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  Chapter one

“So what’s the problem?” Arnelle asked, a sly smile curling her lips. 
Rachel rolled her eyes. “Arnie don’t pull that coy shit with me,” she said, glaring at Arnelle. “Maybe Amy gets upset by your teasing but I’m so over that schoolyard bully act of yours.”
“I’m not being a bully!” Arnelle replied, sounding unusually defensive.
“You know very well what the problem is,” Rachel said, settling back into her seat. “I’m married and my husband’s a scientist and not a porn producer…”
“Erotica writer,” Arnelle interjected.
“Whatever. I can’t just be like ‘hey honey I kind of feel like sleeping with another man, do you mind?’” Rachel shook her head and blinked. “I can’t believe I just said that,” she whispered.
She couldn’t believe she’d just said that. She couldn’t believe the thoughts she’d been having lately. And not just since Amir had started coming on so strong. Ever since that brunch where Arnie had divulged she was having an affair. She hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it.
She saw Arnelle and Sam exchange a glance and suddenly felt very sheepish. “Maybe I shouldn’t have come here tonight,” she muttered.
Arnelle leaned forward and put a hand on her knee, looking her in the eye. “Girl, you’re obviously going through something. Doesn’t hurt to talk about it. We’re friends, remember? No one’s trying to bully you. I’m sorry if my question came off as flippant.”
Rachel let out a sigh and felt even worse for snapping. She took a long sip of her cosmo and swallowed, scrunching her nose at how sugary the bartender had made it. “I’m sorry,” she finally said. “I don’t know what got into me. I haven’t been myself lately.”
“What did you do to us?” Sam asked Arnelle.
Arnelle put her hands up. “Ladies, I just told you what was going on in my life.”
“It’s like that story flipped a switch,” Sam went on. “Three weeks ago I would have laughed you out of the room if you told me I was going to cheat on Chris. Now I can’t stop thinking about the next time I see Jalen again.”
Sam’s eyes dropped to the table as she lost herself in a memory.
Arnelle hadn’t said much about Sam’s extra-marital adventure. Just a hint that something had happened with Sam and another man. A younger man. That had somehow layered onto the already increasingly lewd thoughts Rachel had been having. And now she was here. About to confess to having…urges about Amir. “You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to,” she said quietly to Sam. “But how did it happen?”
Sam drifted back into the room with them, flashing a wan smile and running a finger across her forehead. “Oh, whatever. It’s true stories club, right? Of course everyone’s going to find out sooner or later.” She picked up her drink, downed it and raised her glass in search of the waitress.
The waitress was on them in a snap. Taking a fresh round of orders and disappearing around the corner towards the bar.
“I don’t even know if I can explain it,” Sam said. “Like, we had brunch on Sunday and then bam! Monday morning I get a studio full of half a football team who want to do yoga.”
Arnelle watched Sam, smiling like she was proud of what she’d accomplished.
“You sort of forget what it’s like being surrounded by so much testosterone,” Sam went on.
“What do you mean?” Rachel asked.
“The energy,” Sam said. “You know the feeling. Every guy in there’s gonna lay eyes on you at some point. Doesn’t make it easier if you’re the instructor at the head of the class. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not being full of myself. But I’m in pretty good shape.”
“You look fantastic,” Arnelle said.
“Thanks,” Sam muttered. “The energy. You know what they’re thinking about when they’re looking at you. So I guess that kind of got me…a little high on myself. Feeling pretty good about being the centre of attention or whatever. God, it sounds so naive to say it out loud. But it’s true. I’m not going to lie and say I didn’t enjoy it.”
“So, what? Did you just, like, pick one out and run with it?” Rachel asked.
Arnelle and Sam exchanged another glance then the three women all started laughing.
The waitress came by with her tray and the drinks and set them all down and asked if there would be anything else.
They all smiled politely and said that would be all for now and watched her leave, making sure she rounded the corner before resuming the conversation.
“Definitely didn’t have to pick one out,” Sam said. “He picked me. At first I didn’t know what he was doing, what he was talking about. He asked me for my snap, right?”
“What’s that?” Rachel asked.
“Right? I made a fool of myself and did this,” Sam replied, snapping her fingers. “It’s some sort of social media thing.”
Arnelle and Rachel both chuckled.
“So then he asked me for my number,” Sam said. “And I, like an idiot, I mean it’s been what, twenty some years since anyone’s hit on me? I told him to take a card from the front desk. He could make an appointment by phone or by email.”
Arnelle covered her eyes with a hand and shook her head.
Rachel put a curled finger over her mouth to stifle a laugh.
“I mean laugh all you want!” Sam said. “How the hell was I supposed to know he was hitting on me? It’s so unprofessional! A few years ago he would have been kicked out and banned from the studio!”
“It’s this new generation,” Arnelle said.
“Is that what it is?” Rachel asked.
Arnelle waved a hand. “I mean, that’s what I think it is. The world’s going to shit so they’re just like, who cares? Why not have fun while there’s fun to be had! What’s the worst that’ll happen? They get fired from their barista jobs?”
A silence fell over the three of them.
“We’re the olds now,” Rachel said.
“Bullshit!” Arnelle muttered. “You’re only as old as you feel. And why do you think we’re getting hit on by twenty year old men? It’s not because they like the mittens I’m knitting, I’ll tell you that much.”
They shared a chuckle.
“Anyways he showed up for a private session the next day,” Sam said. She looked over at Rachel. “Then I caught the outline of his…” She paused, then waved her hands vaguely around her crotch.
Rachel felt a pulse of excitement shoot through her. Twenty-five years she’d been married to Ted. She hadn’t thought of another man’s…outline in about that long. Hearing Sam mention it was salacious and titillating. “You saw his thing and that’s what made you…”
“I didn’t see it. Just the outline of it. And yes. It did something. Chris wasn’t home that night and I…you know. Got busy.”
Rachel blushed, partly from the alcohol but partly from the embarrassment of hearing about Sam getting busy. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d masturbated. She could just barely conjure the last time her and Ted had had sex together. “So what? You just went for it?” she asked.
Sam sighed. “Kind of. He showed up at work as I was leaving and I’d been thinking about him, like, all night and all day. Can you believe that? Like a freaking schoolgirl!”
Rachel flashed an awkward smile. She remembered some glimmer of that schoolgirl feeling but certainly didn’t expect she’d ever feel it again. Was that even possible at her age?
“I don’t know what came over me,” Sam said, looking down at the table, guilt on her expression. “I wouldn’t do it that way again. Not if I had a choice.”
“You didn’t really feel like you had a choice though, did you?” Arnelle asked.
Sam let out a quiet breath. “I don’t want to say that. Of course we all have choices to make. Free will exists, right? And saying I didn’t have a choice just sounds so flaky. I’ll never say this to Chris but it felt like there were forces outside of my control guiding me. I felt like I was being swept along by a river of…feelings, I guess. God that sounds cheesy!”
Arnelle shrugged.
A difficult emotion stirred inside of Rachel. Something close to fear but not quite. A certain wariness of going on. Of listening to more of Sam’s story or of sharing her own. Like a river was starting to swell around her, too, and she still had time to make an exit.
“What do you think, Rach?” Arnelle asked.
“I think…I think everyone’s free to choose their own path. Make their own choices. I certainly don’t think any less of you, Sam. It seems like things worked out anyways.”
“That was a fluke and a seriously lucky one, too.”
A moment passed in silence.
“So Chris was…” Rachel prompted.
Sam’s lips formed a tight line. “I really shouldn’t say too much. I don’t want to be kissing and telling. But it’s like I said before. He was into it. So into it he wanted to watch. That’s all I’m going to say about it.”
A warmth washed over Rachel. She knew Chris pretty well. He did not seem like a guy that had any kind of kink. Had he really taken it that well? So well he’d wanted to watch Sam?
“Enough about me. You have to tell us about you now,” Sam said.
As unsure as she still was about doing that, fair was fair. Sam had given her way more insight into what had happened than she’d expected. “His name’s Amir,” she said, quietly.
Arnelle’s mouth curled into that Cheshire smile she always flashed at salacious gossip. “I like this story already.”
“He’s on my home physio roster so I see him once a week. He’s on a tennis scholarship at U of C and got a shoulder injury. I’ve been seeing him for…this’ll be week six now. It’s just the last few weeks that he started getting, I don’t know, more friendly.”
“Friendly tennis scholarship boy sounds nice!” Arnelle quipped.
Rachel let out a sigh. She hadn’t come here for encouragement. Had she? She just needed to get some of this stuff off of her chest and then Arnelle had told her about Sam and it seemed like a good venue for venting.
“I don’t know if he got more friendly or if I got more…receptive,” she muttered.
“Why not both?” Arnelle asked.
“Don’t cheat. Don’t do it that way, Rachel,” Sam warned. “I wake up every morning thanking the universe that things ended the way they did.”
“I could never cheat on Ted. That’s ridiculous. That’s the thing, I don’t even know why I’m having these feelings or if they’re even feelings at all!”
“That’s exactly how I felt,” Sam quipped.
Rachel stared at her for a moment. “Can I ask you why you did it? I don’t mean to sound rude. Just, what finally tipped the scales?”
Sam blushed a deep shade of red and looked suddenly very self-conscious.
Arnelle puckered her mouth to one side, staring at her. “You don’t have to be embarrassed of it, Sammy,” she said.
Rachel thought it best not to pry. But embarrassed of what?
“Oh god I don’t know if I can say it!” Sam blurted.
“You don’t have to,” Rachel replied.
“You should,” Arnelle said. “Why in the hell would you be embarrassed to say it at your age?” she asked, her hands flying theatrically out to her sides.
Sam turned and looked at Rachel, face still red as a beet. “You’re gonna laugh at me and that’s fine because it is totally laughable.”
“I’m not going to laugh,” Rachel reassured her.
Sam sighed. “It was his dick,” she muttered.
Rachel gasped and covered her mouth with a hand.
“It was his big, black fucking dick.”






  
  Chapter two

The words big black fucking dick  would not leave Rachel’s mind on the whole cab ride home. They bounced around in there taunting her. Daring her to think of the size of Amir’s equipment.
Which was absolutely preposterous. Even if he was hitting on her, which he was, it would be career-endingly unprofessional to acknowledge it, not to mention reciprocate.
So irresponsible and so disloyal to Ted.
At home she had a couple glasses of seltzer to clear the mild euphoria and fog the Cosmos had inspired.
Ted was in the basement tinkering with his model railroad, like he always did on weeknights.
She went upstairs and paced around the bedroom, then turned on the shower and got in.
The hot water was soothing as it rolled down her back in waves.
She looked down at the twist of dark hair sprouting from between her legs and tried to remember the last time Ted had touched her.
She had a memory of a time about a month ago. He’d come up behind her at the counter while she was chopping vegetables and given her a kiss on the neck after he’d come home from work.
The warm feeling from that kiss had lingered and she’d carried it all the way to bed that night. Under the cover of darkness she’d initiated. Ted, after some vigorous handling of his penis, had reciprocated. Rolling onto her and pressing into her and slowly, carefully pushing in and out as she’d twisted a finger around her clitoris.
She’d even enjoyed a modest climax right before he finished.
She remembered the feeling of his semen leaking out of her vagina as she’d fallen asleep. She wasn’t sure why. There was something about that feeling she missed.
It had been a nice evening but they hadn’t made mention of it since.
Ted had never been a voracious lover and that had never been a problem for her.
Sex wasn’t super important to her and never had been. Which made it all the weirder that she was having these feelings now.
And was she even having feelings? What was this thing happening to her?
She’d told Arnelle and Sam some more about Amir, though there wasn’t much more to tell. He was handsome and black and athletic. Not her type, really. She’d always preferred men a little older and wiser than she was. Nerdier, steady guys who weren’t impulsive.
She didn’t understand this sudden urge. This desire forming inside her to test what a younger lover might be like.
Just thinking it made her blush. Lover. The word itself was scary but kind of exciting at the same time.
Amir was definitely acting like he was interested and that was doing something for her. Having a man’s attention that way had always been a bit annoying. For some reason now it was enticing.
She got out of the shower, dried off and threw on a t-shirt, a pair of cotton panties and the pyjama shorts she wore in the summer.
She turned down the bed, getting Ted’s side ready for him. Fluffing the pillows and folding the blanket open.
She turned on the bed stand light and turned off the overhead, then crawled into bed with her legs stretched out and her back propped up against the headboard.
She tapped her phone to life and swiped the streaming app open, putting her earbud into one ear at the same time and pulling up the duboku game she’d been playing lately.
A text notification dinged in her ear.
She pulled down the menu and her heart did a tiny skip when she saw Amir’s name in the header.
Her thoughts cascaded, one tumbling over the other like water over a cliff but the one that smacked her right at the end was Sam’s lewd description.
Big black fucking dick.
She gasped slightly as her face turned red.
She’d never had a thought like that about a client before. Her mind had never wandered anywhere close to that sort of thinking. She’d certainly had men show an interest and a few who hadn’t been able to respect her boundaries.
Those were easily handled by a few taps on her home health app. They were taken off of her roster immediately and the next time they got a physio house call would be from her colleague Bogdan. A six-foot-five Slavic guy with a neck thicker than his head who had not at all been hired to dissuade clients from such shenanigans.
Why was this different? Why was she actually contemplating Amir’s advances? She was sure it had something to do with Arnelle’s admission and now Sam’s story, too. Two women she liked and respected who had taken the situation into their own hands.
She tapped on the message notification and her messaging app sprang to life on her screen.
Hey it’s Amir smiley emoji
She sat and waited, staring at the screen. Surely he was going to send more? 
She decided she wasn’t going to bite. She swiped the app shut and dug into a duboku game, putting some music on to keep her mind fully distracted.
A few minutes later the text pinged again.
Hey yo you there?
Guilt crept through her. She hadn’t told anyone, not even Arnie and Sam, about the misstep she’d made. For some ridiculous reason she’d given Amir her personal number, which was totally against company policy and could get her seriously reprimanded.
She’d cursed herself for giving him her number. As soon as she’d left his apartment she realized what a mistake she’d made. What a horrible signal that sent.
And now he was texting her while she was at home in bed and what was she going to do about it?
She tapped on the message, thumbs hovering over the screen.
Hey just going to bed what’s up?
A ripple of worry worked it’s way through her as she hit send. What was she doing? She should have just ignored him.
That’s what she should have done. She should have ignored the message and, tomorrow, when she was at his place, told him she’d made a mistake and to please not get in touch with her that way again.
Or better yet, for her own sanity, just tapped on the home health app and asked for them to send Bogdan for unlisted reasons. That was an easy, cost-free solution that would have put a firm end to all of this nonsense.
Instead of doing that she sat staring at her phone screen, wondering what he’d write next?
Can’t wait to see you tomorrow smiley emoji Been thinking about you lots.
A jolt of excitement shot through her. An old but youthful feeling she hadn’t experienced in years. Decades, even.
A young man who obviously had an interest in her had been thinking about her.
What middle-aged woman wouldn’t be flattered by that? And was there anything wrong with appreciating a little flattery? It’s not like she was at his place on her back with her legs in the air.
She blushed hotly at the thought. Why would she think of that? Why would her mind immediately go to such a vulgar place? At his place on her back with her legs in the air…
She closed her eyes and felt her pussy moistening. The slightest ache of desire throbbed inside her. An old but youthful feeling.
Her thumbs seemed to move on their own, much to her astonishment. Tapping out a reply, then pausing over the send button before finally hitting it.
Her mouth opened in shock as the message whooshed away.
Looking forward to seeing you.
It was so lame. Such a tepid, fuddy-duddy, almost corporate response. Even that was incriminating, though. Evidence that she’d given her number away and was now communicating with a client outside of the app.
Kind of wish you were here now…
Obviously not a professional interaction, no matter how goofy her response had been. Proof that there was something else brewing between her and Amir.
Guilt and worry wormed through her.
She heard Ted climbing the stairs, then heard him yawn and turn the tap on in the bathroom. She heard him methodically brushing his teeth, same pattern as every other night. Then she heard him spit, rinse and wipe his mouth.
She set her phone to do not disturb and set it on the bedside table. She smiled at him as he walked into the bedroom.
“Hey, love,” he said, smiling at her, then taking his shirt off and tossing it into the hamper. “How was your evening with the girls?”
“It was nice,” she replied, watching him as he moved around the room getting ready for bed. “How’s Susan?”
She’d jokingly called his sprawling basement model railroad empire his lover Susan one time and the name had stuck. He certainly spent more time with it than he did with her.
“Lots of good progress,” he replied, pulling on a fresh t-shirt and climbing into bed. “Finally got that station I kitbashed painted and weathered. It’s looking real nice next to the trees I did last week. I might have Jerry and Adam over for an operating sesh sometime in the next week or two. He’s got that four-eight-four he’s been working on ready finally. Be nice to stretch her legs and see how she flies.”
She smiled and spaced out as he droned on about the train set. This had been what she’d always wanted.
A stable, reliable guy with a good job and a good pension coming. He’d weathered his mid-life crisis remarkably well, purchasing a modest Miata instead of something more flashy and expensive.
The railroad empire kept him close to home, not that she ever had anything to worry about. He wasn’t the kind of guy to look at other women anyway.
So why in the heck was she vaguely entertaining the idea of cheating on him?
The truth was in there and she knew it. In the little cellar in her brain with a few other secrets. Secrets she’d never shared and never would share with anyone.
Like the one night stand she’d had with Tom the running back.
She’d been dating Ted for a few months but they hadn’t been exclusive yet. She’d known, though. She’d already known he was going to be the one. So kind and thoughtful and sometimes funny. And stable. So very stable.
Tom had been nearly the opposite of Ted. Tight end of the football team. Heavy set. Vulgar. He drank.
He’d started hitting on her at a house party one night and it had kind of disgusted her. But for some reason, and this she couldn’t even explain to herself, she’d wanted it.
She’d wanted to be the nasty girl who sometimes gave it to guys who kind of grossed her out.
After a few dirty one-liners she’d led him out into the backyard and sucked him off behind the shed, then let him fuck her bare without a condom.
He’d even finished inside her, which had sent her to the pharmacy the next morning.
She dug that memory up every now and again and masturbated about it. Ted had taken her out to dinner the next evening and she couldn’t stop thinking about how Tom’s seed was probably still inside her while they ate.
It was a side of herself that kind of disgusted her but it was there and didn’t come out much and what was she going to do about it?
She could feel that her pussy had greased up rehashing the memory.
Ted was still talking about his model railroad. Something about the type of controller he was going to buy.
She ran her toe along her other leg and rolled sideways onto her elbow, letting her unrestrained breasts sag towards the bed, trying to catch Ted’s eye.
She caught it but, gentleman that he was, he quickly looked away as if this wasn’t his wife in bed next to him but some strange woman he didn’t want feeling uncomfortable.
To be perfectly clear, she ran a finger down his arm and slipped her hand into his, then down to his thigh. “I was wondering if maybe Susan could give me a little time with my husband?” she whispered.
Tom arched his brow in that adorably naive way he had. He leaned towards her and gave her a peck on the cheek, his hand gently caressing her arm.
She didn’t want gentle tonight, though. She was in the mood for something different.
Getting up onto her knees, she pulled her shirt off over her head and revelled in Ted’s blush and focus as he stared at her breasts tumbling out.
“Lie back, Teddy. I want to suck you off.”
His slight gasp was followed by immediate compliance, lying down, arms at his sides.
She smirked as she doffed his underwear for him. She did this to him sometimes. Brought out dirty Rachel, which he found slightly intimidating but erotic.
She lifted his hefty cock off of his lap. It was a good cock. Thick in a way that filled her nicely. She slurped it into her mouth and gave it a long suck.
Her imagination ran away, wondering what it would feel like to suck Ted off with another man’s seed inside her like she’d done after dinner that long ago night.






