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Chapter One

 


Steven stood in front of the door of the apartment, key in the deadbolt ready to be twisted.
 

Just knock and go in. Like an adult.
 

But the uneasy sensation that had formed somewhere between the bottom of his lungs and the top of his stomach would not go away. That feeling, inspired by the raucous laughter he’d heard coming from inside the apartment just a moment ago, was blooming inside him like a poisonous flower.
 

He wasn’t a snoop. Didn’t like to pry into people’s affairs. Never tried to steal a glance at Scarlet’s phone or her browsing history or ask about what her and the friends had gossiped about on their monthly girl’s nights.
 

But he was a man. And hearing a gaggle of women laughing so uproariously about something in their apartment caused a question to form in his mind. A question that, quite possibly, had formed in the minds of men all the way back to the dawn of civilization.
 

Are they laughing at me?
 

It was silly. It was childish. Immature and unreasonable. And stealing into the apartment without knocking to listen in on their conversation to make sure would be downright rude.
 

He wasn’t insecure. He was confident that their young marriage was built on a solid foundation of love and trust and mutual respect. But somewhere in the reptilian part of his brain, that primordial stem purportedly suppressed and civilized by millennia of evolution, a hope and a fear sprang all at once.
 

What if they’re in their underwear having a pillow fight?
 

That, of course was a preposterous proposition. The first question, however, would not abate.
 

What if they’re laughing at me?
 

So, against his better judgment, he ignored the guilt that urged him to resist the impulse, twisted the key in the lock and slipped into the front hall. He eased the door shut and pressed his back against the wall.
 

“Alright Shantae go already!” That was Kim. Bubbly, brown-haired Kim with the button nose and the chipmunk cheeks who looked like she belonged in a women’s soap commercial but had a wicked streak buried under all that cuteness.
 

“Alright, girl, alright!” he heard Shantae say. “Y’all are drunk!”
 

The ripple of laughter that followed sent a shiver down his back.
 

Shantae the ebony goddess with the oversized personality, bolted on breasts and legs for miles. Scarlet’s bestie from college. Her confidant and concocter of wicked ideas.
 

This is wrong. Get out. Or at least tell them you’re here.
 

Maybe just a little longer. Just until he heard what Shantae had to say.
 

“All this sharing making me thirsty,” she said. A bottle of wine scraped against the glass coffee table in the living room. Then the familiar glug-glug-glug of a glass being poured. Shantae taking a swig then setting down her glass. She smacked her lips. “Okay. Alright. I’m a do this but Scarlet you gotta’ promise you won’t scratch my eyes out.”
 

He heard in Scarlet’s groan that followed the way she was rolling her eyes. “I’m not making any promises,” he heard her say.
 

“Hey!” Shantae snapped. “We all made a promise. No hurt feelings. Remember? Before the game started?”
 

A few of the girls laughed.
 

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” Scarlet replied. She was smiling again. He could hear it.
 

“I’m gonna’ go ahead and say I wouldn’t mind taking a stab at your oh-so-cute and oh-so-dorky gamer husband.”
 

Silence.
 

Jaws dropped.
 

“Shantae!” Kim cried.
 

A chorus of hoots and clapping followed.
 

Steven’s insides wrenched. Had she just said…
 

“Looks like she doesn’t mind too much.” Jess this time. Grinning her fox-like smile, eyes probably narrowed and staring at Scarlet accusingly.
 

Was this for real? Was Shantae talking about him? That she wouldn’t mind taking a…stab at him?
 

“Or, I guess I should say, I wouldn’t mind him taking a stab at me.”
 

All four of them erupted into hooting.
 

Steven’s eyes bugged. 
 

Holy shit.
 

She was talking about him. And her. Doing the nasty? Then he heard Scarlet chuckling. Chuckling? At her friend suggesting a dalliance with her husband? What the fuck was going here, exactly?!?
 

“Whatever,” came Scarlet’s sweet voice, warm and slurring a little.
 

He could almost see her shrugging.
 

“Whatever?” Kim said.
 

“He is cute,” Scarlet said softly.
 

His heart melted a little.
 

“Oh my god look at her going red,” Jess said. “How long have you guys been married? Three years? And you’re still like this? That’s adorable.”
 

“Whatever,” Scarlet said again. “I love him.”
 

“Love him enough to share?” Shantae asked.
 

Steven’s mind started reeling. This was…impossible. This was more sordid than he could have ever imagined a girls night to be. This was inconceivable. Was this the way these evenings always went?
 

