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      The view out the hotel room window showed the twinkling night time lights of downtown Philly, almost ten at night on a Friday. Flashing, blinking; up north toward Brewerytown she could see the lit globes of a Chinese Lantern festival, and right across the street from her hotel room there was a live jazz show on a rooftop deck about forty feet below.

      A small, tinny voice behind her: “Show me what you’re going to wear...”

      It was cool out tonight, breezy, and she wondered how the rooftop patrons could stand the weather, but figured they must be there for the good music. It was a trio; a man on a stool playing a shining steel guitar, another man on drums, and the third swaying with a gleaming saxophone. She wished she could open the windows to listen, but she was on the seventh floor of the modernized Ritz-Carlton and they were just glass set in steel frames.

      She turned, arms folded, and regarded the phone propped up near the foot of her bed, leaning against her purse.

      “If I go out,” she said.

      “If you go out, Sara,” Craig said, his anxious but smiling face filling the screen of her phone, her husband at home alone in their apartment all the way out in Los Angeles.

      “I bought something today,” she said.

      He said, “Show me...”

      “I think I’m crazy, Craig,” she said, going across the foot of the bed to the room’s walk-in closet, bringing down the dress she’d bought at a downtown boutique this morning.

      The thin voice of her husband from her phone: “Why?”

      She came out with the dress, still in its cling film from the store, pulling it free and getting in front of her phone’s camera, holding it up by the wooden hanger so her husband could see. “It was really expensive.”

      “How much?” he asked, squinting, leaning closer to his phone’s screen.

      “Don’t ask,” she said, running her hand under the material so it would shine under the lights. It was a tiny, stretchy, clingy bit of fabric; a hard-to-describe color that the sales girl called coral—somewhere between a hot-pink and a red. It was vibrant with a capital ‘V.’

      “Sheez,” Craig said, “it looks tiny.”

      “There’s not much to it, is there?” she laughed. “I don’t know why it cost so much.”

      Craig said, “You’re going to look so hot.”

      “You think so?” she said, but already knowing how it looked. She’d wowed herself in the dressing room. The fabric had clung to her slender frame like a tight sleeve.
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      Craig cleared his throat, asked her: “Can you get dressed for me?”

      On the other side of the country he watched his wife on the screen of his iPad as she stuck a hip out and smirked, her eyes narrowed on her phone’s camera.

      “Do it,” he said. “Let me see what you look like in that beautiful little dress.”

      “You want to see what I’ll look like if I’m crazy enough to do this thing?”

      “You know I do.”

      “I can show you,” she said, pretending to consider it.

      Now he watched her undress. She was in Philly for a business meeting, but she’d been out during the afternoon (apparently getting a slinky dress to wear), and relaxing around her hotel room she wore her comfortable lounging clothes; a tight black top with a low scoop neck and black leggings. Her hair was done, shining gold, and he wondered if she’d gone to a salon today. No makeup yet because she hadn’t decided if she would do this thing or not.

      Sara eyed the camera with a serious expression but the slightest smirk tugged to on one side. She grunted a sound of resigned action: she would undress for her husband.

      He watched her pull the tight ’T’ up over her head. For the sake of comfort she wore no bra, and her breasts swayed from side to side as she tossed the shirt to the bed somewhere near her phone. It had been almost six months now they hadn’t gone away somewhere sunny, and her skin was pale and creamy, her nipples a rose petal pink, slightly puffed, and he took it as a sign this aroused her. And if she were aroused undressing for her husband to show him the clothes she might wear out tonight on a date with another man it seemed like a good sign she may go through with it.

      Now her long graceful hands slipped under the waistband of her leggings, working back and forth over her flat stomach before pushing them down her thighs. Knees lifting one at a time, she stepped out and stood before him naked.

      “Wait,” he said, frowning, taking his iPad and bringing it closer, looking between his wife’s legs. “Did you shave your pussy?”

      She made a light chuckle, one hand coming down to smooth over her mound. “Huh, yeah,” she said. “Waxed.”

      “Waxed?... Where?”

      “A salon here in the city. Hair, nails, and a wax.”

      He was mesmerized by the movement of her hand over her own sex, back and forth, giving him faint peeks at her new baldness.

      “Pedicure?” he mumbled, hypnotized.

      Sara put a foot up on the bed, her pale pink painted toes very near the camera. The nails shone with gloss. “I was there almost two hours,” she said.

      “You know you’re going to do this.”

      She laughed, brought her foot down, hands gathered between her legs, tossing her silky hair around her shoulders. “If I do I wanted to be ready, Craig.”

      “You’re really going to...”

      “Maybe,” she whispered, then brightening, added: “But, wow, going to the salon knowing what I intended was, I don’t know...”

      “Exciting.”

      “Yeah, for sure,” she said.

      “It is,” he agreed. “So exciting I can’t stand it. The idea you went and groomed yourself—”

      “For another man...”

      “Let me see between your legs, Sara...”

      She stepped a little closer to the foot of the bed, nearer to the phone’s camera, and slowly opened her hands, showing him her bare mound, just a soft curve of flesh with a dimpled stripe down the center in a dry rose color.

      “Come closer,” he said.

      “Pervert,” she laughed, but she bent to pick up her phone, the camera spinning all around her hotel room for a moment before focusing again. Now the screen of his iPad was filled with a close up view of between her legs, a full frame shot of her pussy, her hand coming in and stroking herself, then two fingers spreading a ‘V’ to part her petals slightly for him. Her wedding ring winked at him.

      “There,” she said. “Pretty bald.”

      “Beautiful,” he said. She’d shaved before but never waxed and he could see the difference.
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      With her phone up to her face now, away from her lady parts, she touched the screen to show Craig at home rather than what Craig was seeing. Her husband’s expression was worried, weathered. She asked: “You sure about this?”

      “I am.”

      “You liked what I just showed you?”

      “So much, Sara.”

      “Did it make you hard?”

      “Oh, yeah,” he laughed.

      “Show me.”

      “You want to see?”

      “Prove you’re into this...”

      “You know I am, you really know I am,” he said as he moved around, shoulders going high and one elbow poking out. She heard his zipper. Now he showed her, taking his iPad and angling it down to display his erection poking straight out of the fly of his black pants. With one thumb along its top side, he aimed it straight up to their ceiling.

      She said, “You’re really sure about this...”

      “I am,” he said, “it’s not just dirty talk.”

      She said, “No backing out, Craig. Once I get in his car...”

      “I’m not going to back out.”

      They were both silent a long while watching each other on their screens and not saying anything. She couldn’t believe Craig really wanted this. Saying smutty things when you were naked in bed was one thing...

      Craig broke the silence. “Are you scared?”

      “Of course I’m scared,” she said, pulling her hair back from her face and feeling heat go over her shoulders and up her cheeks. “Of course I am, Craig.”

      “You don’t have to do it.”

      “I know I don’t.”

      “But you want to, don’t you?...”

      “I don’t know...”

      “Tell me. It’s not bad if you want this... Trust me, I want to know...”

      “I told you I don’t know.”

      “Think about it.”

      She chuckled. “I’m here, aren’t I?”

      “You’re there on business.”

      She offered: “I waxed my pussy.”

      “That’s the easy part.”

      “Huh,” she scoffed, “you try getting waxed...”

      “You know what I mean. Preparing to do it is easy and now comes the hard part.”

      “It was fun getting prepared, as you say.” She paused, looking away and out the windows at the nighttime skyline. She was standing naked, holding her phone between her breasts, discussing the wildest thing ever a wife could discuss with her husband. She sighed. “You think I’m going to chicken out?”

      He smiled warmly at her, provoking a tickle of warmth in her stomach. “I hope you don’t.”

      She smiled too. “Hey, watch me get dressed...”
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      With the phone back on her bed, leaning against something, he watched his naked wife now with her slinky dress, two arms out in front of her, elegant hands clutching the thing into an oval loop and stepping one of her long legs through. Then the other one, standing in it now, bending over, long blond hair swishing and snapping. She pulled the dress up her body, hips see-sawing, fabric clinging to her lithe frame. It had a built in bustier and she wiggled it into place, then scooped a breast up with each hand and plumped them into the cups.

      She presented herself, expression sheepish, but her figure a full and flawless woman. Hands on her waist, hip-cocked, she raised an eyebrow, waiting to hear from him...

      She cleared her throat, said “Well?...”

      “I’m... I’m speechless, Sara. I am. Look at you, you’re so incredible. That dress is...”

      “You like it?”

      “I do... it’s... it leaves nothing to the imagination.”

      “No, it doesn’t,” she said, chin tucked down, eyes going over her own body.

      He said, “He’s going to love it.”

      “He better.”

      “With that dress on, he’s going to know what you want.”

      She groaned and chuckled, rubbed her forehead, hair spilling around to cover her face. “It’s so obvious.”

      It was exciting to say it out loud, to put in words they both could hear that she might be with another man tonight. He chuckled seeing her uncomfortable, but not backing out yet, still committing to going just a little further. The preparation was fun, she’d said, so he told her: “Don’t wear panties.”

      “Right, Craig, I won’t wear panties,” she said sarcastically.

      “Don’t wear them, Sara. Think about it, being with him in that tight dress, it would be so easy to flash him something...”

      Sara smiled, put her thumbnail between her teeth, eyes unfocused and turned away: the picture of his wife thinking something naughty. “Really?”

      “Really. Flash me right now. Bend over like you dropped something.”

      “Whoa, Craig,” she laughed, but didn’t say no. Now her hands smoothed her thighs, finding the height of the very short skirt.

      “Bend over and I’ll tell you what he’d see...”

      The thumb went back between her teeth, her smile wide. She turned in place, hands smoothing over her rump, tracing the hem of the skirt. Then she bent forward as if retrieving something off the floor. The movement was quick; shy but naughty, and she jumped up immediately and turned back. But in that brief second his wife had flashed her waxed pussy; a soft creamy pad and a wriggled pink slit.

      “Did you see it?” she asked, then covered her mouth with a hand.

      “I saw it,” he said.

      “Oh, my God,” she groaned, hand curling over her forehead like she tested for a fever. “Can you imagine if I didn’t wear them?”

      “I dare you not to.”

      “Oh God” she sighed, rolling her eyes up. “I’ll think about it.”

      They were quiet again, him sitting in their living room, her with one hip down on the foot of her hotel bed, index finger tapping against her bottom row of teeth. He watched her in profile, so in love with her. He said, “This is so crazy, huh?”

      “It was your idea.”

      “You didn’t say no.”

      She smiled again, said, “I’m here because you want me to.”

      “You’re there on business.”

      “I could have flown home this afternoon. There’s a good chance I’m going to go out tonight in a tight dress and no panties because you want me to.”

      “Part of you isn’t curious?”

      “Curious? Sure. Yes, baby, I’m curious.”

      “I like that.”

      “Do you?”

      “I like it a lot. It’s the best part.”

      “The best part, but you don’t want to leave it at that, do you?”

      “No.”

      “I’m curious, okay? I’m curious what it would be like with another man. Another man like him.”

      “You think you would like it?”

      She bit her lower lip, rolled her eyes up, groaning and leaning out of the view of the camera.

      “Sara, come on,” he laughed.

      When she came back in view, she changed the subject: “Show me your dick again.”

      He laughed at her, but obliged. His cock was still out, poking straight out of his fly, and he angled the iPad so she would see it.

      When he put the iPad back, he said, “Okay?”

      She said, “Don’t come. If I go out, I don’t want you to play with it.”

      “You think I can’t come ten times tonight? You want me to save it?”

      “Ten times, huh? That’s how hot I am?”

      “That’s how hot you are.”

      “What if I forbid it?”

      “I’m a liar.”

      She laughed brightly, then slunk into a pout. “You’ll jerk off and lie to me?”