  
  Chapter three

She stood in front of the door of Amir’s apartment at four in the afternoon the next day wondering what the hell she was doing? 
He lived in one of the nice new townhouse developments a few blocks off campus. The place was mostly inhabited by young professionals and not broke students.
She assumed, then, that either his tennis scholarship was very generous or his family had money.
She stared at the door and looked down the street both ways to see if anyone was watching her go inside.
She realized this was somewhat paranoid. She was in her scrubs. A health professional on a house call. Even if someone did see her and think something of it what were the chances that would make it back to Ted?
He’d think nothing of it at all.
She still felt nervous, though. Like she’d already done something wrong.
The door opening startled her and she jumped and gasped, pressing a hand to her chest.
Amir opened the door, smiling. “Why are you just standing there like that?” he asked.
She flashed a smile, embarrassed at having been caught lost in her thoughts. “I was just making a mental note about my last house call,” she lied.
He nodded like he wasn’t convinced. “You want to come inside?” he asked.
“Of course,” she said, stepping in and past him.
She caught a whiff of his body wash and the unmaskable and unmistakable odour of maleness beneath it. Not sweat or B.O. The stink of need. The unrestrainable smell of want around a female.
It gave her goosebumps and an ache beneath the belly and already she could feel this wasn’t going in a good direction.
Amir closed the door behind her and followed her into the living room where they’d been doing his physio sessions.
She set her duffel bag of supplies down on the floor and spun around to smile at him, hands linked together at her stomach. “So! Shall we get started?” she asked.
“Sure thing,” he said, nodding. He ran a hand over his deltoid. “It’s been kind of tight right up here,” he said.
She knew this was horseshit. He hadn’t needed any sort of rehabilitation the last two sessions. His injury had healed and they’d strengthened and conditioned the muscles enough that he could easily go back to playing.
She’d kept coming back because of her own twisted fascination with the attention he was giving her. The interest he was showing.
“We can do some manual therapy on that for sure,” she said, rubbing her hands together.
Amir walked out to the kitchen and brought a chair in, then sat down on it.
She rubbed her hands together to warm them up, then rolled up his t-shirt sleeve and started working on the deltoid.
It was hard as granite beneath her delicate hands. He’d obviously gone back to his training regimen. Maybe even getting a workout in right before she showed up to get a pump on. Resting muscle was never that hard.
She enjoyed the feeling of it beneath her fingers and palms. Her pussy began moistening as her mind wandered away from what she was doing down dark alleys of possibility with Amir. “I don’t know, Amir,” she said, kneading the arm with the heel of her hand. “Seems to me like you’re pretty healed up.”
He looked up at her with a confident smile.
It made her blush as she became self-conscious of still having her hand on him. She pulled it away.
“What makes you say that?” he asked.
“It happens to be my professional assessment,” she explained. “What were you doing before I got here?”
He shrugged. “Hanging out. Why?”
She shook her head and smirked. She had no patience for bullshit. “I realize you’re very athletic, Amir, but that is not an arm that has just been hanging out.”
His smile widened and he turned on the chair to face her, rolling down his sleeve. “You sound very certain of that professional assessment,” he said, grinning.
Now that he was facing her and they were no longer having a medical interaction the distance between them felt too intimate. She took a step back, then another and folded her arms over her chest. “I guess today will be my last visit then,” she said.
“I guess we better make it count then,” he replied.
That flustered her and she blushed hotter. Her heart had started pumping harder. She could feel it. She could feel the heat on her face and the back of her neck.
She could feel her chest heating up. Her nipples had become sensitive enough that she could feel them pressing out against the cotton bra she had on underneath her blue shirt.
Her subconscious mind was preparing her body for a sexual encounter. No matter what argument her rational brain made, her instincts were reacting on their own.
Suddenly the urge crashed over her to give into those instincts. To ignore the two and a half decades of committed relationship she’d shared with Ted and, just for this one fleeting moment, to give into her craving for pleasure at the hands of the man seated in front of her.
“You shouldn’t say things like that,” she said, quiet and breathy.
“Why not?” Amir asked. “You don’t want it?”
“I’m married,” she countered. Too quickly and not convincingly enough at all. Or so she thought.
Amir shrugged. “I won’t tell if you don’t,” he said.
He stayed on the chair, perhaps aware that standing up and approaching her, making a move when she was in this tender stage of decision making would be too aggressive.
She had a clear line towards the door. But this wasn’t that kind of situation. Amir wasn’t that kind of guy.
“Hey I’m not sure what to say so I don’t sound like some sort of creep or something but all I’ll say is that I think about you a lot when you’re not around,” he said.
“You shouldn’t say things like that either,” she replied, turning her head to the side to hide the beginnings of a smile forming on her mouth.
It was all probably bullshit anyways. He was a young, attractive and athletic man who could probably have his pick of women his age. It was flattering that he was approaching her at all.
And she liked that. She liked that a lot.
Once again she couldn’t help thinking that Arnelle’s story had somehow triggered this change in her. Sam hadn’t helped either.
Both of them roughly her age. Both of them had their heads on straight, though Arnelle’s lifestyle had always been a little less conventional.
There was just something about the novelty of it. The excitement. Having a feeling that wasn’t dulled by a medication or induced by a cocktail was alluring and somehow felt almost necessary.
“Why don’t you go find yourself someone closer to your own age, Amir? I’m old enough to be your mother,” she said.
He started chuckling and wiped a finger across the top of his mouth. “I don’t have time for that right now. I train thirty hours a week and then there’s classes. I’m focused on the game for now. I don’t want some girl thinking something’s gonna come of this just ’cause we hook up, you know what I’m saying? But I’m still a guy. I still have…needs and all that.”
A younger version of herself would have been insulted. Being told she was enough to satisfy his needs but not to expect more would definitely have put her off.
But she liked that he was honest. He seemed respectful, too, not wanting to lead women on. She liked that.
She could feel her own needs now. The wet heat between her legs. The dull ache that had started throbbing slightly. Her nipples were sensitive enough that each time she moved her arm the friction sent lust crackling down from their tips into her sex parts.
“I love my husband,” she blurted, before she really knew what she was saying.
He got an awkward look for a moment but it passed.
“I’m sorry,” she said, sighing. “You’re not my therapist.”
He smiled and let out a polite laugh. “Look this is about as strong as I come on. If you’re waiting for me to make some big move, that’s not gonna happen. I only like it with full, enthusiastic and ongoing consent. If you’re not interested I’m not offended. But I get the feeling that maybe you are so if you just need to think about it you take some time. You’ve got my number. I’ll stop calling the agency and you can decide if you want to see me again or not. How’s that sound?
It sounded perfectly reasonable. But she didn’t like it. In a way she would have liked it better if he had made a bigger move. If he’d absolved her of the responsibility of making this decision for herself. If he’d stood up and taken what he said he wanted.
“Then I should probably go,” she said.
“Sure thing,” he replied. He got up from the chair, picked up her bag and held it out for her.
She took it and slung it over her shoulder. A pang of regret hit her, at slamming the brakes on this so hard. She so wanted to give into that instinct. To sink into the pleasure he was offering her and forget about the world and life for a while.
She walked to the door and he followed her, at a respectful distance. She turned and offered a smile that he returned with his own.
Her eyes fell and slowly took in the taut muscle and hard edges of his young body. Her throat tightened when he took a step towards her.
“Relax,” he said, holding his hands out to show he wasn’t a threat. Slowly he leaned in and tipped his head, caressing the side of her neck with his lips and drawing in a breath, sampling her scent.
He pulled away just enough to look into her eyes. “You want to just try it on for size?” he whispered.
She felt something snap inside her. Dropping the bag, she put her hands on both sides of his face and pulled him into a deep kiss.
She stifled a moan as he thrust his tongue into her mouth and kissed her hard and hot.
She could feel the sexual need pulsing inside him. He didn’t want to have sexual intercourse with her. He wanted to devour her. He was obviously really attracted to her.
He pressed her up against the front door, keeping her locked in the kiss and leaning his weight against her body.
She felt his hand on her hip, then felt it moving up until it was cupping her breast. She shuddered as he squeezed it, the first time a man had touched her so intimately since she’d been married.
Her hands fell to his shoulders and ran down his arms, squeezing the hard muscle she’d just been politely kneading as part of her manual therapy. His body was so hard. So ready for it.
In a feverish, thoughtless moment she reached between his legs and touched the outline of his cock.
In the same moment he pulled away from the kiss and pressed his lips to her neck and sucked. His hand was still on her breast.
Her nervous system crackled from the stimulation. Her eyes widened as she ran her hand along the length of his penetrating organ.
It was big. It was a big, black fucking dick. The thought of it inside her made her pussy squeeze with need. She probed further, until the tips of her fingers touched against the lump of his heavy testicle.
Somehow that snapped her back into reality. What the hell was she doing?!? What the hell was she doing kissing this guy in his apartment. “You have to stop,” she whispered.
He backed off immediately. Stepping back and away, hands at his sides, showing her he wasn’t going to go any further than she allowed.
“I’m sorry,” she muttered, feeling like her teenage self again. Unsure of what she wanted and leading a guy on because maybe she wanted it too?
“No need to be sorry,” he said, smiling. “I liked that. I hope you did too. If you decide you want more you know where to find me. For now it seems like you need to be going.”
She nodded. He was right. Her eyes fell from his and swept down his body again. They paused at the centre of him. At the area where she’d felt that huge and growing appendage that had her curiosity spinning hard now.
Curiosity so desperate she couldn’t move herself from the spot where he’d pinned her to the door.
“Did you like what you felt there?” he asked.
She closed her eyes and nodded. “Yes,” she whispered. She’d curse herself for this later, she was sure.
“You want to see it?”
She gasped and her eyes flew open at his question. Were young people really this open about sex stuff? She pressed a hand to her chest. “Do I want to see it?” she asked in a whisper.
Without saying another word he pulled open the knot of his drawstring.
She gasped again when he unceremoniously pulled the elastic of his shorts lower to reveal his chiselled abs.
He reached into his underwear and pulled out his half-hard black cock.
Her eyes widened in awe of the thing. Even semi-erect it was an imposing cock. Four fingers thick and impressively long. She’d never seen a cock like that. She’d never been with a cock like that.
No one had ever showed her their cock like that.
She looked up into his eyes and he calmly reinserted it back into his shorts and tied them up.
“I’m really glad to have met you,” he said. “You know where to find me.”