Scarlet smirked. “I like playing with my own toys, thanks.”
 

And while this, too, was sweet, it was a little deflating. Put the wind back into his lungs but borrowed against the bulge that had begun to form between his legs.
 

“Suit yourself,” Shantae replied. “Just sayin’ I’ve always liked the look of that boy. Those thick black-rimmed glasses and that pretty smile. And he’s got a nice dick, doesn’t he?”
 

“Shantae!” Kim snapped.
 

“What? I saw it once. You remember that day we all went to the beach?”
 

“You saw Steven’s…thing?” Scarlet sounding a little more skeptical. Maybe a little unsettled?
 

“Just the outline. But girl from what I saw you done alright. Mmhmm.”
 

Another wave of laughter.
 

This one threaded a thin strand of embarrassment through the pride that was welling through him at Shantae’s lurid compliment. Not unpleasant but unexpected. And the way the two twisted together was strangely…thrilling.
 

“I can’t complain,” Scarlet said.
 

“Ha!” Shantae burst out, smacking her hands together. “Well if you ever get bored of your toy you give me a call. I’d show him all kinds of new ways to play. Black love the best love, baby!”
 

This was unfathomable. Beyond the wildest boundaries of what his imagination might have conjured about these evenings. And Shantae? Shantae. He loved Scarlet with all his heart and soul but…shit. He’d always had a little itch about Shantae.
 

“Alright this time we not spinning,” Shantae said.
 

“What? Why not?” Scarlet asked.
 

Spin the bottle? They were playing spin the bottle?
 

“Cause we all already went twice and you sittin’ there with your mouth shut cause it never points your way! It’s your turn.”
 

“I second that,” Jess said.
 

“Motion carried,” Kim added.
 

Scarlet groaned.
 

Steven balled his hands into fists. This was wrong. He knew he shouldn’t be standing there listening. But his feet felt like they were riveted to the damn tile. He glanced at the door making a quick calculation about the quietest way to open the deadbolt and slip out. Then Scarlet sighed and he knew he wasn’t going anywhere.
 

“I don’t know. I don’t really have a lot of secret desires, you know? I’m pretty straight up.”
 

“Bitch I bet if I looked in your closet I’d find a chest of whips and chains in there. You walk around so straight-laced I am positive you got kink after kink after kink twisted all up inside you. Now spit it out.”
 

A silence settled in the room.
 

Steven could hear his heart pounding in his ears. Was Shantae right? Was Scarlet kinky?
 

He nearly laughed at the thought. Sweet, blonde Scarlet with her smile as bright as the noonday sun on a summer’s day? Scarlet who giggled and caressed and kissed softly while they were making love? He’d never heard a single word from her that she wanted anything but the intimate, loving sex-life they shared.
 

A tremor rippled through him. Something dark and a tiny bit dangerous.
 

Do I really want to hear this?
 

Not that he was scared. They knew each other inside and out and he was dead-certain there was nothing they hadn’t talked about. But the way she was hesitating. Like she had something to say but wasn’t sure about whether she should. It turned him into a solid statue. Made the hallway spin a little. Made his hands sweat and his nails dig into the flesh of his palms.
 

“You better go, girl or I’m a gonna’ go for you,” Shantae purred.
 

Scarlet let out a funny sound. A frustrated smirk or something.
 

“Oh you know already?” Jess asked.
 

“Oh my god look at her blushing,” Kim chimed in. “Maybe we shouldn’t. Just leave her alone.”
 

“Uh-uh,” Shantae sang. “A deal is a deal.”
 

“Sha, stop,” Scarlet said, sounding the tiniest bit irritated.
 

“Oh no I will not,” Shantae said.
 

He saw in his mind the way her head moved side to side. Oh no you don’t, girlfriend.
 

“Alright I’m saying it.”
 

“Don’t!” Scarlet chirped.
 

“Scarlet here always wanted to…”
 

He almost put his hands over his ears. Almost. The feeling twisting through him was one part thrilling and ten parts terrifying. This was private. These were secrets he wasn’t meant to hear. And yet…
 

What could she possibly say that I haven’t heard yet?
 

“Okay stop.” Now Scarlet was serious.
 

“Then you do it,” Shantae teased.
 

“Fine.” Scarlet let out a sharp, exasperated sigh. She picked up her wine and took a long swig then set the glass down again. “I always wondered…”
 

Steven clutched his stomach. A pleasant nausea, if there was such a thing, made him break out in a sweat.
 

“I always wondered what it would be like to be with a black man.”
 