      “I won’t.”

      “But I would never know.”

      “I won’t, though.”

      She considered it now, frowning, surmising him through narrowed eyes. “I don’t know what I want yet,” she said.

      He told her: “I’ll do whatever you want.”

      “You better, because I’m doing what you want.”

      “Don’t forget that curious part of you,” he reminded her.

      “Yeah,” she sighed, biting her thumbnail again. “Babe?” she prompted, looking at the camera, “What if I come ten times tonight? Will you be mad?”

      His stomach did a flip-flop and he grunted, insides flinching, wondering if she’d asked that to provoke a reaction in him or if she was asking seriously. He shook his head no, biting hard on his lower lip.

      “Are you sure?”

      “I am.”

      “Promise me.”

      He took a deep breath, said, “I promise I won’t be mad.”

      She pushed her mouth to one side, said, “If...?”

      “Babe, I promise I won’t be mad no matter what you do tonight.”

      “I can do anything?”

      “You can do anything.”

      She smiled, bit her lower lip. “Can I do everything?”

      Now he laughed loud, his shy wife definitely putting on an act for him. He composed himself, acted serious. “You can do everything.”

      She said, “Can I suck his cock?”

      “Oh, God,” he groaned and clutched his stomach.

      “That’s a yes, I think,” she laughed.

      “That’s a yes.”

      “Um,” she hummed, contemplating, saying then: “Can I let him go down on my pussy?”

      “Hoo, I hope so.”

      “And he can fuck me?”

      He smiled wanly, looking in her eyes. “You know that’s what I want.”

      Her expression was blank a while as they watched each other. A smile darted again, and she said, “Can he fuck my ass?”

      “Oh God,” he moaned, “you’re killing me.”

      She laughed her natural honest laugh, the one he fell in love with, the curve of her bosom shaking in her tight, flimsy, but expensive coral pink dress. Seeing her laugh brought it out of him and soon they were both going at it until they had to wipe their eyes.

      Sara composed herself then, cleared her throat, said, “I don’t think we’ll do anal.”

      He sighed, watching her beautiful face. “I love you, Sara.”

      “I love you, too, baby.”

      “Why won’t you do anal? You save your booty for me?”

      “Yeah, and...”

      “And what?”

      “He’s probably got a pretty big dick.”

      “God, baby. You think about that?”

      “Of course.”

      “You think he’ll be big?” His stomach began its fluttering again.

      “He’s black. He’s an athlete.”

      “Athletes have big dicks?”

      “That’s what we used to say in college. High testosterone. You can’t play at the elite level of pro football with a little dick, it’s like a fact that everyone knows.”

      “No, it’s not. Who says that?”

      “All my friends.”

      “Shit, Sara. You guys don’t talk about that.”

      “Not every day,” she said, “but it comes up every once in a while.”

      “Tell me more,” he said, voice tight, throat constricted.

      “I can’t, baby, not now,” she said.

      “Why not?”

      “His plane is probably coming in at PHL right now. I have to put on my makeup, get ready. If you still want me to do this...”

      “Okay,” he said, hand gripping his cock. “Okay, get ready. You call me, right? Let me listen in...”

      “We’ll see,” she laughed, reaching for her phone.

      The screen swiped a blur around her room, and he called out to her.

      When the screen stilled again, it was on her smiling face. She said, “Yes, Craig. Like we said. I’ll call you when I’m in the lobby.”

      “Okay,” he sighed with a little relieved laugh. “I love you.”

      “I love you,” she said in return then hung up.

      He stared around the room, empty with his beautiful wife so far away. He pushed his cock back inside his pants and zipped up, staring out the apartment window. He couldn’t believe they’d come this far.
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      This was the craziest thing she’d done in her whole life, without a doubt. Now she was trotting down the hotel corridor, six-inch heels clicking on the marble floors. Not used to such high heels, she was wobbly, walking like a newborn foal, her long legs turned in, taking short steps on her toes.

      Her legs were waxed today, done professionally at a salon after her meeting; she even had them wax between her legs. Not something she usually let someone else do. In the smoky mirrors that lined the corridor, she saw the gleam on her toned legs; could see the glint of gold on the little chain she wore around her thin right ankle. Her dress was short, way too short. Craig said don’t wear panties...

      “Holy shit,” she sighed, feeling self-conscious even though she was alone in the hallway, reaching down and tugging at the skirt, feeling like it was riding up. Anybody could see what she had waxed today if she wasn’t careful. Over the hot-pink dress she wore a short little leather jacket. It wasn’t cold out today, seventy degrees, but it was nighttime. The Gucci purse slung over one shoulder banged against her hip as she learned to walk on too-high heels.

      When this started, she thought Craig was joking. That was two years ago. It entered their sex life via dirty talk. She would tell him stories while they made love about men she’d been with and what they did to her; tell him about guys that turned her on from work or ones she met at the gym. All fantasy. And now two years later look what she was doing.

      She wasn’t doing it yet. There was still time to back out.

      She worked as an entertainment lawyer, handling relationships between brands and celebrities, but working in the periphery as a junior. Last month she was assigned a task with a sports agent, and she’d begun talking to DeMarcus Johnson, pro linebacker on the Philadelphia team. Work was done now, they already had their work engagement severed, but DeMarcus still had her number. When he texted again one night outside of work obligations, she told Craig. And that’s what got the ball rolling.

      After a month of texts building in innuendo, three days ago she texted him, said she would be in Philadelphia this Friday. She had a meeting with some baseball executives, working third down now, underneath Jeff Flowers the man who ran the company. DeMarcus said he couldn’t wait to see her. He wasn’t even going to be in Philadelphia that day—he was out playing a game in Jacksonville—but said he was coming back to his place late Friday, if she still wanted to meet.

      When you were going to meet a pro football player at ten o’clock at night, and you were a married woman—and he knew you were a married woman—there was only one thing that was going to happen. Given all the innuendo that they threw at each other leading up to this, it was pretty clear: tonight was a hookup. She hadn’t had a hookup since college. She was a happily married woman now. But the more Craig built this up in her head, the more power it began to have over her. And now here she was in a short skirt, strutting as best she could in the highest heels she’d ever worn, getting on the elevator that would take her down to the lobby, out to the vestibule where she would wait for DeMarcus Johnson to show up and pick her up to take her to his apartment...
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      Sitting in a leather recliner by the window that looked out over the hazy, smoggy city, the iPad sat in his lap and he was desperate to hear from her again. This was a big mistake. It was a big mistake, but he was going to make it.

      Was it a mistake?

      Shit, he’d always wanted it. Wanted it bad. Now it was here. He couldn’t wait to hear from her. The feeling was electric. He kept chewing on his lip, and every time he caught himself doing it, he brought a frigid glass of Jack back to wet his mouth. It felt like his heartbeat was in his throat...

      When the phone rang his legs jumped and tossed the iPad off his lap but he caught it before it landed again. His thumb scrambled to answer the incoming call.

      “Yeah?

      Sara’s distant voice: “Hey, baby.”

      “Hey, baby,” he babbled, voice rushed and breathy, “what’s going on?”

      “I’m going out.”

      “You’re out of the hotel room?”

      “I’m in the lobby.”

      He held a fist over his heart and for the first time tonight contemplated ending it here. “You’re really going to do it?”

      “I told you I’m in the lobby. Any second now he’s going to pull up out front. You’re serious about this?”

      “I told you I wouldn’t change my mind.”

      “Okay. I’m standing here in the lobby...”

      She went silent, and he waited, the moment drawing out unbearable. “Sara? Sara?...”

      “Hold on,” she said, her voice distant from the mic.

      “What is it?...”

      He had to wait a moment before she came back. “Sorry, I was just checking to see if there was anyone around.”

      “Why?”

      “Because I was going to say, I’m standing here in the lobby, I’m in the vestibule now, but I’ve got this tight little dress on and I’m not wearing any panties...”

      “Ho, my gosh. You really didn’t put any panties on?”

      “You know whose fault that is?”

      “You’re blaming me?”

      “You told me to,” she laughed and he loved the sound of it.

      “You going to do everything I tell you?”

      “It sure looks like it, doesn’t it?”

      He groaned with inexplicably pleasurable hurting. “You’re so hot.”

      She said, “I love you.”

      “I love you, too, Sara. So much.”

      “Wait, wait,” she whispered. “There’s a car coming.”

      “You think it’s him?”

      “I don’t know, just hold on...”

      He was practically bouncing up and down in the seat as he waited. He could picture the front of the hotel, he’d checked it on Google View, looking to see what the place was like. Tall glass windows, steel frames, right in the heart of the city. There was an extended metal awning dotted with about a hundred bulbs that extended over the U-shaped drive inset from the city street, a place where vehicles could pull in, for VIPs and taxis and drop-offs. She would be standing in the glass vestibule, watching and waiting. It was ten o’clock in Philadelphia. Ten o’clock in a whole different city and his wife was there without him. And she was going to do something terrible. If everything went right, she would do something awful. His heart started fluttering again, and he said into his phone: “Sara?...”

      There was no answer for an agonizing moment, then: “Hold on, I really do think it’s him...”

      “What kind of car is it?”

      “It’s like a limo.”

      “Did he say what he was coming in?”

      “No, but now that I think about it, he said someone was picking him up from the airport, that he wouldn’t be driving...”

      “Is it an airport limo?”

      “What’s that?” she asked like she wasn’t even paying attention to him.

      “You know what an airport limo is, come on...”

      “What? Yeah, uh, no, it’s not an airport limo. It’s like a regular limo.”

      “What kind—a Mercedes or something?”

      “You request the strangest details.”

      “Well, I can’t see anything,” he said, voice rising with frustration, “I’m sitting in our living room.”

      “Sorry. No, it looks like... I don’t know, a Cadillac or something. It’s black, stretched...”

      “Do you think it’s him?”

      “Hold on,” she said. “Someone’s getting out...”

      “Is it him?...”

      “I said hold on.”

      He waited, listening, and could hear her breathing rapidly, a breathy sort of sound against the microphone on her phone.

      She said, “Somebody’s coming... it’s the driver. It looks like he’s coming right here... I’ll put my phone in the purse, are you ready?”

      “We’re really doing this?”

      Now her voice raised to the brink of shrill. “What do you mean are we really doing this?—are you asking me or telling me?”

      “I’m telling you. I am definitely telling you.”

      “Yes, we’re definitely doing this.”

      “Definitely?”

      She didn’t answer him. Now all he could hear was a scuffling sound against the microphone as if it had been dropped into her purse. On the screen of his iPad was a dim grainy field of gray, her phone’s camera facing down. He refrained from shouting her name in case someone heard his tinny little voice coming out of her Gucci bag—but he listened, he listened hard. He could hear a man’s voice now, saying hello. Then some mumbling from the man in a deep voice, but it sounded like an older person, a white one.

      Sara’s voice: “Oh, okay, yes that’s me.”

      It was her? The man had been sent to get her.

      His ear was pressed to the phone so hard it hurt. He could hear her clicking heels, tried to picture what his amazing wife looked like right now. That was a new dress she bought, one that he hadn’t seen her in before except for on the screen of his iPad. What kind of heels did she wear? God, he could picture her legs. Picture her legs strutting across the pavement toward another man’s limo...
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      The limo driver was polite, cordial; a man in his fifties with gray hair under his official peaked cap. He walked ahead of her and to the side, leading the way to the car door then reaching ahead and opening it for her saying Ma’am, and she thanked him, then stooped, keeping her knees together, looking in the back seat of the limousine.

      There he was. The man she’d come here to meet. DeMarcus Johnson. Pro football player, linebacker, twenty-five-year-old super athlete who stood six-foot-five, weighed somewhere just under three-hundred pounds. He was black-skinned—very black—and in the dark of the limousine’s cabin, she could barely see him. He wore black clothes, too, some cotton pants and a black zip-up sweater.

