil kept himself in great shape and his libido had always been healthy. This made it seem like he'd stepped into the body of a twenty-year-old man.

It eased more of her embarrassment about what she'd done. If it gave her husband this kind of vitality, then it couldn't be all that bad.

Then there was the gentle thrill of having Phil so enraptured with her. She'd never ever had any sort of impulse to dominate him. None whatsoever. But seeing him so consumed by this, so completely entranced, was fun.

"So, what I'm getting from you," she said, gently brushing her knuckles against his manhood. "Is that you wouldn't mind seeing all of this again? Is that right?"

"My god, Lydia," he groaned.

The shudder that shook through him made the bed vibrate.

Well.

She had to admit that was somewhat of a turn on.

It was a bit of a mean tease. There was no way any of this was ever going to happen again. She couldn't imagine herself even looking at Obinna again. Or Ellen.

But if it turned Phil on so much she didn't mind dirty-talking him through it.

She shrugged the robe off her shoulders and felt her cheeks flush under his hungry gaze. She bit back a smile and slipped off of the bed and onto her knees in front of him.


Chapter two


Phil killed the engine and draped his arms on the steering wheel. From his vantage point in the parking lot, he could already see Obinna seated at one of the tables in the diner.

His stomach hollowed. He had no idea what he was doing here. What was Obinna supposed to do? How was he going to help?

Lydia had, for one reason or another, decided she wanted nothing more to do with him.

He'd let it go at first. It had been a wild and erotic departure from their normally staid lives. He'd been certain, however, that she would change her mind. The way she'd looked, the crazy expressions she'd made, how could she not want to experience that again?

She didn't mention it for a few days after that wild night. Then a week. Then two.

As time wore on, he'd found himself obsessing about it more and more frequently. Spacing out instead of working. Lying in bed at night, staring at the ceiling and replaying the vision of her with Obinna over and over in his mind.

He recognized the pattern of behaviour. It was similar to that of an addict whose supply had been withdrawn. There was nothing he could do about it. No amount of self-pleasuring relieved the nagging itch deep inside his balls.

Finally, feeling like he was losing his mind, he'd texted Obinna and asked to meet him without Lydia.

He swung open the car door and stepped out of the car. The gravel crunched under his shoes as he crossed the parking lot. He wasn't sure why Obinna had asked to meet him here.

A tiny mom-and-pop diner on the outskirts of town. Seemed a little bit beneath the wealthy man's station, but who was he to judge?

A little bell jangled above the door as he stepped into the establishment.

Obinna looked up from his cell phone and smiled.

As Phil approached, Obinna stood up from the small table and offered an outstretched hand.

Phil gripped it and gave it a few firm pumps.

"A pleasure to see you again, Mr. Ackerman," Obinna said before sitting down.

Phil slipped into the chair across from him. The table was small, making the space between them awkwardly intimate. "Call me Phil, please," he said.

Obinna smiled again. "If you insist. To what do I owe the pleasure of this meeting?"

A fleeting thought passed through Phil's mind. In a way, this should have been humiliating. Meeting in secret with his wife's lover to try and convince him to fuck her again so he could watch.

It wasn't at all, though. He had one goal in mind, one solitary purpose, and he would do whatever it took to achieve it.

A waitress in black tights and an apron walked up to their table. She wore her brown hair in a bun and had a pencil poised above a notepad. "What can I get you fellas?" she asked, turning to Obinna.

He graced her with a smile as well before pointing at the laminated menu. "I'll have the western please."

"White or rye?"

Obinna nodded and smiled. "Rye, please."

"Home fries okay with that?" she asked.

"Absolutely," he replied.

She scribbled on her notepad. "How about you, handsome?" she asked, turning to Phil.

Phil blushed slightly. "I’ll, uh, I'll just have the three-egg scramble. Black coffee, no toast."

"Gotcha. Back in a jiff," she said, spinning and walking briskly towards the kitchen to put in the order.

Phil glanced at Obinna. "You come here often?" he asked.

Obinna's eyes lit up. "My first time," he replied. "I love this…" He trailed off as he raised his hands and wiggled his fingers, looking around the diner. "American kitsch."

Phil smirked as he looked around. The place wasn't a dump, but it was pretty close to a dive. Clean enough, but smelled like old grease.

"I've missed seeing your lovely wife at the stables," Obinna said.

Phil nodded.

"Has she given up on her riding ambitions?"

Phil let out a heavy sigh and hung his head lower. "She's…I'm not sure what's going on with her."

Obinna scowled thoughtfully at him and nodded. "Is that what you wanted to talk to me about?" he asked.

Phil nodded. "I…think so? I guess? To be honest, I don't know. I'm not sure why I'm here."

Obinna leaned back in his chair.

Phil had tried to think this through. Tried to plan out what he was going to say. Now that he was here, it all sounded so stupid to him.

"Is there something I can do for you? Something concrete you had in mind that you wanted to talk about?"

I want to see you fuck my wife again.

A shudder ran down Phil's back. He wasn't about to say that.

"I guess I wanted to apologize. For how things concluded that evening you had us over," he muttered.

Obinna shook his head and spread his hands apart. "There is no need to do so on my account. I take it Lydia was somewhat overwhelmed by the experience? Am I correct in assuming that?"

"Yes. I mean, I think she was," Phil replied.

"It happens," Obinna said.

Phil nodded, unsure of what to say next.

A silence passed, then Obinna leaned closer, resting his arms on the table. "I take it that you were not similarly overwhelmed?"

"I…" Phil stopped, at a loss for words.

He had been overwhelmed. But in completely the opposite way that Lydia had. He'd been overwhelmed by the beautiful indignity of it. His gorgeous, accomplished wife allowing herself to sink to an almost unfathomable level of depravity.

The waitress came over with a carafe half full of coffee and poured out two cups. She tossed a handful of plastic creamer containers onto the table before walking off.

"Charming!" Obinna said, seeming delighted. He peeled the top off the creamer and poured it out into his coffee, then picked up a spoon and stirred it around.

"You are a lucky man, Phil," he said, picking up the mug, which looked comically small in his large hands. He took a sip. "She is not only a beautiful woman, but also ambitious and driven. I don't normally proposition my clients. But Lydia is a very special sort of woman who has the potential to be an absolute demon of a lover. A succubus. Hungry, no, ravenous for fucking. But, like with her riding, the side of her that has allowed her to become an elite medical professional tempers those wild instincts. Those baser impulses."

Phil nodded, his attention riveted on Obinna.

"It's what drew me to her in the first place," Obinna went on. "She has what I like to refer to as animality."

Phil's eyes widened at the word.

"She craves to fuck raw and hard. To relinquish the shackles of her higher order reasoning and become the bitch, the mare, the sow. The wide-eyed and wild creature who presents her holes to be fucked and screams when it's done to her."

Phil couldn't have put it better himself. He hadn't known that was what he'd come to hear. Now that he'd heard it, he understood that's why he was here. "I want to see it again," he whispered.

"Ah!" Obinna said, rolling his eyes. "You're not the only one, I assure you. And this is why you've come to me?"

Phil nodded.

"I'm not sure how I can help you, Mr. Phil Ackerman. I'm not a wizard. Your sweet Lydia might even know this about herself on some level. It might be what she's scared of. But she is her own person and would have to consent to any further…instruction."

Instruction?

The word was tantalizing and filled Phil's mind with possibilities he hadn't imagined.

"Tell me, does she know you're here meeting me right now?"

"She doesn't," Phil replied, shaking his head.

"Then that is your first mistake," Obinna said. "If you want to attempt to coax her towards another meeting, then obfuscation and lies are not the way to go about it."

"I didn't lie. I just didn't tell her where I was going," Phil shot back, offended and oddly defensive.

"I can tell you what I think you should do. I think you should go home to your wife and tell her where you've been. Tell her that you met me and why. Give her the exact reason. Have you tried that?"

Phil lowered his eyes and shook his head again. Confronting Lydia about this directly didn't seem like it would get him anywhere. When she made her mind up about something, there wasn't much to be done to change it.

"Have you spoken to her about this at all?" Obinna asked.

"No," Phil admitted.

"Then that's where you start. By building trust. She'll never let herself fall fully and completely if she's not certain you'll be there to catch her."

Phil stared at Obinna with a certain awe. The man spoke like some sort of sexual prophet. "You sound like you do this often," he quipped.

One corner of Obinna's mouth curled into a smile. "I enjoy introducing sophisticated women to their inner sluts."

The frank sentiment made Phil shudder.

"I'll tell you what, Phil. If you can work it out between the two of you, if you can build that trust and bring her to me again, I'll be more careful in how I handle her this time."

"Careful?" Phil asked.

"I got ahead of myself that evening. She is such a prize I let my own animality get the better of me. If I have her for another chance, I won't make the same mistake again. No, no. Definitely not," he said, shaking his head.

The waitress swept up, carrying three plates. She deposited one with the western in front of Obinna, and one with three slices of toast next to it. Then she set the scrambled eggs in front of Phil. "You boys need ketchup?" she asked.

Obinna's eyes twinkled as he smiled at her. "Definitely!" he said.

She scowled at him, but her eyes raked down his body lightning fast. "I'll be right back," she said.

Obinna glanced at her ass as it swayed back towards the kitchen. "And sometimes," he said, leaning over the table towards Phil. "I like to grub around in the muck. You never know the sort of prize you might find. Working girls don't make it easy. But if you manage to bed them, boy, do they know how to fuck."

He straightened and picked up his utensils just as the waitress returned with the ketchup. "Thank you, darling," he said.

She smirked and turned back around. The swaying of her ass seemed a little more pronounced as she walked towards the coffee maker.


Chapter three


She knew from the moment she saw him walk into the house that something was wrong. Maybe not wrong, exactly, but worrisome. He had something on his mind. Something heavy.

She brushed the potting soil off her hands and into the basin she'd set out on the counter, then washed her hands off with soap and water.

Phil trudged into the kitchen, shoulders hunched, head hanging low.

She was almost certain she knew what it was. He'd never been good at hiding his moods, though he'd gotten better with age. He'd been sulking lately. A lot.

Ever since the incident with Obinna. That's what she called it, at least to herself. An anomaly. A one-off. They'd tried it, and it hadn't been their thing.

Phil hadn't let it go, though. She could sense it hanging over him. The silence between them was always pregnant now. It always felt like something was going unsaid.

It had been swelling and swelling and now it seemed like it was about to burst.

Phil was going to give her his feelings.

She towelled her hands off as he stepped into the kitchen and looked up at her. "That's an awfully gloomy expression for a Sunday morning. Where'd you go anyway? I thought you were just going out for a drive?"

"I need to talk to you," he said.

She stared at him for a few more moments, then pulled a chair out from underneath the table and took a seat.

Phil slipped into the chair across from her, his hands folded on the table. His knuckles were white.

"I just came from seeing Obinna," he said.

She didn't expect to hear that. Her eyes widened. What the hell was he doing meeting with him? She'd known his sulking had something to do with that evening. But this was crazy.

She kept her face neutral, but her pulse kicked up. That name. That man. She'd worked so hard to shove him into a locked box in the back of her mind, even with Phil's brooding.

"You what?" she asked quietly.

"I met him for lunch. We talked."

She stared at her husband. Obinna's face flashed in her mind. Then his body. Then his cock. That massive black cock that had stretched her wider than she'd ever been stretched.

She'd been trying to forget. Trying to go back to normal. To be the wife she'd always been. The surgeon who scheduled sex on Tuesday and Friday nights. The woman whose life was organized in neat little boxes.

But she'd failed. She'd failed every single night when she closed her eyes and saw him. When she felt phantom sensations between her legs. When she touched Phil and wished, God help her, that he was bigger. Thicker and darker.

She'd felt it for days afterwards. She'd touched herself in the shower and remembered the weight of it, the heat of it, the way it had filled her so that she couldn't even think straight.

It terrified her. That a penis could occupy so much real estate in her thoughts. That she'd suddenly become the kind of woman who fantasized about, not just a man she barely knew. About his body. About his cock. About what it could do to her.

She realized Phil was still talking.

"...and I've been thinking about it non-stop. And I know you have too, even though we haven't said anything. I can feel it between us. This silence. This thing we're not talking about." He ran his hand through his hair. "I'm sorry, Lyd. I'm so sorry. I pushed you into it. I made you do something you didn't want to do because I was curious, because I wanted to watch, because I got off on it, and now everything feels broken between us."

She blinked and did her best to stay focused on what he was saying and not let her mind wander to the big black thing.

"I climaxed just from watching you," he continued, his voice cracking. "I came in my pants because I was so turned on by seeing another man's cock inside you."

She knew all of this. He knew she knew. He obviously needed to get it all off his chest again.

She felt like she should say something. Comfort him. Tell him it was fine.

But what was fine? That she'd let another man between her legs at his request? That she'd loved it so much it had scared her? That she couldn't stop thinking of it now?

Each thought she had about it turned and twisted back to that cock. How it had felt. How badly she wanted to feel it again.

"I've been obsessing over it," Phil said.

"I know," she whispered back.

He looked up, and suddenly there was a hopeful light in his eyes.

"You know?" he asked, his voice quiet.

She sighed. "You were doing a great job of trying to not be moody, Phil. But I know you. We've been married for a while, remember? I knew what was on your mind."

He studied her expression like he was trying to make out where this was going.

Where was it going? He wanted it again. He wanted her to do it all over again so he could watch. Sure, that was kind of fun. It had been some let-loose, sexy fun doing it the one time.

But doing it again? It was herself she didn't trust.

The dark shape of it invaded her thoughts again. Thick and veined, the head gleaming. The way it had looked against her pale skin. That contrast of their complexions so stark that somehow getting aroused by it felt wrong.

She remembered how it had pried her apart. That initial resistance of her body, then the slow, almost painful slide as he pushed deeper. Deeper than Phil had ever been. Thicker than anything she'd imagined taking. Her body had stretched and accommodated and welcomed it.

"I think you should go back to the stables," Phil said.

The words cut through her daydream, and she blinked.

"What?"

"For another riding lesson," he continued, leaning forward. "You said you wanted to learn to ride better. You enjoyed it, remember? Getting back in the saddle? You said it was exhilarating. You said being around the horses was soothing."

She stared at him. He wasn't talking about horses. They both knew he wasn't talking about horses.

Her husband was doing his best to push her back into another man's arms. Into Obinna's arms. Onto Obinna's cock.

She wasn't about to tell him how scared she was of seeing Obinna again. How much it frightened her, the things she might do for him.

Those words she'd thought about so often since that night echoed in her mind. Black cock slut.

So vulgar. The race play was just...ugh! She should be disgusted.

She wasn't.

It aroused her. It made her wet between the legs thinking of submitting to Obinna's blackness. Surrendering to it. Becoming what those terrible, thrilling words described.

But maybe just for a riding lesson? Maybe just in the stables wouldn't be that risky?

There would be other people around. Obinna was too smooth, too cool of a player to do something drastic.

Then she could see him again.

The thought sent a pulse of heat through her and into her core. Just to see him. To be near him. To smell his man-ness and watch the way his muscles moved under his shirt.

It thrilled her even as she sat there.

Still, she hesitated.

"I don't know, Phil," she muttered.

She could feel her carefully constructed resistance crumbling inside her. She could see on Phil's face that he'd sniffed out a whiff of possibility. There was hope now. Something in her tone hadn't been certain enough.