Pow.
 

Silence.
 

The sound of the clock in the kitchen seemed to amplify with each tick.
 

“There you go,” Shantae whispered. “That’s it. Don’t you feel better getting that off your chest?”
 

Steven’s jaw fell. The skin on the back of his neck prickled. He shook his head and struggled to take a quiet breath.
 

Was this for real? Had that been Scarlet? Had she really said…
 

“Well that’s not that big of a deal,” Jess interjected, sounding disappointed.
 

“Right? I’m always telling her that,” Shantae added. “Girl you ever want to try some BBC you give me a shout. Drop your cute husband off at my place and I’ll hook you up with a couple the boys I come up with. Straight from the hood.”
 

“Oh my god Shantae I can’t believe you just said that. You’re terrible!” Kim squealed.
 

“Wait, what? What’s BBC?” Scarlet asked.
 

Steven nearly keeled over. He had to reach out and steady himself with a hand on the wall. Scarlet Charlton, his cute as a button little blonde who worked down at the flower shop asking about BBC felt like it might kill him.
 

“You are incredible, girl. You even go on the internet? That shit’s mainstream now.”
 

“What’s BBC? I thought it was British…”
 

“That’s across the pond over there. Over here in ‘murica, BBC is Big, mother-fucking Black, pussy-pounding Cock. Yeah!” Shantae smacked her hands together again.
 

Kim let out a squeak, hands over her mouth.
 

Shantae was obviously wasted or close to it.
 

Steven felt like he was going to start hyperventilating. When he heard Scarlet giggle the bottom fell out of his gut and his heart sank into that space.
 

“Are you serious? That’s what they call it?” Scarlet asked.
 

And what was this? That tone, the way she asked the question, not disgusted, not skeptical but…curious. Like she was going to get on Wikipedia and see if it were for real.
 

It floored him and made his heart beat faster still. His ears started to ring.
 

“Damn straight I’m serious,” Shantae replied. “Dick like from your elbow to your wrist. Head like a fist. That shit don’t fuck you. That shit own you. That shit punish you oh-so-gooooooood,” Shantae said, then burst into a wicked cackling.
 

“Okay I think that might be enough girl’s night for me,” Kim said.
 

A panic shot through the Steven as he heard her stand up from the couch. He was seconds away from being caught. A pulse of adrenaline ripped him from his strange trance. Reaching behind himself he gave three soft raps on the door, then twisted the deadbolt loud enough he could be sure they all heard it. He grabbed the knob, swung the door open, then leaned back as he spoke so it sounded like he was still in the hall. “Babe? I’m home!” His voice cracked, the words coming out like a croak. “The girls still here?”
 






Chapter Two

 


Scarlet padded into the hallway on bare feet. She was smiling. Her face and neck were a little rosy from the wine she’d been drinking. She came up to him and pressed her lips against his cheek and kissed. A puzzled look settled on her face as she pulled away. “You’re all sweaty. Are you okay?” she whispered.
 

Shantae teetered in nearly tripping over her own feet. She braced herself against the wall and shot him a smile, eyes narrowed. She made no apologies as her gaze raked down his body. She might as well have licked her lips. “Hey Steven,” she purred.
 

“Okay. That’s enough wine for you.” Straight-backed Kim came in to save the day. Holding Shantae so she didn’t fall over she slipped her feet into her loafers and flashed a pleasant smile at him. “Hi Steve. Did you have a good evening?”
 

“Uh…uh…uh…” His eyes darted between her, Shantae and Scarlet, mind racing as he tried to steady himself. He felt like he’d been hit by a train. “Yeah. It was good. Sorry if I interrupted something,” he muttered.
 

“Oh we were just gettin’ started,” Shantae said.
 

“Oh no we weren’t. You didn’t interrupt anything,” Kim said, flashing him a tight smile. “We were just wrapping up.”
 

Jess rounded the corner, smiling her sly smile. She gave a little wave ‘hello.’
 

Steven forced a smile in her direction.
 

Kim, still hanging onto Shantae, leaned over and kissed Scarlet’s cheek. “Thanks sweetie. Sorry if we got a little rowdy.”
 

Scarlet giggled and shrugged. “It’s okay,” she said, shaking her head. “It was fun.”
 

Steven’s eyes bugged. Fun? Talking about big black dicks was fun now?
 

Shoes were put on, jackets pulled out of the closet and a few moments later the three ladies were shuffling past him.
 