      He said, “Ay, we finally meet.”

      His voice was deep. Frighteningly deep. Rumbling with bass. She said, “Yes, we finally meet,” and the contrast of the two voices together was amusing: hers was light, soft, and feminine, a breathy airy sound next to his that sounded hard as stone.

      “You gettin’ in?”

      She smiled, letting him see her teeth. He smiled too, and she stepped a high heel in, then he put out a hand to help her, a hand that had to be about three times the size of her own, fingers as long as her whole hand. He closed his grip around hers and she squeezed his thumb as she pulled herself in to sit on the soft leather bench next to him.

      “Let me look at you,” he said.

      “Who me?” she said, bashfully, surprising herself at the flirtatious sound in her voice. There was something about his dark masculinity that encouraged it from her.

      “Look at those legs,” he said, and she sat back sideways on the bench, tilting them towards him so their knees almost touched. He said, “How tall are you?”

      She said, “How tall are you?”

      “Six-five.”

      “Five-seven,” she said. “You want to know much I weigh?”

      “Let me guess.”

      “You work at the carnival?”

      “How about this?—when you get back to my place let me lift you, then I tell you.”

      She smiled, his forwardness erasing a lot of her already waning confidence. And all she could think right now is that she sure hoped Craig could hear this on the phone in her purse. And it occurred to her that what Craig’s connection was what this was all about. So she took her purse now, unwound the strap, put it on the floor, and in doing so, snapped open the top, so nothing would impede the sounds of their voices.

      She said, “Look at your legs,” nudging with her knees that were like two pale points against his tree trunks. He just sat there and smiled at her, a black silhouette against the black interior shapes.

      The driver was in now, putting the limo in drive and they eased out of the circle and onto the city street.

      “Where do you live?” she said.

      “Penthouse condo on Locust. The Ariel. I got the whole top floor in the tower.”

      “Sounds nice,” she said, chewing her cheek.

      “It is, it is,” he said, watching her, one elbow up on the burled walnut lip of the door. “You funny, girl.”

      “You think I’m funny?”

      “I like talking to you, but now we face to face, you gotta relax.”

      “I like talking to you, too. And I’m pretty relaxed,” she said.

      “How was business?”

      “My meeting? Fine.”

      “That about all you want to say about business?”

      “It is,” she laughed. “I’m not on the clock anymore, I only want to talk about things that are fun.”

      “I’m fun,” he said.

      “I’m sure you are,” she said.

      “And you look like you a lot of fun,” he said, eyes doing a lazy up-and-down line on her bare legs, the skirt right up to her crotch. If her legs weren’t tight together, this man would see her most private thing.

      She said, “Some people say I am.”

      “How ‘bout your husband? He say that?”

      She grimaced and shrugged her shoulders. There. It was out now. Yes, she was married, and yes, she was in a limo with a wealthy, famous athlete. There was no illusion about what this was. No way to make it nice.

      “You want a drink?”

      “I don’t drink,” she said.

      “Mind if I do?” he said, but was already leaning forward.

      “What’s your poison?” she asked.

      He flipped down a table at their knees. There was a bar behind it with crystal decanters, and he poured himself amber liquid from a decanter into what looked like a crystal glass.

      “What’s that?”

      “Cognac.” He knocked it back. She could see him in the light now that he leaned forward. He was very dark, his skin almost flawlessly smooth. His thick black hair was slicked back, done in rows, with small tufts at the back bound with wooden beads the size of marbles.

      “How far is it?”

      “You sure eager,” he said and laughed—his laugh was a baritone and it filled the limousine cabin.

      “You have a deep voice.”

      He slipped himself a little closer, right arm sliding over the back of the leather bench, coming behind her. He said, “One minute you eager, next minute you tryin’ to change the subject.”

      “I’m eager enough,” she said.

      “Prove it.”

      His face was so close to hers now, and he towered over top of her. It was like sitting in proximity to a grizzly bear. He dwarfed her—and she kind of liked it.

      She settled her side into the back of the leather bench, tilted her head up and he put his mouth over hers. His mouth was big, his lips soft; she closed her eyes felt his tongue push past her lips, not wanting to take things too slow. This was it, Craig. The ball was rolling now. It took a lot to get her in this seat and she never would have found her way on her own. So her husband better be committed to this because at this point there was no turning back. And in her heart, that motor of curiosity was spooling up, revving. What would it be like to be with a man like DeMarcus? She was going to find out.

      The kiss was deep, lurid, obvious, but it didn’t last long, just a few heartbeats, a few breaths, feeling each other out. When they separated, she met his gaze. She smiled, said, “So that’s what cognac tastes like.”
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      It was only a few minutes that Sara was in the limousine before he could hear sounds that he was sure was his wife and a famous athlete making out. He could hear the motor noise, the rustle of things as her purse jostled in the vehicle. But over top of it was the sickly sound of wet mouth noises. Sucking noises. And he listened intently, feet on the floor, swiveling the chair back and forth in quick crescents. The sounds were driving him mad.

      They weren’t talking, so the fact that those wet suction sounds were kissing wasn’t hard to believe. Boy, she just jumped right into it. Craig, I’m not sure anything is going to happen tonight... Two minutes she’s in the back of the limousine and she’s making out with the guy?

      He groaned, scratched his stomach, strained harder to hear. He could hear them breathing now, he was sure of it. The breaths coming faster, scoring through their nostrils as their heart rates probably quickened. There really was no turning back now. He couldn’t just whisper in her ear, Okay let’s break it off here, I’ve got what I came for, now I know. The fact that he couldn’t stop it was maybe the most exciting thing. It was underway.

      But it occurred to him he could shout through the phone. Shout and shout until DeMarcus asked her what the hell was happening in her purse. Maybe that would stop them. Or maybe while she made out with him, she would just bring her high heel shoe down and crush the purse, close it over and shut him up.

      The feeling was ten times more intense than he’d ever anticipated. All the pleasure he had thinking of her with another man, a man like DeMarcus, was there inside him—that familiar excited feeling—but now that it was really happening, the scale was enormous. It was like he practiced skiing down neighborhood hills, but now he was hurtling breakneck speed down a black diamond trail you had to use a helicopter to reach. His own breath came shaky and heavy.

      There were more sounds now, fabric sounds this time. Fabric pressing fabric. He could hear a zipper being drawn down, could hear the jingle, maybe the metallic tab of the zipper, something like an article of clothing being removed and tossed aside. Then the kissing sounds resumed, and he heard his wife say, “You’re so huge.”

      He jolted in his chair, the first thought he had was that she’d put her hand in his pants. His wife put her hand down another man’s pants and was saying how huge he was!

      But as her kissing resumed, he began to think she meant the size of his body. And then she said, “I can barely get my arms around you.” And that was really just as bad. She was going to at some point probably put her hand in the guy’s pants. And yes, most likely the guy would have a pretty big penis. But the fact that she was trying to put her arms around him and admired the fact that his body was so large she couldn’t quite get them around him had excited him in a way he hadn’t anticipated. Did Sara like big guys? He wasn’t a big guy. He was a normal size guy. A normal size guy with a pretty good body; one who went to the gym three times a week and watched what he ate. But he wasn’t a big guy—not in the way a man like DeMarcus was.
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      She’d never been with a big guy before. At least not as big as DeMarcus. Muscular guys, sure, even dated a bodybuilder for a few months back in college. That guy was probably about two-hundred pounds, with a huge chest and shoulders. He had a beautiful body. But he wasn’t six-foot-five, and he sure didn’t feel like this. Not that DeMarcus felt hard and muscular. He was actually kind of soft. But you could feel the presence of the hardness within. He was bulk, but powerful. Power radiated from him, she could feel it under her hands. He wasn’t trim, didn’t have a flat stomach, but he wasn’t fat. Narrow, sort of, through the middle, smooth, with a massive chest and the hugest shoulders she’d ever put her hands on. While they kissed, she felt his neck, his small ears, her thumb going over the diamond earring stud. His head was huge, too. That made her wonder...

      Now her hand was going down, going over that midsection part again, touching his pant leg, going to his hip, feeling the bunched up fabric there. She rotated her hand, heel up to his hip, fingers going down the inside of his thigh, her hand sliding to his crotch. There was a bundle of soft flesh under the fabric. Huge. More than a handful. She squeezed, and it was more than her grip could hold. She released, felt lower, tried to determine the shape, find out what was penis and what was testicles. But it was just soft flesh, a lot of it. As her hand came up, his tongue pushed into her mouth; her fingers poked into the waistband of his pants and he straightened his hips to give her better access. Her hand went down, her fingers stroking through the dense wiry patch of his pubic hair, her fingers then crawling over a bundle of wrinkled tissue, trying to find the shape of it. It was enormous. It was warm.

      Finally her fingers went around it, found what was penis, gripped it, tried to stroke but it was still flaccid and squirming in her grip. She couldn’t help gasping into his mouth, and he moved his head back looking at her face, licking his lips.

      She said, “You’ve got the hugest dick...”

      He lifted his bottom up now, digging the heels of his black sneakers into the limousine floor and hefting his weight up, pushing his pants down. She looked at what she held. It was dark, her pale hand silhouetted against its blackness.

      She said, “It’s not even hard. Oh, my God, it’s so big.”

      Her eyes grew adjusted to the dim and she watched her hand stroke it. He wasn’t circumcised; this huge black clumsy thing in her hand, getting stroked, the bunched up skin squirming, recoiling, stretching.

      She said it again: “You have the hugest dick I’ve ever seen...”

      He made a grunt of approval, opened his legs a little. She felt below, gripped his scrotum. His balls were heavy in her hand. She couldn’t help it—lunging forward and kissing him again. She breathed heavy while his tongue went back in her mouth, and she tried stroking life into that huge black thing between his legs...
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      Breath coming in fast chugs, hyperventilating hard, he knew now for sure she wasn’t talking about anything but the man’s penis. Sara had felt it. Sara said it was huge. The biggest dick she’d ever seen. And now he was left wondering what that meant. What was the hugest penis she’d ever seen? His was normal. He never asked her about other guys, but sometimes she would say she’d seen bigger but he didn’t know if she was joking or not. How big was this penis? He was dying to know. Dying to see her with it. And the urge came again, much stronger this time, to yell out from her purse to tell her to stop. He’d had enough...

      In fact, though, that probably wasn’t true.

      But it wasn’t untrue...

      This could be enough. This could be enough, he had enough to go on, enough badness to feed off. It would be crazy to let it go any further. But still he was quiet while three-thousand miles to the east his wife did horrible things in the back of a limo.

      “Hold on, just hold on,” he whispered to himself, digging his nails into the armrest of the chair.

      Headphones plugged deep in his ears, the white cord spiraling up from his iPad, he could hear everything. Could hear them breathing heavy, could hear them kissing, could hear their fabric against their bodies as the two of them must’ve been rubbing into each other in the backseat of a limousine in Philadelphia. There was another sound, too, and he imagined it was his wife’s hand. He wasn’t sure, but it did sound like someone had pulled their pants down. Sara wasn’t wearing pants, just a tight little skirt. So if pants were coming down they were probably DeMarcus’s. And it wasn’t long thereafter Sara had said that DeMarcus had the biggest dick she’d ever seen.

      DeMarcus had his pants down and Sara right now had her hand on the biggest penis she’d ever seen.

      “God!” he shouted into the room, stomping his heel three times onto the floor.

      It hurts so fucking good. Sara, you crazy, crazy bitch...