"Why not?" he asked.

A part of her wanted to confide in him. To tell him how much it worried her what being close to Obinna might do. Would that break his heart? Would that cure him of this kink?

If he knew how frightened she was of the effect Obinna had on her?

"It worries me," she admitted.

Phil's eyes widened. He shifted forward, sitting closer to the edge of his chair. "What does?" he asked.

She watched his face. She watched the way his breath came quicker, the way his pupils dilated. That expression, that raw, desperate need, did something to her insides.

It wasn't just desire in his eyes. It was submission. To his fantasy. To her. To the idea of her with another man.

They'd always been equals. Partners. She brought in the bigger salary, but he contributed plenty with his work. They split decisions, split responsibilities. The balance never tipped too far in either direction.

Now it was tipping.

Sexual power. She'd never craved it before, never even thought about it. But watching Phil practically vibrate with need, seeing him beg her with his eyes to go back to Obinna, to take that huge black cock again while he watched, it intrigued her.

His breathless eagerness infected her. It made her pulse quicken and made heat gather low in her stomach.

"Suppose I did?" she asked quietly.

Phil leaned even closer.

"Suppose I went back there and he made a move on me." She paused, studying his reaction. "How would that make you feel, Phil?"

His eyes went wide. He swallowed hard enough that his Adam's apple bobbed.

She laughed. Actually laughed. "So now we know it's not just for the riding lessons."

"Lyd, I…" His voice cracked. "I want it to happen again. So badly. I can't stop thinking about it. It's consuming me."

She found that sort of obsession a little terrifying. Kind of sexy, too. Her level-headed partner, her equal provider, devolving into a trembling mess because of this kinky fantasy. Because of watching another man's cock stretch his wife wide.

She wondered what it must be like to be a man? Forever enchained by the need for sex and novelty. A slave to one's cock for life.

She looked into his eyes, then down at his lap. It was hard to believe a man his age could get hard just thinking about this stuff.

She wanted to please him. They were equals, yes. But there was something inside her that seemed hard-wired to want to please her man. To give him relief from this torment.

He could probably use some relief right now.

"Stand up," she said.

He scowled. "What? Why?"

"Stand up, and you'll find out."

He slowly rose from his chair, worry written on his expression.

She saw the faint outline of his bulging cock in his jeans.

"Take it out."

"What?"

She looked up at his eyes. "Take your cock out, Phil."

His eyes bugged.

Excitement rippled through her. They were never like this. They had sex in the bedroom, dimly lit to resuscitate any romance still lingering between them.

She'd jacked him off in the hallway; now she was going to jack him off in the kitchen. It was rude, but it was kind of fun, too.

"Are you serious?" he asked.

"Hard to believe, I know. But yes. I'm serious. Take your cock out. Before I change my mind.

His hands moved to his zipper. The rasp of the metal teeth parting filled the quiet kitchen. He freed himself, his cock jutting toward her, flushed and thick.

He stood there looking stunned, staring at her.

She reached out and wrapped her fingers around him.

He gasped.

She stroked him twice, feeling him harden in her palm. She looked up and nearly giggled at the boyish excitement now on his features. Was this really all it took to please a man?

With her free hand, she pulled up the hem of her shirt. She wore an old bra, and her breasts sagged against each other, creating a pleasant cleave of flesh for him to look at.

Phil made a strangled sound. His cock jumped in her hand, growing harder from the visual stimulation.

She began jerking him in slow, steady strokes. She watched his face twist with pleasure, watched his hips start to move in small thrusts towards her.

She glanced up and saw his eyes darting from her hand around his cock to her breasts. She had to admit it had been a long time since he'd looked at any part of her body like that. Like she'd just gotten naked in front of him for the first time.

It tickled her, knowing she could still do that for him. All it took was contemplating having sex with a large black man.

His cock was hot, but the skin was getting dry from her rubbing.

She let go of him, turned her hand palm up, and spat. When she gripped him again, he groaned.

Minutes passed in silence, broken only by his ragged breathing and the wet sound of her hand working his shaft.

She spent the time weighing her options.

"Alright," she said finally. "I'll do it if you really want me to. I'll go to the stables."

Phil's cock surged, thickening even more in her grip.

"Oh God," he groaned. "Yes. Please."

She tucked her hand into his pants and palmed his balls.

She quickened the pace of her stroking, tightening her fingers. A few more strokes and his whole body went rigid. His cock pulsed and then erupted, thick ropes of cum splattering across her breasts.

She kept stroking him through it, milking him out onto her chest, watching his face contort with ecstasy.

He groaned when he was done.

She let go of his cock and looked down at her chest. The messy splotches of his cum on her breasts made her cheeks warm.

She couldn't help but smile at the thought that maybe she did like something about being a dirty little slut.


Chapter four


She felt a deep embarrassment pulling into the parking lot of the stables. She still had no clear idea why she was there.

Phil's grovelling was part of it. No, not grovelling. That was too harsh. Pleading was a kinder way of saying it.

She'd realized this meant something to him. It was more than just a sexual thrill. There was something deeper at play that she intended to unearth.

For the time being, she had Obinna to contend with.

She'd fully expected never to see him again. After her humiliating retreat from their intimate evening, she'd consoled herself by saying she would never have to look him or Ellen in the eye again.

The thought of facing him was…terrifying. Not literally. She wasn't scared of him.

She could barely admit it to herself, but eventually she'd had to come to terms with it. She was terrified of facing the woman she'd become that night. The black cock slut who had wantonly done his bidding and degraded herself in front of all of them.

It wasn't just the degradation, either. It was the way it had made her feel. She'd liked it. She'd derived pleasure from it.

Her life until that moment had been about control. Total control of herself and her impulses in the service of pursuing the career and marriage she'd always dreamed of. Lydia Ackerman did not relinquish control of herself to anyone or anything.

That was the story of her life, she told herself. She should have had a t-shirt with that printed on it.

What Obinna had done to her, what Obinna might do to her again, was deeply unsettling. That she might enjoy it again was terrifying.

What had finally tipped the scales towards returning to the stables was a more profound question than she'd expected.

Lying awake in the middle of the night, deliberating about returning, she'd been forced to ask herself not why she wouldn't go but why she might? Lying in her picture-perfect bedroom in her picture-perfect house with her lovely husband snoring quietly next to her.

Her kids all grown and gone and at the top of her game professionally, in the darkness of that bedroom, she was forced to face the question on her own.

Is this all this life will be?

She'd never been an adrenaline junkie. She'd never chased feelings. She had outcomes in mind that she worked towards and achieved. Always achieved.

This was the opposite of all of those things. This was all about feelings. Her own and Phil's. This wasn't about what she could achieve if she applied herself. This was about what she could feel if she just let go.

That small reminder of why she was there gave her the courage to open the door and step out into the parking lot. It gave her the courage to cross the small lot and step into the barn.

The smell of straw and horses was lovely in her nose, and it made her smile. The knot in her stomach loosened a little.

She saw a figure down the row of stalls. Bent over so his torso was concealed by the wall. But she recognized the powerful legs and the firm ass she'd experienced so intimately.

Adjusting her jacket, she walked down the corridor and came to a stop a few feet away. She cleared her throat.

The man stood up and leaned on the handle of the pitchfork in a relaxed stance.

She drew in a quick breath. "Oh," she said. "I was expecting someone else."

The young black man stood about a foot taller than her. He had a lean face with high cheekbones, a torso as wide and muscled as Obinna's, but with less of a barrel chest. The muscles in his bare arms were wound tight. "Can I help you, miss?" he asked.

She flashed a brief smile at being called miss and wondered if it was intentional. Or did he really think she was under the age of forty? Her face warmed. "I was hoping to see Mr. Okafor."

"Mr. Okafor was hoping to see you."

The voice came from behind her, and she turned to face him. Her face immediately flushed hotter.

She'd tried to prepare herself for this. She'd tried to rehearse the composure she would need looking into the eyes of the man who had been in her while Phil watched.

That proved impossible as soon as she saw him walking towards her. Her heart fluttered, and she glanced off to the side so as not to meet his gaze directly.

He walked right up in front of her and offered a hand in greeting.

She cleared her throat and shook his hand as she forced a smile at him. "Obinna," she said.

"A great pleasure to see you again," he said, squeezing her hand. "This is our new stable hand Will. William, this is Ms. Ackerman."

"Pleasure to meet you," Will said.

She turned her head and flashed a smile at him, though Obinna was still holding her hand.

"Will, when you're done there, you can take your lunch, then start on the other side of the barn."

"Yes, sir," Will said.

She glanced down at her hand, which Obinna was still holding, and gave it a little tug, pulling it out of his grasp.

"Ellen's not here today," Obinna explained. "I thought I'd see to your lesson myself, if that's acceptable?"

Her insides warmed. His touch was dangerously intoxicating, even if it was just a handshake. Parts of her, that made her feel far more vulnerable than she cared to be, softened. "Of course. That'll be fine," she said. Her voice came out tighter than expected. She cleared her throat again.

"Right this way," Obinna said, gesturing towards the office.

She fell into step beside him, and they walked in silence through the barn and into the stairwell, then up to the second floor where she'd endured her first humiliation in front of him.

She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye, trying to size up whether this was some sort of power play. Bringing her to this place where she'd first embarrassed herself with that humiliating orgasm?

He stood a good distance from her and wore a calm and respectful smile that seemed to have no ill intent. "I truly am so glad to see you back, Lydia."

His deep baritone hummed deep into her.

She managed another smile. "Thank you for saying that. I'm…I, uh…oh dear…" she muttered.

He held up a hand, calming and reassuring. "There's no need to be embarrassed or uncomfortable here. We're both adults, and we're not in a school yard. We had a pleasant encounter. I assume your perspective on it shifted after it was over, and that is completely acceptable. I'm not here to shame or mock you about it. I specifically asked Ellen to stay home so that you wouldn't have to deal with both of us at once."

She let out a breath she hadn't even realized she'd been holding. All of that was reassuring to hear. "I'm sorry," she said. "I'm not normally this tongue-tied."

"That much I know about you," he said.

She chuckled and leaned against the back of one of the chairs. "I wouldn't even be here if it weren't for Phil."

"Oh?"

She closed her eyes and shook her head. "Never mind. Story for another time," she said, not wanting to drag that whole thing into this. "Are we going to ride?" she asked.

"Whatever you want," Obinna replied.

She wanted to ride. Get on a horse and gallop away from the awkward silence lingering between them.

At the same time, she wanted to confront this and get it over with. She wanted to lay out what had happened, explain herself, and justify why she'd run away. No. Not run away. Made a hasty exit. Lydia Ackerman did not run away from things. Especially not difficult things.

"I want to talk about it," she blurted, before she could change her mind.

Obinna nodded thoughtfully and said nothing in reply. Like a good therapist leaving room for his client to spill her guts.

"It's just so unlike me. It was so unlike me. I don't usually do things like that. And, I guess, once it was over I…I sort of freaked out. There. I just needed to say that. I needed to tell you that," she said, nodding for emphasis.

"Did it make you feel better? Telling me?" he asked.

She thought about it for a moment, then laughed. "Yes. As a matter of fact, yes, it did."

Obinna chuckled with her, the sound easing some more of the tension she was carrying. "Then I'm glad you had a chance to get it off your chest." His eyes fell to her chest and lingered there for a moment.

She blushed. His gaze wasn't unwanted. She just wasn't used to being the object of that sort of attention from any man anymore.

"I've never met anyone like you," she admitted. "How are you so relaxed about all this? Is this, like, a regular thing for you? Do you seduce all the women you find attractive that come to your stables?"

He chuckled again. "I can assure you I don't. You are…very unique in that way. I consider myself a master of my own impulses. You, shall we say, upended my mastery."

She allowed herself to take the compliment graciously and with another slight blush to the face. "Well, you have a certain way with words that invites upending."

Warmth rose up from her chest at the realization she'd just flirted with him. It somehow felt so much more personal than what they'd done on that evening. And Phil wasn't here. It was just her and Obinna. Flirting together.

"I thought I told you not to be embarrassed," he said.

"I'm not," she shot back. But her voice was too high and too shaky to be believable. She drew in a breath as he stepped towards her.

He was so imposing, but she didn't feel threatened. The need to be close to him again unspooled inside of her. "Then why is your beautiful face so red?" he asked.

She looked up into his eyes and felt all of her inner defences coming undone. One by one.

She truly had expected a riding lesson when she decided to come, but now that was the furthest thing from her mind.

He drew his arm around her and pulled her close into an embrace until his chest was touching her breasts.

It drew her attention to how stiff and aching her nipples were. To the dampness that had begun to form between her legs. Her body once again responding to his advances, a reaction she seemed to have no control over.

"I'm sorry, but I can't seem to control myself around you," he said, a moment before his lips met her mouth.

His tongue swept into her mouth, and she gave herself over to it. The invasion felt natural and almost inevitable. Her lips parted wider to grant him access, and she moaned softly as his tongue found hers.

The kiss deepened, and she pressed herself against the solid wall of his chest. His hand slid up her rib cage. Her breast felt heavy and swollen, yearning for his touch.

She arched into him, chasing his caress.

His fingers stopped just beneath the curve of her breast, his thumb brushing the underside through the fabric of her jacket.

She whimpered into his mouth.

His other hand gripped her hip, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the ridge of his erection pressing into her stomach, and it made her knees weak.

When he finally broke the kiss, she was breathless, her lips swollen and tingling.

"Tell me what you want," he murmured against her ear.

His thumb grazed her nipple through her shirt and bra.

"Tell me," he repeated.


Chapter five


She felt light-headed and had to grip the chair against her vertigo as he stepped away from her.

He gazed into her eyes, shaking his head. "I told myself I wouldn't do that today," he said, chuckling. "Your talent at upending my mastery knows no bounds, apparently."

She put on an awkward smile, turned her head to one side, and rubbed the back of her neck. Her body was buzzing with excitement.

"You didn't seem to mind, though. Which I appreciate. Because apparently when I lay eyes on you, the only thing I can think of is smacking that gorgeous, bare ass of yours and burying myself inside you." His eyes fell to her backside and lingered there.

His candid admission took her breath away. She had to look away again but she could feel his dark gaze roaming her body and it warmed her.

He moved forward again, and this time, one hand went straight to her breast while the other cupped her buttock. Her back arched, thrusting her chest forward for him. The pose was so slutty and wanton.

Use me. Dominate me. Have me any way you want.

Now the idea that she'd convinced herself she'd never see him again seemed laughable. With the awkwardness of confronting how she'd departed their last encounter behind her, all she felt was heat between them.

He leaned down and towards her.

She turned her head, exposing her neck to him. Showing him she was game for this. She was ready to gallop with him.

He pressed his plump lips against her skin, and the wetness of his tongue gliding along it evoked fresh wetness between her legs.

"Would you like to get fucked at my stables, Mrs. Ackerman?" he growled, right next to her ear.

A shiver rippled through her, along with a girlish excitement she hadn't felt in decades. She'd never been with a man who had dared say something like that to her. Not ever.

"If that's how you'd like to have me," she whispered back.

That sent another pulse of wild excitement through her. Surrendering to that animal impulse. No thought, study or careful calculation. No precision. Just reckless abandon and the desire to get fucked by that equine-sized cock again.

He grabbed her wrist and pressed her palm against the hard ridge of his formidable prick.

She let out a soft breath as she slid her hand up and down, testing its tumescence.