As Kim led Shantae toward the door Shantae’s hand shot out and grabbed the front of his shirt. She yanked him toward herself, so their noses were just inches apart. “You best be taking good care of my girl, you hear?” she said, pretending to growl. “We were sharing all kinds of secre…”
 

“Okay!” Kim chirped, prying Shantae’s hand off his shirt. “Time to go! Later Steve!”
 

Scarlet burst into giggles again, covering her mouth, face flushing in embarrassment at Shantae’s drunkenness.
 

“Bye Steve,” Jess said as she walked past. She closed the door behind her and suddenly it was just him and Scarlet and that crazy, exhilarating, horribly delicious feeling churning through him.
 

He turned and locked eyes with his wife.
 

“Did you have a good evening?” she asked. Same way she always did after their nights apart. Like the fact she’d just confessed to wanting to sleep with a black man was No. Big. Deal.
 

“I…uh…yeah,” he managed to stammer. “Jeff and Taylor bailed. Lucas had a thing. He had a long week. Wanted to put the kids to bed. Sorry if I’m home to earl…” His back stiffened as Scarlet pressed a finger to his lips.
 

“You’re home just in time,” she whispered before kissing his cheek again. “Things were getting a little crazy. Why are you so sweaty?”
 

“Oh, uh, I walked home pretty quick. It’s cold out there,” he lied.
 

“Oh. Okay. You tired?”
 

“Um…no. I’m good. What about you?”
 

“A little tipsy. I had one glass too many. Sorry,” she frowned and pretended to pout.
 

He shook his head. “It’s okay. What, uh, what was up with Shantae?”
 

More tightness in his gut. The realization that he was going to have to be real careful about what he said dawned on him. Scarlet was sharp as a tack even when she was a little drunk. One slip up and those wheels in her head would start spinning.
 

“Oh you know. Sha just being Sha,” she said, grinning.
 

He forced himself to chuckle. “Oh. Right. Yeah.” His cock throbbed when Scarlet bit her lip. What the hell was happening here? “So? You want to watch TV or something?” he asked.
 

She furrowed her brow. “TV? On a Friday after girl’s night? With a drunk wife?” She pressed the back of her hand to his forehead. “Do you have a fever?”
 

“Ha ha…ha. No. No I’m fine,” he said, shaking his head.
 

Scarlet’s eyes narrowed into a sultry stare. “You want to go in the bedroom?” she asked softly.
 

He balked at the way his cock throbbed again. Rising like a totem, a pillar being erected. A monument to the insanely inappropriate and vastly confusing arousal that was making him want to turn on the air conditioning despite it being the middle of March. He cleared his throat. “Uh, yeah. Sure.” He gave a nod for good measure.
 

Scarlet looked at him funny.
 

He knew he’d fucked up already. 
 

Uh yeah. Sure.
 

Dummy. 
 

He never said that on a Friday after girl’s night. He always came home after a few with the boys with that warm feeling in his gut, ready to bed his beautiful bride.
 

“Uh, yeah. Sure,” she said, imitating him. “You’re being so romantic this evening,” she teased.
 

A new terror started to form in his mind. How would he ever figure out how to be normal around her again? His brain was screaming at him to ask the damn question!
 

You want to sleep with a black man?!?
 

He did his best to relax his expression, shake his head and brush off what she’d said. “I’m just a little tired I think. It was a long week.”
 

She pouted again. “Tired? Too tired?”
 

He took a deep breath, leaned forward and did his best imitation of ole’ Steve. That guy he felt like he’d never be again. “Never too tired for you gorgeous,” he whispered into her ear.
 

She smiled. Her face was warm against his. “That’s better,” she purred. “Come on. I’m super horny for some reason.”
 

His throat tightened so bad he could barely breathe.
 

Grabbing his hand Scarlet dragged him down the hall toward the door to the bedroom.
 

She wanted to sleep with a black man?
 

How was he going to get through this? How was he going to make love to his beautiful wife with that running through his head?
 

Suddenly they were in the bedroom. Scarlet peeling off layers, her shirt coming off over her head, lowering her sweats and her underwear.
 

His eyes fell to the scruffy patch of pubic hair that covered her sex. God she was gorgeous.
 

She unclasped her bra and let the straps slide off her shoulders. Then she was standing naked in front of him, the redness from her cheeks spreading across her chest.
 

What’s she thinking about? Me? Or…
 

“Come here,” she whispered.
 

Before he could stop her she was tugging his belt open. His pants fell around his ankles, then his underwear.
 