      He grabbed the iPad and curled forward, pain in his stomach so intense it felt like cramping. What was happening in the back of that limousine?
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      Full, hard life was stroked into his big black cock by her small white hand. It grew rigid in her grip while they kissed, and now she sat back, looking at it. City lights flickered through the tinted windows of the limousine, and she could see it now, as wide across as her thumb, extending straight up from his lap, the generous foreskin peeled back around a plump glans the size and color of a plum. She whispered, “God, look at that dick.”

      DeMarcus’s huge hand went over the back of her neck, pulled her to kiss him and now she was darting her tongue between his soft, plump lips. The hand around her neck urged her downward, and she began slumping on the bench, scooting her butt out on the limousine’s leather seat until she was curled up next to his lap. She stroked it, watching the foreskin closing and opening over the huge cock head, and thought of the phone in her purse. With enough volume to be heard in Los Angeles, she said, “You want me to put it in my mouth?”

      “You know you want to, girl.”

      “I do, I want to,” she said, loud again for Craig’s benefit, but still kind of curious, looking at this thing in her hand, hard and hot and gummy and so huge.

      She lowered her mouth, plumped her lips against its tip, slipped out her tongue and ran it around the edges and ridges of his glans, flicking the tip along his pee hole. She nestled her mouth around it, wiggled her head from side to side as she slipped the tight ring of her lips down his shaft and accepted that huge shape inside her mouth.
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      Sara let him know what she intended, and he pushed his pants down, sitting in the recliner with his feet out, his cock in his hand. He’d told her he wouldn’t ejaculate, but he didn’t say he wouldn’t touch himself. In full stereo, filling both ears right now, was the sound of his wife gagging on a huge dick. He could hear her voice in her grunts as she made wet sloppy sounds, and he could picture her head bobbing up and down DeMarcus’s huge cock. Was she stroking it, too? Was her hand going up and down in motion with her mouth? It sounded sloppy. It sounded wet. He even heard her spit once, and she’d never done anything like that in bed with him. Never been so in love with giving him a blow job that she’d spat on it and stroked it, then put it back in her mouth. By the way it sounded that’s what she was doing in the back of the limousine right now with a famous athlete...

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            4

          

        

      

    

    
      DeMarcus guided her up from his lap, huge hands gripping her arms. She let herself be pulled up, enjoying how strong he was, her hand still on his spit-slippery cock. He pinned her back with another deep tongue kiss, one hand holding her wrist and pulling her grip from his erection.

      “Change gears, girl, we almost home.”

      “You don’t want to walk through your lobby with this big dick sticking out?”

      “Ain’t me that care, but I got neighbors.”

      “Mm,” she laughed, “just the husbands would complain, I think a lot of the ladies might not mind seeing this—oh!”

      His hand swept up the back of her thigh, his fingertips going under her skirt and his last two fingers stroking over her bare sex. It slipped with oily feel; she was soaking wet. She gasped and looked in his eyes, hands clutching his massive arms, squeezing those horseshoe muscles at the back. “Oh, wow,” she sighed.

      “Your man let you out the house with no panties?”

      “He’s thousands of miles away,” she said, face angled toward her purse.

      “You a bad girl when you away.”

      “You think I’m a good girl at home?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

      It brought his smile, but just as she thought he might pleasure her with large and long fingers he withdrew his hand and sat straight in his seat. She sat in a slump next to him, sideways, watching his profile as he looked out the front windows of the limo, his big cock sitting upright in his lap. He leaned forward now, lifted the decanter and splashed more cognac into his glass. He wagged the bottle at her, said, “You sure?”

      “No, thanks,” she said, running a canine over her lower lip and watching him sip; a big, powerful man, wealthy, content, confident. Dominant.

      As he sat back with his drink, she got upright, pushing her skirt down as much as she could while sitting, then cuddled up next to him.

      “How much further?” she asked. The limo was stuck in traffic, stopped at a light now.

      “There’s that eager girl again,” he said.

      “Maybe I’m eager,” she said.

      “No time for panties, you want a get this shit done.”

      She laughed, squeezed his muscles. Her eyes drifted down to the floor, looking inside the open mouth of her purse. She could see a light on her phone, just a bright green dot. It would be pointed downward then but she hoped Craig could get off just on what he was hearing. She wiggled closer, said to DeMarcus, “Why don’t you tell me what you’re going to do to me?”
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      The blood drained from his face when he heard the awful things DeMarcus said he would do to Sara. And his wife’s reaction?—giggling, oh-ing, cooing. She wanted it.

      But wasn’t that what this was all about?

      What do you want, Craig? You want her to have him pull over so she could get out, or do you want her to go through with this?

      “I don’t know,” he said aloud to their apartment.

      It was too late now, just like Sara had said. Just let her go...

      But DeMarcus’s voice was so deep. Frightening, really. And he sounded so confident. Sara said he had the biggest dick she’d ever seen, too. This was awful, and his thumbs crushed down on the corners of the iPad. “Fuck, Sara, fuck,” he sighed as he contemplated how he would stop her even if he could build the courage. But what?—what did you think would happen if you encouraged her to flirt with a famous athlete? You pushed her into this and you knew what the endgame was.

      “Right, right,” he sighed, hands going up and down the fronts of his pant legs.

      In the ear buds now he could hear DeMarcus’s baritone: “This it up here...”

      He eased forward, rested the iPad on the footstool in front of the recliner, the screen showing grainy charcoal nothing.

      Sara said, “Wow, it’s nice.”

      “It do,” DeMarcus said.

      There was the sound of rustling fabric again, a muffled thump that he figured was the limo driver’s door. A drawer closed, or something hard and sharp clicked, glasses tinkled together.

      Sara said, “Where are we?”

      “Private entrance,” DeMarcus said. “I don’t like going in the front.”

      “Too many fans?” Sara joked, her voice high and breathy.

      “They out there,” he said, the phrase punctuated by the opening of a door. He imagined the driver holding it, Sara getting out and waiting for DeMarcus. The ambient sound was loud and full with echoes and he figured they were in a parking garage. The car door slammed, and he heard DeMarcus say something, his voice distant though, no way to make out words, probably talking to the driver. He heard Sara sniff, then the screen of his iPad went suddenly bright. She’d reached in her purse and flipped her phone over so it faced up.

      “Oh-ho, shit,” he said, rubbing his hands together and leaning forward so his ass was right on the lip of the chair, eyes glued to the screen. But it was just bright; a hazy fog lighting up one side, the lower corner an in-focus triangle of her purse’s edge.

      They were walking together now: Sara’s high heels clicked on concrete, and there was a jostling fabric sound, cotton against leather maybe, like they’d locked arms together while they walked. Who initiated? Was it DeMarcus grabbing her arm, or did his wife slip hers under his?

      “Ho, wow,” he muttered, watching the bright screen, seeing now overhead plumbing confirming they were in some kind of parking garage.

      They passed through metal doors and into a quieter space, though it was still loud, like a sound of voluminous rushing air.

      Sara and DeMarcus were  quiet, then he heard the mouth noises again, more rustling fabric. Then a ding. The ding made the kissing stop. They’d been waiting for an elevator and now it had arrived. He heard the cab doors open, Sara’s clicking heels, then the doors closed. Right away, they were all over each other; kissing, rubbing, breathing heavy. DeMarcus did something that made Sara moan. He moaned in return, all the way in L.A. He could picture them together, standing in an embrace and making out, his wife so small next to the big man. How big were his hands on her? Did she like the size of his hands? He was sure she did.

      Now another ding. The elevator ride seemed short; DeMarcus said he lived in the penthouse. The kissing and fabric noises ended and then he heard elevator doors open. Sara said hello to someone. Another person had got on the elevator with them. He had a sudden awful flash: it was a setup, DeMarcus showed his teammates how he had this slutty L.A. lawyer drooling all over him, and he arranged for them to be there, all of them up in the penthouse, Sara and half a dozen well-hung black athletes taking their turns with her, going all night till they left her like a sperm-soaked rag doll on a king-size bed. His cock surged again, and he grunted. But the other person spoke now. A woman’s voice, a little high, a little nervous, asking DeMarcus if he was ready for the game on Sunday. DeMarcus said something low and confident and both women laughed, liking what he said, Sara’s voice high and flirty. Another ding, the woman wished him luck, told him he better kill Jacksonville, and he said Sure do, then the woman left and the doors closed again.

      Sara said, “That was close,” and laughed.

      “Coulda turned this to a threesome she saw what you were doing.”

      What was she doing?

      Sara said, “No way, I want you all to myself,” then it sounded like they hugged and there was more kissing and moaning. Her purse was swaying, and he had to close his eyes for a moment, but at least now he could see something. The camera was pointed up, and over the edge of the purse that took up most of his screen he could see DeMarcus’s shoulder. Sara had an arm around his neck, but he couldn’t see their faces. Then the view was lowering, down his arm, then he saw nothing but wood paneling and part of a leg. The pants on the leg began to bunch like they were being lowered. Wait—Sara lowered to her knees before him...

      DeMarcus said, “Get that in your mouth...”

      And now there was sucking sounds again, Sara giving him a blowjob in the elevator...
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      They made it to the penthouse without being interrupted again. But she couldn’t deny the excitement she would have felt if the door had dinged and she had to scramble to hide his cock, wipe her mouth, stand and act like they weren’t doing anything. What would someone think getting on the elevator with them? DeMarcus was single, everyone knew that, so who was this woman?—and, oh, God, imagine if they looked and saw her wedding ring... Why was that so exciting? That should be humiliating and yet it had her head bobbing on his cock even harder.

      When the doors opened, they stumbled into a foyer with marble floors and walls. A small black chandelier hung over a round table with a bouquet of bright flowers on it.

      “Where’s this?” she said, trotting along with him, her heels clicking. His pants were still pulled down to the tops of his thighs and that huge cock wagged back and forth.

      “My lobby,” he said, then punched a code in a glass panel next to double French doors on the other side of the flowers.

      There was a buzz, electronic locks clacked, then they were in his penthouse apartment—he had the whole floor—and locking mouths again with hungry kisses. She shoved his sweatshirt’s zipper down, pushed hands inside. He pulled his arms out calmly, head bent down so she could kiss him still, her up on her tip-toes, his cock pointing down and rubbing against her hip. He hoisted her up suddenly, and she made a yelp that quickly turned to a laugh.

      “You’re so strong,” she said, her hands over his traps. She put her knees up, clenched her thighs against his sides and his hands went to cup her ass. She squeezed tighter with her legs as he walked with her, through a modern looking entrance, stepping down into a sunken living room with leather couches, steel furniture, hardwood floors and a view of the city.

      He placed her on the couch, set her down while she drew up her knees, expensive shoes falling off and clacking on the floor, and she sat on the leather with her heels tucked under her bottom. He sat down next to her low so their faces were even.

      He said, “You a hundred-ten.”

      “You’re good. This football thing doesn’t work out maybe you could become a carny.”

      “I like the way your mouth move when you talk.”

      “Do you?” she said, smiling and cocking her head. She slung her purse onto the floor, hoping the camera was still facing up. Now she pulled her arms out of her jacket, tossed it away to the other end of the couch, the whole while DeMarcus studying her face and her movements with sly narrow eyes.

      He sat on his low leather couch with his sweatshirt off now just wearing a short sleeve T-shirt and his cotton paints. She kneeled next to him, heels kicked off, barefoot, her tight red dress right up to the tops of her thighs. Her knees touched his hip, and he had one hand on her ass. She smoothed her hands over his chest while they kissed again.

      In the light of his apartment now, she could make out the beautiful angles of his face. His skin was flawless, he looked smooth like a marble statue only not marble—smooth onyx. Oil glistened in his hair, and he smelled so amazing. And what a kisser. Big soft lips, but strong; they tugged on hers, and his tongue was smooth and delicate, his teeth white, even gleaming in the table lamp behind the couch.