"Like what you feel?" he asked, gazing into her eyes.

"Very much," she replied, a smile fluttering to life on her lips.

The thrill of flirting with him this way was wild. Somehow hotter without Phil there, watching her. She'd liked it. She'd liked having him watch, but this was so much naughtier. She wondered if he was sitting at home in anguish, wondering what she was doing.

She'd have a good story for him when she got home, given how things were progressing.

Obinna tugged his belt open and pushed his pants halfway down his thighs. His cock bounced out as he pulled his underwear down, tapping against her belly. "Get on your knees and suck my dick," he commanded.

Dr. Lydia Ackerman was shocked at how eagerly she obeyed his command. She sank to her knees in front of him and confronted that monstrosity of an organ, eyes to the tiny eyelet at the tip. She wrapped a hand around it and looked up at him from beneath it, putting on the most girlish expression and innocent eyes she could muster.

The way his stare intensified, pupils dilating, brow furrowing, was wildly erotic. Her obedient submission was doing that to him. It sent another thrill racing through her, being in control of such a huge and dominating specimen of a man.

Bending his cock gently towards her face, she stuck out her tongue and licked the side of it, following along the vein and staring up at him.

It flexed in her hand as he continued to glare.

She did the same with the other side, then opened her mouth into a nice "O" shape and slipped the crown past her lips.

It was all so horribly vulgar and unromantic. Broad daylight. The LED lights shining brightly overhead, silhouetting his looming frame. On her knees in her riding gear, her head starting to move back and forth to stimulate the sensitive tip of his penis.

"Take that jacket off for me, Mrs. Ackerman," he directed.

She tried to slide her mouth off of his cock so she could undo the buttons of her jacket, but he stopped her with a hand on top of her head.

"No," he said. "Stay right where you are while you do it."

The dirty request made her pussy clench and squish.

Her fingers fumbled with the buttons of her riding jacket, clumsy and awkward, while her mouth stayed wrapped around him. She popped one button free, then another, conscious of how obscene this must look. Kneeling with a mouthful of cock while undressing herself.

Somehow, it aroused her to no end that he wanted her this way. That he wanted to degrade her by making her suck his cock while she stripped.

The jacket peeled away from her shoulders, sliding down her arms until it fell behind her on the floor.

"Now the shirt," Obinna said, his voice rougher than before.

She reached for the buttons of her white blouse, working them open one by one. Each release exposed more of her lace bra until the fabric hung loose. She parted it for him, displaying the swell of her breasts pushed up by the underwire.

"All the way out. Let me see those tits."

The crude command sent more heat surging through her. She reached into the bra, then lifted each breast free. They hung exposed now, nipples hardening in the cool air while her mouth remained full of him.

This is depraved. Completely fucking depraved.

She was aghast at how much she loved it. How thrilled she was, being on her knees half-naked for this man, her breasts bare for his viewing pleasure while she serviced him with her face.

She began to suck him properly then. Long, luxurious pulls that hollowed her cheeks. Her hand worked the base while her mouth glided up and down the upper half, tongue swirling around the ridge. She looked up at him, watching his glower deepen as he loomed over her.

His jaw clenched. His breathing grew ragged. The hand on her head tightened, fingers threading through her hair.

She could feel him losing control, his hips starting to move in shallow thrusts in time with the bobs of her head.

Without warning, he grabbed her arms and hauled her to her feet. The world spun as he turned her around and bent her forward over the chair. Her palms hit the seat cushion. Cool air hit her backside as he yanked her riding pants and underwear down to mid-thigh in one rough motion.

The first smack landed hard across her right cheek.

"Ah!" The cry burst from her lips before she could stop it.

He grabbed both wrists and pinned them behind her back with one hand, holding her bent and exposed.

"You suck your husband that well?" His voice was low and dangerous.

She felt vulnerable in this position, unable to move, her ass bared and stinging from his palm. Her breasts hung free beneath her, swaying with each ragged breath.

"Answer me."

"No," she gasped out. "Not like that. Never like that."

"Why not?"

Because Phil had never demanded it. Never made her feel like a wanton slut on her knees. Never reduced her to pure animal need the way Obinna did.

"I don't know," she whispered.

Another smack, harder this time. The sound echoed in the small office.

"Wrong answer."

"Ah! Because you make me want it!" she gasped. "You make me want to be dirty."

She felt the broad head of his cock press against her entrance. He felt huge there, stretching her just with the pressure of his tip.

"That's better," he growled. "Now tell me what you want."

She let out a whimper as he parted her folds with the head of his prick. "I want to be dirty for you."

Smack! Smack!

One on each side of her ass.

The heat bloomed from her outer flesh deep into her. Sending endorphins surging through her and loosening the part of her he was about to enter.

"I want to be a good black cock slut," she said, her voice low and quiet.

He chuckled behind her. This time, when his hand landed, it was heavy but didn't sting. He kneaded her bare ass and smacked the other cheek.

She felt his hand grip a fistful of her hair, and he brought her up to stand, her back arched, ass jutting out behind her, and her tits dangling over the cups of her bra.

She imagined what it would be like if someone walked in on them like this. Ellen or the stable hand she'd met downstairs. How would they react to seeing Dr. Lydia Ackerman's private bits bared, ready to be impaled on Obinna's fat, black dick?

"Again, please," he demanded.

She sucked in air through her teeth as she felt the ridge of his cock head split and stretch the outer folds of her pussy. "I want to be a good black cock slut," she said.

She felt him harden, and it filled her with a deep satisfaction that she had pleased him. "I want to be a good black cock slut," she whispered again.

Again, he thickened, and she could feel her control over him, even in this intensely vulnerable position.

He tapped the insides of her riding boots with his foot, spreading her legs until they were a shoulder-width apart and he had full control of her body. Then he moved forward.

Her mouth fell open, and a wobbly noise came out of it as his thickness stretched her. "God," she moaned. "Oh god."

He moved with excruciating slowness. Feeding himself into her and seeming to savor the way her tight pussy gripped him.

The stretch burned, and her hands clenched behind her back, grasping at nothing but air.

"This time I'm going to savour this tight cunt properly."

She let out a shaky moan as his intrusion slowed, then stopped.

He withdrew almost completely, leaving just the tip inside her, then pushed forward again. Each stroke went deeper than the last, his girth forcing her opening wider and wider.

Her clinical mind began to catalogue the sensations. The pressure, the fullness, the friction. But at some point, it all dissolved into pure feeling. Nothing existed except his cock gliding in and out of her and the slick noises emanating from between her legs.

He released her wrists, and both hands moved to her hips, gripping hard. The angle of his entry changed, and suddenly he touched something deep inside that made her gasp.

"Oh fuck. Oh fuck, oh fuck!"

Her pussy responded, flooding with wetness that made the sounds of his thrust even more obscene.

She could feel it running down her inner thighs, coating her riding pants bunched at mid-thigh.

The rhythmic slap of his flesh meeting hers filled the small room. His heavy balls swung forward to tap against her clit with each stroke, and the additional stimulation pushed her higher towards climax.

She was nothing but sensation now. No surgeon, no wife, no careful planner. Just a body being used, impaled on his thick cock, stretched and filled and fucked.

The thought caused something inside her to snap.

Her climax hit like a slow tidal wave, radiating from her core outward in pulsating waves. Her legs shook violently, and she would have collapsed if not for his iron grip on her hips. A guttural, almost grotesque cry tore from her throat as her pussy clamped down on him, squeezing rhythmically.

Fresh wetness gushed from her, running freely down her thighs. She felt like a rag doll, a fuck toy being used for his pleasure, and the degradation of it only intensified the rippling orgasm.

This was freedom. No choices to make, no concentration required. Just pure, animal feeling.

He didn't stop. He didn't slow. He just kept driving into her while she shook and gasped in front of him.

One hand slid around to cup her breast, the fingers finding her nipple and pinching hard. The sharp pain mixed with the overwhelming pleasure, and she moaned, long and low.

"Again," he commanded, pinching harder. "Come again for me."

His other hand found her other nipple, rolling and twisting it between his fingers while his cock continued its relentless thrusting into her pussy.

She couldn't believe her body could respond so quickly, but the second orgasm built faster than the first. Her nerve endings felt raw and oversensitized, every thrust sending fresh shockwaves through her.

"Please," she whimpered, not even knowing what she was begging for.

He twisted both nipples simultaneously and slammed deep.

The second climax detonated through her. Her vision tunneled. Her body convulsed, pussy clenching and releasing in powerful spasms that seemed to pull him in even deeper.

She felt him swell inside her. Then she felt the first hot pulse of his ejaculate flooding the inside of her.

His cock jerked and throbbed, pumping gush after bubbling gush of cum deep into her pussy while she continued to shake and leak around him.

The warmth spread through her core, mixing with her own fluids, claiming the inside of that soft channel.


Chapter six


Chill, Phil. Chill.

His feet traced the same worn path across the hardwood floor. Couch to window, window to armchair, armchair back to window. The living room felt like a cage. He'd tried sitting. He'd tried pulling up his trading platform. The screen had blurred into meaningless numbers and graphs. His mind was elsewhere entirely.

She's been gone two hours.

His hand pressed against the cool glass as he peered through the curtain again. Empty driveway. Empty street.

What are they doing right now?

The thought sent blood rushing south. He adjusted himself through his jeans, the friction of his hand exacerbating the ache in his prick. He'd been half-hard since Lydia had walked out the door, leaving the perfume she'd put on lingering in the hallway.

He moved away from the window, sank onto the couch, bounced back up. His phone sat on the coffee table, dark and silent. Should he text her? No. That would be...what? Pathetic? Needy?

Not exactly, but what they'd talked about, what they'd decided on, was that Lydia was going to face Obinna on her own. She didn't need him nagging her about what was going on.

But it was driving him crazy, wondering what was going on. Driving him absolutely freaking nuts.

She's with him. Right now. Obinna's hands on her skin.

He groaned and palmed himself through the denim. The fantasy that had consumed him for weeks might actually be happening and he wasn't there to see it.

He didn't know if Obinna would do that. If he'd make a pass at her at the stables. But a guy could dream…

The garage door mechanism whirred to life, and his heart jumped. He rushed to the window, nearly tripping over the coffee table. The SUV rolled into view, her familiar silhouette behind the wheel.

Something looked different. Something definitely looked different about her.

Her hair was definitely mussed, pieces falling from where she'd pinned it back this morning. And her face... Phil squinted, pressing closer to the glass. Dark streaks ran down her left cheek.

Mascara.

"Oh fuck," he whispered.

His legs carried him to the hallway. He reached the front door just as her key scraped in the lock.

The door swung open.

Lydia stood framed in the afternoon light, and Phil's breath caught in his throat. Her hair hung loose around her shoulders, strands sticking to her flushed cheeks. Black mascara trails marked her face. Her blouse was wrinkled and buttoned wrong, one side tucked in and one hanging free. She held her jacket bunched in one hand.

Their eyes met.

"Hi," she said. Her voice sounded rough.

Phil's mouth opened and closed. His gaze travelled down. When she shifted her weight, he caught the faintest wince in her expression.

He couldn't summon his voice to ask the question drifting through his mind. Did he fuck you? He couldn't force the words past the knot in his throat.

Lydia stepped inside and dropped her jacket on the floor. Her fingers trembled as she pushed the door shut behind her. The click of the lock echoed through the hallway.

She'd done it. He knew. He could see it written in every disheveled detail of her appearance.

She'd fucked Obinna.

She'd fucked him at the stables. Not at his comfortable house with her husband there watching over her. She'd fucked him in that gritty barn. Had she sucked his cock?

She stepped closer to him and, in the most shocking and un-Lydia-like way, wrapped her arms around his neck and opened her mouth. She pressed her lips to his and drove her tongue forward, pushing against his. Licking the inside of his mouth like she was trying to eat him.

His erection surged against her crotch.

He could smell it on her. He could smell the dank stink of her arousal and the musk of Obinna's masculinity clinging to her skin.

She'd done it for sure. She'd been properly fucked by the big guy.

Her hands clawed at his body in a ravenous, possessive way as she continued to tongue-fuck his mouth.

When she finally pulled away, she kept her arms around him and stared deep into his eyes like she was trying to pull all of his secrets out of his soul.

"Are you just going to stare at me like that all afternoon?" she whispered.

He didn't know what to say. He took a step back and surveyed her lithe body.

She looked down at where he was touching her.

He swallowed again. "Did you do it?" he whispered.

She looked up into his eyes and tilted her head to one side. "Obviously."

That one word lodged itself into the centre of his chest like a dull knife. Obviously. Such a casual, almost disinterested, confirmation of her infidelity.

He let out a shaking breath.

"My god, Phillip," she whispered, studying his eyes. "You're so totally obsessed with this."

He ran the tips of his fingers along her arm. "I'm totally obsessed," he said.

"How do you want this to go?" she asked.

His eyes roamed her body, his obsession wrapping itself tighter around him until he felt like he couldn't breathe. "I want to hear everything. All of it."

The slow smile that spread across her mouth was almost…wicked? It had a sinister glint to it. Like she understood exactly how much he was enjoying the pain this was inflicting on him.

She took his hand in hers and gently pulled him into the bedroom, closing the door behind them. She sat him down on the edge of the bed and stood in front of him, undoing the buttons of her blouse one by one.

She seemed so confident about this now. Completely changed from the woman who hadn't wanted to exchange a single word about this. God. What had Obinna done to her to transform her like this?

She pulled the blouse off and tossed it to the side. "This might be more fun with your clothes off," she suggested.

He pulled his shirt up and off, popped the button on his jeans, and worked them down his legs with his underwear in them. He kicked them off and sat there, blushing at his sudden nudity with his socks still on.

Lydia gave him more of a show. Undoing the clasp of her bra before shrugging it off. Then wiggling out of her riding pants, not undoing the boots until she was two-thirds naked.

Boots. Her boots were still on. She wore her fucking riding boots into the bedroom? What was going on?

She kicked them off and pulled her socks off to stand gloriously nude in front of him.

His eyes roamed all the crevices of her body. They widened when he saw her mussed-up pubic patch, white clumps caked onto it.

His eyes shot to her pants and the underwear inside. His jaw dropped. There lay the clotting evidence of her dalliance with Obinna. He turned to look at her.

She was already on him. Swinging a leg over his lap and seating herself on his thighs. Reaching down and gripping his cock before sliding forward and slipping into the crack of her pussy lips.

She tilted her head, leaned forward and kissed him again. At the same moment, she slid her hips forward and sank his prick balls deep into her hot, used sleeve.

He shuddered and groaned into her mouth. He'd wanted so badly to hear her recollection of what had happened. To hear it in her voice and her words about what a dirty slut she'd been, fucking a black man at the horse farm.

But this was heaven. His dick was slurped up by that used cunt, her tongue exploring his mouth like it was their first time kissing.

She pulled away and sucked in a few quick breaths. She closed her eyes, pulled his hand up from where he had it on her hip, and pressed it against her breast, encouraging him to manipulate her nipple as she started to gently ride his lap.

"He couldn't keep his hands off of me," she whispered. Her head rolled back, and her hips rolled a little harder against his lap. "He took me upstairs and wrapped his arms around me and kissed me so deep."

He could see the pleasure on her expression as she recounted what had happened. Oh, something had changed in her, alright. She'd let go of some part of herself.