  
  Chapter four

Sitting at home in the car in the driveway she heard her phone buzz in her purse. It was almost six and it would probably be Ted wondering where she was and whether he should get dinner started or should they just do take-out? 
The front hall light was on and the porch light, too. Ted thoughtfully turning on both now that the days were getting shorter, so she had light when she came home.
This crashed violently with what she’d just done. With how she’d just betrayed him by letting another man kiss and grope her. She felt so relieved it hadn’t gone further.
She reached into the purse and pulled out her phone and swiped it open. A quick pulse of nervous excitement shot through her when she saw in the message notification it was from Amir.
She tapped on it and gasped when the screen filled with a photo of his cock, angled diagonally so that it fit from corner to corner.
Her eyes widened and she stared at it with the same intensity she’d stared at it when he’d taken it out in front of her. A big, black fucking dick. His fucking stick.
Her imagination ran away immediately. Conjuring feelings of what it might be liked to be impaled by and riding that thing. That hard, young fuckstick that would probably send her to heaven and back.
Rachel’s thumb hovered over the screen, frozen. The image burned into her retinas—thick, dark, commanding. She locked the phone and shoved it back into her purse, heart hammering.
Get inside. Act normal.
She fumbled with the door handle and stepped out into the autumn evening. The cold air bit at her flushed cheeks. Her legs felt unsteady as she walked up the driveway, her mind replaying the weight of Amir’s cock in his hand, the way he’d displayed it for her like an offering.
The front door opened easily. Warmth and the smell of leftover coffee greeted her.
“Rach?”
Ted appeared in the hallway, phone pressed to his ear. When he saw her, he lowered it with a sheepish grin.
“Just about to call you. Thought maybe we’d do Thai tonight? I’m not feeling like cooking.”
She dropped her purse and work bag by the stairs. Her hands trembled.
“Ted.”
He tilted his head, concerned now. “You okay? Long day?”
Ted’s face softened into that open, patient expression she’d fallen in love with twenty years ago. His wire-rimmed glasses caught the hallway light, and the grey threading through his moustache made him look distinguished rather than old. He’d put on a clean sweater—the navy one she’d bought him last Christmas—probably thinking ahead to going out.
Her stomach twisted. This sweet, thoughtful man who turned on lights for her, who remembered she liked pad see ew with extra peanuts, who’d never once raised his voice at her in two decades of marriage.
And she’d let Amir’s tongue slide into her mouth. Had grabbed his ass with both hands. Had stared at his cock like a starving woman eyeing a feast.
Amir.
The name pulsed through her skull. His lean body pressed against hers. His breath hot on her neck. That thick, heavy weight jutting from his body, demanding her attention, her submission, her—
“Rach?”
Ted stepped closer, hand reaching for her elbow. The concern in his eyes deepened.
She opened her mouth. Closed it. Her throat had gone bone-dry.
Just say it. Tell him. Get it over with. He deserves to know.
“I have to tell you something.”
The words came out hoarse. Ted’s hand squeezed her elbow gently.
“Okay.” His voice stayed calm. Steady. “What’s going on?”
She looked up into his hazel eyes. They crinkled at the corners from years of smiling, of laughing at her jokes, of looking at her with uncomplicated affection. No games. No heat that burned through her clothes. Just... Ted.
Her throat closed. Guilt crashed over her in waves—but underneath it, treacherous and insistent, the phantom sensation of Amir’s erection pressing against her palm. The image seared into her phone. The promise in his dark eyes.
You can come back anytime.
“I...” Her voice cracked. “I think I’m having a breakdown or something.”
Ted’s face shifted into immediate worry. He guided her toward the living room couch.
“Sit. Tell me what happened.”
She sank into the cushions. Her hands wouldn’t stop shaking.
“I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”
The tightness in her throat spread to her eyes. She blinked hard, refusing to let the tears come. They’d be a manipulation. A shield. A way to make Ted comfort her instead of facing what she’d actually done.
She swallowed and forced herself to look at him.
“There’s a patient. Was a patient. Amir.”
Ted’s brow furrowed slightly, processing. He said nothing, waiting.
“He’s twenty-four. He... he looks at me differently than anyone has in years.” The words tumbled out faster now. “And I know that sounds pathetic, but it’s true. When he talks to me, it’s like I’m not just some middle-aged physiotherapist or someone’s wife or—“
“You’ve never been ‘just’ anything to me.”
Ted’s quiet interruption made her flinch. Not angry. Hurt.
“I know.” Her voice cracked. “I know you don’t see me that way. But I see myself that way. And then this kid shows up and he’s flirting with me and texting me and today I went to his apartment and—“
She stopped. The confession lodged in her chest like a stone.
Ted’s hand had gone still on her shoulder. “And what?”
“We kissed. He... he showed me...” She couldn’t say it. Couldn’t describe the photo burning in her phone two feet away. “He wants to sleep with me.”
The silence stretched. Ted sat back slowly, his hand sliding from her shoulder. He stared at the coffee table, at the stack of model train magazines he’d been reading, at the coasters they’d bought on their honeymoon in Scotland.
“Do you want to sleep with him?”
The question hit like a slap. Not accusatory. Genuine.
Rachel’s hands twisted in her lap. Every instinct screamed to lie, to reassure, to rebuild the safety of their familiar life.
But she’d come this far.
“I don’t know.” Her voice dropped to barely a whisper. “Maybe. Yes. I think about it.” She looked at him, desperate for him to understand. “But I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want to lose this. I just... I need you to know someone sees me that way. That it makes me feel alive in a way I haven’t felt in so long.”
Ted’s jaw worked. He pushed his glasses up, rubbed his eyes.
“Okay.”
Just that. Nothing else.
“I can’t believe I just said all of that,” she whispered.
She really couldn’t. She couldn’t believe she’d just let it all hang out.
Rachel stared at her lap, at her trembling hands knotted together like they belonged to someone else. Someone reckless. Someone who kissed twenty-four-year-old men in their apartments and let them pull out their cocks like party tricks.
The confession hung in the air between them, thick and suffocating. She’d actually said it. Out loud. To Ted. Her husband of twenty years who’d never given her a reason to stray, who probably couldn’t conceive of wanting anyone but her.
She glanced sideways at him.
He sat perfectly still, hands resting on his thighs, staring at that same spot on the coffee table. His face had settled into that expression she knew too well—the one he wore when processing complex problems at work, when thinking through model train track configurations, when deciding whether to prune the hedges now or wait until spring.
Stoic. Unreadable. Maddeningly calm.
The silence stretched until she couldn’t bear it.
“Are you upset with me?”
Her voice came out smaller than intended. Childlike, even.
Ted blinked, as if surfacing from deep water. He looked at her, and his expression softened slightly.
“No.”
That was it. Just no. No explanation, no qualification. As if she’d asked whether he wanted cream in his coffee.
Rachel’s chest tightened. She needed more than that. Needed anger, or hurt, or something to latch onto.
“Ted, I love you.” The words rushed out, desperate and sincere. “You know that, right? I do. I love you.”
“I love you too, Rach.”
He said it automatically, the way he always did—gentle, matter-of-fact, like stating the weather. It wasn’t cold, but it wasn’t fiery either. Just... Ted.
Her voice nearly broke. “Are you okay? Will you—“ She swallowed hard. “Will you forgive me?”
Ted turned to face her fully now, his brow furrowing slightly behind his glasses.
“You haven’t done anything that needs forgiving.”
The words should have comforted her. Instead they made something inside her twist painfully. She’d confessed to kissing another man, to wanting him, to standing in his apartment while he displayed himself for her like some kind of sexual audition—and Ted sat there saying she’d done nothing wrong?
Rachel reached out, placing her hand on his knee. The fabric of his khakis felt familiar beneath her palm. Normal. Safe.
“Please.” She squeezed gently. “Can you tell me what you really think of all this? I need to know what’s going through your head.”
Ted covered her hand with his own. His skin was warm, his grip steady. He looked down at their joined hands for a long moment before meeting her eyes.
“I think...” He paused, choosing words carefully. “I think you’re being honest with me about something that scares you. That takes courage.”
“That’s not what I mean.” Frustration bled into her voice. “I mean how do you feel about it? About me wanting someone else? About me going to his apartment and letting him—“
“I heard you.” Ted’s thumb traced a small circle on the back of her hand. “You’re asking me to be jealous. Or angry. Or hurt.”
“Aren’t you?”
He considered this, head tilted slightly. The same thoughtful pose he struck when she asked him about retirement plans or whether they should refinish the basement.
“I don’t know yet,” he finally said. “I need to think about it.”
Rachel wanted to scream. To shake him. To provoke something beyond this careful, measured response that felt more like a work email than a reaction to potential infidelity.
But this was Ted. This had always been Ted.
“What are you thinking about right now?” she pressed. “This exact moment?”
Ted’s expression tightened. His cheeks flushed—not bright, but enough that Rachel noticed the colour creeping up from his collar. He turned to look at her fully, and his mouth formed a tight line.
“I think you want me to feel something as deeply as what you’re feeling.” His voice stayed level, but something harder edged into it. “I can’t do that right now. But I’m not going to blame you if you are. Do what you need to do. I’ll be here when it’s over.”
The words landed like stones dropping into still water. Rachel stared at him, trying to process what he’d just said.
“When it’s over?” She pulled her hand back. “You’re... giving me permission?”
Ted shrugged—actually shrugged, like they were discussing whether to buy the nicer toilet paper.
“I’m not giving you anything. I’m just saying I’m not going to stop you.”
A hollow sensation opened in her chest. She’d expected jealousy, anger, demands that she cut contact with Amir immediately. She’d expected to have to fight for understanding, to explain herself, to navigate his hurt feelings.
Not this. Not permission wrapped in indifference.
“You don’t care.” The accusation came out flat. “That’s what you’re really saying.”
“That’s not what I said.”
“It’s what you meant.” She stood, pacing to the window. Outside, the streetlights had come on, casting orange pools on the sidewalk. “I just told you I want to sleep with someone else and you’re acting like I told you I joined a book club.”
Ted remained seated, hands still resting on his thighs. When he spoke, his voice carried the faintest trace of exasperation.
“You want me to yell? To throw something? To give you an ultimatum?” He shook his head. “That’s not who I am, Rach. You know that.”
She did know. Twenty years of knowing. Of his calm rationality, his careful deliberation, his refusal to react without thinking things through first.
It had been comforting once. Stable. The antidote to her mother’s dramatic volatility, to her father’s explosive temper.
Now it felt like abandonment.
“Say something that matters,” she whispered, pressing her forehead against the cool glass. “Please.”
Behind her, Ted sighed. The couch creaked as he stood.
“I love you,” he said quietly. “That matters. And I meant what I said—I’ll be here.”






  
  Chapter five

She left him there in the house. Went back to her car and turned it on and pulled out of the driveway and started driving not knowing where she was going. 
She didn’t hate what he’d said. She couldn’t. She hated that she’d let their marriage slip into this state of mind-numbing comfort. This idiomatic lifestyle where they just went through the motions.
It was all so immature and she knew it. She was reverting to some former version of herself. Some younger Rachel that believed there was more to life than comfort and stability and quiet love.
The streets blurred past her windshield. Strip malls, gas stations, a cemetery with headstones that caught her headlights. She drove without direction, letting muscle memory guide her through turns she’d made a thousand times.
What kind of person wanted their spouse to cheat? What kind of person offered permission like that?
The question gnawed at her. Ted’s calm acceptance felt worse than anger would have. Worse than tears or shouting or demands she never see Amir again. At least those reactions would have meant something. Would have proved he still wanted her enough to fight for her.
But he’d just sat there. Told her to do what she wanted.
She gripped the steering wheel tighter. Passed the grocery store where they shopped every Sunday. The dry cleaner that knew their names. All the landmarks of their life together, each one a reminder of how far they’d drifted into comfortable numbness.
When had they stopped being interesting to each other?
When had she stopped being interesting to herself?
The roads grew familiar in a different way. She recognized the turn before she made it, her hands moving on their own. Amir’s apartment complex rose ahead, the brick building with its crooked parking lot and flickering entrance light.
She pulled into a spot. Killed the engine. Sat there.
His living room window glowed blue-grey, the television painting shadows across the blinds. Movement flickered behind them. He was home. Awake. Probably expecting her to text again.
Rachel stared at that window and felt something shift inside her chest. Something dark and hungry that she’d buried under years of professionalism and marital duty.
She could walk up those stairs. Knock on that door. Let him pull her inside.
The thought sent heat through her belly. She imagined herself from outside her body—a married woman in her car, parked outside a young man’s apartment at night. Hands trembling. Breath shallow. Panties damp.
What would Arnelle think? Sam?
Sam had done it. Sam had gone to Jalen and let him fuck her and come home to Chris and somehow their marriage survived. Somehow Chris got off on it.
Rachel’s phone buzzed in her purse. She didn’t check it. Didn’t move. Just watched that blue-grey light pulse against the blinds and felt herself becoming someone she barely recognized.
Someone who pulled up at young men’s houses.
Someone who wanted to be used.
The door swung open before her knuckles finished their second rap. Amir stood there in just boxers, his lean torso carved with shadows from the hallway light behind him. No surprise crossed his face. Like he’d been waiting.
He pulled her inside without a word. His arms wrapped around her and she let herself collapse into him, breathing in soap and skin and something clean she couldn’t name. The door clicked shut.
He walked her backward through the apartment. She caught glimpses—a sagging couch, pizza box on the counter, basketball game paused on the TV—then they were in his bedroom. Small. Dim. Unmade bed with twisted sheets.
Amir’s hands found the hem of her shirt. Lifted it. She raised her arms like a child being undressed, let him strip the fabric over her head. Her scrub pants followed. His fingers worked the clasp of her bra with ease and it fell away, cool air hitting her breasts.
He guided her down onto the mattress. It dipped under their combined weight. The sheets smelled like him—that same clean scent mixed with laundry detergent and something masculine.
He lay beside her. His mouth found her nipple.
Rachel gasped. His lips closed around it, tongue circling, sucking with gentle pressure that sent sparks straight down to her core. When had Ted last done this? When had anyone made her feel like her body mattered?
Her hands found his hair. Soft curls between her fingers. He switched to her other breast, giving it the same attention, and she arched into him. Let herself feel wanted. Let herself be nothing but sensation and heat and the wet pull of his mouth.
Amir kissed down her stomach. Over the stretch marks she’d spent years hiding. Past her navel. His hands hooked under her panties and pulled them down her thighs, off her ankles.
He positioned himself between her legs and she spread them. Opened herself to him without hesitation or shame. The old Rachel—the one who existed an hour ago—would have felt self-conscious. Would have worried about stubble or smell or whether she looked okay from this angle.
This Rachel just needed.
His tongue dragged up her slit and she grabbed the sheets. He licked her again, slower, learning the shape of her. Found her clit and circled it with obscene wetness that made her hips jerk.
“God,” she breathed.
He answered by sealing his lips around the sensitive bud and sucking. Slurping sounds filled the room—wet, filthy, animal sounds that should have embarrassed her. Instead they made her wetter. Made her grind against his face.
His tongue worked her in long, sloppy strokes. He lapped at her like he was starving, like she was something delicious he couldn’t get enough of. Saliva mixed with her arousal, everything slick and messy and so completely wrong it felt right.
She’d needed this. For years. For decades maybe. Needed someone to want her body this desperately. To make her feel like a woman instead of a wife, a mother, a professional.
Amir pushed two fingers inside her and she cried out. He curved them upward, searching, while his tongue kept working her clit. The dual sensation built something massive in her belly. Something that had been dormant so long she’d forgotten it existed.
“Don’t stop,” she heard herself say. “Please don’t stop.”
He didn’t.
He pulled back just as the tension crested. Rachel whimpered at the loss, her hips lifting off the mattress, chasing his mouth.
“Patience,” he murmured against her thigh.
His fingers kept moving inside her, curling and stroking that spot that made stars burst behind her eyelids, but his tongue stayed away from where she needed it most. He kissed the crease where her leg met her body. Bit gently at the soft flesh there.
She was going to die. Actually die from this.
When his mouth returned to her clit, she nearly screamed. He built her back up with long, slow licks that had her grabbing the sheets. The pressure mounted again, coiling tighter in her belly, spreading down her thighs.
Right before she broke, he stopped.
“No,” she gasped. “No, please—“
He sucked her swollen nub hard, fingers pumping faster, and the wave rose again. Higher this time. So close she could taste it.
He pulled away.
Rachel actually sobbed. Her pussy clenched around nothing, empty and desperate. She was soaked, could feel it running down between her cheeks, dampening the sheets beneath her.
Amir watched her with dark eyes. Licked his lips.
“You taste so fucking good,” he said.
Then he dove back in.
This time he didn’t stop. His tongue flattened against her clit and moved in rapid circles while his fingers fucked her with purpose. The orgasm slammed into her like a train. She heard herself cry out, heard the wet sounds of him lapping at her through the spasms, felt her whole body convulse.
But he kept going.
Kept sucking and licking even as she tried to squirm away, oversensitive and twitching. Built another peak before the first one finished. This one came faster, sharper, ripping through her with enough force to make her vision white out.
When she could breathe again, could focus, she saw him standing beside the bed. His boxers were gone. His cock jutted out from his hips, thick and hard and glistening at the tip.
Sam’s words echoed in her head. His size.
Amir wrapped one hand around his length and stroked. Slowly. Let her look.
Rachel pushed herself up on shaky arms. Crawled to the edge of the mattress until she knelt before him, eye-level with that beautiful cock. Years of wanting condensed into this single moment. Years of feeling invisible.
She wanted to worship it. Wanted to show him what decades of experience could do.
Her tongue traced the vein on the underside, from base to tip. Amir’s hand landed in her hair. She opened her mouth and took him in, tasting salt and musk and everything masculine she’d been starving for.
He groaned. The sound made her core clench.
She worked him deeper, relaxing her throat, taking him until she gagged. Pulled back and doing it again. Spit ran down her chin. She didn’t care. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked, hands gripping his thighs, and felt powerful for the first time in years.
This young, beautiful man trembled under her touch. Grew harder in her mouth. Wanted her enough to scheme and flirt and wait.
The first spurt of pre-cum hit her tongue, bitter and perfect.
Rachel pulled off with an embarrassingly wet pop. Looked up at him through her lashes.
“Fuck me,” she heard herself say. “Please. Fuck me hard.”
He flipped her like she weighed nothing. Her back hit the mattress, and before she could process the shift, his hands circled her ankles. Lifted them. Spread them wide.
Rachel felt exposed in a way she hadn’t in decades. Vulnerable. Open. The position stretched muscles she’d forgotten existed, thighs pulled back, everything on display.
Like a doll. A fuck doll.
The thought should have repulsed her. Instead it sent heat pooling in her belly.
Amir positioned himself between her legs. The head of his cock pressed against her entrance, and she felt herself clench involuntarily. He was so thick. So hard. The sensation of him stretching her open made her gasp.
He pushed inside in one long, deliberate thrust.
“Oh god,” she whimpered.
Full. She was so impossibly full.
He was so fucking big. So fucking thick.
Ted had a good cock but this was a young cock. A cock as hard as rock and it felt like heaven as it filled her.
Amir pulled back. Slammed in again.
The force drove her up the mattress. His hands kept her ankles pinned high, using them as leverage, and she couldn’t move. Couldn’t do anything but take it. Take him.
He set a brutal pace. Each thrust punched the air from her lungs. She watched his dark cock disappear into her pale pussy, glistening with her arousal when he pulled out, then driving back in with wet splats that echoed around them.
So big. Sam was right. God, Sam was right.
The thickness of him dragged against her walls with every stroke. Hit something deep inside that made her toes curl. She’d never felt so thoroughly fucked, so completely used.
Her breasts bounced with each impact. Sweat gathered between them, dampened the sheets beneath her. Amir’s grip on her ankles tightened, fingers digging into her skin, and the slight pain added to everything else building inside her.
Another orgasm coiled low in her belly. Different from the ones his mouth had given her. Deeper. More devastating.
“You feel so fucking good,” Amir grunted. “So wet for me.”
She was. She could hear it. The obscene squish of her pussy taking him, the slap of skin on skin. Evidence of how badly she wanted this. How desperately she needed to be wanted.
The pressure built higher. She was close. So close.
Amir’s rhythm faltered. His thrusts grew erratic, harder, like he was chasing his own climax. His fingers pressed into her ankles.
“I’m gonna fuck all my cum into you Mrs. Adams,” he groaned. “Whether you like it or not.”
The words detonated something inside her. The wrongness of it. The title. The threat. The fact that she was bare inside, no protection, and he was going to—
Heat flooded her. She felt the first pulse of his cock, felt him empty himself deep in her pussy. Felt his cum paint her insides in hot spurts that seemed endless.
Her orgasm tore through her. Violent. All-consuming. She cried out, back arching off the mattress, every muscle seizing as pleasure ripped through her cunt. Wave after wave crashed over her while he kept thrusting, kept filling her, mixing his release with hers.
When the spasms finally subsided, she lay limp. Ruined. His cum leaked out around his softening cock, dripping down to pool beneath her.
Amir released her ankles. Her legs fell open, trembling. He pulled out and she whimpered at the emptiness, at the sensation of his seed sliding out of her used pussy.
She’d done it. Actually done it.
Cheated on her husband with a man young enough to be her son. Let him fuck her raw and cum inside her like she belonged to him.