      Their passion built, their kissing becoming more pronounced; her hands smoothed over his shoulders, squeezing his muscle, and she began to writhe against him, eager for more than what they were doing.

      She’d come here not knowing what would happen, but she was sure nothing was going to stop her now. The curiosity she had was unboxed. Something powerful flooded her system now, pumping through her veins with the pounding of her heart. She raised up over him, and he grabbed both ass cheeks and shook them. She wasn’t some big-booty girl, she was thin, slender, but she wiggled her butt for him and liked the smile on his face as he felt her ass in his hands.

      “You like it? You like my ass?”

      “I like everything about you, girl,” he said, and his hand came up, squeezed her breast through her dress, fingers curling in now, tugging down the bustier, exposing her. His thumb rubbed over her bare nipple and she gasped into his mouth. Her hand came up, tugged the bustier lower, and memories of Craig flashed at her. For his benefit now, she said, “You like that titty? You like it?”

      DeMarcus groaned, watching his own black thumb roll over the cherry pink of her hardened bud.

      She said, “Let me show you,” pulled then pushed down her dress till it bunched at her hips, She presented them, arching her back so they went forward, showed them to him, pressed them together with clawed hands and he kissed them. Then she stood up now, stepping back from the couch and he spread his legs wide to watch what she would do.
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      He couldn’t tell what they were doing, but it sounded like she was getting undressed.

      “What are you doing?” he asked to no one, earbuds pushed far into his ears, his hand going up and down his own hard cock. He heard fabric being slid over skin, and could imagine her now disrobing for him. She had an athletic body, she was fit, an athlete in college when he met her, but since they graduated, she’d put on just a little bit of weight—but it was in all the right places. DeMarcus would love her, and he wished he could see. Wished there was a way for the camera on the phone to be angled exactly where he wanted—he was dying to see what his wife look like right now...
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      She slid her dress down, watching his face as she did, pushing the silky spandex that clung to her right down to her knees. She stood before him naked.

      “Damn, girl,” he groaned, peeling off his own shirt. His body was amazing. He wasn’t some chiseled bodybuilder, but he exuded power. His skin was jet black, gleaming, shining in the dim light of the apartment.

      She said, “I love your body,” and now straddled one of his thighs, getting back on the couch with him. She kissed him again, on her knees next to him on the couch squeezing his cock through his pants where it had hidden from her when he sat down. He’d softened, not as hard as he was in the limo or the elevator when she’d been using her mouth on him, but halfway there, a semi-rigid tube that filled her grip and she squeezed up and down its length while they kissed. He began to push his pants further down now and she helped him, grabbing the waistband and shoving.

      She watched as he bounced his hips on the leather seat and that huge thing between his legs stayed straight but heavy, bouncing and bobbing—she moaned when she saw it, saying for Craig’s benefit: “God, what a beautiful cock...”

      Her purse was at DeMarcus’s feet, the mouth of it open, and as she got in DeMarcus’s lap she could see the blank face of her iPhone pointing upward and wished the camera was pointed on her.

      She reached down, right hand slipping into the purse, saying, “Look at this big perfect cock,” taking it now in her left hand, grabbing a handful of his balls, going up and down his shaft a little, but her eyes glued to her purse. With her thumb, she flicked her phone to life, to see the angle that Craig was seeing at home. She could see the top part of her face in video format on the phone’s screen, the edge of her purse blocking the view, but she performed for the camera now, taking DeMarcus’s cock and pulling back the foreskin, eyeballing her husband at home as she ran her tongue over the ridges of the swollen glans, saying, “I’ve never seen such a big dick...”
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      Now he could see her. There she was, curled on a couch beside DeMarcus, on her knees but crouched and leaning against him; he could see the inside of a black man’s thigh, DeMarcus’s legs wide open, his jet-black sack dangling. Sara’s hand closed around the base of the biggest cock he’d ever seen. She held it up toward her face, kissing it, rubbing it on her cheek; sometimes she would have her eyes closed and other times she would gaze into the camera like she could see him.

      “Holy shit,” he sighed, eyes glued now, watching intently, the sound piped into his ears through his expensive buds.

      DeMarcus’s hand stroked her ass, and Sara ran her tongue all over the giant thing in her grip. She sucked on the tip, stroked it; the guy was uncircumcised, sometimes his foreskin would come up and close over the huge cock head. Sara just kept saying, “It’s so big, oh, my God, it’s so big.” He was dying at home watching his wife do this.

      She was moaning, stroking it, taking it in her mouth, watching her husband with her eyes far-away; she was in a distant city and she sucked off another guy. Her hair tumbled around, and she stroked and sucked DeMarcus’s cock for a long time. He watched it, loved it. But he was intimidated by what she held her hand.

      He looked down between his legs, saw his own hand on what he had. The thing with which his wife was familiar. His hands weren’t that much bigger than his wife’s, so he could tell the difference in what she held. It was huge.
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      “Up, girl,” DeMarcus said, guiding her with a hand on her hip to get off the couch.

      She did, getting up and standing, watching him now as he stood, too. The thing between his legs poked out straight but pointed down, wagging back and forth. It was way too big. The biggest cock she had ever seen.

      “Bend over,” he said, and she did as he got behind her.

      She put her hands on the seat of the couch, kept her long legs straight and watched over her shoulder behind her. He squatted down, kissed her bare ass cheeks. She whispered hoarsely, “You’re, oh, you’re kissing my ass... What are you going to do?...”

      Not knowing if Craig could see anything, she still wanted to keep him updated. The phone was sticking straight up and she didn’t know for sure what it was capturing. DeMarcus pressed both his thumbs into her ass cheeks and spread her wide, his tongue going up her slit, making her eyelashes flutter and her consciousness blip in and out for a second. She let out a long, dry sigh and almost fell forward onto the couch.

      “Oh, my God, now you’re licking my pussy,” she said for her husband’s knowledge.

      She dropped onto her elbows, stuck her butt up in the air, and DeMarcus didn’t leave her pleasure at just her pussy, his tongue poking into her anus now, his hand coming over her back and gripping her hard by the neck.

      He was huge, she was so small next to him; he stood up, ran his fingers over her, slipped one inside her canal.

      “Damn, girl, look at this little pink slit,” he said, diving his face back in, reaching between her legs to grab her hanging breasts. She reached back, clutched his head, her hand cupped over his little ear and diamond earring as he sucked hard on her pussy.
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      “Oh, my God,” Craig said looking up, seeing straight up between his wife’s thighs. They were open; she was bent over, legs straight, and he could see the side of DeMarcus’s face as he ate her out. His wife was making all kinds of sounds, absolutely loving what the man did between her legs. Sighing, gasping, laughing as if it tickled sometimes. He stroked himself quicker as he watched.

      Now DeMarcus stood, and Craig could see his huge cock, wagging, touching the inside of Sara’s thigh. Sara sighed when she felt that, saying, “Oh, yeah, yeah, do it,” and the man gripped it, ran it up the inside of her thigh, rubbing the round shape of the glans up and down her slit, making Sara mewl like a horny cat.

      “Yeah,” she said, “yeah, fuck me...”
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      “Give me that cock,” she said, “give me that cock,” and he nestled the huge head into her folds, grabbed the back of her neck and her waist, began pushing himself inside her.

      Her encouragement turned to sounds of shock and pain. As it sunk inside her, she began to gasp and moan. He pushed deeper, and she’d never been opened up so wide in her whole life. She loved it; he filled her up, pushed out her walls so far, and she told him: “Oh, God, it’s so big, so big...”

      “You so tight,” he growled.

      “Oh, my God,” she said, hand shooting back to grab his thigh and pause him from going too deep. “I love it,” she said, “but go slow...”

      He cupped her rump, pushed himself in a little, pulled himself out.

      “God, you’re stretching me out,” she gasped, and then he sunk himself so deep she went up on her tiptoes and cried out a primal sound of delightful pain, lust, and desire...
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      The camera was in her purse, pointing straight up, and his wife had arranged for her to be fucked right over top of it. He could see two large muscular black thighs spread out wide, could see Sara’s slender thighs between them. She was bent over, her newly shaved and waxed pussy being stretched by an enormous black cock. DeMarcus’s balls had climbed high, a black pouch that jostled with each thrust into his wife. The sound she was making was going to drive him crazy. She groaned and cried, shouted Fuck!, shouted Oh, yes, oh, yes!, the whole while being accompanied by the syncopated slapping of DeMarcus’s hips against her backside. She could take it. She could really take it. That whole thing was almost all the way inside her, and his wife loved every inch of it...
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      She’d never been fucked like this before. She was small; he was large. She was wet, and he was so hard. She was tight, and his cock was huge. The most perfect meeting ever. He dominated her. His hands so large around her waist the middle fingers reached all the way to her navel. He plunged deep inside her, hitting places she’d never felt before, pushing out her canal fully in a way she’d never been lucky enough to enjoy. And she loved it, loved being dominated like this. Loved feeling so feminine and loved bumping it against his hard masculinity. She cried out how large he was, doing it for Craig’s benefit, but it was the natural thing to say. When a man was that large she had to let him know. It was obvious.

      When he pulled out suddenly, she let out a loud disappointed sound. Not for Craig’s benefit at all, but because she missed feeling him inside her. He stood up, and without knowing what he wanted, she turned, leapt up against him, her legs climbing his hips, her arms going around his neck and he lifted her, hands cupped around her bottom.

      She made out, kissing him, saying, “Where’s your cock?” reaching down behind her, sinking down his body, finding that big thing and trying to push it back inside her. But now he turned and set her on the steel table in front of the couch, laid her on her back. She brought her knees up to her breasts, watching him. He knelt down and began eating her out again.

      “Oh, God,” she cried, grabbing her nipples, squeezing them, head turning to the side. She could see her purse there, the camera pointing up, but it would be seeing nothing right now. She rubbed a hand over the back of his head while he pushed his tongue through her folds. He had one knee down, one knee up, stroking his own cock and occasionally touching the tip of it against her wet opening.

      She said, “Give me that cock again, please, fuck me...”
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      He saw nothing, only heard and tried to imagine what was happening. They were out of sight now and all he could see was the ceiling of DeMarcus’s apartment. But he could hear Sara sighing and gasping, could hear her begging to be fucked again, and he wanted so desperately to see...
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      “Yeah, you want this cock?” DeMarcus said.

      “So bad,” she answered, arm drifting off the edge of the table, fingers finding her purse and tugging it nearer.

      But DeMarcus caught her, his eyes going down seeing her pulling at her purse. He looked at it puzzled, and she brought her hand away, grabbed both her breasts, squeezed her nipples, trying to get his attention. “Please, fuck me,” she said. But DeMarcus leaned over and with one long middle finger tugged open her purse. He saw her phone sitting up on top, the video display showing him that this was being recorded.

      “Hey, what you doing?” he said.

      “What do you mean?”

      He took the phone out, said, “What the fuck is this, girl? You playing me?”

      “No,” she said, “what do you mean?... playing?”

      “You recording this? What you settin’ me up for?”

      “I’m not setting you up for anything,” she said, sitting up now, showing him a serious face.

      He said, “Setting up some kinda lawsuit?” He looked at the camera, said, “Ay, she here all on her own.” Then: “How do I turn this off?”

      “No, don’t,” she said. “Don’t be mad. I’m not doing anything like that at all...”

      “What you record it for then?” he said, reversing the camera, pointing it at her.
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      Now his heart was pounding, sitting bolt upright on the chair, hands over his ears pushing the buds in as far as they would go. “Oh, no, oh, no, oh, no,” he chanted, worried for his wife’s safety. But he watched intently on the screen as DeMarcus pointed the camera at her and she stared back naked, lipstick smeared, looking frightened.