He put his other hand on her hip and gripped it tightly, urging her to slow down. His orgasm threatened to overwhelm him if she wasn't careful. He didn't want that yet. He wanted to stretch out this excruciating tension that came with hearing her wicked story.

Her head rolled forward. She opened her eyes and rested her arms on his shoulders, and slowed her thrusting. "You're so fucking hard, Phil."

He winced at hearing her curse. His cock throbbed inside her.

Her hips slowed to a languid roll, her slick heat gripping him as she leaned in close. Her breath warmed his ear.

"He made me kneel," she whispered. "He made me kneel on the floor and take him in my mouth."

Phil's fingers dug into her hip. His cock pulsed inside her.

"He made me kneel there and look up at him and take my blouse off and take my tits out for him while I sucked him."

She ground down on him in a slow circle. Her walls squeezed around him.

"Then he bent me over a chair and spanked me." Her voice dropped lower. "He made me say it again, Phil. Made me tell him I wanted to be his black cock slut."

Phil groaned. The word slut coming from her mouth nearly finished him.

"Easy," she murmured, stilling her hips. "I'm not done."

He focused on breathing. On not exploding inside her just yet.

"He fucked me over that chair." Her eyes glazed slightly at the memory. "He stretched me out so good. I came so hard I almost couldn't see. My body just...seized up around him."

She started moving again. Gentle rocking.

"But he wasn't finished. He kept going. Pinching my nipples. Working me until I came again." She bit her lip. "I've never come twice like that. Never that hard."

Phil's head fell back. His balls tightened.

She shook her head. "You know what? It wasn't just the sex," she said. Her voice softened.

His eyes went wide as he stared at her. She looked like she was about to pull his heart out of his rib cage.

"Something broke open inside me. I just...let go. Completely. And Phil, it felt..."

She paused, searching for words.

"I don't know if I've ever felt that before. That free. Like I could be exactly what I wanted to be without shame or worry or planning every little thing out." Her hips rolled harder. "When I came that second time, I screamed. Actually screamed. I didn't care who heard. I didn't care about anything except what was happening to my body."

His cock throbbed. He was right there. Right on the edge.

"Can you feel it?" she asked. Her cunt squeezed him. "Can you feel him leaking out of me?"

Phil's eyes widened again.

"I think I stained the car seat." She smiled, wicked and teasing. "I had to sit in his cum the whole drive home. Feeling it seep out of me."

"Lydia…"

"You like that?" She ground down hard. "You like knowing another man fucked his cum inside me? That I'm riding you with his load still in my pussy?"

The orgasm ripped through him. His body seized as he emptied himself into her used pussy, mixing with what Obinna had left there. A series of guttural grunts rumbled up out of him.

Lydia's movements became frantic. She rode him through his climax, chasing her own. Her nails dug into his shoulders as she bounced on his sensitive cock.

"Yes," she hissed. "Yes, yes, yes!"

She came with a sharp cry, her walls clenching around him. Her body shuddered against his as wave after wave of her climax crashed through her.

When she finally stilled, they stayed locked together, breathing hard and slick with sweat.

Phil wrapped his arms around her and held her.

She lay there until their breathing returned to normal. Then she lifted herself off of his chest but stayed on all fours over top of him. "This is wild," she whispered.

The way she smiled had real, true mischief in it. Joy, even.

"This is wild," he echoed.

"Phil," she whispered.

"What is it?"

"He wants to take me out on Friday."


Chapter seven


Friday evening at ten after six, Phil sat in the armchair in the bedroom waiting for her to come out of the shower.

He glanced nervously at the lace underwear lying on the bed.

He'd driven to three different stores that week before finding the right set.

Obinna had been specific.

Have your husband select something for Friday. Black or red. Lace. Nothing cheap. I want to see what he chooses for you.

The first two stores didn't have what Phil imagined Obinna wanted. Too practical. Too much coverage. At the third boutique, a saleswoman with silver hair and knowing eyes had guided him to a display near the back.

"For your wife?" she'd asked.

"Yes."

"Special occasion?"

Phil's throat had gone dry. "Sort of."

The set he'd chosen was black. The bra was sheer lace with underwire that raised and pressed together, creating deep cleavage. The panties were a high-cut French style with lace panels on the hips and a sheer back that showed everything.

Slutty in a refined way.

Lydia had examined them when he brought them home, holding the bra up to the light and shaking her head.

"I can't wear this."

She wasn't a lingerie kind of gal at all. She wore practical briefs in muted colours. She'd donned a bit of lace for their wedding, but that was the last time he remembered her in fancy underthings.

"I don't know about this," she'd said, shaking her head.

"What don't you like?" he'd asked.

She'd thought long and hard about that one, finally turning to him with a scowl. "You know me. I'm not…all that girly stuff is just too silly. And they're so revealing. Like I'm putting my body on display for him on purpose.

Phil hadn't said anything to that. Just waited until it dawned on her that's exactly what Obinna wanted.

That was exactly what Phil wanted.

She'd bitten her lip, nodding slowly, the flush creeping down her neck.

Now Phil watched her slip the panties up her legs. The black lace rode high on her hips. The sheer fabric highlighted the neatly trimmed hair beneath. She adjusted them, tugging the waistband into place, and Phil's stomach clenched.

He'd bought these. He'd paid good money knowing another man would be the first to enjoy her in them. To touch them. To take them off.

She pulled the bra on and fastened it behind her back. She adjusted each breast into the cups. Her flesh swelled over the top, pressed together by the underwire. Her nipples showed through the lace, two dark shadows against her pale skin.

She looked at Phil and scowled.

The glance made him realize how lecherous he was being. Sitting there staring at her as she put on underwear for another man. "You look amazing," he said.

"They fit well at least," she replied, examining herself in the mirror.

Phil nodded. His mouth had gone dry again. He saw her chin jut a little higher as she stared at her reflection. Was that pride flashing in her eyes? Was Lydia Ackerman actually feeling sexy?

She stepped into the little black dress. It was a simple piece. Elegant, ending just above the knee. The neckline plunged enough to give a generous view of the cleavage pressed together by the bra. She zipped it herself, then slipped into the black heels that made her three inches taller. Her calves went taut.

"How do I look?"

"Absolutely stunning," he replied.

She shot him a scowl from across the room. "Phil," she whispered.

He stood up and crossed the room to where she was standing. "You look incredible. What are you worried about?" He touched the tip of her nose with his finger.

"What am I doing?" she said, looking away and furrowing her brow.

There it was. He'd been waiting for it all week. Waiting for that self-doubt he knew was still lurking somewhere inside her.

He leaned forward and tilted her head back towards him with a finger. "Hey. Look at me. You look amazing. You're going to go and have an amazing time."

She looked down at her outfit. "We should be doing this. When's the last time we went out somewhere fancy?"

"We are doing this. Obinna's just helping us out. You know it wouldn't be the same without him. Think of what you told me on Sunday. How free you felt. Think of how that made…everything between us better," he said, wagging a finger back and forth between them. "Wilder. Right?"

She thought about it for a few moments, then nodded.

"You're not doing this on your own. You're going to come home to me and tell me about what a great time you had, and then we're going to make love and spend the whole weekend together."

Her eyes brightened. She smiled and bit down on her lip. "You're sure?"

"Absolutely positive."

"Okay. But don't wait up."

"Lydia…"

"I mean it, Phil." Her smile was playful, teasing. "I have no idea when I'll be home."

His cock twitched to life.

The whole week had been like this. With this same, excited energy passing between them.

Lydia humming in the kitchen, her good mood so obvious. Laughing at her phone when it pinged with a message. Taking extra care with her appearance even for work.

She'd embraced this faster than he'd imagined possible. Now with that little nudge, he was going to send her out into the night and Obinna's arms.

"I want to hear everything when you get back."

"Maybe." She straightened, smoothing her dress. "If you're a good boy."

Phil watched her collect her purse and check her lipstick one final time. The black dress hugged her body as she moved towards the door.

Underneath it was the lingerie he'd selected. The underwear another man would peel away tonight, while Phil sat home alone.

His stomach churned with arousal and the darker angst he'd learned to love and hate at the same time.

The doorbell rang.

Phil moved ahead of her to the front door and pulled it open.

Obinna stood on the steps in a tailored navy suit with brown leather shoes. "Good evening, Phil," he said, smiling.

Phil nodded and stepped to the side, studying Obinna's expression. It tickled him when he saw a momentary look of shock cross Obinna's seemingly unshockable eyes as he laid them on Lydia.

Obinna's mouth broke into a wide smile. "Mrs. Ackerman," he said. He held his arm out.

Lydia gave Phil's arm a squeeze as she stepped past him.

"Have fun," Phil said, barely able to keep the shake out of his voice.

She cast a quick glance over her shoulder, then allowed herself to be led down the steps and driveway.

Obinna opened the rear passenger door of the black sedan and helped her in. He walked around the car and got in the other side.

The car pulled away, and Phil was left alone on the stoop, wondering how much night lay stretched out in front of him.

* * *

The leather upholstery stretched and squeaked as Obinna shifted closer. The sharp scent of his cologne wafted over her.

She'd expected dinner first, maybe wine, some pretense at romance at least. Wasn't this supposed to be a date, after all?

Instead, his hand climbed up the inside of her thigh.

"You look stunning tonight."

"Thank you." Her voice came out smaller than she'd intended.

His fingers traced the edge of her underwear, and heat bloomed up through her stomach. She inhaled sharply, glancing at the driver's eyes visible through the glass partition.

Obinna's lips found her neck and pressed hotly against her pulse point.

"I've thought about you all week," he said against her skin, then kissed her. "About you bent over that chair."

Her face began to burn with shame. She tried to lean back, create space, but his mouth moved to her collarbone, and his fingers slipped beneath the lace. A quiet whimper escaped her.

"Obinna, I…"

"You what?" His thumb pressed against her, and she jerked, thighs clenching around his hand. "Tell me you haven't been thinking about it too."

She had. Every night in bed next to Phil, every shower, every quiet moment at work. The memory of his thickness stretching her, the way he'd made her say those words, how completely she'd surrendered, had remained embarrassingly present in her mind.

"That's not the point." She grabbed his wrist, but didn't pull it away. "We just got in the car."

"And?" His finger circled, lazy and confident. "You're already wet, Lydia. Your body knows what it wants."

The privacy screen hummed as it rose. Obinna spoke without looking away from her face. "Take us the long way. Give us forty-five."

"Yes, sir."

The partition hummed again, then clicked shut, sealing them off from the driver.

Lydia's heart hammered. "What are you doing?"

"I'm not going to be patient with you much longer." His hand withdrew, and she almost protested the loss. "I'm not used to working this hard with a woman."

"I'm not used to having a man come on so strong. I'm not…I'm not used to having a man come on to me at all. Just…a little space. A little time."

"You don't like it?" he asked.

The question lingered between them. Lydia looked away, watching the city lights blur past the tinted windows.

Her reflection stared back. Flushed cheeks and parted lips. The black dress Phil had watched her slip on. She looked so unlike herself. "I didn't say that," she whispered.

"Then look at me and tell me what you do like."

She couldn't. Her throat closed as she tried to explain. She couldn't even look into his eyes.

Obinna's hand cupped her jaw, gently but firmly, and turned her face toward his.

"You had no trouble screaming as you came in the barn last week. I'd like that Lydia back. What do you say? You put on this dress. You got in my car knowing exactly what would happen. I've never been a patient man. Life's too short. I take what I want."

"I thought we were going to dinner."

"We are." He leaned in, his breath warm against her mouth. "Eventually."

His kiss swallowed her gasp. She tasted whiskey on his tongue. She felt his other hand slide up her ribs toward her breast. The car turned, and the momentum pressed her against him.

When he pulled back, his eyes searched hers.

"Last chance, Lydia. Tell me to stop, and we'll have a nice, polite dinner. We can even make small talk about the weather if you like."

He put his hand on her thigh again and eased her legs apart.

She tensed and bit her lip as his fingers slipped up under her dress. She yielded to him, opening her legs wider and giving him access to her already dripping sex.

He smiled a hungry smile, then leaned closer and kissed her neck again. "I'm so glad you did that."

His fingers hooked beneath the lace and tugged it aside. The fabric stretched taut against her hip as he exposed her. Cool air touched her wetness for a heartbeat before his fingertips found her clit.

She gasped and gripped the leather seat.

"Already soaked." His voice rumbled with satisfaction. "Did you get wet putting on this dress for me? Or was it when Phil watched you leave?"

She stared into his dark eyes as his fingers moved in slow circles, applying just enough pressure to make her hips lift toward his hand.

"I asked you a question."

"Both," she breathed. "God, both."

He rewarded her honesty by increasing the rhythm, his thumb working her clit while his other fingers traced her folds. The touch was firm but sensitive, each stroke perfectly round. Her thighs trembled and fell open wider.

That thrilling abandon began to fill her. That soaring feeling that left her earthly cares far behind. She sank into it so much more easily this time. Becoming just flesh and need under his ministrations, existing only to relieve the building pressure between her legs.

Her hand flew to the back of his head as he leaned in to kiss her again.

His tongue pushed into her mouth at the same moment two of his fingers slid into her pussy. She moaned against his lips, her body clenching around the intrusion.

"That's it," he said, breaking the kiss. "That's the sound I need you to make."

His fingers curved inside her, finding a spot that made her vision blur. He pumped them slowly in and out of her. The soft, wet schlick her soaked and engorged opening made would have been disgusting if she'd cared.

The orgasm built quickly, coiling tight inside. She wrapped her hand tighter around his neck as she felt it building. She was getting closer. So close. So close…

He pulled his fingers out.

"No," she whimpered, shuddering. "Please."

Obinna brought his glistening fingers to her mouth and smiled.

"Taste yourself for me. Lick these lovely drippings."

She hadn't done anything that dirty since college. Certainly never with Phil. She hesitated only a second before parting her lips.

The tang of her own arousal flooded across her tongue as he pushed his fingers into her mouth.

He pushed them in and out, studying her expression the same way he'd looked at her when she'd been on her knees in the barn with his cock in her mouth.

She sucked them clean, watching his eyes darken.

"Such a good girl." He withdrew his hand and gripped her thigh. "I'm going to show you the time of your life tonight, Lydia. Tomorrow, Phil won't even recognize you when you walk through that door."

The promise sent a shiver down her spine.

His fingers plunged back inside her, harder this time. His thumb found her clit again and rubbed in tight circles. The dual stimulation pushed her toward the edge. He slowed, stretching out the need inside her.

She rewarded him with a pleading moan.

"Now. Come for me," he commanded. "Right here in the car like the greedy little slut you are."

The orgasm roared through her. Her back arched off the seat, and she cried out, not caring if the driver heard through the partition. Her pussy clamped down on his fingers as wave after wave of pelvis-clenching pleasure rolled through her. She shook violently, her hand clutching his shoulder, nails digging into the expensive fabric of his suit.

He kept pumping his fingers through it, prolonging each spasm until she collapsed against the leather, gasping and twitching.

Her dress had ridden up to her waist. Her underwear were pulled to one side. She looked utterly debauched.

Obinna slowly withdrew his fingers and brought them to his own mouth, licking them clean while maintaining eye contact.

"Delicious," he said. "And that was just the appetizer."

The car slowed, and Lydia glanced out the window. They were nowhere near a restaurant. Instead, tall buildings rose on either side of a quiet street.

"Where are we?"

He smiled. "A very special place I can't wait for you to try."