She leaned in and kissed his neck as her hand found his turgid member. She sucked in a quick breath. Her eyes fell to his it, then widened. “Wow,” she whispered before looking up at him. “Guess you’re not that tired after all.” She narrowed her eyes. “You holding out on me?”
 

“Uh…what?” he croaked.
 

“You really go to the Fox and the Hound?” she whispered. “Or did you go to a strip club?” she asked, over-emphasizing the words in the adorably dorky way she had when she was drunk and trying to be funny.
 

He smirked. “I didn’t go to a strip club,” he answered, trying to sound dismissive.
 

“I was just wondering cause, you know.” She glanced back down at his cock.
 

“Don’t be silly,” he whispered. He put his hands on her arms and was about to draw her down onto the bed.
 

She put a finger on his chest. “Uh-uh,” she said softly. She pressed him back far enough he lost his balance, fell backwards to sit on the bed. Undoing the top two buttons on his shirt she lifted it up over his head before sinking to her knees.
 

Now what?
 

Not that he minded. Not that they didn’t do that every so often. But, like, birthdays. Or the day he got his promotion. But a Friday after girl’s night? Unprecedented.
 

“What are you doing?” he asked, voice tight as he watched her grip the base of his cock. His eyes darted between her parted lips and the wide pink areolae at the peaks of her round breasts.
 

“What’s it look like I’m doing?” she answered, flashing another sultry gaze. “Taking care of my man is what I’m doing.”
 

Before he could stop her or try to coax her up onto himself she’d wrapped her lips around the tip of his cock. Just past the glans like she knew he liked it. Tongue flicking underneath she gazed up at him with round eyes that begged let me please you.
 

And god how good it felt.
 

Trouble was, with everything that had happened and with that unnameable, never before felt lust throbbing inside him he was already perched next to the very edge of an eruption.
 

“Baby I’m…maybe we should just…can we take it a little slower?”
 

She popped off the head of his cock, grinned and shook her head. “Uh-uh. I’m hungry,” she whispered.
 

Holy shit.
 

Then she was on him again. Staring up, inhibitions shed and left behind in the living room thanks to the wine. Her tongue working it’s magic, wet and sloppy on the underside of the head of his cock.
 

His lip curled. “Fuck, baby. I don’t know. I’m so close,” he grunted.
 

Her eyes opened wider still. In shock maybe. Puzzlement. But mostly excitement at seeing and feeling him so aroused.
 

Cum pooled at the base of his organ. The muscles between his legs drawing it out from his nuts, priming a pump that was ready to send it gushing straight into her mouth.
 

And as sweet as that would have been that was sort of a no-go for Scarlet. Always had been.
 

He felt bad. The last thing he wanted was to disappoint her. But what choice did he have? She was ravenous. And he was…incredibly confused by all this.
 

He shuddered. His legs twitched, toes curling as the first tendril of pleasure glanced the base of his brain. “Baby watch out. I’m gonna…” A hand on her shoulder to push her away.
 

She grabbed it and pulled it off, staring straight into his eyes. Cheeks hollowed, her jaw moving as her tongue worked his frenulum.
 

“No sweetie I’m serious,” he panted.
 

She popped off again. Just for a second. Just long enough to say “so am I.” Letting go of his hand she brought her finger to the root of his prick. She drew a line up his undercarriage.
 

Click.
 

His body shook. He groaned. The world narrowed. Now all he could see was Scarlet’s face with his cock in her mouth. Pleasure surged through him. He throbbed in her hand. The first gush of ejaculate tore through his member.
 

Fuck she hates this!
 

But instead of jerking her mouth away and letting his cum splatter on her face and her tits, she gripped the root of his cock in her fist and sank lower onto it with her mouth.
 

He grunted, eyes riveted to the sight of his cock flexing, pumping glob after glob of sticky semen onto her tongue.
 

Scarlet stayed in place, working him with her tongue and her fist.
 

The light in the room seemed to bend.
 

The peak of his climax rushed past like a train thundering into the distance, air horn blowing get the fuck out of the way!
 

And at the apex of it, that place that always felt like it would last forever, he saw his cute Scarlet on the couch with her feet tucked under her legs, wine glass in hand, smiling and admitting to her friends I always wondered what it would be like to be with a black man.
 

Reality itself swelled, the walls of the room bowing out like they were made of rubber.
 

His eyes stayed on Scarlet. Rosy-cheeked, red-chested Scarlet who looked like a demon trying to suck his soul out through his cock like she’d never done before.
 