      She said, “I’m not doing anything like that at all...”

      “Then what you doing?” DeMarcus asked again.

      “I’m just... I’m not doing anything like that... I’m not doing anything bad...”

      “You recording this for yourself?”

      “Yeah,” she said, eyes rolling up, mouth tugged to one side.

      “Bull shit,” he said.

      Now she slumped. She said, “I’m doing it... not just for me...”

      “What you mean?” DeMarcus said, voice deep and low.

      “That’s my husband on the other end.”

      The camera flipped around real quick, showing a blur, making him dizzy for a second, and then he could see DeMarcus’s face close up, eyes boring through the camera. “What you mean?—your husband in on this?”

      He could hear Sara’s voice say: “He wanted to watch.”

      DeMarcus chuckled looking at the camera, and he smiled. “Your man at home listening to you get fucked?”

      Sara’s quiet voice: “Yeah.”

      “You tell me for real?”

      “Say something, Craig,” Sara said.

      He cleared his throat, said, “Hi, DeMarcus.”

      “Where you at?”

      “At home.”

      “Where your home at, man? I want to know you try coming in my door or not.”

      “No,” he said, “Los Angeles.”

      “You far away.”

      “I know.”

      “You like what you see?”

      After a long uncomfortable moment, he said, “Yeah.”

      “I bet you like what you see—your wife hot as shit, man.”

      “I know.”

      The camera flashed around, and now pointed at Sara sitting timidly on a low steel table, her arms hugged across her breasts, her legs closed, knees brought up protectively. She looked frightened, chewing on her lower lip.

      He said, “Don’t hurt her.”

      “What you mean hurt her?”

      “You’re mad at us...”

      The camera flashed back to DeMarcus’s face. He said, “I ain’t mad at you, man.”

      “I’m sorry,” he said.

      “Ay, nothing to me, man. You shoulda told me though.”

      Sara’s voice: “We thought that would be weird.”

      “Look where you are now.”

      Sara said, “We just thought we would keep it between ourselves.”

      DeMarcus pointed the camera back at Sara and she looked at him hopefully. DeMarcus’s voice now: “You want to watch me fuck her?”

      Sara’s eyes darted up almost hopefully toward the man holding the camera.

      He said, “If she still wants to...”

      DeMarcus said, “Ay, girl, you want me to fuck you?”

      Her tongue ran over her lower lip, then she chewed on the corner of it with her canine. She hugged her knees, looked up at the man holding the camera. She said “Yes.”

      “Yes, what?”

      She smirked, smile going to one side. She said “I want you to fuck me.”
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      She watched DeMarcus turn her phone to face him, the big man seeing his own face on the screen but knowing he was talking to Craig all the way in Los Angeles. He said, “Alright, man, I’ll fuck your wife and you going to sit there and watch. You cool with that?”

      Craig’s tinny voice from the speaker: “Yes.”

      “Yes what?” DeMarcus said.

      Craig’s tinny voice again: “Yes, please.”

      That made DeMarcus smile, and he said, “I’ll do it since you so nice.” He turned the camera to face her. He said to her, “Now where were we?”

      She hugged her knees tighter, straightened her back a little, lifted her chin up. She said, “You were going to fuck me.”

      “And is that how you was sitting?”

      “No,” she said.

      “Show me...”
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      Craig watched as his naked wife smiled, unwrapped her arms from her knees, opened her legs wide, bringing her feet up, toes pointed, leaning back on her elbows.

      DeMarcus’s deep voice: “Hope you watching, man.”

      “I’m watching,” he said.

      DeMarcus asked Sara, “What’s you man’s name?”

      She said, “Craig.”

      “Ay, Greg, you ready for this?”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      “All right...”

      Now he was watching from DeMarcus’s viewpoint, the camera held up near the man’s face. Sara was laying back, her legs open, knees up, feet bobbing, and DeMarcus inched himself closer. The camera went down lower, and he saw DeMarcus heft his huge cock and drop it over Sara’s pussy and stomach with a little wet click sound. He said, “You like that, Greg?”

      “Yeah,” he said.

      Then to Sara, DeMarcus said, “He got a dick like this?”

      “No,” she said.

      “I didn’t think so,” DeMarcus said and Sara laughed.

      DeMarcus asked her, “What his dick look like?”

      “I don’t know,” she laughed, looking at the big black thing laying on her stomach.

      “He got a little one?”

      She said, “No... Well, I guess kind of.”

      “It’s not little,” Craig said.

      Sara laughed.

      “Ay, man,” DeMarcus said, “your wife laughing at your little dick, man, maybe it little and you didn’t know it.”

      “I don’t have a little dick,” he said.

      Sara said, “He doesn’t have a little dick—but it’s little compared to this,” she said, fingertips stroking up and down the top side of DeMarcus’s cock laying over her stomach.

      “That’s what I thought,” DeMarcus said, running his hips back. “All right, enough fuckin’ around now.”

      Craig watched down DeMarcus’s body as the big man pulled back his foreskin, plied his huge glans into his wife’s glistening folds. He was so-black against her so-white legs. He pushed it inside her and Sara made a passionate sound—a high gasping noise, and then a low crying moan.

      DeMarcus’s voice: “She like that, man. She like that big dick.”

      Sara said, “I do,” her voice hoarse, a soft whisper. DeMarcus pushed himself deeper, and Sara’s thighs began to tremble. “Oh, fuck, I do...”
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      DeMarcus began pounding her, shoving that huge thing inside her, pulling it out, pushing it in, holding the camera by his face and watching himself fuck her.

      She gasped, “Does it look good?”

      “Girl, you look so good,” he said, “your husband must love seeing it.” He wrapped his free hand over the middle of her thigh, began pounding her harder.

      She performed for the camera; performed for the man at home, but also for the man holding it. She grabbed her breasts, she made her best sexy sounds; moaning, frowning, crying. Though it was hardly an act—DeMarcus fucked her good, brought those sounds from her easily, and the more she showed him how much she liked it, the more he gave it to her the way she liked it. Deep and hard and steady.

      “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, God, oh, mm, yes-ss, mm, I’m gonna, ah...”

      DeMarcus said, “Your girl gonna nut, Craig, want me to zoom in?”

      “Oh, oh, oh,” she panted uncontrollably, feeling the biggest cock she’d ever had inside her touching all her secret places, stretching all her seams, puddles of her deepest secret pleasure pooling around his long, hard shaft, lubricating the big-dick machine-stroke driving pleasure through her in a way she’d never felt before. A tingling at the base of her skull shivered down her shoulders now as DeMarcus brought the camera nearer to her face. At home her husband was about to watch her come from the deep penetration of another man; a large one, muscular, a dominant man, hung so much better than her husband, more capable between her legs, made more money...

      “Fuck!” she screamed as she bucked against DeMarcus’s cock, wanting him even deeper than ever, pounding her own hips against his as the wildest orgasm ever scorched through her like a firestorm over dry brush.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      All the veins and tendons rose on Sara’s swan-like neck as she screamed from orgasm. He watched her mouth open wide, her eyes narrowed to black-lash slits. A shimmering thread of saliva connected her top teeth to her lower. It went on and on, her lips peeled wide but her teeth coming down to clench in an even line as she dry-groaned and DeMarcus continued to fuck right through it. She jostled with his thrusts, her head tossing side-to-side, the orgasm taking forever, worming through her for more than a minute, the whole while he gripped his cock in a tight fist, knowing one little stroke and he would come and ruin the whole thing. His own face was frozen in a mask of desperate horror as he watched his wife endure wild pleasure he knew he would never be able to give her.

      When DeMarcus began to slow, he pulled the camera back so Craig could see her torso now, gleaming with sweat, her nipples hard stones on her swaying breasts. The man said, “Yeah, you like that, girl?”

      Sara panted, eyes closed, hands coming up to comb her fingers through her hair. “Oh, God, oh,” she panted, “I love it, I love it so much...”

      Now the camera swung around the room again, the feed turning to a swiping blur. The microphone bumped and fuzzed, and Sara laughed and squawked. Soon the screen showed a slash of out-of-focus white thigh and a living room in an expensive looking apartment. DeMarcus had lifted her up, carried her now, and she seemed to cling to him. He paused at a mirror and Craig saw it confirmed: his lithe white wife clinging to the big black man, his muscular arms hooked under her knees. She didn’t know she was being filmed and had her cheek dug into his collar, kissing on the man’s neck.

      DeMarcus said to the camera, “We goin’ to the bed, get more comfortable.”

      He said, “Okay.”

      “You see your girl nut?”

      “I did.”

      “Smile for your boy,” DeMarcus said to her, and she pulled her kisses away from his neck, looked to the mirror and saw she was being filmed. “Hi, baby,” she said, hugging her arms around DeMarcus’s neck.

      “You okay?” he asked her.

      “Never better,” she said.
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      With his huge hands cupping her bottom, he walked her down the hallway lined with wild scratchy paintings of urban women; different races, done in primary colors, a focus on the airbrushed eyes. Then he was taking her under an archway, stepping down into a sunken bedroom that looked out over the skyline. The furniture was plain, minimal, but everything had colorful cotton throws in soft fabrics.

      He stopped at the foot of the bed, and she could feel the flat of her phone pressing her ass cheek, knowing that her husband at home would be seeing nothing right now. She gripped DeMarcus’s powerful neck, sucked on his mouth. She reached down below, letting her body sag, reaching underneath her to find that big thing and put it inside her again. But he tossed her off, let her fall to the bed on her back and she laughed, looking up between her knees at him standing above her.

      He took the phone now, stepped beside the bed where there was a low metal dresser, a pedestal on top that held a glass sheet and a vase. He leaned the camera against the vase, checked the screen, crouching down, saying to Craig, “You see the bed all right?”

      She could hear Craig’s voice say Yeah. She lay on the bed, running her hair back from her face, still with her knees up as she waved to her phone. Then DeMarcus was stalking toward her, and she put her arms out to receive him, making crawling fingers to lure him closer. He grabbed her by the knees, yanked her roughly down until her rump was near the edge of the bed and she yelped. He pushed her knees back now up to her chest, and she said, “Oh yes,” and then he pushed her knees even farther. Her knees came up to her ears and she could see the folds of her stomach triple as he scrunched her awkwardly, folding her in half.

      “Yeah,” he said, “look at that nice little pussy.”

      She said, “And look at that big dick,” and laughed.

      He said, “You one crazy girl, ain’t you?”

      “Not really,” she said.

      “Just when you away from your husband,” he said, his giant hand stroking up the backs of her knees, along the back of her calves and she straightened her legs as he pinned her ankles above her head and against the bedding in the most awkward yoga pose she’d ever been challenged by. The effect pushed and squeezed her pussy into a soft, eager, and glistening mound.

      “Put it in me,” she told him.

      He wiggled his hips, and that beautiful cock fell against her folds, and he angled his hips back until the head nestled against her opening then drove forward, rolling his pelvis up and pushing down to get himself deep inside her.

      “Ho-ho-ho-lee shit,” she sighed as she watched that enormous black trunk sink inside her body...
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      He had a side view as the large and muscular black man pinned his wife folded in half onto the bed. From the side, he could see the enormous girth of that thing between the man’s legs driving in and out of her. Sara made the wildest sounds, that dick pushing into her body and driving pleasure out of her mouth. She babbled dirty words; she swore and yelped and cried and dragged her nails up and down his muscular arms as they held her ankles above her head.

      “Oh, fuck, oh, oh, yes,” she cried, and he watched her come again.

      It was quick but hard, and he saw her legs shaking. DeMarcus let her go and she sprung almost straight again, but he hooked forearms under her knees, then flipped her over, his cock slipping out from inside her. He got her on all floors, then angled her so she faced the camera. She looked breathless, her cheeks flushed, her bottom lip pouted and shiny with drool. She cleared hair from her face, looked at the camera.