Chapter eight


Obinna stepped out of the car and extended his hand to help Lydia from the backseat.

She accepted, smoothing her dress as they approached an unmarked door.

They were greeted by a very serious-looking Japanese man in a suit. He gave a low bow, then pulled the door open for them.

Inside, the space opened into a minimally furnished room. Pale wood lined the walls, punctuated by an occasional piece of parchment bearing elegant kanji calligraphy.

A low bar stretched along one side where a chef in white stood filleting what looked to be fresh tuna. A single table with two chairs stood in the centre of the room.

"Konbanwa," the chef greeted them with a slight bow.

A waiter appeared in black pants and a white shirt, a pristine white cloth folded over one arm. He bowed and smiled and bobbed his head as he gestured towards the table.

Obinna guided Lydia to their seats with his palm against the small of her back.

She perched on the edge of the chair, feeling slightly out of place in the exclusive setting and the hushed atmosphere.

"Relax," Obinna said, pouring sake from a ceramic bottle into a small cup.

She accepted it and raised the cup to toast as he raised his. The warmth the liquid brought spread out through her chest. The tension in her shoulders eased a fraction.

"Was this more like what you were expecting from me this evening?" he asked, smiling at her.

"It's very elegant," she said, taking in the surroundings again. "Is it just us here, though?"

He smiled. "You will remember this meal for the rest of your life," he said, raising the cup to his lips again and sipping.

She flashed a polite smile as she studied him.

He was being more reserved now that they were in public. There was something so crass about his swagger, his brashness, his arrogance when they were alone. She'd never appreciated any of those qualities in a man and had no idea why she was drawn to them now. Why had she let him fondle her and make her climax in the car? It was so unladylike. So undignified.

But it had been fun.

There was something fun about letting go and pretending to be his sugar baby slut that tickled her. The thought nearly made her burst out laughing, and she covered her mouth.

He tipped his head back. "Something amusing?" he asked.

She looked around at the waiter standing at attention at the bar and the chef intently focused on preparing their amuse bouche. "I'll tell you later," she whispered.

"I look forward to it," he said, leaning over the table.

The chef slid a plate along the bar, and the waiter picked it up. He walked over to the table and placed it between them. It held tiny portions of food arranged in a beautifully artful pattern. Translucent slices of fish, a quail egg split in two, and microgreens garnishing the dish.

Obinna motioned towards the chopsticks next to her plate.

She picked them up and daintily plucked a slice of fish from the plate. It seemed to melt on her tongue.

Obinna plucked half a quail egg with his chopsticks and popped it into his mouth. "So, Lydia Ackerman, when did you first learn to ride?"

She raised an eyebrow and smiled with one corner of her mouth. The sake was starting to work its magic.

Obinna chuckled. "That's more like it. I prefer the coy Mrs. Ackerman to the squeamish creature I picked up. When did you first mount a horse, is what I meant."

She told him about the riding camp her father had enrolled her in one summer. How terrified she was of the enormous creatures at first. How she fell in love with the Ruby, the playful chestnut mare she was assigned to.

The sake continued easing her inhibitions, and as more prettily arranged plates were placed in front of them, she asked a few questions of Obinna.

She was surprised to learn the farm was just a hobby for him, a place to unwind. He made some vague allusions to business interests in the Middle East but didn't seem keen to elaborate, so she dropped it.

She took another sip of sake, the warmth spreading through her chest. The food kept coming. Delicate pieces of eel, lotus root, slices of fish that Obinna explained were engawa, the dorsal fin of the flounder.

An hour into the extraordinary meal, and her head was swimming a little, and the warmth from the alcohol had soaked through her whole body. She started feeling adventurous.

"What about Ellen?" The question slipped out before she could stop it.

Obinna raised an eyebrow. "What about her?"

"What's your...relationship? Exactly?"

He set down his chopsticks and looked directly at her. "Professional. With benefits."

Heat crept up her neck.

"Is that a problem?" he asked.

"No." She shrugged, trying for nonchalance. "I was just curious."

He smiled at that. "I'm glad. And I appreciate the honesty."

The waiter refilled their sake cups. Lydia was starting to feel very pleasantly buzzed. The room had taken on a softer glow. She found herself leaning forward, elbows on the table.

"So you're an international man of mystery," she said, the words coming out more flirtatious than she'd intended.

Obinna smiled. "I would never be so conceited as to call myself that."

"But you are," she prodded. "And the stables are just your hobby."

"One of them," he replied.

She picked up her sake cup and drained it. More warmth spread through her body, mixing with the heat that had been simmering since the car. This new version of herself, the one who could sit across from her lover and casually discuss his other sexual partners, felt very foreign and very thrilling.

Obinna watched her with his dark, knowing eyes.

"What?" she asked.

"I'm enjoying watching you discover yourself. Tell me about your work," Obinna said. "Why surgery?"

Lydia blinked at the shift back to her professional life. "I…I enjoy helping people. Giving people hope. Giving them more time. Improving their lives."

"Hearts. You fix hearts," he said

"Specifically, yes," she replied, smiling.

"I like that," Obinna said. "The woman who repairs hearts."

They finished their meal with black sesame ice cream. When they were done, she excused herself and went to the bathroom. When she came back, Obinna was already by the door, waiting for her.

In the car, his hand found her thigh before they'd traveled a block. She didn't protest this time, leaning into his kiss when his mouth covered hers. His fingers traced patterns on her skin, moving higher beneath her dress.

"Better," he murmured against her lips. "Much better."

The thrill that rushed through her was followed by a fleeting moment of panic. This had suddenly turned into so much more than just sex. The wild lark of sleeping with a strange man seemed to be morphing into something more…serious?

She didn't like the word or the notion.

"What's the trouble?" Obinna asked, his face still close to hers.

"Hm? Oh, nothing," she muttered.

"No, no. The light just changed in your eyes. Something's on your mind now. Something weighty?"

She shook her head and looked out the window.

Obinna drew her eyes back to his with a finger on her chin. "I preferred your honesty back in the restaurant."

She forced a smile. Somehow, this domination seemed more intense and less playful than his sexual aggression. Still, she felt the urge to submit to it as she gazed into his eyes. "You said your relationship with Ellen was professional with benefits."

He nodded.

"What would you call ours?" A slight jolt of adrenaline shot through her from asking him to characterize whatever it was that was going on between them.

"I'd call it friendly. With benefits. How does that sound?" He brushed her cheek with the backs of his fingers.

She smiled again, but her eyes fell to her lap.

Obinna chuckled and pulled away, leaning back against his side of the seat and gazing out the window. "Getting a little too personal. Fair enough."

Her cheeks flushed. "I didn't mean…" She stopped herself mid-sentence. "I'm not sure what…"

"Relax, dear," he said, laying that heavy hand on her thigh again. "We'll be home soon and too busy for any more chit chat."

She shot him another nervous smile. She wasn't intimidated by him. It just seemed like certain lines around what this was about had started to blur, and it unsettled her. Was that wrong? Was that not how people were supposed to behave in these situations, she wondered?

For that matter, how did anyone know how to behave in these situations?

They drove a few more minutes in silence, and then the car stopped. Lydia recognized his house from the last time and blushed again at the memory of what she'd allowed to be done to herself there.

"Come," Obinna said, helping her onto the sidewalk.

Once they were inside, she dug into her purse and pulled out her phone to check the time. Ten o'clock. Her fingers moved across the screen, typing out a message to Phil.

"Is that a business matter?" Obinna asked, putting a hand on her shoulder and looming over her.

"I was just…going to tell Phil I might…I might be later than we thought."

Obinna leaned sideways and gently kissed her neck. "I wouldn't worry about Phil," he whispered.

His warm breath sent shivers up the back of her neck.

"Strange as it seems I think he might find the anxiety of not knowing…exciting. Besides, you're not going to tell me you were hoping to be home tonight?"

She drew in a breath and held it. "What do you mean?"

"I was hoping that, after such a nice meal, you'd at least consider spending the night."

Her stomach fluttered. Spend the night? Here at his house? With him? In…his bed?

Without telling Phil?

Surely that was a bridge too far. Surely that would piss Phil off. Wouldn't it? Or would he like it the way he liked seeing her with Obinna?

She took two steps forward and turned around. "I'm sorry," she said.

Obinna shrugged and held his hands out.

"I just wasn't expecting…I wasn't expecting that to be an option."

"It was only a suggestion," Obinna replied. "It seems like you might need to consult with your husband?"

She thought about that for a moment and nodded. "I think I do. I think I want to call him," she said, clutching the phone.

Obinna smiled warmly at her. "My dear, I just want you to know that you're free to leave at any time. This is supposed to be fun. For all of us. The last thing I want is for you to feel pressured in any way at all. That's no fun. Why don't you go in the bedroom and call your husband and come back out when you're ready?" he said, motioning towards the bedroom door.

His words put her at ease. She nodded and crossed the room to the bedroom, and pulled the door shut after her. She tapped Phil's number with her thumb and held the phone up to her ear.


Chapter nine


"Lydia? Everything alright?" Phil sounded anxious and breathless.

"Hey. Everything's fine."

"Are you…what are you guys doing? Are you at dinner or something?"

"We just got back to his place," she replied. The unsettled feeling from the car muddied her thoughts. She tried to think of a good place to start. To explain which part of it had unsettled her and how that wasn't sitting right with Obinna asking her to spend the night. She realized that was just going to come out all jumbled. She'd tell him tomorrow. Or tonight, if she went home. Whenever she saw him next.

"Lyd? You still there?"

"I'm here," she said. "Obinna asked me to spend the night." Her stomach tightened at saying it out loud. To her husband.

There was silence on the other end of the line.

She bit the inside of her mouth. Now she wasn't sure what she wanted. Was it too much? To sleep with another man and then sleep with another man? Even if she was being one hundred percent honest with Phil about it? Should she just go home?

That thought made her stomach sink. She'd been looking forward to this all week. Obinna's interest in her had made her feel so…young again. So vital. This was all just fun, after all. He'd just said there would be no pressure, and she really didn't feel any from him at all. Was she just overthinking this?

"You there?" she asked Phil.

"Oh, I'm here," he replied. "Well? What do you think?"

She chewed on the inside of her cheek again. "What do you think?" she asked him.

He let out a heavy sigh. "Baby, if I'm being honest, and I'll be honest, it is going to be pretty brutal waiting all night," he said, chuckling.

"I can come home," she said right away. She crossed her fingers, hoping he wouldn't ask her to do that.

"You don't have to come home. I didn't mean brutal like I couldn't take it. I just didn't expect I'd have to wait so long for…to see you again," he said, laughing again.

"You think I should do it?" she asked.

A few moments of silence. "I think if you want to, you should go for it. Everything's cool, right? I mean with Obinna? He's being a gentleman?"

Her mind drifted back to the drive to the restaurant. "I guess it depends on what you mean by that," she replied.

"Oh my god, babe, you're killing me. What's that supposed to mean?"

She let out a wistful sigh. "He was pretty intense in the limo," she whispered.

"Oh my gawd," Phil groaned.

She could hear the tortured angst in his voice, along with the note of deep pleasure at hearing she'd been naughty again. "Okay," she said. "If you don't mind, I think I'll stay here then. I'll tell you all about it tomorrow."

She heard him draw a breath and hold it for a moment. She closed her eyes, praying he wouldn't change his mind.

"Okay. I can do this. I can do this. I might need a bottle of wine or two, but I can do this," he said, laughing.

The knot in her stomach eased at hearing his laughter. She smiled. "I love you, Phil," she whispered.

"I love you too. You have a good time, alright? I want to hear every detail about it tomorrow when you get back. Love ya, babe."

The phone chimed in her ear as he hung up.

She looked at his picture on the screen until it faded to black. She stuffed the phone in her purse and turned towards the door. Catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror, she sucked in her tummy and ran a hand along the front of her dress.

She fluffed out her hair and let it fall over her shoulders, then puckered her lips at her reflection. She looked hot. And she never told herself that.

And now she had her husband's permission to let loose. Go wild and spend the night in her lover's house while he waited for her at home. She'd have to show him a wild time tomorrow.

She walked to the door and opened it, and stepped back out into the living room.

Obinna had removed his jacket and stood next to the couch holding a tumbler of golden liquid and scrolling through his phone. He looked up as she walked in and took a sip of his drink before setting it down on the end table next to the couch. "Successful conference call?" he asked.

She smiled, set her purse down on a side table, and strolled towards him. "You could say that."

"Did your husband give his blessing?"

She smiled wider. "You could say that," she replied.

He walked towards her, wrapped one hand around her waist, and tucked the other behind her neck. He pulled her into a warm embrace and a gentle kiss this time.

The skin on her back and legs prickled at his tender touch.

He pulled away and looked into her eyes. "You should know," he said in a whisper. "I intend to do some very dirty things to you tonight. And I think we should start with the dirtiest of them all."

Hot, wet excitement began to ooze slowly from between her legs. She had her red lines, but Obinna's confidence, that arrogant swagger she would have loathed in any other man, piqued her curiosity. "What did you have in mind?"

"I think we should make love," he whispered.

Her smile faltered, and she gasped a moment before his lips met hers again.

His mouth moved against hers softly. None of the aggressive hunger from the car or the barn. Just his lips pressing, withdrawing, pressing again. His tongue traced the seam of her mouth, and she opened for him.

The kiss deepened but remained unhurried. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to slip into that sensory space where all she had to do was feel.

He broke away, and his lips moved against the corner of her jaw. He kissed her there. Then he moved to the sensitive spot just below her ear.

She gasped and giggled at the gentle tickle of his tongue on her skin.

His mouth traveled down the side of her neck, pausing to suck gently at the soft skin.

"Oh," she breathed.

Her nipples hardened against the lace bra. A warm flush spread across her chest and up her throat. Between her legs, she felt herself getting wetter. The ache there intensified.

His hands slid down her sides as his mouth moved to her shoulder. He kissed the bare skin there, his tongue flicking out to taste. Her knees weakened, and she clung to his shoulders.

Her breathing came faster now, and shallow. The wetness between her thighs was spreading. She could feel it dampening her underwear. She could feel her clit throbbing, the need to be touched building in it.

Without warning, he swept her up. One arm beneath her knees, the other supporting her back. She gasped and wrapped her arms around his neck, and giggled as he carried her toward the bedroom.

Now, when she looked into his eyes, she felt no guilt, no hesitation. She had her husband's blessing, as he'd said. His blessing to enjoy herself and whatever dirty things he planned on doing to her.

He set her down beside the bed, standing her upright. His fingers found the zipper at the back of her dress. He drew it down slowly. The fabric loosened, and he peeled it forward off her shoulders, kissing each inch of skin as he exposed it.

The dress slipped off her body and pooled at her feet.

He turned her around, and his mouth travelled down her back, kissing all the way, until he reached the little dimple above her rear. He unclasped her bra, and it fell away. He turned her again to face him.

His lips moved to her collarbone. Moved down to the swell of her breast. He circled her nipple with his tongue without quite touching it. She arched toward him, but he pulled back, smiling. Then his mouth closed over the taut pink bud, and she moaned.

Her underwear was soaked now. She could feel the damp fabric clinging to her pussy lips. The throbbing between her legs had intensified with his attention.

He hooked his thumbs into her panties and dragged them down her legs. He kissed her hip bone. Her inner thigh. The crease where her leg met her pelvis. "Phil has excellent taste in lingerie. You must tell him I approve," he whispered.