  
  Chapter six

“Shit. Shit,” Amir groaned as he pulled his cock out of her. “I shouldn’t have came in you Mrs. A. I shouldn’t have done that.” 
She looked down between her legs, genuinely amused by his worry. Did he really think it was going to be a problem at her age?
She smiled at him and let her legs fall down to the bed, then rose up and grabbed his wrist, tugging him down next to her. “It’s not gonna be a problem,” she promised. “Not that kind of problem.”
He furrowed his brow, still looking worried, and shook his head.
“I can’t…I’m too old. It can’t take anymore,“ she explained.
It took a moment to register but he figured it out. He nodded, obviously understanding what she’d meant.
“I want more of you,” he whispered.
She laughed and fell back against the mattress. This was…otherworldly. Totally foreign. This young man who’d just ejected inside her now proclaiming he wanted more of her? That he desired her enough that, post-ejaculation, he still craved her body?
A wild rush of pleasure hormones doused her brain. She seriously did not remember the last time a man had said anything like that to her.
Ted certainly never had.
And then guilt hit her. Ted wasn’t good at saying things like that. It wasn’t his fault. It was just who he was. Amir was here with her and young and unabashed. He didn’t care what she thought about what he said to her.
“What do you mean you want more?” she teased, running a finger down between the line of his pectoral muscles.
Amir leaned over her, his eyes dark with renewed hunger. His mouth found her nipple, lips closing around the sensitive peak. He sucked it deep, tongue circling and flicking while his hand cupped her breast, squeezing gently.
“Oh god,” she breathed, arching into him.
Ted had touched her in the last twenty years but she couldn’t remember a time he’d touched her like that. Hungry need to have her feminine places.
Amir released it with a wet pop, only to lavish the same attention on the other. His tongue traced lazy circles, then quick flicks that made her gasp. The tenderness surprised her—how carefully he explored her body, like she was something precious rather than just another fuck.
Heat bloomed between her thighs again. Already. How was that possible?
She reached down and felt the mess he’d made, his cum leaking out of her in thick rivulets. The obscenity of it hit her hard—this young black man’s seed dripping from her married pussy, pooled on his sheets beneath her. She’d let him finish inside her. Raw. Unprotected.
Ted’s face flashed through her mind. His quiet acceptance earlier. “I won’t stop you.”
The memory sent a perverse thrill through her core. Her husband had given his tepid blessing, and here she was, leaking another man’s cum while that same man sucked her breasts. The wrongness of it all made her wetter.
“I need to taste you again,” Amir murmured against her skin.
She pushed him back onto the mattress. “Not yet.”
His cock had softened some, resting against his thigh, still glistening with their combined fluids. She crawled between his legs and wrapped her hand around it, feeling it twitch in her palm.
“Mrs. A, you don’t have to…”
She cut him off by dragging her tongue up the underside of his shaft. He groaned, head falling back against the pillow. She took him into her mouth, tasting herself mixed with his cum. Salty, musky, utterly debauched. Her tongue swirled around the head while her hand worked the base.
He hardened quickly, growing thick and long between her lips. She worked him deeper, relaxing her throat the way she’d learned decades ago but rarely did anymore. Ted didn’t require this kind of effort.
“Fuck, Rachel,” Amir hissed.
She pulled off with a gasp, saliva connecting her lips to his cock. “Say my name again.”
“Rachel.” His hands found her hair. “Rachel, please.”
She climbed over him, straddling his hips. His cock stood straight up, ready. She positioned herself above him and sank down slowly, taking every inch until he filled her completely. More of his load squeezed out around his shaft.
“Jesus, you’re so wet,” he groaned.
She began to ride him, rolling her hips in tight circles before lifting and dropping. Her thighs burned but she didn’t care. She fucked him like she was twenty-five again, like her body hadn’t spent years in comfortable neglect.
His hands gripped her waist, guiding her movements. She leaned back, changing the angle, and he hit something deep inside that made her cry out. She rode him harder, faster, chasing that sensation.
His rigidity was extraordinary. It rubbed her insides in just the right way.
Feeling adventurous, she slowed, then stopped. Pulling herself off of him, she swung a foot over his head and the other over his legs, repositioning herself in the reverse so he could see her ass as she rode him.
She sank down onto him again and was rewarded with a deep groan as her pussy squeezed his prick.
Her hips circled and rolled on his cock, her ass bouncing as she worked him. The position made her feel powerful. Like she was twenty years old again. In control. Desired. She twerked on his lap, all the muscles in her core flexing and releasing as she milked him.
“Damn, Mrs. A,” Amir groaned beneath her.
His hands went to her ass, kneading the flesh and spreading her cheeks. Playing with her backside and giving it the occasional soft smack that reverberated around the room.
She rode him harder, lost in the rhythm. The slick friction of his cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy made her moan.
Then she felt it. His finger pressing against her asshole.
Rachel jerked forward, pulling off him. She whipped around, one hand pushing his away.
“No,” she said firmly, shaking her head.
Amir raised his palms in surrender. “My bad. Got carried away.”
“I don’t do that.”
“Fair enough.”
She turned back around, repositioning herself over his cock. He guided himself back inside her and she sank down with another satisfied moan, resuming her pace. His hands returned to her hips, respectful now, just holding her as she rode him.
She felt a momentary guilt flutter through her for reacting so harshly to his digital suggestion that maybe she’d enjoy getting it back there. She was acting like a total slut, why wouldn’t a young man test her boundaries?
She dismissed the thought, intent on enjoying what was happening instead of ruminating on what hadn’t.
After a few minutes, Amir sat up, his chest pressing against her back. He kissed her shoulder blade, then her neck.
“On your hands and knees,” he whispered.
She complied, shifting forward onto all fours. The sheets beneath her were damp with sweat and cum.
Amir positioned himself behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding his cock back inside. He thrust deep and she gasped, the new angle hitting her differently.
He fucked her with steady, powerful strokes. Each thrust pushed her forward slightly before his grip pulled her back. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room, mixed with her breathless moans and his grunts.
Rachel glanced back over her shoulder, wanting to see him, to see the expression on his face as he took her.
But Amir wasn’t looking at her face. His eyes were fixed lower, watching where his cock disappeared into her pussy. Then higher—staring directly at her asshole.
Their eyes met. He didn’t look away, didn’t pretend he’d been looking elsewhere.
He kept fucking her, maintaining eye contact, then gathered saliva in his mouth and spat.
The warm glob landed directly on her asshole.
“Amir!” She tried to sound stern but it came out breathy.
He didn’t apologize this time. Just spread the saliva around with his thumb, circling the tight ring of muscle without trying to penetrate. The sensation sent unexpected sparks through her core.
“Just touching,” he said, his voice low. “Nothing more.”
She should have protested again. Should have told him to stop completely. But she didn’t. The taboo touch combined with his cock stretching her pussy created an overwhelming fullness, an electric current running through her pelvis up into her brain.
Her head dropped forward, hair falling around her face. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts.
His thumb pressed slightly harder against her asshole, not entering, just maintaining firm pressure. His other hand reached around to find her clit, fingers circling the swollen nub.
“Oh god,” she whimpered.
She was going to come again. Already. This young man was going to make her come for the third time tonight while her husband sat at home, calmly accepting her absence.
The wrongness of it all. The spit, the touch, the raw fucking, pushed her closer to the edge.
His thumb circled her asshole while his fingers worked her clit in tight, rhythmic strokes. The triple stimulation overwhelmed her senses. His cock deep inside her pussy, his thumb teasing that forbidden place, his fingers drawing circles on the most sensitive spot.
“Please,” she gasped, not sure what she was begging for.
He increased the pressure on both points, thumb pressing firmer against her asshole, fingers moving faster on her clit. His cock maintained its steady, powerful rhythm, filling her with each thrust.
The orgasm crashed over her without warning. She cried out, her whole body seizing. Her pussy clamped down around his cock, waves of pleasure radiating outward from her core. She couldn’t control the animalistic, almost bovine, moans that would have embarrassed her if she’d had any awareness left.
Amir kept fucking her through it. He kept his fingers and thumb exactly where they were, prolonging the sensation until she thought she might pass out from the intensity.
“Stop, stop,” she panted. “Too sensitive. I can’t!” she gasped.
He released her clit and withdrew his thumb. His thrusts slowed but didn’t stop. He continued in long, deliberate strokes that dragged his full length out before sliding it back in, giving her oversensitized body time to adjust.
Her arms trembled, barely supporting her weight. She could feel his cock getting harder inside her, swelling thicker with each slow thrust. The change in tempo let her feel every ridge, every vein, the way he stretched her walls.
“You’re so fucking beautiful like this,” Amir murmured.
His hands gripped her hips again, holding her steady as he continued those measured strokes. In. Out. In. Out. She felt him twitch inside her, growing harder still.
She dropped to her forearms, changing the angle slightly and giving him a more enticing view of her ass. Her breasts pressed against the damp sheets. She could smell sex in the air, their sweat and cum and arousal all mixed together.
“How do you want me to finish?” he asked, his voice strained.
The question hung between them. She knew what it meant. He was close, ready to explode again, and he was giving her the choice. Inside her again? Somewhere else?
Ted’s face flashed through her mind one more time. His calm acceptance. His quiet I won’t stop you.
She pushed back against Amir’s next thrust, taking him deeper.
“However you want,” she breathed.
“I’m close,” he warned.
“Do it,” she commanded. “Come inside me again.”
He thrust up into her. His fingers dug into her hips as he began to ejaculate again. She felt him swell inside her, then the hot pulse of his release flooded her already-dripping pussy.
She collapsed onto her face, Amir panting and grunting as he filled her with his seed again. 
She felt him shudder. Then his cock softened.
His cum leaked out of her, running down onto the mattress, further soaking the sheets beneath them.
An unsettled feeling formed inside her. The gravity of what she’d just done made her feel twice as heavy as she was.
She eased forward until Amir’s cock fell out of her pussy.
She realized she couldn’t stay here. She had to go home.
“Amir,” she whispered.
“What is it?”
“I’ve got to go.”






  
  Chapter seven

She slipped into the darkened house, keeping careful not to let her keys jangle as she tucked them into her purse. She lowered the purse to the ground then stood up and held her breath, listening for any hint that Ted was still awake. 
There was nothing.
No whirring of electric model train motors from the basement. No creaking floors upstairs. No water running in the bathroom.
She’d go to the guest bathroom in the addition in the back of the house and shower, then sleep in the bedroom down there.
More guilt had loomed on her drive home. She didn’t regret what she’d done. She regretted the feelings that had pushed her to do it.
Ted’s complacency about their marriage. The feeling that he didn’t care one way or the other if she found another man to fuck.
Thinking of it that way made her stomach clench. Another man to fuck. She shuddered.
She slipped her shoes off and slid her feet along the floor so he didn’t hear footsteps if he was still awake.
She’d shower and wash those dirty, guilty feelings off of herself. Tomorrow, in the light of day, it’d be easier to confront what had happened. It’d be easier to confront Ted and figure out just what the hell they were going to…”
“You’re home.”
Ted’s low voice coming at her through the darkness sent a hand over her chest and made her jump sideways. “Jesus!” she hissed, heart pounding from the sudden surge of adrenaline.
Her mind started to race.
He was down here. He was down here in the fucking darkness waiting for her.
What had she expected? Had she expected him to calmly go to bed and not worry about it?
She realized she hadn’t expected much of anything. She’d dismissed him because of her emotional fit and tried to forget about him for the hour and a half she’d been with Amir.
Now he was there and there was no discreetly slipping into the shower and washing this stain off of herself. Cleaning the remains of Amir’s fluids from her insides or sleeping in the guest bedroom.
She peered through the darkness and, as her eyes adjusted to the dim light, she saw Ted sitting on the sofa with his hands at his sides, staring at her. “What are you still doing up?” she asked.
Her mind and body were desperately trying to kick into panic mode. The fight or flight instinct was real and what she really wanted was to flee. But where? She couldn’t run from this forever. This would have to be dealt with one way or the other.
What had she been thinking?!?
“Can you come in here?” Ted asked.
A fierce heat flushed up into her cheeks. She could have said no. She could have raced off into the shower. She didn’t want that, though. The part of her that loved Ted so deeply didn’t want to prolong any pain between them.
She wanted to confront this. Even if this seemed like a shit way to do it.
As she shuffled towards him in the darkness she felt the warm squish of Amir’s ejaculate run from her seam and collect in her underwear between her legs.
She stopped a dozen feet away from the couch, staring at Ted and trying to think of what to say to him.
The silence stretched between them.
Her heart hammered against her ribs. Her skin prickled with sweat. Her nipples hardened against her bra.
The sensations shocked her. She was standing in front of her husband, another man’s cum leaking into her underwear, and her body was reacting with arousal instead of shame.
What the hell was wrong with her?
She couldn’t let this drag out. She couldn’t let him sit there wondering while she stood here feeling the wet heat between her legs.
“I had sex with him.”
The words came out flat. No emotion. Just fact.
Ted didn’t move. Didn’t flinch. His hands remained at his sides.
“I had sex with Amir tonight,” she continued, her throat tightening. “I got caught up in my emotions and I...” 
She choked on the rest. Her eyes stung but no tears came.
“I’m sorry.”
Ted stared at her. The darkness made it impossible to read his expression.
Then he raised his hand toward her, palm up. An invitation.
“Come here.”
Rachel shook her head. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”
“Why not?”
Her mouth opened but nothing came out. How could she explain? That she could feel Amir dripping out of her? That her body was still humming from what he’d done to her? That she smelled like sex and sweat and betrayal?
“Rachel.” Ted’s voice was gentle. “Why not?”
She wrapped her arms around herself. Her fingers dug into her biceps.
“Because I...” She swallowed hard. “Because I’m disgusting right now.”
“Come here.”
“Ted, you don’t understand.”
“I understand.” He kept his hand extended. “Come sit with me.”
“I can’t.”
“You can.”
Her legs trembled. The warmth between her thighs felt obscene. She could smell herself. Could he smell it too? Could he smell what she’d done?
“I need to shower first.”
“No.”
The firmness in his voice startled her.
“Come here first,” he said. “Then you can shower.”
Her breath came faster. Her chest rose and fell beneath her shirt. The fabric felt too tight. Everything felt too tight.
She took one step toward him. Then another.
Each movement made her more aware of the mess between her legs. The sticky wetness. The evidence of her betrayal sliding down her inner thigh.
Her body betrayed her with another pulse of arousal. She hated herself for it.
Ted watched her approach. His hand remained steady.
When she got close enough, he reached out and took her wrist. Gently. His fingers wrapped around her skin.
“Sit.”
Rachel hesitated. If she sat, he’d be right next to her. He’d smell it. Smell Amir on her. Smell what they’d done.
“I’m serious, Ted. I should clean up.”
“After.” He tugged her wrist. “Sit with me first.”
Her knees buckled and she sank onto the couch beside him. Not touching. She left a foot of space between them.
The cushion shifted under her weight. She felt hyper-aware of every sensation. The leather against her thighs. The dampness in her underwear. The rapid beating of her pulse.
Ted released her wrist.
They sat in silence.
Rachel stared at her hands in her lap. Her wedding ring caught a sliver of moonlight from the window.
“Tell me about it,” Ted said quietly.
Her head snapped up. “What?”
“Tell me what happened.”
She glanced sideways at him and had to force herself not to recoil in horror. Tell him about it?
“I’m not going to do that.”
The words came out sharper than she intended.
Ted didn’t react. He sat there, calm as ever, watching her in the darkness.
“Rachel.”
“No.” She shook her head. “You can’t ask me that.”
“I want to know.”
“Why?” Her voice cracked. “Why would you want to hear about it?”
He was silent for a moment. Then his hand moved, settling on her thigh.
The touch sent a jolt through her body. Electric. Wrong. His palm rested just above her knee, fingers curled against her leg.
So close to where Amir had been inside her. So close to the wet evidence still seeping into her underwear.
“Because I want to know,” Ted said.
“Know what?” she balked.
He couldn’t possibly want to know the details of what had happened. She’d already told him she slept with another man. What the hell else was there to tell? No way she was going into detail.
“What happened. What you felt.”
Rachel stared at his hand on her leg. Her skin burned beneath his touch. The warmth between her thighs intensified.
“I told you what happened,” she whispered.
“Tell me more.”
“Ted, please.”
His thumb moved in a small circle against her thigh. The gesture felt so intimate. Like he didn’t care that she’d just had another man between her legs. Or that…
“Start from when you got there.”
She opened her mouth to refuse again. To tell him this was sick. That she wouldn’t do it.
But when she looked into his eyes, something stopped her.
The faint moonlight from the window caught his face. His expression wasn’t angry. He wasn’t hurt.
There was something else there. A brightness in his gaze. A tension in his jaw.
Was that...excitement?
Her stomach clenched.
“I drove to his apartment,” she heard herself say.
Ted’s hand tightened slightly on her thigh.
“And?”
“He let me in. We went to his bedroom.”
The words felt distant. Like someone else was speaking them.
“What did he do?”
She held her breath a moment. She could still feel Amir’s mouth on her. She still remembered the way he’d pulled her clothes off.
“He undressed me.”
Ted’s thumb continued its slow circle. His breathing had changed. Deeper.
“Then what?”
“He...” She swallowed. “He used his mouth on me.”
The hand on her thigh shifted higher. Just an inch. Maybe two.
Her pulse hammered in her throat.
“Where?”
“Ted.”
“Where did he use his mouth?”
The heat in her cheeks spread down her neck. Between her legs, she felt another trickle of warmth. Amir’s cum mixed with her own arousal seeping from her.
“Between my legs,” she whispered.
Ted made a sound. A low grunt.
His hand moved again. Higher still. His pinky finger brushed the hem of her skirt.
Rachel’s thighs clenched together reflexively.
“Did you like it?”
The question hung in the air between them.
She couldn’t believe they were having this conversation. She couldn’t believe Ted was touching her while she told him about being with another man.
She couldn’t believe the look in his eyes.
That brightness had intensified. His pupils were wide. His lips were parted slightly.
He was excited.
The realization sent a shock through her system.
“Yes,” she breathed.
His hand slid higher. Now it rested on her inner thigh, just below where her skirt had ridden up.
“What else?”
Rachel’s mouth went dry. Her body responded to his touch even as her mind reeled.
“He got on top of me.”
“And?”
“He fucked me.”
The crude word fell from her lips. She never used language like that. But it felt right in this moment.
Ted’s breathing was ragged now. His hand burned against her skin.
“Did he finish inside you?”
Her heart stopped.
He knew. Somehow he knew.
“Yes.”
His hand moved the rest of the way up her thigh, stopping just before her underwear.
“Are you still full of him?”
Rachel couldn’t speak. She could only nod.
Ted’s fingers brushed the edge of her panties. She felt the dampness there. Knew he could feel it too.
His eyes locked onto hers in the darkness.
“Show me.”