      “Holy shit,” she said, “Craig, I mean, holy shit...”

      DeMarcus was behind her, taking his manhood and shoving it back inside her from behind. Craig watched her face explode with a quick expression of discomfort followed by the warmth of pleasure. The man’s big hands wrapped her narrow waist, his thumbs pressing into her lower back, light glinting off his huge chunky watch that was studded with diamonds. He pounded her hard, the wet slapping of his hips against her bottom coming quick and Sara moaned and shrieked, thighs shaking, the soft curve of her rump billowing in undulating rolls with his vigorous thrusts. She tossed her head around, making all sorts of appreciative sounds, her face coming up with her eyes closed and her brow furrowed as if she was troubled.

      She complained: “He’s so big, Craig, God, his dick is so big I swear he’s hitting my stomach, I swear...”

      That brought DeMarcus’s thrusts faster, and she gasped and cried again, rolling her head around, and DeMarcus spread his hands in the middle of her back, giant black spiders against her pale flesh. Her breasts hung down, shaking and jostling, swaying side to side and then slapping around as DeMarcus changed syncopation, going quick and short, then fast and deep, then slow and deep, pulling all the way out, making her cry at his absence, then driving himself all the way home, hard, making her wail.

      And that was how she came again. Craig watched her face as it twisted, her mouth fell open, her chin jutting forward, lips curled over her teeth like she was holding her breath, dragging out the pleasure, making a low ‘O’ sound in her throat. DeMarcus didn’t let up; as she began to pant and squeeze the sheets with her hands, he pushed her down with that hand on her back, laid her flat, his dick long enough to stay inside her.

      He could see Sara tilt her bottom up, and DeMarcus pulled back, the full length of him dangling now just above the curve of her ass. He took a grip on it and angled it into her anus.

      “Holy fuck,” she said and her eyes went wide. He pushed himself inside and her face froze in an expression of pain. Her mouth worked around and she bared her teeth as he started to fuck her ass.

      But soon her legs began to kick, he could see her feet batting around behind DeMarcus’s black thighs. “No,” she said, “no, too big, way too big...”

      DeMarcus drew it out, bounced the length of it over each of her ass cheeks, angled it lower and slid deep inside her pussy again.

      “Oh, fuck,” she said, “that’s it, I love it,” She began a funny groaning laugh. “Oh, my God, I fucking love it... deeper, deeper...”

      “You like it, huh?”

      “I fucking love it,” she said. “I can take it all the way... give it to me, is that all you got?...” DeMarcus fucked her deeper, and she cried out, “Deep, as deep as you can go, give me every fucking inch...”
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      With her chest pressed into the bedding, DeMarcus fucking her from behind as she lay almost flat on the bed, she came again. She’d lost count now; four, maybe five. It was bewildering.

      Now he was easing up, and she knew she wasn’t done. She rolled over, saw him on his knees, got on hers as well and kissed him. Made out with him knowing Craig at home would be seeing her bare ass. She sucked on DeMarcus’s mouth, pushed on him to ease him back, and he knew what she wanted. He lay back, his knees up, and she climbed on his huge hard body. She got over him, looking in his eyes. They sparkled with gold flecks in the city light.

      “God,” she said, “you’re so fucking hot...”

      “You too,” he said, his voice a deep rumble that gave her chills.

      She kissed him again, pressing his neck with one hand while reaching behind, taking that huge thing he had and angling it up, teasing her opening with his cock head. She pushed her hips back, sat on him, curled her hands into balls on his chest and began to swivel her hips with him deep inside her.

      But DeMarcus wasn’t one to be a passive lover. He took her wrists and yanked her forward; she yelped and laughed with her cheek against his chest. His huge arms hooked underneath hers, folded in hard ‘V’s, pinning her in place. He drove his heels into the bed and began pumping his hips upward so fast she bounced on top of him like riding a horse at full gallop. His cock gored her, driving deep, and she could feel the tap of his big balls bouncing up and down against her bottom.

      “Oh, God, oh, God,” she said—she’d intended to be in control, and intended to ride him out and look at his face while she came again. But he was the one in control, holding her like she was nothing and pounding into her to get his own pleasure. “Fucking yeah,” she cried, “yeah, God, so deep,” and then a rolling wave came up her back, bigger than before, the preceding orgasms just the warning waves of the monsoon on its way. She hollered out, eyes wide, seeing nothing, but being vaguely aware of the city stretched out the window in a twinkling vista.
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      Sara was a thin, graceful figure on a black mountain of a man. He watched her toned legs hooked over his thighs, saw her toes open and close as she came again. It was different this time, huger than before. Not as vocal, but he could tell by her body that something tremendous had passed through her. When the storm ripped across her coast it left her defeated, enervated. He could see her go limp, all the strength in her limbs washed away. She slumped against DeMarcus and he held her in place while he still fucked her. Then as she grew lifeless over his body, he rolled her over, took an arm to drag her body around a hundred-and-eighty degrees so her head was toward the camera again. She moved still, weakly, struggling as if she wanted to get up, but was too uncoordinated.

      “You okay?” he asked from their apartment.

      She didn’t answer.

      DeMarcus widened her knees, grabbed her hipbones, brought her rump a little off the bed and pushed himself inside her again. It brought her alive—though barely. As he fucked her again, Craig watched Sarah’s face struggle with consciousness. Her head fell forward, came up again; one eye was open, the other fluttered, a narrow slit but with no pupil—it was rolled up so only the white showed. She moaned and hissed through clenched teeth, and the faster he fucked her, the more she snorted and grunted. He watched her hands form fists on the bedding, ball up with handfuls of sheets. When her head came back up she had the duvet cover clenched in her bright white teeth, her lips peeled back and snorting through her nose. She came again, this time spitting out the sheets, making soundless cries up to the ceiling, her mouth opening and closing, no wail emanating from her, just a dry croak. Her body rippled with DeMarcus’s thrusts. He was powering into her faster than ever; his body glistened with sweat. He began grunting out too, making guttural animal sounds while he held her waist, keeping her pussy in place while he fucked it as hard as he could.

      “I’m coming,” he said, “I’m coming...”

      “Yeah, yeah,” Sara whispered weakly, “do it, come inside me...”

      Craig watched the man power into her so deep both her eyes popped open again. Then they faded closed; she moaned, he pulled out, drove deep again letting out a low roar. He huffed and puffed, withdrew and plunged a few more times coming inside her.

      “Oh, shit,” Craig gasped, “oh, my God,” as his own semen bubbled from his tip without even touching himself. “Oh, no,” he said watching it spurt and roll down his shaft. He groaned in awful ecstasy, jerking fast, eking out whatever pleasure he could.

      “Yeah, girl,” DeMarcus said now, withdrawing fully, looking at her opening and spanking her ass once.

      “God,” she sighed, collapsing, falling onto her stomach before rolling over. He climbed over top of her, his long dick wagging in crescents over her chest. He worked his way up to straddle her rib cage, and Sara took the end of his huge cock, held it, kissed the tip, put in her mouth and sucked what was left.
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      The last pulses of his load were squeezed from his shaft into her mouth. She worked her tongue over the huge shape of him, hand stroking a little, feeling out of this world. She panted heavily, enough she had to clear him from her mouth to breathe. “Holy shit,” she said, “Oh, wow, that was... incredible...”

      “You like that?”

      “Oh, my God, do I like it? Holy fuck,” she said, feeling her forehead, wicking away sweat and pulling her hair from her face. “That was so incredible. I’ve never had it like that...”

      “Yeah, you won’t again.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You got your man at home.”

      “Oh, right,” she said, rolling to her side, bringing a knee up, resting on an elbow with her cheek in her palm watching him as he backed off the bed, heading around behind her to retrieve her phone. When he returned, he put the tips of his fingers under one of her knees and rolled her over so she was on her back again.

      “Open them legs,” he said, and she did, getting on her elbows wondering what he was doing. He brought the camera to his waist, looking at the screen, aiming it between her legs. “Ay, man, you see that?...”

      And then Craig’s dry, weak voice: “I do.”

      “You like that?”

      No answer. She sat a little more upright, looked between her legs, putting her feet flat on the bedding. DeMarcus had come inside her, and now a pearly line of his semen dribbled from the mouth of her sex. “Oh, wow,” she laughed, watching it seep from her.

      “You like that?” she asked Craig.

      She heard him say “Uh-huh,” but he was faint.

      “Yeah, your man like that. Look at that, player, look at that coming out of that pretty little pussy...” He put two big fingers on either side of her labia and spread them.

      “Wow,” she said, flexing her stomach muscles, watching this pearly line elongate and drip onto the bedding. She said, “You came so deep, I didn’t think it would come out.”

      She heard Craig groan all the way home in Los Angeles.
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      Collapsed back into the recliner, he wiped his hand clean with a pulled-off sock. His heart was racing, and he panted as though he’d been on the bed with them engaging in the action. His eyes remained wide with shock. The sight of another man’s seed rolling in a gooey line out of your wife’s vagina was profound, and he didn’t know quite yet what to make of it. One thing was for sure—it was huge. He’d either toss everything into the gears of the machine, screaming wildly and raging as it was destroyed forever or he would ask her to do it again. Emptiness spread out around him like a sea and he didn’t know yet which shore he would find.

      He tossed the soggy sock aside on to the floor, sighing heavily, feeling his eyes full in their sockets. He rubbed at them, ran his hair back, watched the screen. There was his wife recovering from a sexual encounter he could never provide for her. When this began he knew deep down it was all for him, for his own satisfaction, his own personal gratification, as much as he would try to convince Sara otherwise. But now it had been done he could recall every lurid moment just played out on his screen and understand that the act itself would be profound for his wife. Well, Craig, you better have liked what you saw, got off on it, because there’s no turning back now, your sweet Sara has seen the other side. In essence, he’d sacrificed his wife to the God of Sex so his own crops would flourish, and now she would be returned to him a different woman, a woman dealing with the aftermath of their actions, with the knowledge that what happened tonight had given her pleasure she’d never had before. Maybe didn’t even know it was possible. He still was reeling at the memory of her vocalizations as she was dominated by another man.

      DeMarcus had propped Sara’s phone up on a night table near the headboard. The big man had gone away, leaving Sara stretching out on the bed, and come back with his own phone, his glistening cock dangling between his thighs. He’d plopped himself to sit up in the pillows presumably so he could go through his messages. Sara lay beyond him on the covers, and he could see her past the man’s out-splayed legs. She was looking up at DeMarcus, being flirty and coy, and now she scooted closer and hugged the man’s leg. Her hand went to a claw and stroked the inside of his thigh while her lips kissed the outside, eyes turned up to see his reaction.

      DeMarcus’s deep voice: “What you doin’?”

      “What are you doing?” Sara asked back.

      “I got shit I gotta deal with.”

      “Uh-huh,” Sara hummed, kissing again, her hand still stroking the inside of his thigh.

      DeMarcus continued with his attention on his phone, he figured, because now he could see Sara acknowledge that, and in the way she would always do (and he could obviously recognize), she took on an instant nonchalant demeanor to show she wasn’t bothered. Sara always the lawyer.

      She rolled to her back, looking up at DeMarcus’s ceiling, raking fingers through her sweat-tangled hair. She peeped up at him, upside down, said, “Could you pass me a pillow?”

      There was a pause and then DeMarcus’s hand appeared in frame, gripping a pillow and passing it to her. Sara took it and bundled it under her head, rolling over on her side to face him again. “You hungry?” she asked DeMarcus.

      “It’s late.”

      “Yeah, it is. What time is it?”

      “Quarter-eleven. Ay, Vic’ll take you home.”