She gasped and bit the corner of her mouth. Hearing her husband's name, as Obinna kissed and licked her most private places, sent a rush of adrenaline surging through her.

He lifted her again and laid her on the bed. She sank into the soft duvet.

Obinna dropped to his knees at the edge of the mattress. His hands spread her thighs wide. The cool air touched her wet flesh, and she shivered.

His mouth fell against her sex. The first touch of his tongue against her folds made her cry out. He licked slowly, tasting her, exploring each fold and crease. His tongue circled her clit.

"Oh God, yes," she whispered.

He continued his slow exploration, as if trying to touch every part of her entrance with his tongue. Finally, his tongue flicked across her clit, and pleasure shot up from her core. Her back arched off the bed.

He licked again. And again. Building a rhythm that had her panting and writhing. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her open for himself.

Obinna pulled away and stood up.

Lydia left her legs spread wide, knees bent, feet planted on the mattress. Her hands slid along her inner thighs as she watched him. She'd never positioned herself like this for Phil. Never displayed herself so lewdly. But the hunger in Obinna's eyes as he stared at her wet pussy made her bold.

He unbuttoned his shirt and shrugged it off. His chest and shoulders gleamed in the low light. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and pushed everything down in one motion.

His cock jutted out, nearly fully erect. Thick and dark and invitingly intimidating.

Lydia held her breath. She slid one hand up to cup her breast, the other drifting lower toward her aching clit. Spreading her thighs a little wider to invite him into herself.

Obinna climbed onto the bed and crawled between her legs. The mattress dipped under his weight. He positioned himself above her, his cock head nudging against her entrance.

This felt so much different than the barn. She'd let him fuck her there.

This was more vulnerable. More intimate. This wasn't fucking. This was what he'd called it. Making love.

The thought hit her just as his cock head pierced her pussy. She gasped, and her mouth fell open.

He leaned down and kissed her. Slow and deep. His tongue slid against hers as he pressed forward, filling her and stretching her.

The stretch. God, that stretch. Her pussy clenched around him, resisting at first but finally yielding. So fucking tight. She moaned into his mouth, the sound muffled by his kiss.

She wiggled her hips, trying to adjust, trying to take him deeper.

Obinna paused. He kissed her gently. Soft brushes of his lips against hers. Letting her body adjust. Letting her wetness gather and coat him, then ease his way deeper into her.

Her body opened for him. Fulfilling its natural purpose, her channel loosened to allow his passage.

She closed her eyes and imagined what it looked like. What his cock would look like getting stuffed into her comparatively tiny frame. His weight on top of her felt like heaven.

He pressed forward again.

The sensation nearly overwhelmed her. She grasped at his back, clawing at the skin with her nails.

She felt the heavy tap of his balls as they settled against her ass. He was fully inside her.

"Oh fuck," she panted.

She wrapped her arms around his big, broad shoulders and her legs around his waist. She clung to him as tightly as she could, suddenly desperate to feel every part of him against every part of her.

Her eyes bulged at how incredible she felt. It wasn't the same as taking him from behind. It wasn't the same as doggy. This was so different.

"Fuck me," she begged. "Please, Obinna, fuck me."

He withdrew slowly until just his tip remained inside her. Then he thrust back in. But it wasn't the raw pounding she craved. This was steady and controlled, Obinna dominating her with restraint this time.

"Fuck me," she begged.

"Shh," he whispered, brushing her cheek with his fingers. He dragged out a

"Yes," she gasped. "Yes, like that."

He kissed her neck. Her jaw. Her lips. His rhythm never faltered. In and out. Deep and slow. Building that pressure inside her with each movement.

Her nails dug into his back. Her heels pressed into his ass, urging him deeper.

"Lydia," he whispered.

She gasped at hearing her name.

He pulled his head away and locked eyes with her. "You're going to come for me."

She gasped again and closed her eyes.

"No, no. Open those eyes, Lydia. Look at me. Look right at me."

Her eyes fluttered open.

His cock slid out and seemed thicker when it slid back in.

"Oh god!" The cry erupted from her, desperate and shaking.

He kissed her cheek, then her neck. This time, his tongue slipped out of his mouth, giving her sloppy licks as he continued driving his cock into her.

She beat her fists against his back, then dug her nails in as the climax triggered inside her.

Her pussy squeezed, her body pumping on him. Pelvic contractions evolved to suck his seed up deep inside her pussy.

She pumped her hips up and down, desperate to feel him release his load into her as her body and mind drowned in pleasure.

He let out a low grunt.

She felt his cock flex. A moment later, she let out a joyous cry as she felt her channel flood with a gush of his hot semen.


Chapter ten


Lydia groaned as Obinna slid his cock slowly out of her pussy. She pressed a hand against her abdomen. The sudden emptiness there was almost painful. She turned her head to where Obinna had rolled off of her.

He was propped up on an elbow, smiling. "You make love as good as you fuck, Mrs. Ackerman," he said.

His deep voice rumbled through the mattress into her body.

She put a hand on her forehead and took a few breaths, then let out a shy laugh. It was so much easier doing this without Phil watching her. So much easier to let go and become this new woman. This new, slutty woman who took big, black cocks between her legs.

"What's so funny?" Obinna asked.

She smiled back at him. "I guess I still can't really believe I'm here. That I'm doing this," she replied. Feeling suddenly self-conscious, she tugged at the sheets, trying to cover herself.

"Oh no," Obinna said, rolling off the bed and standing up. "You're not getting shy this time. I won't allow it."

She bit down on her lip as she got a full view of his profile. That enormous cock, sagging halfway down his thigh and smeared with the secretions of their copulation. His muscled torso and powerful legs flexing as he walked.

He was a fucking machine. A body built to give. She blushed at the thought that his seed was once again swimming inside her.

She watched him walk across the room to the dresser by the wall. Her smile faded when she saw him pick up a round hand mirror, turn and walk back towards her. She closed her legs and covered her breasts with her arm. "What are you doing?"

He smiled at her as he remounted the bed and crawled towards her. He set the mirror down on the opposite side of her, then cuddled up close, his face right above hers. "That was beautiful, but now we play," he purred.

She glanced at the mirror, then narrowed her eyes at him. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"That means," he said, plucking her wrist with a finger and thumb and pulling her arm off of her breasts. "That means we get to work on what I really brought you here for."

She eyed him with mock suspicion. It would have sounded creepy if it hadn't been for his charming smile. "And what might that be?"

"You asked if the stables were my hobby. I told you they are one of several. I enjoy teaching women how to ride properly. But not just horses, Lydia." His smile widened into a grin.

She smirked at the adolescent innuendo. Men. It really didn't matter how rich or powerful or successful they got. In the end, it was still and always all about the pussy. "So I'm getting another riding lesson?"

"Eventually," he said, running a finger down between her breasts. Down her belly and down into the neatly trimmed patch of damp pubic hair. He slipped it between her legs, letting it glide along her slit.

Embarrassment washed over her, and she squeezed her thighs together tighter. She didn't normally get shy after sex. Not with Phil, anyway. Now that the moment had passed, though, now that the great mind-erasure was over, she couldn't help but think what a feral, slimy business it was.

She didn't like it when Phil tried to carry on after they'd both climaxed. She wasn't sure she could stomach it with Obinna, either. No matter how charming he was or how big of a cock he had. Everything just seemed different now. Different and…unsexy.

"Ah, that look," Obinna said, staring at her face and looking quite pleased. "That look of embarrassment won't help you squirm out of this, Mrs. Ackerman. Doctor Ackerman. That look is nourishment to me. Sustenance. Feeling you writhing in pleasure beneath me is only half the fun. The other half is discovering how dirty a slut I can turn you into."

She bit the inside of her cheek as a wild and dangerous thrill rushed through her. How dirty a slut could Dr. Ackerman become? "I'm not sure that's a game I want to play," she lied.

The truth was, she found his proposition enticing. She found his company freeing. She was a blank slate here. She could be anyone she wanted to be, do anything he asked of her. It would be her choice if anyone else found out. Even Phil.

"You're still free to leave at any time," he said, rubbing his finger against her used sex. "But I promise you will not be disappointed if you indulge me." He applied gentle pressure against the inside of her thigh, coaxing her legs open.

She resisted him at first. Having a wild fling with a handsome, black lover was about as out of her wheelhouse as she could get.

His smile had faded, and his expression had become more serious. There was a different promise in his eyes now. Not just pleasure but self-discovery.

Holding his gaze, she let her leg fall open.

His finger slowly slid down her slit and dipped into her opening.

She felt the syrupy drippings of his emission ooze out of her. She squirmed, bit the inside of her cheek, and touched a hand against his forearm. She shook her head.

"Are you scared?" he asked.

"I'm just self-conscious. I'm a middle-aged woman, not some twenty-something bimbo, Obinna."

"I'm asking you to be neither of those things. Set all of your presumptions of what each of those women should be aside and just be."

The line was slightly cheesy but enticing nonetheless.

She took a deep breath and let her hand fall away from his arm. She let the breath out and relaxed her shoulders. The tension in the rest of her body eased.

"That's better," he said. He took his hand from between her legs and reached above her head. He pulled a pillow down and nudged it against her shoulders.

She got up onto her elbows and let him wedge it under her.

He trailed his fingers down her clavicle and around her breast. Down her belly again and down between her legs.

She drew in a soft breath as his thick digit slipped inside her again.

He slid his finger deeper inside her.

She felt the muscles of her pussy clench around it as he moved slowly in and out. His touch was gentle and exploratory, and she found herself relaxing into the rhythm despite her lingering embarrassment.

He crooked his finger upward, and she gasped at the sudden pressure against that sensitive spot. He withdrew slowly, and she watched his hand emerge coated in the gooey mucus of their mingled serums.

A thick strand of it clung to his finger. The fluid was pearly white and stringy, stretching between his fingertip and her body before breaking away. He held his hand up, studying it.

She stared at it too. The smell reached her. Musky and faintly bitter, unmistakably masculine. She wrinkled her nose in faint disgust.

It puzzled her that a man as sophisticated as Obinna could still be so fascinated with something so base. That sticking his finger into a woman's hole and pulling out what he'd just deposited there could captivate his attention so completely.

He didn't seem the least bit shy or self-conscious about his urges and that intrigued her. He was a smart man but he seemed quite able to suspend his intellect to wallow in the muck of his baser urges.

He lowered his hand and trailed his finger up her stomach, leaving a glistening path across her skin. Between her breasts. Up toward her throat. He paused with his finger just above her lips.

He said nothing but just watched her with those dark, studious eyes.

The scent was stronger now. Briny and sharper, almost metallic. Her stomach tightened. She knew what he wanted.

She'd never done anything like this before. Phil wasn't into this dirty stuff. Or at least she'd thought he wasn't. She'd never offered. It seemed undignified, degrading even. The kind of thing you saw in pornography but never actually did in real life.

But wasn't that the point? Wasn't that why she was here? To become someone different. Someone who didn't constantly police herself, didn't measure every action against some imaginary standard of propriety?

She stared at his finger, then at his face. That focused attention on her made her feel more exposed, but she found herself warming to it. It was relentless and unashamed, his stare.

She let herself revel in it.

She opened her mouth slightly, then hesitated.

After a moment, she extended her tongue and licked tentatively at the tip of his finger.

The bitter, brackish taste with an unpleasant tang made her want to recoil. She forced herself not to pull away.

His eyes never left hers. That unwavering attention held her in place and, oddly, had her craving for it to continue.

She licked again, more deliberately this time. She tasted more of him. The bitterness was still there, but somehow less revolting. Almost tolerable.

She wrapped her lips around his finger and sucked him.

The taste flooded her mouth, and she fought the urge to gag. She worked her tongue around his finger, cleaning it thoroughly, swallowing what she collected. When she finally pulled back, his finger gleamed with only her saliva.

"Good girl," he murmured.

Those two words sent a jolt through her body. She hated how much they affected her. She was nobody's good girl. Not even Phil's.

She was too old to be playing stupid daddy games in the bedroom.

But when he brought his hand back down between her legs and slipped his fingers into her, she let him. She let out a shaky breath and whimper when he curled them up and finger-fucked her g-spot. Her hips rocked in time with his rubbing.

It shocked her how quickly she began to climb towards climax. Her pussy lips were swollen and sore, the insides of her surely just as engorged from his huge cock.

As his rubbing quickened, she found herself chasing that rush. Searching for another dose of blissful pleasure. She let out a quiet moan, letting him know he was touching just the right spot.

He replied with a satisfied growl. He was looking down at his hand now. At his fingers buried inside her body between her legs. His dirty fingers grubbing around in her whorish pussy. Rubbing her towards a climax and scooping more ejaculate out of her.

The thought whirled inside her mind, and she felt her body squirming, aching for another orgasm.

"Now, you'll come for me again," he ordered. His tone dispassionate and businesslike. An engineer ordering a lever to be pulled so an engine could be revved.

She nearly laughed out loud when it occurred to her that the apex of male engineering was manipulating a woman's body into orgasm.

Instead of a laugh, a cry passed her lips. Her pelvis clenched. Her body seized. She was coming again. Bearing down and squeezing those thick fingers, scratching that ache and shouting as it blossomed through her as wondrous, scorching pleasure.

He continued manipulating until she kicked both heels down on the bed and arched her back up and off of it.

"Stop!" she gasped. "Please! I can't!" The sudden sensitivity in her genitals was overwhelming.

He stopped immediately but kept his hand in her. He kept the fingers buried deep until she sank back down onto the bed, gasping for air.

Then he pulled them out. He slowly traced the trail up her stomach, between her breasts, and up her neck. He dangled the fingers, dripping in ejaculate and now her own secretions, directly above her lips.

Her mind was blank. Her desire sated. His continued demand that she submit once again should have been ridiculous.

For some reason, she opened her mouth without hesitation.


Chapter eleven


She licked it all off and still didn't like the taste. It wasn't as repugnant this time, though.

She couldn't help but once again wonder about Phil. Was Phil like this? Did Phil have these urges? Did Phil want her to be this dirty?

She could never imagine them doing something like this. They had so much baggage between them. Not bad baggage. Just the product of knowing each other for so long.

If Phil ever dangled a cummy finger in front of her mouth, she'd probably just laugh at him.

"Very skillful, Mrs. Ackerman," Obinna said, pulling the finger out of her mouth. "Let's see if it translates." He swung his legs over the edge of the bed and sat up.

A gentle shudder worked its way down her spine. She knew what he was asking for. She wasn't sure how she knew, but she did. What skill could possibly translate from sucking a finger?

Obinna was asking her to get on her knees and suck his dick. Still coated in the slurry of their mixed fluids. He was asking her to clean it off the same way she'd cleaned the semen he'd extracted from her pussy with his finger.

Her first reaction was to be appalled. What he was asking was so far outside of her personal boundaries that it was laughable. They were back in porno movie territory.

Something inside nudged her towards it. As if she were daring herself to see if she could perform such a disgusting, submissive act and emerge with her dignity intact.

She sat up behind him and shuffled to the end of the bed. As she stood up, she felt more of his fluid trickle out of her. "Oh god," she muttered, putting a hand between her legs. "I need to clean th…"

"No, Mrs. Ackerman," Obinna said, gently gripping her wrist. "That's part of the fun. You don't need to clean anything. Don't mind the floor, that's easily cleaned."