Then it popped. The room returned to it’s normal shape. His ears started to ring as the rug was torn out from under his climax and he started falling back into himself.
 

Suddenly he was Steven again. But not the same guy he’d been when he’d walked through the door that evening. Steven but not Steven. A different man.
 

Scarlet pulled off his wilting cock with a soft slurp. Her jaw jutted forward and she cupped a hand under her chin to keep his jizz off the carpet in case it spilled from her lips. She closed her eyes.
 

Steven’s widened. He was convinced she was about to spring up and run to the bathroom to spit out his mess.
 

Instead, she opened hers again and looked at him with a wicked glint. Her mouth opened wider.
 

Steven stiffened. Peering forward he looked in to see the swirling pool of essence on her tongue.
 

She pushed it out over her bottom lip. Slowly and with intent staring him in the eye the whole time like it was something they did every day.
 

His mouth fell agape as he watched the seed spill over her lip like a gluey waterfall. The liquid careened down her chin and landed on her warm chest with a loud splatter, rolling lower to coat her breasts.
 

“Scarlet,” he whispered. “What the fuck?”
 

She burst out laughing. Throwing a hand over her mouth she stood up and pranced out into the hall.
 

He heard the water running in the bathroom and sat stunned on the bed staring at his flagging member. He barely noticed her return.
 

She sat down on the bed, swung her legs up and tucked them under the sheets.
 

He looked over his shoulder, then shuffled up next to her to do the same. Their eyes met.
 

“Did you like that?” she whispered.
 

He shook his head. “I…that was incredible. But I thought you didn’t like…”
 

She shrugged. Tucking a hand under the sheets she ran her fingers down his abs until she felt his cock beneath them. She wrapped a fist around it. “Think you can go again?”
 

He felt like he was going insane.
 






Chapter Three

 


He woke up the next morning dead set on making a confession. Groaning at his aching morning wood he swung his legs over the edge of the bed and threw off the sheets.
 

What he’d done the night before had been wrong. Listening in on Scarlet and her friends had been a betrayal of her trust and an invasion of her privacy. He felt terrible. And he wasn’t about to let something so stupid come between them. If she ever found out what would she say?
 

He trudged toward the kitchen, the smell of freshly brewed coffee telling him Scarlet was already up and getting started on her day. He found her humming to herself, thumbing through her phone and sipping Joe.
 

She was wearing running gear and her cheeks were rosy from exertion and the cold outside.
 

His heart melted when she turned to look at him, beaming.
 

“Hey!” she chirped. Setting her coffee down she walked toward him, the bounce in her step making her ponytail bob behind her head.
 

“Hey,” he muttered. He inhaled when she leaned in to kiss him, the way he always did even if she was sweaty. Something about his woman being dirty gave him a thrill.
 

“Are you smelling me again?” she said, giving his arm a playful slap.
 

“Sorry,” he muttered.
 

“Pervert,” she said, before bursting into giggles and walking back to the counter.
 

“How was your run?” he asked, delaying the question lingering on the tip of his tongue.
 

“Amazing. It’s actually pretty warm out there. You should go out. You want to go the market later?”
 

“Uh…yeah. Sure. I don’t know about running though. I’m kind of wiped.”
 

She flashed another smile in his direction. “Yeah. You were out like a light when I left. Did you get a good sleep?”
 

He nodded. The sleep had been good but plagued with the strangest dreams, the memory of what he’d heard the night before infecting them with all sorts of dirty scenes.
 

“You want a coffee?”
 

“For sure,” he said. He shuffled over to where she was standing and put a hand on the small of her back. His heart grew heavy. “Scarlet I need to tell you something…”
 

Her phone pinged at the last word. “Oh. ‘Kay. Hold on a sec.” She picked it up and swiped the unlock code in.
 

She held up a finger as she stared at the screen. She smiled, tapped the button on the side and turned the screen off, then turned to him. “Sorry, what?” she asked. “Sorry, that was rude. That was Tae. She’s totally hungover. I sent a text asking if she wanted to go for a run and she’s just now getting back to me. Isn’t that hilarious? She got super wasted yesterday. But she was wondering if maybe we’d be up for drinks tonight? Ha ha! Tae. Tae being Tae, huh?”
 

“Huh. Yeah. Funny,” he muttered. His heart melted at her bubbly disposition. She was always like this. Bouncy as a bunny and ready for some fun. Especially on Saturdays. What the hell was his admission going to do to their day? Ruin it, probably.
 

“What were you going to ask me?”
 

He glanced at the phone. “I thought you were using that face recognition thing to get into your phone?” he said.
 