  
  Chapter eight

She stared at him, jaw slack from disbelief. 
Was this really happening? Was her husband really asking to see the evidence of her betrayal coming from inside her?
It was crazy but it made her head spin. Her cheeks flushed with heat again and she found herself speechless.
His gentle caress of the inside of her thigh stirred her from her stupor. She blinked and her eyes fell to where his hand touched her. He had her skirt hiked up so high she could almost see her underwear.
Obscene.
It was obscene seeing his hand there. So close to the semen spilling from her pussy.
He wasn’t mad. She could tell that much. Nothing about his body language or the way he was looking at her signalled that.
If anything he was…curious?
But how could that be? How did that make any sense?
Rachel’s stomach twisted. This wasn’t right. None of this was right.
Ted wanted to see another man’s cum inside her. Her husband. The man she’d shared a bed with for years, who collected model trains and fell asleep watching documentaries. That man was asking her to spread her legs and show him proof of her adultery.
She should refuse. Stand up. Walk away. Lock herself in the bathroom and scrub every trace of Amir from her body.
But she didn’t move.
Ted’s fingers traced slow circles on her inner thigh, patient and deliberate.
“Ted, I can’t,” she whispered.
“Show me.”
She sucked in a shallow breath. Something shifted low in her belly. A heat that had no business being there.
This was wrong. She’d just fucked another man. Twice. Let him fill her with his cum while she begged for it. She should feel destroyed by guilt, not this strange electric current running through her.
But the way Ted looked at her, not with anger or hurt, but with a dark and hungry stare, made her pulse quicken.
She pressed her thighs together, trapping his hand.
“I need to clean up first.”
“No.” His fingers curled against her skin. “I want to see it now. While it’s still fresh.”
Fresh. God. The word sent a jolt through her.
Rachel’s face burned. Her whole body burned. This couldn’t be turning her on. It couldn’t.
Except it was.
She could feel Amir’s cum still leaking from her, warm and wet against her underwear. Could feel the soreness between her legs from how hard he’d fucked her. The memory of his cock stretching her, filling her, pulsing inside her as he came—
Ted’s hand moved higher. His fingertips brushed the edge of her panties.
Rachel flinched and grabbed his wrist.
“Wait.”
“Why?”
“Because.” She struggled for words. “Because this is insane.”
“Is it?” He didn’t pull back. “You just spent the evening with him. Let him inside you. Let him finish inside you. Twice, you said.”
Each word landed like a stone.
“Now you’re sitting here in our living room with his cum dripping out of you.” His thumb pressed against the fabric of her underwear. “And you’re wet.”
She gasped. Not from shock. From the pressure of his touch.
She was wet. Soaked, actually. Not just from Amir. From this. From Ted’s calm voice describing what she’d done. From the wrongness of it all twisting into heat throughout her body.
“I don’t understand this,” she whispered.
“Neither do I.” His eyes met hers. “But I need to see.”
His fingers hooked under the elastic of her panties.
Her hand tightened on his wrist, holding him there. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Every instinct screamed at her to stop this, to restore some boundary, some dignity.
But beneath the horror and confusion, something else pulsed. A dark thrill she couldn’t name. The idea of showing him, of letting him witness the evidence of what she’d done. It made her ache.
It made her fucking want him.
She’d never felt anything like that before.
Ted applied gentle pressure, trying to move his hand closer. Rachel’s grip remained firm, but her resistance wavered. The heat between her legs intensified. Her breathing quickened.
“Rachel.” His voice dropped lower. “Let me see what he did to you.”
The words cut through her, sharp and intoxicating.
Her fingers loosened on his wrist.
She sank back into the couch, hunching her shoulders, her thighs trembling as he worked his thumb into the elastic of the leg of her underwear. She bit down on her lip when he pried it to the side, exposing her thatch of wiry pubic hair covered in that disgusting mess of creamy seed.
He stared at it.
Her eyes darted from his gaze to her pubic area, frantically trying to connect what the fuck he could be thinking.
He wasn’t mad though. She was certain about that.
He pushed his glasses up his nose and cleared his throat, his eyes still glued to the creamy fluid still seeping from her.
He stared at it for what felt like hours but could only have been minutes. Then he looked up into her eyes and blinked twice.
Letting go of her leg, he stood up off the couch and turned to face her. He tugged his belt open with one hand, undid the button on his jeans and zipped the fly down.
They fell down around his ankles, his belt clattering against the coffee table.
He tugged his underwear halfway down his legs, gripped his cock and pointed it at her face.
Her jaw fell again and her eyes opened wide.
What the fuck was happening here?
She stared at his cock as he pulled the foreskin back and stroked himself. She hadn’t seen his cock like that in, what, years? A decade?
Now he stood there, baring it for her, daring her to do something with it. And from what? From seeing Amir’s semen coming out of her?
“Ted, I…” she began, but couldn’t think of what to say to finish.
He reached down and put a hand on her shoulder, pulling on it and urging her to sit up straighter.
She resisted at first, terrified of whatever dark forces were driving him. Then she relented. She scooted her bum forward on the couch pillow and straightened her back to sit primly on the edge of the seat.
His cock was just a few inches from his face now and she could smell the familiar masculine muskiness of it.
The wrongness of it crashed over her in waves.
She knelt there, Ted’s cock inches from her lips, her underwear still twisted to the side, Amir’s cum cooling against her thighs.
This was vile. Vile and depraved.
But God, the heat churning in her belly told a different story.
She opened her mouth.
Ted drew in a breath as she wrapped her lips around him, taking him in slowly.
He tasted clean. Familiar in a way that felt foreign after Amir. Her tongue traced the underside of his shaft and he groaned.
His hand moved to cup the back of her head.
The reality of what she was doing slammed into her. She was sucking her husband’s cock while another man’s semen leaked from her pussy. While the evidence of her betrayal dripped onto the couch cushion beneath her.
It should have disgusted her. Should have made her recoil.
Instead, a fresh surge of wetness flooded between her legs.
She pulled back, let him slip from her mouth, stared at his cock glistening with her saliva.
This felt nothing like the feral hunger she’d felt with Amir. That had been raw, primal and natural.
This was awkward and uncertain. She hadn’t done this for Ted in years. Maybe a decade. Not like this. Not sitting up and staring at it as he stood in front of her.
Her jaw felt stiff as she took him again, bobbing her head in slow, mechanical movements. No rhythm. No grace. Just the clumsy attempt to please him while her mind spun with the filth of it all.
She glanced up.
Ted stared down at her, his eyes dark behind his glasses. Not the mild, distracted look he usually wore. His gaze was filled with lust.
His cock twitched against her tongue and she felt the pulse of it, the throb of blood beneath the skin. Their eyes locked and the connection sent electricity shooting through her.
He wanted this. Wanted her like this. Debased, marked, still full of another man.
The thought made her dizzy.
She worked him faster, her technique still clumsy, but the wrongness of it fueled her now. Each time she took him deeper, she felt Amir’s cum shift inside her, felt it seep out and wet her inner thighs. The sensation made her pussy clench.
God, she was getting wetter from this. From the absolute degradation of servicing her husband while another man’s mess leaked from her.
Ted’s fingers tightened in her hair. Not pulling, just holding her there, keeping her in place as she moved. His breathing turned ragged.
“Fuck,” he muttered.
She’d never heard him swear during sex. Never heard that edge in his voice.
She sucked harder, her hand coming up to grip the base of his shaft. The angle was wrong and her neck ached, but none of that mattered. What mattered was the look in his eyes. The way he watched her with raw need.
The way his gaze kept dropping to her exposed pussy, still glistening with another man’s cum.
She pulled off him again, gasping, her lips swollen.
“Ted—“
“Don’t stop.”
His voice came out rough, demanding. Nothing like the patient, accommodating tone he usually used with her.
She obeyed, taking him back into her mouth, and this time when she looked up, his expression had shifted into something darker and hungrier.
His cock pulsed against her tongue again, harder this time.
She could taste the salty, briny beginnings of his emission dripping from the tip of his cock onto her tongue.
The depravity of it crashed over her like a wave.
Her husband’s cock in her mouth. Another man’s cum leaking from her pussy.
She was a whore. An absolutely filthy whore.
The realization didn’t shame her. It ignited her.
Her hand shot down between her legs, fingers diving past the twisted fabric of her underwear. She gasped around Ted’s shaft when her fingertips met slick, warm wetness.
She circled her clit with two fingers, spreading the obscene combination across her sensitive flesh. The texture made her stomach flip.
Thick and creamy and totally wrong.
Her hips bucked forward against her hand as she worked herself, her mouth still wrapped around Ted’s cock. She could feel the semen coating her fingers, could feel more of it seeping from inside her with each movement of her hand.
She was masturbating with another man’s cum while sucking her husband’s dick.
Her eyes darted up to Ted’s face. He stared down at her, transfixed, watching her pleasure herself. His gaze dropped to where her hand moved between her legs, then back to her face, his expression twisted with lust.
“Yes,” he breathed. “Touch yourself.”
His permission unleashed something feral in her. She worked her clit faster, circling and pressing, her fingers sliding easily through the slick mess. Each stroke sent jolts of pleasure radiating outward.
Ted’s hips shifted forward slightly, pressing his cock deeper into her mouth. She stilled, letting him take control, letting him use her face the way he pleased.
He thrust again. Shallow. Testing.
She kept her jaw slack, her tongue flat, giving him permission to do what he wanted.
His fingers tightened in her hair and he began to move, fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes. Nothing rough. Nothing violent. But purposeful and claiming.
The filthiness of it spiralled through her mind as her fingers worked frantically between her legs. She felt like a dirty whore sitting there. Letting Ted thrust into her mouth while she frigged herself with Amir’s cum coating her fingers.
She kept rolling those thoughts over and over in her brain.
Pressure built low in her belly, coiling tighter with each circle of her fingers. Each thrust of Ted’s cock. Each moment of this absolute degradation.
Her thighs trembled. Her free hand gripped Ted’s hip for balance as pleasure began to crest inside her.
Ted’s breathing turned ragged above her. His thrusts grew less controlled, more urgent. She could feel his cock swelling against her tongue, could taste more of his pre-cum leaking onto her taste buds.
Her fingers pressed harder against her clit, circling faster, and the orgasm slammed into her without warning. Her body seized, her pussy clenching around nothing as waves of intense pleasure rolled through her. She moaned around Ted’s cock, the vibration making him grunt.
“Fuck. Rachel. Fuck.”
He thrust deeper, holding himself there, and she felt his cock pulse as he came. Hot spurts of cum flooded her mouth, coating her tongue, filling her throat. He grunted with each ejaculation, his hips jerking, his fingers gripping her hair.
She swallowed reflexively, tasting him, her own orgasm still shuddering through her body as her husband emptied himself into her mouth.
Ted pulled back slowly, his cock slipping from her lips. A strand of saliva and cum connected them briefly before breaking.
Rachel collapsed back against the couch, her hand still between her legs, her chest heaving. Her fingers were soaked. Her thighs trembled. Her entire body felt electrified and ruined.
Ted stood above her, breathing hard, his cock still semi-hard and glistening.
Neither of them said anything.