Warm shame flushed up from her belly, heating her chest, then her face. Utterly appalling, what he was asking of her.

His grip on her wrist wasn't tight. She felt no coercion in his touch or his instructions. She was confident she could leave any time. This was not a forced humiliation. This was a challenge.

Drawing in a deep breath to steel her nerves, she slowly stepped around the corner of the bed and in front of him.

He let go of her wrist, took the hand she still had cupped between her legs, and pulled it away from there.

Her pussy continued to trickle down the insides of her legs.

He looked up and smiled at her. "What do you say?" he asked.

She looked down at her ravished body, and a thrilling excitement surged through her. She lowered herself to a squat. A soft hiss, followed by a bubbling pop, came from her pussy as the pose forced more of his sperm from her. She had to close her eyes against the embarrassment it brought.

"Yes, my dear," he said. "You are becoming a dirty, filthy thing, and it's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen."

Her eyes fluttered open to see him holding his flaccid cock in front of her face. Even soft, it was still imposingly long and thick. The fat head sagged towards her lips, covered in the caking fluids lathered from both of them by their sexual excitement.

She looked up into his eyes.

They gleamed with delight.

She sank forward onto her knees. She swallowed back the bitter taste still lingering on her tongue. Her mouth fell open. She stuck out her tongue.

A smile spread on Obinna's mouth.

Fresh warmth blossomed in her belly at the soaring sense of freedom this depravity brought her. No longer shackled by any taboo or obligation, she was going to suck his dirty black cock and wallow in the way it wiped her mind blank of thought.

She wrapped her lips around the head and started licking circles around it with her tongue.

"Mmm," Obinna growled. He tilted his head to one side, regarding her with intense fascination.

She held his gaze as she worked, now understanding that her stare was sexier than even her mouth on his prick.

His smile faded, and a look of intense arousal replaced it.

His cock twitched and began to slowly swell.

She shuffled forward, stuffing more of it into her mouth and licking off the mingled curds of their shared yield. She realized the taste suddenly didn't bother her. It was no longer offensive. As if her mind no longer registered what it was or where it had come from.

She moved her head back and forth and loosened her lips so that they slurped as she sucked on his dick.

"Sublime," he whispered.

His praise sent another warm shiver down her back. She still felt some impulse to resist it. She was nobody's good girl, after all.

But he was a large man with a commanding voice and a powerful body. Pleasing him ticked some primal box inside her.

She pulled her mouth off and pressed it against the side of his cock. She ran her tongue along the bulging vein, licking off more of his semen. She did the same on the other side, then she mouthed him again and resumed suckling. Her tongue played with his glans.

"May I?" he asked, one hand hovering over her head.

She nodded, her mouth still stuffed full.

His hand sank to her head. He twisted it, gently collecting a fistful of her hair.

She let out a quiet moan when he tightened his grip, pulled her back, then forward and deeper onto himself.

He did it again.

Her pussy contracted. Her mind was nearly blank. She was acutely aware of the arousal that had been reignited in her body. It hummed and buzzed at the tips of her toes and fingers. In her warmed and freshly leaking sex.

She felt as if her very identity had evaporated. As he moved her mouth back and forth, stimulating himself, she shared in his pleasure. She was no longer Lydia Ackerman. Wife, mother, surgeon. She was just a set of holes for him to use.

He paused his tugging and slowly stood up in front of her, keeping his cock sheathed in her face. He stared down at her, holding her in place.

She sensed what he needed from her and nodded again.

He nodded back.

His tugging resumed. Back and forth, back and forth. Using her mouth like a nice, wet, tight sleeve to rub into.

She played along. Flicking her tongue, heightening the stimulation she was giving him.

This was her worth now. This was her reason for being. To be used as damp friction to elicit more brackish seed from the heavy balls that dangled and swung between his muscular legs.

She craved it now. She yearned to receive the gift of his hot spunk into her belly the way she'd accepted it into her sex.

They'd made love and committed the most intimate act, and now he was sating his ravenous need by shoving his prick into her face.

Her own need was growing ravenous. Wild and unleashed, it roared inside her. She brought a hand up between her legs and twisted a finger around her clit.

"Yes," Obinna said, smiling. "Play with that pussy. Touch yourself while I fuck your beautiful face."

She shuddered, and pleasure radiated from the bundle of nerves in her clit.

Obinna's grip tightened in her hair, and he moved her more roughly back and forth. Back and forth, back and forth, using her mouth again and again.

His cock was fully stiff now, and she could taste the prelude of his emission as it dribbled onto her tongue from the tip. The salty taste only excited her more. She spun her fingers faster against her clit.

Obinna's brow furrowed into a look of intense concentration.

She sucked in, and her cheeks hollowed.

Obinna let out a feral groan above her.

The noise vibrated into her oral cavity. It rumbled down her spine and into her pussy, tapping every nerve ending like fingers on a keyboard.

She moaned and sucked harder.

He groaned again. His cock hardened in her mouth.

So fucking hard. It just got harder and harder. She could feel it. She could feel it getting ready to explode. She sucked and moaned, performing her pleasure to heighten his.

He let out a growling moan. A moment later, the first splash of his effusion basted her tongue and teeth. He shoved his cock in deep until it touched the back of her throat.

Wondrously, she didn't gag. The stimulation triggered her swallowing reflex, and she began to guzzle the sticky batter spitting out of his organ.

"Look at me," he grunted. He had her head tilted to one side, her nose nearly at his pelvis.

She could only glance at him out of the corner of her eye, but meeting his gaze activated her orgasm. She moaned onto his cock again. As her fingers flew around her clit she felt a trickle of liquid come squirting out between them.

Obinna's load was still discharging into her throat, and the breathtaking rush of pleasure from between her legs splattered across the canvas of her blank mind with a stain that seemed like it would never be fully erased.

On her knees. Leaking. A thick, black cock buried inside her cheeks, pumping jizz into her gullet.

It seemed to last a heavenly eternity.

As it started to recede, she began to become aware of herself again. The debased position her body was in. Who she was. That her husband was at home on pins and needles, waiting for her to return and relate the story of her degradation.

Obinna slowly pulled his cock out of her mouth. He continued to hold her by the hair. When the head of it popped out, he let her go, and she fell to her hands and knees. Semen drooled from the corners of her mouth.

Her thighs and hands were covered in her own squirt, and she panted to catch her breath. She found herself at the centre of a scene she would have had to look away from had she witnessed it herself.

She balked at how much she'd enjoyed the depravity, aghast when she realized that now that it was over, she only craved more.

"Dr. Lydia Ackerman. Your talents know no bounds," Obinna said, chuckling as he lethargically lumbered across the room to the dresser.

She sank onto her ass, holding herself up with her hands on the floor. She dragged herself to the side of the bed and leaned against it, unable to find the strength to climb up onto it just yet.

She heard a dresser open and close. Obinna's footsteps coming towards her again. She mustered the strength to turn her head and see what he was cooking up next. She was exhausted. If he lifted her into the bed, she could have closed her eyes and been asleep in seconds.

He sat down on the bed next to her, put his hands under her arms, and easily hoisted her up into his lap.

It felt so normal, so natural now. Being naked so close to him. Feeling his big cock graze against her leg. As if this had always been a part of her life.

She reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock and hoisted it, stroking it, trying to stimulate it to life again.

He laughed. "Yes. You can play with it, pet. You play with it, but give me that slender little ankle of yours please."

She found herself giggling and found the sound quite embarrassing. She did as he asked and continued manipulating his cock as she lifted her foot and set it on his knee. "What are you doing?" she asked him.

He lifted a small black box and opened it. Out of it, he pulled a slender gold bracelet. The delicate chain was held together by a clasp.

"What is that?" she asked.

Obinna's thick fingers opened the clasp with an ease that made the motion seem like it had been practised hundreds of times. "Every pretty nude ankle should have one," he said, draping it over her ankle and snapping it shut. He watched her as she stared it.

He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

The intimacy of it startled her. Just a simple kiss but now so easy for her to accept. She tensed in his lap.

He started chuckling. "No, no. Don't get skittish. You've come so far this evening, hmm?"

She smiled, blushed and looked at the anklet again. She thought of Phil. It was strange, but she wished he were there. She wished she could fall asleep in his arms, then wake up and make love to him in the morning.

At the same time, she wanted to spend the night with Obinna. She wanted to know what it would be like waking up next to him. How would that make her feel? Would she still be this horny in the morning?

She felt his hand move from her back, down to her ass. He patted her butt cheek. She blushed, thinking of how he really did make her feel like a good girl. She wasn't even too upset about it anymore.

When his finger started wandering down the crease of her ass, she flashed a nervous smile. Her hand shot around to her back and gripped his wrist when the pad of his finger touched the ridge of her anus. "What are you doing?"

"Relax, Lydia. I've had two out of three, and the night is still young. How do you like to take it in the derriere? Mounted from behind or missionary?"

She gripped what she could of his wrist and pulled his hand away from her back entrance. "That's not something I'm into," she said.

That was a hard line. A definite no-go zone. It was too dirty, and that huge cock would hurt like hell going in. No. There was no way that was happening, no matter how hard he wooed her.

"A refined woman like you? Have you never done la levrette?" He smiled at her puzzled expression. "Doggy style. So boring and crass in English, don't you think?" His hand wandered back towards her bottom.

"Obinna, really. I'm sorry. I don't mean to ruin the mood. I'm just not interested."

"Of course, my dear. In that case, get on your hands and knees on the bed, and I'll have you that way, but in your delightful pussy."

She bit her lip and smirked, wildly amused at how dirty she was letting herself be.


Chapter twelve


Phil stared at his own reflection in the bathroom mirror. His eyes were swollen and red. His shoulders sagged. He looked pale.

He'd spent the night tossing and turning, even after having a bottle of wine to himself. He'd tried masturbating himself to sleep until his cock was raw and red.

Now it was creeping up on nine o'clock, and still no word from Lydia.

He wasn't sure what he'd been expecting. That she'd set an alarm for seven, shower and be home for coffee by eight?

Obviously, that was ridiculous. That wasn't what lovers did after spending the night together.

He shuddered at the thought of the word. Lovers.

Is that what she and Obinna were becoming? Did people still call it that? It sounded so dated. Now it was all poly this and throuple that. Was that what they would be? A throuple?

He picked his phone up off the edge of the sink and checked the screen for what was probably the hundredth time in the last twelve hours.

Still nothing.

He trudged to his office to try to look at some numbers. Maybe checking his market positions would take his mind off his predicament? It did nothing.

He walked to the kitchen, filled the drip maker with water and a filter with fresh coffee, then turned it on. He sat down and listened to it gurgle and watched the coffee slowly dripping out.

He contemplated the peculiar agony writhing around inside him. It had weakened compared to what it had been in the middle of the dark night. A man could only sustain that kind of anxiety for so long.

It was still present, though. A dull hum of it. Tormenting himself with the thought of his wife, his beautiful Lydia, possessed by another guy.

He had wanted this. He had pushed her back into Obinna's arms. And he still wanted it but he wanted this part of it to be over. The waiting. The waiting felt like it was killing him.

As the percolation finished, he got up and poured himself a cup. Drank a few gulps black before adding a splash of cream. He walked to the living room to stare out the window.

Obinna's arms. He thought of Obinna's arms wrapped around Lydia. He wondered how late they'd stayed up. What had they done? Would she tell him everything? Or would she keep some of it to herself?

That thought made his balls ache. He'd become so obsessed with making this happen again, he hadn't given much thought to how far he wanted it to go. Lydia keeping secrets now seemed too far.

He drew in a breath when he saw a cab pull up to the curb in front of the house. He nearly dropped his coffee. He peered through the window and watched Lydia step out of the cab.

She looked…fresh. Looking strangely out of place on their suburban street in her sexy dress in the morning. She hunched her shoulders and hurried up the driveway to the front door.

He shuffled out into the hall, set his cup down on a table, and twisted the deadbolt open. He pulled the door open just as she climbed the last step up to the porch.

She whisked past him in a hurry, as if worried that maybe someone had seen her.

They hadn't thought about that. The walk of shame the next morning. They hadn't thought of the possibility of what the neighbours might think seeing her coming back in that dress.

He caught a whiff of her previous night's activities as she passed him.

"Close the door, Phil," she whispered. She tucked herself into the corner beside the door to the closet.

He closed the door and twisted the deadbolt, then turned to look at her.

Now that he could see her closer, she did not look nearly as fresh. Her hair had been rearranged to look presentable, but the smell of her, which he could still make out from across the hall, made it clear she hadn't showered.

She stood there, hunched in the corner, staring at him as if waiting to see what he would do.

He slowly raised his arms, inviting her into an embrace.

She blushed and looked down at the floor.

"Are you okay?" he whispered.

She nodded.

A glint of something caught his eye, and he lowered his gaze to her ankle. His eyes widened at the delicate gold chain resting on it. A gift from Obinna?

A jolt of jealousy shot through him, rife with adrenaline.

He took a step towards her.

"Phil," she muttered, holding up a hand.

"What is it?"

She let out what might have been an exasperated sigh. "Obinna wouldn't let me shower."

As soon as the words connected with his mind, they sent a signal pulsing to his balls and cock. "Why?"

She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye, still cowering. "Do you know why?" she asked.

The question caught him off guard. Some part of him knew why. Some part of him understood what Obinna was doing. Sending both a gift and a message.

The gift of Lydia's well-ravaged body, still stinking with evidence of what had been done to her.

The message was more obfuscated, but he knew it was there. Obinna had claimed her. He wanted Phil to know.

He couldn't just say that. That wasn't who he and Lydia were. They didn't casually talk about the stink of sex and what it might mean.

She seemed to compose herself, standing straighter and smoothing out the front of her dress, then lowering her purse to the floor. She walked towards him, her heels clacking quietly on the tile.

She looked as stunning as she had when she left the night before. Stunning, but sullied now.

He let his eyes roam down her body, the knowledge that it had been well used firming his erection.

She looked straight into his eyes. "He said you'd want me dirty."

That sucked the air right out of his lungs. The message was clear now. Obinna knew exactly what Phil wanted.

"Is that true?" she asked him.

He blinked, and his mouth opened. Could he really admit that? This wasn't them. This was entirely new territory.

Obinna had obviously spent the evening coaching Lydia's animality, whether he'd told her as much or not.

"Phil," she said. "I want to know."

He drew in a breath. "I…" She certainly looked like she wanted the answer. "Yes. It's true," he admitted.

To his relief, the answer seemed to relieve her. Somewhat. The tension in her shoulders eased. She stretched her neck to one side, then the other. The intensity in her stare softened.

"You look beautiful." It was the only thing he could think of to say.

She let out a light, snort of a laugh. "You really like this? Me coming home to you in this state?"

He was equally astonished. He'd never been the type to get off on something so dirty. He couldn't lie to himself now, or to her. "I don't know why. It's a real turn on, though."

She seemed to relax a bit more and held her head a little higher. "If I'd known I'd be spending the night, I would have brought some other clothes. I can't imagine what's going to happen if Elizabeth saw me getting out of that cab."

"Don't worry about that," he said, shaking his head. "I'll tell Frank you had a function and…blah, blah blah, we'll figure it out," he said, waving away her concern.

They stood staring at each other for a while.

"What happens now?" he finally asked.

She drew a breath and let it out slowly. A smile flickered to life at one corner of her mouth. "Well. You've been waiting patiently for me. I think you should probably get to decide that." She took another step towards him.