“Oh. That. Yeah, no. I gave up on that. Apparently it’s like, I don’t know, there’s privacy violations or something? It was all on the news. I just changed it back to the little pattern.”
 

“Oh.” That was prudent. He was always going on about how she shouldn’t trust the phone it was nice she finally listened to the news about it.
 

“What was that other thing?”
 

His stomach twisted. “Huh?”
 

“That other thing you were going to ask me? Remember?”
 

“Oh, yeah. That.” He looked at her expectant face and it almost crushed him. Was she going to be pissed? Would they spend the weekend fighting because he couldn’t mind his own damn business? Maybe after breakfast would be better. Or maybe that afternoon. He was going to come clean, for sure. But starting the day like this? “You know I forgot. It’ll come to me.”
 

She smiled, shrugged, then turned to lean against the counter. Her hips glanced against his still hard cock and she looked down at his midriff, smile widening. “You want me to take care of that for you?” she asked.
 

A jolt of excitement shot through him at the question. Scarlet liked sex as much as he did but this? Twice last night and now again? “Are you…are you serious?”
 

She giggled and set her coffee cup down. Reaching out she cupped his aching shaft. “Of course I’m serious. Since when have I been a tease?” She rubbed him.
 

Pleasure drenched his brain at her touch. “I know you’re not a tease but…” He eyed her, feeling a little silly standing in the kitchen with her fondling him.
 

“But what?” she asked. “I wear you out last night?”
 

He smirked. He tried to pull his hips away, to regain some control of the situation.
 

Scarlet held him firmly in her grip.
 

“Uh, no,” he said, shaking his head, feeling even more sheepish that she wouldn’t release him. “It’s just…that’s quite the appetite you have all of a sudden.”
 

She shrugged again.
 

“Any…any particular reason for it?” He couldn’t help but ask. Each time he’d woken up throughout the night his mind had kicked into overdrive. Processing the previous evening, it had woven together an impossible conclusion. One that haunted him now.
 

What if her admission had had something to do with her sudden…need once her friends had left? What if confessing her curiosity was what inspired her to let him finish in her mouth?
 

It was preposterous, of course. The machinations of his perverted man-mind twisting two incongruous events into a ridiculous conclusion. But still he couldn’t shake it.
 

Scarlet’s eyes narrowed as she looked at him. “So I’ve been thinking,” she said softly.
 

“’Bout what?” he asked, his voice breaking on the second word. He cleared his throat.
 

“You know how we talked about…you know, getting things started? Or at least starting to try?” she asked, eyebrows rising.
 

His mouth fell open. “You mean…you mean like getting you…pregnant?”
 

She rubbed his cock back and forth. It hardened in her hand. “I’m on the last few days of this months pill. What do you think? Ready to take the plunge?” she asked, grinning.
 

It made him harden in her hand again. Why the idea of breeding her was so fucking sexy he had no idea. But it was. Their sex life had caught fire when she mentioned it a few months ago. They hadn’t made any decision and things had returned to normal, at least for him. Seemed like Scarlet hadn’t forgotten about their conversation. “I mean if you are,” he said.
 

Her smile softened into something tender. She bit her lip. “I think maybe I am,” she admitted, nodding. “Maybe it’s time? That whole biological clock thing? I don’t know.” She shook her head and looked wistfully into the distance. “I don’t know if it’s that but I’ve been really horny lately.”
 

His eyes opened a little wider. They darted down her frame, pausing at her breasts and then her ass, the pleasantly round shape accentuated by the running tights she was wearing.
 

“So? What do you think?” she whispered. She caressed his cock again.
 

“I think I’m a pretty lucky guy to have you,” he said softly.
 

She giggled and shook her head. “That’s so cheesy.”
 

“What? I mean it.”
 

“Aw,” Scarlet said, tipping her head. “You’re sweet. Let me just hop in the shower,” she said, pulling away, her hand falling from his muscle.
 

Steven grabbed her wrist. “Wait. You don’t have to,” he said, shaking his head and gazing into her eyes.
 

They narrowed into mock suspicion. “You pervert,” she muttered playfully. “Okay. You want me dirty? You got it.” She leaned up off the counter and started dragging him to the bedroom.
 

Suddenly his heart was pounding with excitement. He took his shirt and shorts off, eyes on her the whole time as he watched her strip.
 

She peeled off the hoodie she was wearing, then her sports bra.
 

He hardened at the sight of her tits, her chest above them almost as rosy as her face.
 