      “What?”

      “Vic. My driver.”

      “Take me home?” She lifted up on an elbow, brow creasing.

      “Back to the Ritz.”

      Sara’s expression pinched, and she stared at DeMarcus in a way that Craig could tell DeMarcus wasn’t looking back; he could picture the guy with his face down to his phone screen, something that would make Sara furious. But instead of focused anger, she seemed to melt alongside him now, her hand coming up the inside of his thigh, her forearm flexing in a way that let him know his wife was handling the guy’s big penis. She kissed DeMarcus’s thigh again, said, “Let me stay here.”

      “Let Vic take you back,” DeMarcus said.

      She tried a new tack: “Just to sleep. Let me sleep in your bed.”

      “I got shit to do early,” Demarcus said.

      “I don’t mind,” Sara said. “I won’t be any trouble,” she said slyly, looking like she was tugging on that big dick. “Come on, DeMarcus, I’m tired. Just let me lay with you...”

      “No, you gotta get out,” DeMarcus said, and Craig could see his hands come down to rest on his thighs, one huge hand dwarfing an iPhone Plus in its grip.

      “Don’t be like that,” Sara said.

      “I told you I got things to do in the morning.”

      She held DeMarcus’s gaze and Craig registered a flash of disappointment on her face. At last, she said, “Okay, okay. I just wanted to lay with you. Don’t make a big deal out of it.” Now she sat up on one butt cheek, propped by one long graceful arm. She still surmised Demarcus with a serious expression. She asked, “Did I do something wrong?”

      DeMarcus tossed his phone aside. He scooted down the bed, eclipsing the view of his wife for a moment, but then the two were almost side by side on the screen of his iPad, DeMarcus with his broad back to the camera, Sara watching the man with an almost sad expression. DeMarcus touched her chin with a thumb and it made Sara’s mouth pout. He said, “No, you did everything right. But tomorrow’s Saturday morning for me, baby, I got to get to the stadium at 7 A.M., I got people coming to pick me up, they going to be here at six. I can’t have you in my bed.”

      She gazed back at the man for a moment, said, “Okay, I’m sorry. Okay?” DeMarcus said nothing in return, still caressing the point of her chin with a big thumb. Sara added: “Will you call me?”

      “Yeah, I’ll call you.”

      She studied his face again, said, “I don’t believe you.”

      Now his stomach curled into a tight ball and rolled over, the tangled web of esophagus and intestines strangling his organs and choking off his heart—his Sara was desperate for another hookup.

      Demarcus stroked her pale cheek now, looking in her eyes like he was hypnotizing her. “I’ll call you,” he said, voice deep and calm, “I’ll call you next time I’m in Los Angeles.”

      Sara nodded slightly, said, “I can meet you somewhere else. Another city?—I travel, too.”

      “Yeah, you let me know.”

      She said, “You want to know my schedule?”

      “I guess.”

      “Come on, Demarcus, seriously,” she said, slumping petulantly. “I can tell you what cities I’m going to be in.”

      “I guess so, I don’t know. I don’t keep that close attention on my own schedule.”

      “I’ll know because I know what games you’ll be playing, what cities you’ll be in, you know?...”

      “Sure, just send me when you’re going to be where...”

      Then she said: “Don’t you want to see me again?” And he knew now this wasn’t over and it wasn’t even his choice...

      Demarcus said, “Sure, I told you. Don’t get crazy on me.”

      “I’m not crazy, I’m just trying to be nice here.”

      “Okay, you be nice. You be nice and get down to that limo. You got my number, what else you need?”

      Sara kept his gaze, tossed her hair; her breasts swayed side to side. The expression on her face was an attempt at insouciance, one he knew well from many arguments with her, but she betrayed a complex of anger and hurt that churned just under the surface; like one carefully placed phrase timed right could reduce her to tears or have her smashing a bedside vase over your head. Eyes still on DeMarcus she backed off the bed, sucking in her tummy, flexing her thighs a little for him, showing off the goods, reminding the big athlete that she brought a little something to the table, too. DeMarcus sat near the foot of the bed watching her as she looked around for her clothes and realized they were in the other room. Now she looked awkward, but she did that hair toss thing, narrowed her eyes and cocked her head, saying to DeMarcus, “Are you going to answer my calls?”

      DeMarcus said, “I’m going to answer your calls, don’t you worry.”

      “You better,” she said in mock warning, narrowing her eyes further, meanly, but showing him a smile.

      “I will,” DeMarcus said, and now he stood, towering over Sara, her looking up at him with a look of awe and admiration. He moved closer and put a hand on the small of her back. She arched, leaning away as he tilted his head down and kissed her again. Sara’s hands stroked his neck as the kiss lingered; both of them naked, Sara small, pale, and lean, and DeMarcus huge, and black, and powerful; his cock pressed against her stomach and down her thigh.

      When their kiss broke their eye contact stayed connected. Sara bit her lower lip, slowly smiled.

      “Go on now, get,” DeMarcus said, and gave her bottom a playful slap. It made Sara giggle, do a bashful little dance with both her hands on her bottom to protect it from further spanking, pressing her breasts forward and making them bounce.

      She took a few steps away, watching over her shoulder, and Demarcus said, “Eleven-oh-five.”

      She paused. “Eleven-oh-five? What’s that?”

      “Code for the elevator. Get you up here, get you down to the private garage.”

      “Okay,” she whispered, beaming. “I’ll see you around.”

      “See you around,” he said.

      She took a few more steps, her bare bottom swaying, and DeMarcus called out to stop her again. She turned.

      “Forgettin’ something?”

      Sara frowned. “What?...”

      DeMarcus tuned now, came around the bed, coming closer to the phone’s camera until his huge penis filled the screen of the iPad. He crouched, smiled brightly for the camera. “Take it easy, Greg.”
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      Out in the living room naked, now she felt foolish. With her phone pressed face down against her chest, she tip-toed in bare feet to the couch where her clothes were laying scattered around.

      It was muffled (her hand covered the speaker), but she could hear Craig’s voice. “You alone?”

      She groaned, looked up at the ceiling. “Uh-huh,” she muttered, phone still against her chest.

      “You okay?” he asked.

      “Yeah,” she sighed, then reached the couch, tossed her phone to sit on the seat, camera pointing up, but not in her direction. She gathered up the stretchy little dress, ran it around until she had the bustier at the front and stepped her legs through it.

      “You sure you’re okay?”

      “I told you I’m fine,” she said, pulling the dress up and setting her breasts in the cups.

      “You getting dressed?”

      “Yes,” she said, plopping her ass on the couch, looking to the phone’s camera—it was set to show her what Craig was seeing: her bare arm, her hair-framed face looking down. She tried to smile but felt its falseness, instead bent over and gathered her shoes. She slipped them on her feet and did over the strap around the ankle. Her gold chain was gone; perhaps a way for her to return to retrieve it?—or maybe keep in touch? Did you see my anklet, DeMarcus? If you find it would you mail it to me?—it was very expensive...

      “What’s wrong, Sara? You aren’t talking...”

      “What, Craig?... I’m trying to get dressed...”

      Now she stood, snatched up her leather jacket and thrust her arms through it. She grabbed the phone, left the call engaged but dropped it into her purse slung over her shoulder. She strutted the heels through DeMarcus’s living room, loud enough he would hear them in the bedroom, tapped them up the stairs, paused at the door looking down the hall.

      Craig’s voice: “Sara?”

      She opened the door, went into the private lobby, around the table with its bouquet of flowers and jammed the button for the elevator with her thumb.

      “Sara?...”

      Arms crossed, she watched her reflection in the dim metallic surface next to the elevator’s frame. She ran her hair back from her face, shook it out, clasped her hands behind her neck.

      “Sara?”

      “What?” she said.

      “Why aren’t you talking?”

      “I am. I’m just... I’m trying to get out of here...”

      “Please, tell me you’re okay.”

      “I said I was okay, Craig.”

      Craig was silent for a long while. The elevator indicator lights above the door showed the cab was near arriving.

      Craig said, “Are you mad at me?”

      She groaned again, rubbed her fingers into her cheeks, digging into that hollow under her cheekbones. The cab arrived, the doors opened, and she entered, taking the phone out of her purse and putting it to her ear. “I’m not mad.”

      “Then what’s wrong, baby?”

      “Hold on,” she said, used a fresh manicured nail to tap out the security code that would allow her access to the level called Private Garage. “I just... I don’t know, Craig... I didn’t like the way that played out...”

      “What didn’t you like?”

      “Uh, getting caught with a recording device in my purse...”

      “He seemed fine with it, Sara...”

      “I know, but that doesn’t mean I don’t feel like a fucking, I don’t know...”

      “Don’t know what?”

      “I just didn’t seem too cool now, did I?”

      She heard him sigh, rolled her eyes because she knew he wouldn’t understand. You try sleeping with someone else, Craig, you think it’s so easy. Why did he want to treat her like his own personal porn star?

      Craig said, “What does that matter?”

      “I knew you wouldn’t get it.”

      “I want to get it, Sara,” he said.

      She laughed. “Why do you think he kicked me out like that?”

      “He has stuff to do...”

      “Now I’m going to be that fucking loser whose husband wanted to listen while he fucked me.”

      “You’re not a loser.”

      “I just don’t want to be considered that way, Craig.”

      “He liked you.”

      She held the phone against her ear with a shoulder and got out a pack of gum from her purse. “He’s not going to call me back.”

      “What do you care?”

      She thumbed a piece out of its bubble and popped it in her mouth. “I care, okay?”

      “You want to see him again.”

      She sighed, watched up at the descending numbers as the cab dropped silently toward the lower levels. “I don’t know.”

      “Why are you so mad?”

      “I’m not mad, okay?... Look, I got to go...”

      “Don’t hang up on me.”

      She switched the phone to her other ear. “What is it?”

      “You think it’s my fault?”

      “You just had to listen in, didn’t you? Never mind, look, I’ll talk to you when I get home.”

      “You home tomorrow?”

      “Yes,” she said, “I’ll see you tomorrow around five.”

      “I can’t wait to see you...”

      “I can’t wait to be home.”

      He was quiet for a while and the cab stopped at the private level with deceleration that lurched her stomach. “You liked it with him.”

      The doors opened. She said, “I’m at the limo, can we talk about this when I get home?”

      “Sure,” he said. “You want to see him again?”

      “I don’t know, Craig...”

      “You don’t know? It sure sounded like you knew.”

      “Don’t you want me to see him again?”

      “I don’t know yet...”

      She walked out the vestibule and into the concrete garage. The limo was there, and when the driver saw her coming, he got out, came around and held the back door open for her. She held up a single finger for the man, indicating him to wait a minute for her. She said, “We’ll talk about it tomorrow.”

      She waited for his response, and what he retorted she hadn’t expected. He said, “He doesn’t even know your name, Sara.”

      Her voice went high and tight. “Yes, he does.”

      “He didn’t call you Sara once.”

      She turned her back to Vic who still stood by the open limo door. “Fuck off, Craig. Yes, he did.”

      “Don’t tell me to fuck off.”

      She took a few steps back toward the vestibule to keep the driver out of earshot. “Sorry. But don’t try to hurt my feelings.”

      “I’m not. It’s a reality check.”

      “Don’t do that.”

      “Don’t think tonight was more than it was.”

      “I don’t.”

      “Good,” her husband said. “Come home to me.”

      Come home to him? It was the first time it occurred to her that Craig was worried he would lose her. She closed her eyes. He was right—it was possible she might not come home. At least not tomorrow. When she opened her eyes, she was looking through the glass wall of the vestibule, back at the elevator bank inside. She smiled.

      Eleven-oh-five.

      Same code that got her down here would get her back up to the penthouse...
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