  
  Chapter nine

Arnelle stared at her from across the table. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m not quite sure what the problem is?” 
Rachel let out a sigh and slumped back against her chair. “He won’t talk about it.”
Arnelle raised an eyebrow.
“I mean, we did it. That whole thing in the living room.” Rachel’s voice dropped. “And then he just went to bed. Like we’d watched a movie or something.”
“Maybe he needed to process.”
“It’s been three days.” Rachel picked at the cocktail napkin under her glass, shredding the edges. “I keep trying to bring it up. Ask him how he feels about what happened. Whether it changed anything between us.”
“And?”
“He says he’s fine. Everything’s fine.” The napkin tore in half. “He kissed me goodbye this morning like always. Asked what I wanted for dinner. Completely normal.”
The waitress appeared at their table, collecting empty glasses. Rachel waited until she moved away.
“I need to understand what it means. For us. For our marriage.” She leaned forward. “I slept with another man, Arnie. How can he just act like nothing happened?”
Arnelle sipped her wine. “Maybe nothing did happen. Not to him.”
“That’s insane.”
“Is it?” Arnelle set down her glass. “Maybe you’re trying to analyze it like an injury. Figure out what needs fixing. But maybe Ted doesn’t need that. Maybe to him nothing’s broken,” she said, shrugging.
Rachel stared at her.
“Some people don’t need to dissect everything. They just experience it and move on.” Arnelle shrugged. “Maybe that’s Ted.”
“But I need to talk about it.”
“Then talk. I know Ted. He’s a great listener. Just don’t expect him to share your need for analysis.” Arnelle leaned back. “You want him to be worried, upset, something. Anything but calm. Because his calm makes you feel worse about what you did. Is that it?”
The jazz shifted to a slower melody. Rachel turned her glass in small circles on the table, watching the amber liquid catch the light. “I don’t even know why I invited you here,” she muttered.
Arnelle chuckled and sipped her drink.
Rachel looked up at her. “I can’t stop thinking about Amir.”
Arnelle smiled. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”
“Don’t say that,” Rachel scolded, scowling at her. “I didn’t mean it like that. I meant it like what am I supposed to do about that?” she asked.
“Honey that’s kind of your decision to make,” Arnelle replied.
Rachel looked up at the ceiling, closing her eyes and letting out a huff of frustration.
“Why don’t you tell Ted that you’re going to see Amir again? See what he says?”
Rachel felt her jaw tighten as she tipped her head forward and stared at Arnelle.
Arnelle was saying all the right things. She knew that. None of them were what she wanted to hear.
Rachel leaned closer over the table. “Hon. I’m just going to say this one more thing. You’re trying to make Ted into something he’s not.”
“What are you talking about?” Rachel snapped.
“Don’t get mad at me. I’m just calling it the way I see it. Will you just listen for a second?”
“Fine,” Rachel muttered.
Arnelle waited a beat before continuing. “Ted was never a talker. He was never a gaze into your eyes and share his feelings kind of guy. I know that because you said that about him constantly. You always said how much you loved how steady he was. How you could always count on him. How he was always there to catch you when you were falling. Am I right?”
Rachel gave her a begrudging nod. “And? Your point is?”
“My point is, maybe Ted can’t tell you in words to go out and have an affair because it kind of turns him on. Maybe he communicated that in the only way he could the other night. Maybe that needs to be enough for you?”
She sighed and her shoulders sagged. She felt utterly deflated.
Arnelle was right. She was right about Ted. She was right about everything.
It just still didn’t sit right with her.
“Look. Let me put it to you this way. If this problem you’re having were gone tomorrow. Poof! No more worrying, no more fretting. The problem with Ted isn’t a problem any more. What would that look like?”
She’d already been winding up an answer as Ranelle spoke. That last question stopped her in her tracks. What would that look like?
She looked down at her drink, her mind following a twisty path and not coming to any clear answers.
Ranelle waited patiently, sitting back against her chair.
“I think,” Rachel started, then paused. She wasn’t sure she liked what she was about to say. “I think it would like me knowing one hundred and fifty percent that…” She paused again and bit her lip.
“That what?” Ranelle prompted.
Rachel looked up at her again. “That Ted was happy. That I was happy.”
Ranelle waited a few moments. “And?”
Rachel sighed. Ranelle was too smart and knew her too well. She’d invited her for drinks because she wanted consolation, not solutions. Probably should have asked one of the other gals out instead. “And that I could see Amir again,” she whispered.
Something shifted inside her and her throat went tight.
Ranelle reached across the table and put a hand over hers. She flashed a reassuring smile. “I think you found your answer. Now you just have to figure out how to make it happen. For you and not anyone else.”
* * *
As soon as she stepped through the front door she heard the familiar and reassuring sound of electric locomotives zooming around the track downstairs. She set her purse down and kicked off her shoes and walked to the door to the basement.
She paused at the top of the steps, mentally rehearsing what it was she was about to do. She’d thought about it on the way home and the more she thought about it the more it felt like it was the only way. Like there was no choice, no free will. Like she had to follow this path for herself.
She just needed to make sure Ted would be with her.
She padded down the stairs and stood at the landing at the bottom watching Ted bent at the waist, inspecting an upturned locomotive.
He reached up and carefully set it on the tracks before pulling his little digital controller out of his pocket and turning the dial.
The light at the front of the locomotive flickered to life and it gave a little lurch forward.
Ted beamed at it. He turned his head and saw her standing there. “Finally got this old bird running. Can you believe it?” he said, looking so proud of himself.
She smiled, happy and almost a little jealous of him that he could disappear into his world of trains and seem so unworried about what was happening between them.
He turned the dial back and pocketed the controller, then walked over to where she was standing and picked up her hand in his. “How was drinks with Ranelle?” he asked.
She mirrored his soft smile. “Fine,” she replied. She let the smile fade and looked straight into his eyes. “Ted I need to talk to you.”
His expression didn’t change. The warmth in his eyes remained, but something settled behind them. A distance she couldn’t quite read.
Rachel’s fingers twitched at her sides. The basement suddenly felt smaller, the hum of the dehumidifier too loud in the silence.
“Ted, I…”
“You want to see him again,” he said quietly.
She nodded, her throat tight. “I love you. I need you to know that. This doesn’t change how I feel about you.”
He released her hand and turned toward the train layout. Picked up a tiny figurine of a conductor and studied it like it held answers.
The silence stretched longer. Rachel counted her heartbeats. Ten, fifteen, twenty.
“I don’t want to hurt you,” she whispered.
Ted set the figurine down with careful precision. “Are you asking my permission or telling me what you’ve already decided?”
The question landed like a punch. She opened her mouth, closed it again. “I... I need to know you’re okay with it.”
“And if I’m not?”
Her stomach dropped. “Then I won’t go.”
He turned back to face her, searching her face. “You mean that?”
“Yes.” The word came out fierce, desperate. She didn’t even know if she could keep that promise. But if it was what he really wanted she was sure as hell going to try. “Ted, I need us to be okay. I need you to be okay. More than I need anything else.”
Something shifted in his expression. Not quite relief, but the hard line of his jaw softened.
“Come here,” he said.
She stepped closer. He reached for her hand again, and this time he pressed her palm flat against the front of his jeans.
Rachel’s breath caught. Beneath the denim, his cock had already begun to swell.
“This is what you do to me,” he said, his voice low and steady. “Talking about him. About what you want to do.”
Her fingers curled instinctively, feeling the growing hardness. “Ted…”
“I can’t explain it.” He held her hand there, applying pressure. “I should be angry. Or hurt. Maybe I will be later, I don’t know. But right now?” His cock twitched against her palm. “This is what I feel.”
Rachel stared at their joined hands, her mind struggling to keep this sterile. To keep it from plunging into the dark sexual pit it had tumbled into a few nights before.
“I’m saying go.” He released her hand but she kept it there, feeling him harden further. “See him. I won’t stop you.”
“But you won’t talk to me about it either.”
His jaw tightened. “What do you want me to say? That it turns me on thinking about you with him? That I’ve jerked off every night this week remembering you on that couch?” His cock pulsed. “There. Is that what you needed to hear?”
Heat flooded through her, shame and arousal twisted together. “I just need to know this isn’t going to destroy us.”
“It won’t.” He cupped her face with his free hand, thumb brushing her cheek. “I promise you that.”
She searched his eyes for doubt, for hidden pain. Found only that same steady presence that had drawn her to him decades ago.
Maybe Arnelle was right. Maybe this was Ted’s way of giving her what she needed. Not with words but with action. With the evidence growing harder beneath her palm.
Rachel rose on her toes and kissed him. Soft at first, then deeper, her hand squeezing him through his jeans.
Ted groaned into her mouth.
When she pulled back, his pupils had blown wide.
“Tomorrow,” she whispered. “I’ll see him tomorrow.”
His cock jerked in her grip, and she had her answer.






  
  Chapter ten

“Yo. You’re back.” 
Amir’s smile warmed her insides. She flashed her own smile and looked off to the side, guilt and shyness still swimming down low beneath her belly.
She’d done some guided meditations. Trying to train her mind not to constantly drag Ted into her thoughts.
She had his permission. She was going to enjoy this. He was going to enjoy what came after, no matter how dirty that was.
Stay in the moment.
Amir reached out and took her wrist and pulled her in through the door. He closed the door behind her and then just stood there staring at her. His smile turned curious, like he was wondering what she was doing back at his place.
“You want to go get a coffee or something?” he asked.
Her smile faded and she shook her head. It wasn’t the most romantic way to start things off but she wasn’t here for romance. She needed to set that boundary.
“Amir,” she said, pressing a hand against his chest and letting it slide down towards his abdomen. “This isn’t ever going to be about getting coffee.”
He gave her a funny look.
“What I mean is…what I mean is that I’m not here for…coffee. I’m not here for companionship. Or anything else like that.”
He gave a few slow nods. “You’re here to fuck.”
It jarred her, hearing it laid out like that. But that’s what this was. “If that offends or upsets you then I can…”
He let out a low chuckle.
She stopped and stared at him.
“Trust me I ain’t offended,” he said, leaning in and putting a hand around her back.
Her hand shot back up to his chest, halting his advance.
“Could we…” She gestured towards the hallway, the direction she remembered his bedroom being.
He stepped aside and let her lead the way. She walked down the narrow corridor, hyperaware of him behind her, his presence filling the space. The bedroom door stood ajar. She pushed it open and stepped inside.
The bed remained unmade, sheets tangled exactly as they’d been when she’d left them. Dark spots on the fabric, dried remnants of their encounter. Her stomach flipped. No fresh linens. No attempt to reset the stage.
Dirty. But she wasn’t here for clean sheets either.
She sat on the edge of the mattress, hands folded in her lap. The springs creaked under her weight. Amir filled the doorway, then stepped inside, standing before her. Waiting.
She stared at his knees. His thighs. The outline pressing against his joggers.
Her mouth opened. Closed. Heat crawled up her neck.
“Take your time,” he said.
She swallowed. “I need to tell you what I want.”
“I’m listening.”
“It’s not…” She squeezed her hands together. “I’ve never really talked about this stuff openly.”
He nodded, patient.
“I don’t want romance.” The words tumbled out. “Or candlelight or any of that. I’m not here for that.”
“Already covered that at the door.”
“Right.” She drew a breath. “But I also don’t want…I don’t need passion, exactly.”
His brow furrowed slightly.
“What I mean is…” God, why was this so hard? “I want something I’ve never really had. Something different.”
He waited.
“If you can’t give it to me, I understand. I won’t be upset or—“
“Rachel.” His voice cut through her rambling. “Just say it.”
She looked up at him. His eyes locked onto hers, dark and steady.
“I want you to fuck me.” The words scraped out of her throat. “Not make love. Not be gentle. I want…” Her breath caught in her throat. “I want to be used.”
Silence stretched between them.
“I want you to use my body,” she continued, the confession spilling faster now. “That’s what would give me pleasure. Not tenderness or sweet words. I want to feel like…like I’m just a body to you. Something you take what you need from.”
His expression shifted. Something darker moved across his features, a shadow that made her pulse kick up.
“You want me to use you,” he repeated, voice dropping lower.
“Yes.”
He stepped closer, looming over where she sat. “Like a fucktoy.”
The crude word sent electricity through her core. “Yes.”
“Just a wet hole for me to pound.”
Her breathing quickened. “Amir…”
“No sweet nothings,” he said, reaching down to grip her chin, tilting her face up to his. “No kissing your forehead or telling you you’re beautiful.”
She nodded against his grip.
“Just me using this body however I want.”
“Yes,” she whispered.
His thumb brushed across her bottom lip. “I can do that for you, no problem.”
Relief flooded through her, mixed with a sharp spike of anticipation. His eyes had gone almost black, his pupils wide. Whatever he’d been holding back during their last encounter, whatever gentleness he’d tried to maintain, it evaporated from his expression.
She just needed to get one last thing out. “I…”
He stilled, waiting patiently.
She looked down at the ground. “Ted would never, ever, not in a million years do anything to hurt me,” she said quietly.
She let that linger, hoping he might catch on.
He put his hand under her chin and tilted her head back until their eyes met. “You want it a little rougher.”
She swallowed, her stomach twisting in nervous anticipation. “I…”
“How rough?”
She shook her head. “I don’t know that,’ she whispered.
He nodded. “Cabbage,” he said.
She furrowed her brow. “What?”
“If it gets too much you say cabbage.”
Relief swept through her and she felt her whole body relax. He’d said what she’d meant to but didn’t know how. A safe word. Of course. Had he done this before for other women?
Stay in the moment.
“Cabbage,” she whispered back, nodding.
“Stand up,” he commanded.
She rose on shaky legs.
“Strip.”
She set her purse down. Her hands moved to the hem of her shirt.
Her fingers grasped the hem of her blouse, pulling it upward with jerky movements. The fabric caught on her elbows before she wrenched it free and dropped it to the floor. Her bra followed, hooks fumbling under her trembling hands.
Amir’s shirt came off in one smooth motion, revealing the muscled chest she’d traced with her tongue days before. His joggers slid down his hips.
She unbuttoned her jeans, dragging them down her legs along with her underwear. Stepped out of them. Stood naked before him, arms at her sides.
His cock jutted out from his body. It wasn’t fully hard yet but looked just as beautifully thick as she remembered.
Her nipples firmed in the cool air. Heat swelled between her thighs, slickness gathering there as her body prepared itself. Her chest flushed pink, the warmth spreading up her neck and to her cheeks.
He closed the distance in two strides. His hand caught her shoulder and spun her around with casual force. She stumbled, catching herself against the mattress. He pressed her forward, bending her at the waist until her torso lay flat against the tangled sheets.
The crack of his palm against her ass cheek echoed through the room.
Pain blossomed across her skin, sharp and immediate. Not the playful tap she’d expected but a real strike that stung and burned. Her body jolted forward. A gasp escaped her throat.
“That what you like?”
The pain sent endorphins rushing through her. A rush that made her pussy clench and crave something to close around. Her nerve endings hummed. She felt every inch of the skin he’d smacked.
“Yes,” she breathed, voice shaking.
Another smack landed on the opposite cheek, harder than the first. The sound cracked through the air. Fire spread across her ass. She moaned into the mattress, fingers clutching at the sheets. Wetness dripped down her inner thigh.
His hand gripped her shoulder and yanked her upright, spinning her to face him. His dark eyes bore into hers, searching. His fingers found her nipple and pinched. Gentle pressure at first, as if testing her reaction.
She held his gaze and didn’t flinch.
He pinched harder. The sensitive flesh compressed between his thumb and forefinger, pressure building until it crossed from pleasure into the sharp, delicious sting she’d always craved.
She dragged in a breath and held it.
He pinched harder still. The pain bloomed, widening her eyes and making the whole room seem brighter than it was.
“Oh god,” she moaned, the words tumbling out of her.
He released her nipple and shoved down on her shoulder. She dropped to her knees, thankful for the soft carpet. His cock bobbed in front of her face.
He gripped the base and swung it gently sideways. The heavy shaft smacked against her cheek and this time she winced.
The degradation of it crashed through her. She knelt naked at his feet while he struck her face with his cock like she was nothing. Like she existed only for his use. Her pussy throbbed, soaking wet, aching to be filled.
“Like that?” he asked.
She was grateful for his thoughtful question but it pulled her out of the moment, out of the fantasy. “Keep going,” she whispered.
He smacked her other cheek with it, the weight solid against her skin.
“Open your mouth,” he commanded.
She parted her lips for him.
He didn’t slide inside gently. He gripped the back of her head and thrust forward, forcing his cock deep into her mouth. The thick head hit the back of her throat. She gagged, eyes watering, but he held her there, his fingers tangled in her hair.
“You wanted to be used,” he said above her, his voice low and rough with arousal. “So I’m gonna use this pretty mouth.”
His hands clamped around both sides of her head, fingers threading through her hair, gripping tight.
He pulled back and thrust forward, driving his cock deep into her mouth. The thick head rammed into the back of her throat and she gagged, the sound wet and guttural. He didn’t stop. Didn’t give her time to adjust or breathe properly.
He fucked her mouth with the same force he’d used on her pussy. Hard, relentless strokes that made obscene wet sounds each time he bottomed out. Gack. Gack. Gack. The noises echoed off the walls, mixing with her strangled breathing and his low grunts.
Tears streamed down her cheeks. Her jaw ached from stretching around his girth. Saliva pooled in her mouth and leaked out the corners of her lips, dripping down her chin in thick strands.
She stared up at him. At the carved muscles of his abdomen flexing with each thrust. At his powerful chest and broad shoulders. At his face twisted in concentration and pleasure. This young, beautiful man using her mouth like a toy, like something that existed only for his satisfaction.
Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate and empty. Hot wetness dripped down her inner thighs, coating her skin. Her clit throbbed, swollen and aching. She’d never been this aroused just from being used, from being degraded like this.
Ted would never…
Stay in the moment.
She forced her mind back to the present. To the thick cock sliding in and out of her throat. To the burn in her jaw and the tears streaming down her face. To the pure animal pleasure of being taken.
His cock hardened further in her mouth, growing thicker. The veins stood out along the shaft, pulsing against her tongue. She felt every ridge, every contour as he used her.
His hand left her head and swung down. The sharp crack of his palm against her breast made her cry out around his cock, the sound muffled and garbled. Pain bloomed across her breast.
She moaned, the vibration travelling up his shaft. Her nipples stood out hard and aching, begging for more.
He slapped her other breast, harder this time. The pain shot straight to her core. Her pussy clenched and more wetness gushed out, coating her thighs.
Something slick and salty spread across her tongue. Pre-cum. The first warning that he was getting close.
He yanked his cock sideways, forcing it against the inside of her cheek. Her face bulged obscenely, stretched around his girth. He thrust like that, the angle different, wrong, degrading. She could barely breathe through her nose.
Then he pulled out completely. His cock emerged from her lips coated in her saliva, glistening wet. She gasped for air, coughing and sputtering.
He gripped his shaft with one hand, stroking fast. His other hand still tangled in her hair, holding her head in place, forcing her to watch.
“Look at me,” he commanded.
She lifted her eyes to his face, mascara running down her cheeks in black streaks, saliva dripping from her chin.
His jaw clenched. His strokes quickened. The muscles in his arm flexed as he pumped his fist along his length.
The first rope of cum shot out and splattered across her forehead. Hot and thick. Another followed, painting a line down her nose and across her lips. He groaned above her, his whole body tensing as he emptied himself onto her face.
Spurt after spurt coated her skin. Her cheeks, her chin, dripping down her neck. She closed her eyes as more landed on her eyelids.
She hadn’t understood until that moment how deeply she’d craved this. She’d fantasized about it from time to time but never mentioned it to Ted. He would have been appalled at hearing something like that coming from her.
Sitting there on the floor, naked, her face covered in Amir’s semen fulfilled something deeply primal within her.
She heard him move but didn’t open her eyes. A moment later she felt the soft touch of a towel on her face.
He wiped the cum from her eyes and nose and cheeks.
Her eyes fluttered open to see him standing over her, his cock half-hard and deflating, smiling like he was oh so proud of himself.
“How was that?” he asked.
She blushed and her hand instinctively rose to cover her breasts. “Perfect?” she whispered.