He sensed her worry easing. Whatever distress or doubt she carried about what had happened last night dissipating now that she was home with her husband again.

He raised his arms again and stepped towards her. He wrapped them around her and pulled her into an embrace.

She stank of sex.

His cock twitched, and he pulled his hips back, suddenly embarrassed by his natural reaction to her used body. He had no idea what to say to her. What he wanted to do was drag her into the bedroom and fuck her but…

"How was your night?" she whispered.

He nodded. "Didn't sleep a wink. How was yours?"

She pulled away and looked into his eyes. "Barely slept. But I slept a little bit."

It was the strangest, most fascinating thing talking to her after what had happened. More than twenty years of familiarity thrown out the window and replaced with an adolescent awkwardness that had his guts twisting and his balls aching.

She smiled and looked down at the ground. "Phil, I'm sorry, but I just don't know what to say right now."

"Me neither," he said, chuckling. "Should we go to the bedroom?"

"I think that might help," she whispered.

He put a hand on the small of her back and led her there. He closed the door, though they were alone at the house. It always seemed to put her more at ease.

She stepped up to him and grabbed the old t-shirt he was wearing and pulled it up and off over his head. She laid her palms on his chest and drew her hands down his body to his flannel pyjama bottoms. She hooked her fingers into them and tugged them away from his stomach.

She tucked one hand into his underwear and wrapped it around his hard penis.

"Are you into this right now, Lydia?" he asked her.

She smiled as she stroked him. "You're going to have to be a little more patient with me if you were looking forward to…intercourse. I just mean…I can't right now."

"You can't?" he asked, arching his brow.

"I'm sorry, Phil. I'm too sore. But I'm into this. I'm into being with you. I'm into trying to get past how awkward I'm feeling right now."

He let out a soft laugh. "Me too," he whispered. He looked down at his rigid penis and her hand around it. Her palm was so lovely and soft. It was disappointing to hear he wouldn't be able to have sex with her. He needed the inside of her so bad. But just having her there with him was enough. Enough to soothe the anxiety he'd suffered through all night.

"Will you tell me what happened?" he asked.

"Let me just get this off," she said, letting go of his cock and unzipping her dress.

His eyes widened when she peeled it away from her body. She was naked underneath. No panties, no bra. "You came home like that?" he asked.

She smirked. "It was Obinna's idea. He said he wanted a souvenir from our first night together."

His eyes opened even wider. "And he gave you one too," he said, looking down at her ankle.

"I guess he did," she whispered.

"Why an anklet?" he asked, mesmerized by how lovely her calf and ankle looked with the ornament.

"I'm not sure," she replied. "Do you like it? I can take it off if you want."

He slowly shook his head as he looked up into her eyes again. A thrill surged through him as their gazes met.

"You wanted to know what happened," she said, raising her hand and wrapping it around his cock again.

"Yes," he whispered. "God, yes."


Chapter thirteen


She pulled him gently by his cock and walked him to the bed.

He sat down, and she sat next to him. She stroked his cock and studied his expression.

"I'm sorry we can't…be more intimate than this. Maybe this afternoon or this evening. I need a bath first. Maybe some salts in it."

"It's alright," he said, his voice gravelly. He put a hand over hers and slowed her stroking. Despite all the masturbation, he felt like he was on the very edge of another orgasm with the way she was touching him, her naked body pressing against him.

The feeling, that intense need, reminded him of the first time he'd seen her naked. They'd waited a few months into dating before becoming intimate. He'd been younger then and still charged with testosterone, so finally getting naked with her had been seared into his memory.

He was reliving that moment now. Except this time it was because she'd been naked with another man. "Will you tell me?"

She nodded and her grip on his cock eased, her fingers just feathering the skin. "He was…surprisingly aggressive in the car."

"Aggressive?" he asked, furrowing his brow.

"Don't get upset. It was just unexpected. He…he made a move on me right away."

"What did he do?" His blood was pumping harder and his cock throbbed under her fingers.

"He started kissing me. Complimenting me. Put his hand on my leg and then…between my legs."

His eyes widened and his chest expanded as he drew in air to try to steady himself.

"Are you okay?" she asked.

"Fine," he said, forcing out a stiff laugh. "It's just…the feelings, Lydia. My god. I didn't think I'd ever feel anything like I'm feeling right now. It's like standing on the edge of a cliff or flying or…god, I don't know. I like it, though. I love it. Keep going, please?"

"I got a little uneasy," she went on. "I guess I'd thought we'd start with dinner or drinks at least."

"But you let him?"

She paused for a moment, watching his eyes. "I let him finger me, yes," she whispered.

He gripped the sheets and balled his fists.

She rubbed her thumb against his glans. "He made me climax in the car. Then he took me to the most amazing place for dinner. Japanese. We were the only ones there. I'd say let's go, you and me, but I'm not sure we could afford a reservation. He's some kind of finance, real estate guy. I didn't pry. The stables are just a hobby of his. Or, one of many, as he said."

"What are the others?"

"He only told me about one. Loosening up uptight women," she said, chuckling.

Her laugh drove him wild. She was taking this all so casually. Like she had already been transformed fully into Obinna's slut. Now she was sitting on the bed with her husband, massaging his dick while she told him all about her new lover.

"You want me to tell you about the menu later? Skip to the good part?" she asked.

He looked over to see her smiling at him, and he forced a smile back. "Yes, please," he said, his voice tight.

"Anyways, we get back to his place and…god, I'm a little shady on the order of things. There was sake involved. Quite a bit of it. And…"

"And? What happened first?"

Her eyes drifted away from his and she sighed.

"Please tell me, Lydia? Don't worry about me. I won't get upset."

She sucked her lips into her mouth and nodded. "He said…he said we should do the dirtiest thing first."

He groaned as she wrapped her hand around him again.

"He made love to me," she whispered.

"Oh god," Phil moaned. His cock twitched in her grip. He looked sideways at her to see her still smiling. She looked…pleased.

"He made slow love to me until I was begging him. Begging him to make me come. I thought about you. I thought about you while he was inside me."

He grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand away from his cock, gripping the root of it to keep himself from erupting.

She waited patiently for him to get his breathing and sexual response under control. When he let go of her wrist, she cupped his balls and gently rolled them through her fingers.

"What next?" he asked, eyes on the floor, worried that just another glimpse of her naked body might send him tumbling.

She cupped his balls and held them. "It gets a little dirty," she whispered.

"I want to hear all of it."

"Okay. He finished inside me. Then he put his fingers into me. He pulled them out and…oh god, I don't know if I can say this out loud. It was so raunchy, Phil. I can't believe I did it. I don't know why I did it."

"You don't?" There was something desperate in his tone that he couldn't control. This was the meat of what he wanted. Knowing what she was getting from this.

She shook her head. "I guess I was just kind of intoxicated. You know how persuasive he can be. Maybe…I wanted to please him, or something."

His eyes widened at her admission as his stomach clenched. She wanted to please him. It was almost more excruciating hearing her admit that than hearing her talk about Obinna being inside her.

The driving urge to hear about what she'd done over the next perverted hill was relentless. "Tell me."

"He made me lick his finger clean."

He shuddered and groaned.

"He made me lick his finger clean because he wanted to see if that skill would translate."

She was staring at him intently now. Reading every twitch of every muscle in his face. Studying just how deeply her story time was affecting him.

"I think I need to come," he panted. He glanced down at the little gold chain around her ankle. His cock flexed.

"There's more to the story," she said.

"I feel like my crotch is going to explode."

She turned towards him and swung her leg over his, draping it over his knee so that it dangled with her ankle between his legs. "You sure like that thing, don't you?" she asked, firming her grip on his prick and stroking.

"Oh god. Don't stop."

"I won't. I'll just tell you he made me get down on my knees and clean off his big dirty cock with my mouth."

That yanked a pull cord somewhere inside him. His guts tightened and his balls drew up between his legs. A pulse of pleasure shot up from his groin, and a gush of ejaculate shot through his shaft.

He moaned as it exploded out from the head of his cock. Strand after strand spurting and spilling all over Lydia's hand and shin. Rolling down in fat drops to her slender ankle and coating the little gold chain.

He shook and seethed as she stroked him through wave after wave of a climax. Patiently nursing the orgasm and semen from him until he was spent and his cock began to soften in her hand.

She kept playing with it until it became painfully sensitive.

He had to put a hand over hers again and still it.

They sat there not saying anything for a while. Lydia seemed much less tense and he no longer sensed any awkwardness between them.

Finally, he looked sideways and at her, and she smiled at him. He leaned towards her and pressed his lips against hers.

She opened her mouth and let his tongue slip in.

He kissed her lewdly. Not the slow, romantic French kissing they used to set the mood before they made love. Hungry, sloppy licks of her tongue and her lips like that would somehow make her his again.

He needed the inside of her so badly.

She started fondling his cock as he kissed her. Cupping his balls and stroking the tip of his softening member until it began to firm up again under her fingers.

"I liked it, Phil," she whispered. "I liked being his black cock slut."

He groaned and looked down at her leg. His semen had started to dry on her ankle. "You liked being his black cock slut."

"He used my mouth, Phil. He took me by the hair and fucked my face with his big black cock. I played with myself while he did it."

That had him groaning again. Had his penis, impossibly, hardening in her grip and twitching. Had him gripping the mattress, bracing himself for another roller coaster of feeling.

"I touched myself and I climaxed as he came down my throat."

He let out a gurgling growl.

Lydia pushed her weight against him, shoving him down onto the bed. She got up and threw her leg over his waist and knelt over top of him, her pussy just above his prick.

He looked straight up at her, stunned by her aggressive dominance.

She winced as her pussy lips touched his cock head.

"Lyd, you don't have to…"

"Shush," she hissed. Her hand shot out and around the back of his head. She pulled it forward so he was looking at the spot their bodies would meet. "Some of him's still in me," she whispered.

She grabbed his cock and used the head to split her pussy lips open. Clumps of Obinna's creamy emission rolled out of her and onto his dick. She sank down and impaled herself on it.

Her body shuddered. She fell forward onto her hands and knees.

Her pussy was hot as a furnace and dripping wet. She dragged in a few heavy breaths, then hoisted herself up to sit straight on his lap. Her hands went to her breasts. She squeezed them and her head rolled back towards her shoulders.

She arched her back, and her hips rolled forward.

The pressure made his cock harden inside her. He watched her with wide eyes as she started to ride him.

She was lost in her own world now. Deep in her mind, probably remembering what it had been like to have Obinna inside her.

She pinched her nipples and moaned as her hips started rolling faster and faster.

He heaved his hips up in time with her riding. Matching the elegant, equestrian rhythm of her undulating body and sinking his prick deeper and deeper into her.

Her sexual hunger, this wild appetite she'd acquired, seemed insatiable. She'd just been complaining that she was too sore, and now she was on him, riding him like he was a stallion.

He put his hands on her hips and continued to match her pace with his thrusts.

Her knees rubbed against his waist as her motion transformed from an elegant gallop to wild thrashing. She yelped. Her pussy clamped on his prick.

Her body started to shake, and she fell forward onto him.

His eyes bulged, and his cock went solid as it started to pump seed into her.


Chapter fourteen


They lay in the bed naked and holding each other for an hour after. Not saying anything, just quietly rebuilding the connection between them.

It felt to Phil like nothing needed to be said because of what had just happened. His response to her coming home felt totally natural now. Normalized. Nothing to be ashamed of and nothing to be feared.

She'd gone out into the world and encountered a man and returned to him, and now they were whole again.

She napped with her head in the crook of his arm.

When she woke, she asked if he'd run her a bath, to which he obliged. Epsom salts in the hot water to soothe her pussy, sore from his use and her lover's.

As she bathed, he wrapped himself in a robe and went to the kitchen. He sliced up an apple and cut some wedges of cheese. He brought those to the bedroom along with some crackers, then went back and poured out two glasses of white wine.

When he came back, she was just stepping back into the bedroom, wrapped in a towel. She smiled, and her eyes sparkled at seeing the snack.

"A little refreshment in bed, then I thought I could take you for brunch? If you'll let me?"

She brushed her finger against the tip of his nose and smiled wider. "I'll let you," she whispered.

They crawled under the covers and put the plate between them. They clinked glasses and sipped the chilled wine.

"We back to normal now?" she asked him.

"I guess you could say that. If this is the new normal?"

"Is it?" she said, taking another sip of her wine.

"Are you going to see him again?"

She looked down at the comforter cover and thought. "I don't know. I might be too uptight for this to become some sort of lifestyle thing."

"Why does it have to be a lifestyle?"

"You know what I mean. I'm not a swinger, Phil."

"I don't think this is swinging," he said.

She chuckled. "I don't know if I'm…whatever this is." She glanced at him sideways. "Besides, I think Obinna has designs on me that I'm not up for."

That piqued his interest greatly. "Oh?"

"Ugh, I don't know if I can talk about it this casually. When we're not…in the moment, so to speak."

"You really should tell me everything, though. I am your husband." The banter felt so easy and casual compared to what they'd just done. A playfulness to it he couldn't remember having with her in years.

"Is that so?" she asked. "Wait a second, does this mean I'm going to have two men telling me what I should and shouldn't do?"

He leaned over and kissed her cheek. "I'll get your secrets out of you one way or another," he promised.

"Oh, god, whatever," she said, laughing again. "Obinna started playing with my ass at the end of it."

His cock stirred, ready to stand at attention again. "Did you…"

"Of course not!" she shot back. "I told him that was never going to happen. He was very polite. He fucked me on all fours but in the right hole, like a lady deserves."

The admission that she'd had even more sex with Obinna delivered another delicious gut punch. His breath left his lungs.

"Oh, Phil, you're blushing! I'm sorry. Was that too much?"

He cleared his throat. "Not at all. I just…thought the story was finished, is all." He was suddenly feeling feverish. Obinna had fucked her doggy after making her clean his cock?!?

"Do you want me to see him?"

Her tone was too casual. Like the way she sounded when she wanted his permission and not his opinion.

He turned and looked right into her eyes. "Is that going to turn this into a lifestyle?"

"Oh, come on! Don't tease me!" she said, laughing.

"I mean it. Once is a fling, right? Twice…what's that? Three in a row? Sure sounds like a lifestyle to me."

She bit the side of her mouth.

"You know I want it," he said quietly. "I'm the one who begged you to do it again, remember? I'd love to see it again, Lydia. I'd love to be there."

She nodded at him. She looked off to the side.

He marvelled at how they'd changed. Sitting in bed sipping wine on a Saturday morning. Everything felt light and easy and fun now that the long night of anxiety was over.

Now the next time would be easier. If there was a next time. He hoped there'd be a next time. He sensed she did, too. But there was no sense pushing it right now.

"Come on, Lyd. Finish your apple. I'm getting hungry for some real food."

She picked up the apple and took a bite, chewing it slowly as she drifted, lost in her thoughts.

His mind drifted to the dirtiest place. To Obinna, playing with Lydia's pretty little pucker. If that man had managed to get her to do all the things she'd done, what else would he be able to talk her into?

The dark thought blossomed in his groin, spreading outward, gripping him by his balls in the thrall of his new lifestyle. But every pulse of pleasure was laced with fear. It throbbed with his heartbeat, deep in his abdomen and out to the arteries that fed his cock:

What… else… would… he… be able… to talk… her into?
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