  
  Chapter eleven

The only thing she regretted was that he’d finished already. She knelt there, staring at his flagging cock, her pussy aching and hollow. When she glanced up at him again he was smiling at her. 
His expression was kinder, now that he’d spent. The menacing snarl wiped from his lips.
But her core was still throbbing and unsatisfied.
“You don’t have to look at me like that,” he said. “You’re gonna get what you came for. Just have to help me get up first,” he added, smirking.
He stepped towards her, slowly swaying his cock side to side in front of her mouth.
Rachel’s eyes tracked the movement like a reflex, her head swaying with the rhythm of his cock. Left, right, left. Her lips parted instinctively, following the trajectory, mouth opening and closing as he teased her.
When he finally moved close enough, she lunged forward and caught him between her lips. She tasted salt and musk and the faint bitterness of his cum. She moaned around him, her tongue sliding along his length as she felt the first stirrings of renewed hardness.
God, she’d forgotten this. The sheer vitality of youth. Ted needed hours between rounds now, sometimes days, and even then it was a coin toss whether he’d manage more than half-mast.
But Amir was already thickening against her tongue, growing heavier in her mouth with each passing second.
She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, desperate to feel him reach full strength again. Her hands gripped his thighs for balance as she worked him deeper, gagging slightly when he nudged the back of her throat. But she didn’t pull away. Didn’t slow. The ache between her legs demanded satisfaction, and she’d earn it however she had to.
“Fuck,” Amir breathed above her, fingers threading through her hair. Not forcing. Just holding. “That’s it. Get me ready.”
She whimpered around him, the sound muffled and pathetic, but she didn’t care. Her nipples were hard peaks, her cunt slick and desperate to clench around something, and all she wanted was to be filled and used again.
When he was fully erect, thick and pulsing against her tongue, he pulled her off with a wet pop.
She gasped, lips swollen, chin glistening with saliva.
“On your back.”
She scrambled onto the bed, heart hammering as she lay down.
Amir grabbed her ankles and spread her wide, positioning her legs in a V that made her flush with embarrassment and arousal. She was completely exposed like this. Pussy on display, glistening and red and swollen from how aroused she was.
No modesty. No dignity.
She loved it.
“Look at you,” Amir murmured, eyes roaming over her. “Fucking desperate for it.”
“Yes.” The word came out strangled.
He moved between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging her entrance. Her hips tilted instinctively, trying to draw him in, but he held back. Teasing. Making her wait.
Then he pushed inside in one smooth thrust, and she cried out at the fullness. The stretch. The way her body yielded around him like it had been made for this exact purpose.
Amir leaned over her, bracing himself on one hand while the other came down on her breast, a sharp slap that made her gasp. Not as brutal as before. Just enough to sting. To remind her of her place beneath him.
“Perfect fucking tits,” he growled, pinching her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He twisted slightly, and pain swept through the pleasure, making her arch against him.
His hips began to move. Slow at first, deliberate. Each thrust pushed deep, filling her completely before withdrawing almost to the tip. The rhythm built gradually, his fingers alternating between her breasts, slapping, pinching, rolling the sensitive peaks until she was writhing beneath him.
“Amir…”
“You don’t get to talk. Just take it,” he growled.
She bit her lip, nodding frantically as he fucked her harder.
Amir’s hands slid down to her ankles, gripping them with bruising force as he spread her legs wider still. The position was obscene. Her thighs were stretched to their limit, pussy splayed open and dripping around his cock.
He stared down at the join of their bodies, transfixed by the sight of his dark shaft disappearing into her pale pink folds. Each thrust made wet, sloppy sounds that filled the room.
“Fuck, look at that,” he muttered, more to himself than to her.
Rachel’s fingers twisted in the sheets, her breath coming in short gasps as he pounded into her. The angle hit something devastating inside her, making her toes curl.
Then suddenly he yanked out, leaving her empty and gasping.
Before she could protest, his hands were on her hips, flipping her onto her stomach with ease. She barely had time to process the movement before he hauled her backwards, pulling her up onto her knees. Her elbows hit the mattress, arms stretched forward while her ass jutted high in the air like a downward dog yoga pose.
The head of his cock found her pussy again and he drove in hard, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal thrust.
Rachel cried out, her voice muffled against the sheets as he began to fuck her with renewed intensity. The new angle let him go so much deeper.
Then his hand wrapped around her throat.
Not squeezing. Just holding. A promise of what was coming as he pulled her upright, bringing her back flush against his chest. Her spine arched, head tilted back against his shoulder while his arm banded across her collarbone.
His fingers tightened incrementally around her windpipe as he continued to thrust up into her. Not enough to cut off her air completely. Just enough to make each breath a struggle, each gulp of oxygen precious and earned.
“You like this, don’t you?” His breath was hot against her ear, voice a low rasp. “Being a little slut for my black cock?”
The words detonated in her mind like fireworks. Heat flooded her face as her pussy clenched around him.
“Tell me,” he demanded, fingers tightening. “Say it.”
“Yes,” she gasped, voice strangled and desperate. “I…fuck, yes…”
“Yes what?”
“I like it.” The admission came out broken, punctuated by his thrusts. “I like being your slut.”
His laugh was dark and triumphant against her neck. “My black cock slut?”
The phrase ricocheted through her skull. Black cock slut. Black cock slut. Something she’d never imagined saying, never thought would arouse her, but god, the degradation of it made her wild.
“Yes,” she moaned, beyond shame now. “Your black cock slut.”
He groaned, fucking her harder, deeper, his hand squeezing just enough to make spots dance at the edges of her vision. “That’s right. Tight little white pussy stretched around my cock. Taking it so fucking good.”
Rachel’s hand flew to her clit, rubbing frantically as he pounded into her. The combination of his cock hitting that perfect spot inside, the pressure on her throat restricting her breathing, and his filthy words in her ear was overwhelming.
“Gonna make you come on this black dick,” he growled. “Gonna feel that cunt squeeze me while you scream.”
She was close. So desperately close. Her fingers worked her clit in frantic circles while he choked her and fucked her and whispered degrading filth that made her mind blank with pleasure.
His thrusts slowed to a languid roll, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in a teasing, playful tempo.
The sudden change made Rachel whimper, her body tensing with confusion and need.
“Please,” she gasped against his arm.
“Please what?”
“Don’t stop. I’m so close…”
He withdrew until just the tip remained inside, then drove himself in hard enough to make her gasp.
Once. Twice. Three powerful thrusts that had her crying out. Then he slowed again, those maddening, drawn-out strokes that kept her teetering on the edge without letting her fall.
Her fingers worked her clit desperately, trying to push herself over, but he grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand away.
“No. You come when I let you.”
She sobbed in frustration, her whole body trembling. She was so close she could feel every nerve ending tingling. That orgasm hovering just out of reach while he fucked her at the leisurely pace.
“Amir, please,” she begged.
She was playing the part of needy slut but deep down she loved this. She loved how he was in control. Using her to get off and using her own arousal to make her beg for release.
He sped up again, pounding into her with renewed vigour. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room as he drove into her over and over, his hand tightening on her throat.
Yes. Yes. Almost there…
He slowed. Those long, torturous strokes that made her want to scream.
“No, no, please don’t stop, I need…”
“I know what you need.” His voice was dark with amusement against her ear. “I can feel how desperate this pussy is. Clenching around me, trying to pull me deeper.”
He thrust hard twice, then returned to that maddening rhythm. In. Out. In. Out. Each stroke deliberate and controlled while Rachel shook in his arms.
Tears pricked her eyes. Her thighs quivered. Every nerve ending in her body was screaming for release.
“Please, Amir, I can’t…I need to come, please let me come…”
“Beg me properly.”
“Please let me come on your cock. Please. I need it so badly, please! I need to come on your black dick!”
He drew in a breath.
She felt him harden inside her.
He released her wrist. “Touch yourself.”
Her fingers flew to her clit, rubbing frantically as he began to fuck her in faster again. Fast, deep thrusts that hit that perfect spot inside while his hand squeezed her throat and his other arm banded across her chest, holding her captive against him.
The orgasm built like a tsunami, gathering force with each thrust until it finally ruptured and exploded through her in a devastating wave.
Rachel screamed, her voice raw and broken, as pleasure detonated in her core and radiated outward through her limbs. Her pussy clamped down on him in rhythmic pulses, each contraction sending fresh aftershocks of bliss through her trembling body.
“That’s my good little black cock slut,” he whispered in her ear, still thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it until she was sobbing with the intensity.
It went on and on, that climax stretching impossibly long as he fucked her through it, wringing every last tremor from her spasming pussy until finally, mercifully, it began to ebb.
Rachel collapsed forward when he released her throat, bracing herself on shaking arms. Her pussy felt raw, swollen, too sensitive to continue. When he withdrew, she whimpered at the soreness.
Amir’s lips found her neck, pressing soft kisses along the column of her throat. His hand stayed gentle around her neck now, a caress rather than a threat.
“You’re really going to leave me hanging like that?” His cock pressed against her ass, still rock hard and slick with her arousal. “Really not going to let me fuck my cum into you?”
“I can’t,” she gasped. “I’m too sore.”
He pulled out completely, and she heard the wet sound of him stroking himself behind her.
“I know a hole that’s not so sore for me to finish into.”






  
  Chapter twelve

Her sphincter tightened as she felt him press the head of his wet prick against the mouth of her anus. Her body tensed and she leaned forward, even as her mind began to contemplate the dark thrill of taking him into her body there. 
“Amir.”
He said nothing. Just the blunt pressure of him, waiting.
“I don’t…I don’t do that.”
“Ever?” His voice remained steady, almost clinical.
“Never. Once,” she corrected. “Years ago.” The memory surfaced unbidden. A drunken mistake with someone whose name she’d forgotten. “It wasn’t for me. It doesn’t do anything for me.”
“It’ll do something for me.”
She twisted to glance back at him over her shoulder. His expression held no mercy, just dark certainty.
“And I’m pretty sure I can make it do something for you as well.”
The words hung between them. Rachel’s mind raced through implications she’d never considered. Ted had never asked. Never even hinted. In twenty-three years of marriage, her ass had remained untouched by his desire or curiosity. 
Would letting Amir have this be some final frontier of betrayal? Or was it already so far past that point that distinctions no longer mattered?
The absurdity of it struck her. She’d let this man fuck her raw twice now, had fingered his cum into herself while sucking her husband’s cock, had degraded herself in ways she’d never imagined. But this somehow felt like crossing an actual line because Ted had never claimed it first.
She almost laughed at herself.
“Why don’t you relax and we can try?” Amir stroked the head of his cock against her back opening again. A gentle insistence that made her clench involuntarily. “You’re thinking too much.”
“That’s because…”
“Because what?” He pressed slightly firmer, not forcing entry but making his intention clear.
Rachel searched for a reason to refuse him. Something concrete and rational that would shut this down before it began. But her mind offered nothing except the hollow echo of I don’t do that, which hardly qualified as justification when weighed against everything else she’d already done.
“I can’t think of a good reason,” she admitted, voice small.
The pressure increased. Not painful, just insistent. A reminder of what he wanted, what he intended to take if she let him.
She felt how hard he was against her. That thickness, that heat, all for her. The knowledge that he wanted this badly enough to stay rigid after already coming twice sent a surge of heat through her belly. When had Ted ever wanted her with such raw hunger?
“Fine.” The word escaped on a breath. “But slowly. Very slowly.”
“Of course.”
“And if I tell you to stop…”
“I’ll stop.” He pulled back, and she heard a drawer slide open. “Trust me.”
The casualness of his movements as he retrieved the lube made her stomach flutter. He’d done this before. Many times, probably. While she lay there like some nervous virgin about to be initiated into mysteries she’d barely ever considered.
He pulled two pillows beneath her hips without asking permission, arranging them until her ass jutted high in the air. The position left her feeling stripped of dignity—face pressed into the sheets, legs spread, every intimate part of herself on display for his use.
“There we go.”
The cool slick of lubricant against her asshole made her gasp. His finger circled the tight ring of muscle, spreading the gel with patience. She clenched involuntarily, her body’s last protest against invasion.
“Relax.” His free hand stroked her lower back. “You’re so tense.”
“Because you’re about to fuck my ass,” she hissed into the pillow.
“Not yet I’m not.” The tip of his finger pressed inward, patient but insistent. “Just getting you ready.”
She shuddered as he breached her, the sensation foreign and intimate in a way that made her want to crawl out of her own skin.
His finger slid deeper, working past her initial resistance and into the tunnel of her anus. The stretch burned, but not painfully.
“How’s that feel?”
Rachel bit her lip. It felt...not bad. The burn faded into something almost pleasant as he moved his finger in small circles, stretching her gradually. Her swollen cunt throbbed in response, wetness gathering despite the strangeness of the sensation. “It’s…okay,” she whispered.
But a finger wasn’t a cock. A finger was narrow, easily accommodated once her body adjusted. His cock was thick and demanding, and the thought of that girth forcing its way into her ass made panic flutter in her chest.
“Maybe the cock will hurt,” she whispered.
“Maybe.” He added more lube, working a second finger alongside the first. The increased stretch made her hiss. “That’s why we go slow.”
She gripped the sheets as he scissored his fingers inside her, opening her incrementally. Each small expansion sent confusing signals through her nervous system. Discomfort bleeding into pleasure. Violation transforming into something dangerously close to want.
Her body betrayed her with a shudder that had nothing to do with fear.
His fingers slid free, leaving her empty and aching. She heard the wet sound of more lube, felt the mattress shift as he positioned himself behind her. The blunt pressure of his cockhead replaced his fingers, pressing against her stretched opening.
“Deep breath,” he said.
Rachel inhaled, her entire body coiled tight with anticipation. This was it. The final degradation she’d never thought she’d allow. Taking a man’s cock in her ass while her husband sat at home, oblivious or accepting or whatever the hell Ted was these days.
“Why do you even want this?” The question tumbled out before she could stop it.
“Because it’s hot.” He circled the head against her hole, teasing. “Because you’ve never given it to anyone. Because I want every part of you.”
His honesty shouldn’t have thrilled her, but it did.
He pushed forward. The bulb of his cockhead breached her sphincter with a sharp burn that made her gasp into the pillow. Her body clenched around the intrusion, trying to reject him, but he held steady.
“Too much?”
“I don’t...I don’t know.”
The burn peaked then faded as her body adjusted to the invasion. She felt pinned, trapped beneath him with his cock lodged in her ass, unable to escape even if she wanted to. The vulnerability of it sent a rush of heat straight to her pussy.
Then he pushed deeper.
“Oh god.” The stretch intensified, her tight channel forced to accommodate his thickness. But underneath the discomfort a deep pleasure throbbed within her. Dark and illicit and completely unexpected. “Oh fuck.”
“That’s it.” He gripped her hips, working himself another inch inside. “You’re taking it so good.”
Her pussy pulsed, empty and needy. The fullness in her ass seemed to make everything else more sensitive. She let out a low moan that sounded almost bovine. She blushed in embarrassment at the noise.
“Look at you.” He stroked her lower back as he sank deeper still. “Your pretty white ass swallowing my big black cock. So fucking beautiful.”
The crude words should have embarrassed her further. Instead they sent another surge of wetness between her thighs. She pushed back slightly, taking him deeper, and the sensation pulled another moan from her throat.
“Tell me what you are,” he said, voice rough with need.
Rachel shook her head against the pillow, her face burning.
“Come on. Say it.”
“I can’t.”
“Yes you can.” He pulled back slightly then pushed forward again, making her gasp. “Tell me you’re my black cock slut taking my cock in your ass.”
A nervous laugh bubbled up. The words were so dirty, so beyond anything she’d ever said before. But her body responded to them anyway, clenching around him, begging for more.
“I’m...” She swallowed hard. “I’m your black cock slut.”
“And what are you doing?”
“Taking your cock.” The words came easier now, shame dissolving into arousal. “Taking your big black cock in my ass.”
“Fuck yes you are.”
He bottomed out inside her, his hips pressed flush against her upturned ass. The fullness overwhelmed her senses, every nerve ending alight with sensation. She reached down between her legs, finding her clit swollen and desperate.
“That’s my girl,” he murmured, beginning to move. “Touch that pussy while I fuck your ass.”
Rachel obeyed, fingers circling her clit as he started a slow rhythm. Each thrust sent shockwaves through her, the forbidden pleasure building faster than she’d thought possible.
His rhythm stayed measured, almost gentle. Each stroke pulled nearly free before sliding back in, letting her adjust to the intrusion. The burn had faded into a deep, thrilling pressure that made her pussy clench with every thrust.
Her fingers worked faster on her clit, chasing the sensation once again building inside her. She’d never imagined this. Never thought her body could respond this way to being taken so thoroughly and completely.
“See?” Amir’s voice held a smile. “I knew you’d like it. You’ve got anal princess written all over you.”
The words landed like a punch to her gut. Anal princess. God, how filthy. How degrading.
How perfectly accurate.
She tested the phrase silently first, rolling it around in her mind while her fingers spun circles on her swollen clit. His cock filled her ass with each measured thrust, claiming territory no one else had ever touched. Making her his in ways Ted never had.
“Say it,” he urged, picking up speed slightly. “Tell me what you are.”
“I’m...” Her voice came out strangled, muffled by the pillow. “I’m an anal princess.”
“Whose anal princess?”
“Yours.” The admission sent heat cascading through her belly. “I’m your anal princess.”
His cock swelled inside her, stretching her wider still. The sensation pushed her closer to the edge, her orgasm building with terrifying speed.
“That’s right. My anal princess.” He gripped her hips harder, driving deeper. “My black cock slut who needs my cock in her ass.”
Rachel’s fingers flew across her clit, frantic now. The pressure mounted, her entire body coiling tight around the dual sensations of his cock in her ass and her own desperate touch.
“Say it all,” he commanded. “Tell me you’re my anal princess, my black cock slut who needs my cock in her ass.”
“I’m your anal princess.” The words tumbled out between gasps. “Your black cock slut. I need your cock in my ass.”
“Again.”
“I’m your anal princess!” Louder now, her shame dissolving into pure need. “Your black cock slut who needs your cock in her ass!”
The orgasm detonated through her without warning. She screamed into the pillow as pleasure ripped through her nerves. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around his shaft while her fingers worked her clit through wave after wave of sensation.
Amir groaned behind her, his rhythm faltering. “Oh shit…”
His cock pulsed inside her ass, flooding her with heat. The sensation of him coming in her anus triggered another aftershock, wringing a broken sob from her throat. He thrust hard once, twice, pinning her hips to the pillows as he emptied himself into her.
She couldn’t move. She could barely breathe.
His weight pressed her into the mattress, his cock still throbbing in her ass, filling her with pulse after pulse of his hot cum. The helplessness of it, being trapped beneath him, used completely, marked in every possible way, sent a final shudder through her body.
She felt utterly owned. Utterly his.
When he finally pulled free, she whimpered at the loss. Her asshole felt tender and open, his cum already beginning to leak from the freshly stretched opening. 
Amir’s hand stroked her lower back, gentle now. “You okay?”
Rachel nodded weakly, though she wasn’t sure if okay covered whatever this new version of herself was becoming.






  
  Chapter thirteen

Astrange serenity overcame her as she walked into the house and closed the door. 
Someone had once said to her that you run out of fucks to give the older you get.
That’s what she felt like.
She was a sloppy, used mess. She’d declined using the bathroom at Amir’s place, something which still shocked her. She’d wanted the dirty feeling to linger. She’d wanted to carry him inside her for as long as her body would hold it.
She glanced at her phone. It was nearly one in the morning.
There were no trains humming downstairs. Ted was probably in the bedroom sleeping. She slipped off her shoes and jacket and lay them in a heap on the floor over her purse.
She mounted the stairs quietly and opened the door to the bathroom to slip inside.
“Hey.”
Ted’s quiet voice still startled her. She hadn’t been expecting it. She turned and saw him standing in the doorway to their bedroom. Naked. Completely naked with his cock dangling between his legs.
Her eyes widened. Why was he naked?
“What are you doing up?” she asked.
He tilted his head to one side. “What do you think? Waiting for you.”
Something unfamiliar scurried through her.
The air between them thickened with tension as they stared at each other. 
Ted’s gaze travelled down her body, taking in her rumpled clothing and her flushed skin.
He took a step forward. Then another. His bare feet whispered against the hardwood until he stood directly in front of her.
His hands rose to her shoulders. He leaned in, his nose brushing against her neck, and inhaled deeply.
The sound that escaped him, a low, guttural grunt, sent electricity sparking down her back.
He was smelling Amir on her. The sweat, the sex, the claim another man had staked on his wife’s body. The realization should have horrified her, but instead it lit something dark and hungry in her belly. Just as dirty as having Amir inside her ass.
“Ted,” she breathed.
His cock hung between them, and she reached down, wrapping her fingers around his shaft. The warmth of him pulsed against her palm. She stroked slowly, watching his face as his eyes fluttered closed.
“Do you want me to shower?” The question came out rougher than she intended. “I’m still dirty from him.”
His eyes snapped open. “No.”
The single word came out as a growl.
Her pussy clenched despite her multiple orgasms.
Ted’s reaction, his need to have her exactly as she was, ignited her all over again.
She squeezed him gently, feeling him thicken in her grip.
“Tell me what happened,” he said.
“It was—“ She swallowed, her hand working his length in slow, deliberate strokes. “Most of it was a blur.”
“Most of it.”
She nodded, her thumb brushing over the head of his cock. He jerked slightly, his grip on her shoulders tightening.
The words stuck in her throat. She’d crossed so many lines tonight, shattered so many boundaries, but admitting this one felt different.
“I let him—“ She paused, her hand still moving. She wondered if she should share this? How would he react? Would this be beyond the pale?
Ted’s breathing had grown ragged.
“I let him have my ass.”
The shudder that wracked through Ted’s body was violent. His cock went from half-hard to fully erect in her palm. His fingers dug into her shoulders as his hips thrust forward involuntarily.
“Fuck,” he hissed. “Are you fucking serious?”
She winced at the profanities. Ted rarely swore
She stared up at him, at the raw hunger blazing in his eyes. This man she’d lived with for twenty years, who she thought she knew inside and out, was a stranger. A stranger who was rock-hard at the thought of another man violating his wife in ways he’d never asked for himself.
“He came inside me,” she whispered, the confession spilling out before she could stop it. “I’m still full of him.”
Ted’s groan was agonized and desperate. He grabbed her wrist, stilling her hand on his cock.
She let him pull her forward, her legs unsteady beneath her. The soreness between her thighs screamed with every step, but the wetness gathering there told a different story. Ted was leading her to their bed, his cock jutting obscenely in front of him, and all she could think about was how badly she wanted him to take what Amir had already claimed.
To do her just as dirty.
Ted’s hands were everywhere, tugging at her blouse, yanking buttons free. One popped off and skittered across the floor. She fumbled with her own clothes, her fingers clumsy as she shoved her pants down her hips. The fabric caught on her thighs, still damp with dried sweat and other fluids. Ted pulled harder, stripping the material away until she stood naked before him.
He gripped her shoulders.
The shove came without warning. She stumbled forward and landed face-first on the mattress, her breath punching out of her lungs. The sheets smelled like lavender detergent, so clean and normal compared to the filth coating her skin.
“Ted, what are you…”
His hands landed on her ass cheeks, spreading them wide. The cool air hit her intimate places, and she gasped.
“What are you doing?” Her voice cracked.
“I want to see it.” His words came out thick, strangled. “I want to see what he did to you.”
Blood rushed to her face. The humiliation burned through her, mixing with something darker, something that made her pussy clench despite the soreness.
“Spread yourself for me.”
She couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. Her hands gripped the sheets.
“Rachel. Spread your ass for me. I want to see where he came.”
A whimper escaped her throat. Her hands trembled as she reached back, her fingers finding the soft flesh of her ass. She pulled, exposing herself completely. The vulnerability of the position, the depravity of showing her husband the evidence of another man’s claim, made her dizzy.
Ted’s finger traced her rim, circling the tender flesh. She flinched at the touch, still sensitive from Amir’s rough use.
“Jesus Christ,” he breathed.
“I was his anal princess.” The words came out in an unbidden whisper. “That’s what he called me. His anal princess. His black cock slut who needed his cock in her ass.”
Ted groaned, the sound animal and desperate.
The sound of his excitement urged her on. They’d never come close to ever being this dirty together. It was like having sex with another stranger.
“I begged him for it. Told him I needed it. Told him I was made for his cock.” She kept going, the shame and arousal twisting together until she couldn’t tell them apart. “I touched myself while he fucked my ass. I came with him inside me, filling me up.”
The mattress shifted as Ted climbed on behind her. His cock pressed against her ass, hot and hard, finding her back entrance. She felt the slickness there, the evidence of Amir still leaking from her body.
“Ted, I’m still…”
He pushed inside.
The stretch was immediate, the burn sharp despite Amir’s earlier preparation. She cried out as Ted’s cock forced its way in, Amir’s cum squelching obscenely around his shaft. The wet sounds filled the room, proof of her betrayal lubricating her husband’s incursion.
Ted gripped her hips and thrust deeper, uncaring of the mess. His balls slapped against her pussy as he bottomed out, his cock buried in the same hole Amir had claimed less than an hour ago.
“Fuck,” he grunted, pulling back only to slam in again. “You’re so fucking dirty.”
She was. She was filthy and used and completely his in this moment. The contradiction made her head spin. Her hand snaked between her legs and once again she found her clit with the tips of her fingers.
Ted fucked her harder, his rhythm brutal and desperate. She was his depraved wife. His whore. And she’d never felt more alive.
Ted’s rhythm settled into something slower and steadier. His thrusts lacked Amir’s frenzied urgency but carried a familiar weight. One she’d only ever felt between her legs.
The thickness of him stretched her in ways that made her breath catch. He was harder than she’d felt him in years, his cock rigid with need, and she could feel that desperation transmitted through every inch of him buried inside her.
Her fingers worked her clit in small circles as another mewl escaped her lips. The sound was high and breathy, almost girlish. Nothing like the guttural cries Amir had torn from her throat.
“Say it again.” Ted’s voice came rough above her.
She turned her face into the sheets, shame heating her cheeks even as arousal pooled between her legs.
“Rachel. Say it.”
“I was his anal princess,” she whispered.
Ted’s cock jerked inside her. His grip on her hips tightened.
“All of it.”
Her fingers pressed harder against her clit. The words spilled out easier this time, lubricated by the depravity of everything they’d already done. “His black cock slut.”
The groan that rumbled through Ted’s chest vibrated through her body. She felt him swell even harder, if that was possible.
A wicked smile curved her lips as she processed what was happening. Her husband was getting harder at the thought of her degradation. At the filthy names another man had called her while using her body.
She loved it.
The realization bloomed through her consciousness like a dark flower. She loved that two different men had fucked her in one evening. Loved the contrast between them. Loved the way Amir had dominated and claimed her, and loved the way Ted was now reclaiming what was his. The duality made her dizzy.
Her orgasm built differently this time. Not the sharp, explosive release Amir had wrung from her body through force and filth.
This was gentler, slower. Heat gathered low in her belly and spread outward in expanding circles. Her fingers kept their steady rhythm as the sensation intensified, rolling through her like waves lapping at a shore. Each one slightly stronger than the last until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the next began.
“Oh god,” she breathed.
Ted’s thrusts grew erratic, his control slipping. She could feel him chasing his release, his cock driving deep into her ass with mounting desperation. The wet sounds continued, obscene and perfect, Amir’s cum still coating her insides and making everything slick.
The orgasm crested and her smile widened. Her whole body flushed with warmth as the pleasure cascaded through her in gentle, rolling waves. Nothing violent or shattering. Just heat and satisfaction and the knowledge that she was completely, thoroughly used.
Ted groaned her name as he came. She felt the pulse of him, the hot spurts filling her already-full ass. His seed mingled with Amir’s inside her body, the two men mixing together in the most intimate violation imaginable.
The thought made her shudder with aftershocks.
Ted collapsed against her back, his weight pressing her into the mattress. His cock still twitched inside her as the last tremors worked through him. They lay there, breathing hard, their skin slick with sweat.
Rachel’s smile lingered. Her body ached in a dozen different places. Her ass burned from the double penetration. Dried cum coated her thighs and leaked from inside her. She was a mess of fluids and shame and satisfaction.
She’d never felt more satisfied in her life.






  
  Chapter fourteen

Rachel laughed at Arnelle’s stunned expression, then took a sip of her drink through the straw. 
She still couldn’t really believe she’d spilled the beans about what had happened with Amir, then Ted. She’d just had this desperate need to get it off her chest. To share it with someone she knew could keep a secret.
“Honey colour me impressed,” Arnelle said, picking up her drink.
“So how do you feel about it?” Arnelle leaned forward, her eyes curious but kind. “Really feel, I mean.”
Rachel swirled her straw through the ice at the bottom of her glass. “Mixed. It’s...complicated.”
“Everything’s complicated when you think about it too much.”
“I know, but...” Rachel traced a finger along the condensation on the glass. “It still feels wrong sometimes. Even though Ted clearly got something out of it. I get these moments where I panic, thinking about how badly it could have gone. How it could have destroyed everything.”
Arnelle reached across the table and squeezed her hand. “But it didn’t.”
“No.”
“So stop torturing yourself with what-ifs.” Arnelle sat back. “You both wanted it. You both got off on it. That’s all that matters.”
Rachel exhaled slowly. The weight on her chest loosened just a fraction. “You’re right.”
“I usually am.”
A smile tugged at Rachel’s lips despite herself. She picked up her drink again, then set it down. “He can’t keep his hands off me.”
“Ted?”
“Yeah.” Rachel felt heat creep up her neck. “Since that night. It’s like something switched on in him. He’s... different.”
Arnelle grinned wickedly. “Different how?”
“Just... more.” Rachel shook her head, laughing softly. “I don’t know how to explain it. More present. More demanding. More everything.”
“Honey, that’s called your husband finally waking up to what he’s got.”
They raised their glasses together, the clink cutting through the din of the bar. Rachel felt the tension drain from her shoulders as she took another sip.
“There’s Tanya,” Arnelle said, nodding towards the door.
Tanya carved through the crowd, her curves wrapped in a fitted burgundy dress that drew stares from half the men at the bar. Her dark hair fell in waves past her shoulders, and her hips swayed with each step. She slid into the booth beside Arnelle, setting her clutch on the table.
“What did I miss?”
Rachel and Arnelle exchanged a quick glance. Rachel shook her head. “Not much.”
“Oh, that’s not fair.” Tanya leaned forward, eyes bright. “You two always start without me.”
Arnelle smirked into her glass. “Rachel had a fling with a guy named Amir.”
“Arnie!” Rachel swatted at her arm, laughing despite herself.
Tanya’s eyes went wide. “Wait, what? Rachel?”
“It’s complicated,” Rachel said.
“I want details.” Tanya grabbed Rachel’s wrist. “All of them.”
Arnelle tilted her head, studying Tanya’s face. “You’re looking a little flushed there, honey. Do you have something to share with the group?”
Tanya pulled back, her cheeks darkening. “No.”
“Liar.”
“I don’t…” Tanya pressed her palms flat on the table. “Okay, fine. But I feel horrible about this.”
Rachel leaned in. “About what?”
“My tutoring student.” Tanya’s voice dropped. “He’s twenty-one and I can’t keep my eyes off him and it’s all because of your stupid story, Arnie, and now this thing with Rachel! How is this supposed to help me?”
Arnelle’s grin widened. “What’s he like?”
“He’s just...” Tanya waved a hand. “A typical college kid. Plays baseball. Wears those tight shirts that show off his shoulders. He’s gone through three tutors already and he’s still failing English.”
“Maybe,” Arnelle said slowly, “the other tutors weren’t using the right kind of motivation?” she asked, her eyes falling to Tanya’s breasts.
Tanya’s mouth fell open. “I’m not…that’s not…”
“What?” Arnelle shrugged. “I’m just saying some students need a different approach.”
“He needs to pass English,” Tanya said firmly. “That’s what I’m there for.”
Rachel bit her lip, trying not to smile. “When do you see him next?”
“Tomorrow afternoon.” Tanya buried her face in her hands. “At his apartment because his roommate moved out and he says it’s quieter there.”
“His apartment,” Arnelle repeated. “Alone.”
“Stop it.” Tanya’s voice came out muffled through her fingers. “You’re making it worse.”
“I’m not making anything worse. You walked in here already halfway there.”
Tanya lifted her head, her face scarlet. “I’m forty-three years old. He’s a kid.”
“He’s twenty-one,” Rachel said quietly. “That’s not a kid.”
“But it’s wrong.”
Arnelle reached over and squeezed Tanya’s shoulder. “Only if you make it wrong. If he’s interested, if you’re interested, and nobody’s getting hurt...”
“My husband might disagree.”
“Does he know?”
“Know what? That I get wet every time this boy leans over my shoulder to look at his essay?” Tanya grabbed Rachel’s abandoned glass and drained what was left. “No, he doesn’t know.”
Arnelle shrugged. “Maybe you should tell him?”
Tanya shook her head and let out a small laugh. “I shouldn’t have come here. I should have stayed at home and read the bible or something. I knew I shouldn’t have come here.
Rachel felt a flutter of recognition in her chest. That same guilt, that same hunger. “What’s his name?”
“Kaden.” Tanya said it softly, like the word itself might give her away. “His name is Kaden.”
Arnelle signalled the waiter for another round. “Well then. I think we all need another drink.”
END OF PART TWO
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