She turned and bent forward slightly to take off her tights. She glanced over her shoulder as she exposed her ass and the thin pink thong that disappeared between her cheeks.
 

Steven couldn’t help but stare. The muscled orbs of flesh begging to be grabbed and spread, her pussy beneath them already a little wet with sweat and lubricant.
 

“You like that?” she asked.
 

“I like it,” he whispered, nodding.
 

“You want it really dirty?”
 

His eyes darted up to hers. What the hell was this? Last night a blowjob and swallow and now asking if he wanted it really dirty? “Yes,” he whispered, falling completely under her spell.
 

She giggled and rolled her eyes. “Men,” she said.
 

“What? You asked!”
 

Scarlet spun around to face him.
 

His eyes fell to her breasts and he reached out and palmed them with his hands.
 

She hooked her thumbs into the thong and slipped it down her legs. Reaching up and around his neck she pressed her lips against his in a kiss.
 

The smell of her was heaven. A thin sheen of sweat still glistened on her skin. The slightly acrid scent singed his nostrils but made his cock jump between his legs. Knowing he was about to get dirty with his beautiful girl made him stiffen harder still.
 

She released him from the kiss and sank down onto the mattress, bouncing lightly as she landed. She grabbed his wrist and yanked him toward her. “You sure you want it dirty?” she purred, her voice as sultry as her stare.
 

“Y…yes,” he stammered.
 

“’Cause I’m feeling really horny and I kind of want it nasty too.”
 

His head started to spin. “You’re incredible,” he whispered. If this was what Scarlet was going to be like then who cared about the reason behind it? This was heaven.
 

She burst into playful laughter, covering her mouth with a hand. She chewed on her lips for a bit, as if deciding whether this was really what she wanted, then grabbed his hand again and brought him to his knees.
 

Her smile faded, upper lip rising as she surrendered to the moment. “If it’s too gross you can tell me, okay?” she whispered.
 

He shook his head. “It’s not going to…”
 

She locked eyes with him before he could finish. “Can you…go down on me? I couldn’t stop thinking about it while I was running.”
 

His eyes shot up to hers. He didn’t mind at all. They did it from time to time but usually after a few drinks. She certainly didn’t just come out and ask for it. At least not that Steven could recall.
 

“Uh, of course,” he muttered, already eyeing the furry bush he was going to bury his face into. His eyes darted to her toes. She was scratching at the carpet. He leaned forward. Her musky scent overwhelmed him.
 

Her pussy was already wetting, sweat from her run drying where her thighs met her pelvis.
 

He hesitated but only to take in the beautifully vulgar sight of her splayed sex.
 

“Too nasty?” she asked in a whisper.
 

“No such thing,” he said, unable to tear his eyes away from her snatch.
 

“You want to eat it?”
 

“So bad,” he said. Before he could move closer her hand was on the back of his head. She pulled him forward, mashing his mouth against her sex. She groaned as his tongue flicked out and licked the salty, hot folds of her lubricated entrance.
 

His cock throbbed at the way she kept him in place between her legs with a hand. It was unlike her to be this…dominating? Maybe not dominating, exactly but there was definitely an urgency there he hadn’t seen in her before. It was smoking hot and nearly made him forget about what he’d have to tell her later.
 

She groaned as he started lapping at her puss. Each swipe of his tongue made more fluid leak from it until it coated his chin. “Oh yes, Steven,” she whimpered.
 

Then, to his astonishment, she put her other hand on the side of his head and brought him even closer. So close his nose was stuffed full of her wiry pubes. They tickled but her excitement, coupled with this newfound dirtiness had his cock oozing pre-cum.
 

“Oh baby, yes!” she seethed.
 

He looked up to see her staring down at him. Her gaze intense, like she was enjoying watching him licking her as much as she was enjoying the sensation. He gasped when she rose up off the bed but kept his face pressed between her legs.
 

Grabbing a fistful of his hair, she leaned him back until his hand shot out to keep his balance. She kicked it away with a foot, then sank down onto him sending him onto his back on the floor, sinking to her knees and settling on his chest. She started grinding her cunt against his mouth. “Oh Steve that’s so hot. I’m so turned on right now. You’re gonna’ make me come with your tongue. Don’t stop, baby. Keep eating okay?”
 

He let out a muffled “mmm-hmm,” and redoubled his efforts.
 

Her cunt was a slippery, slopping mess. Mucus dripping from it onto his neck. She still had him by the hair, jerking his head back and forth in time with her hips thrusting. “Oh…oh…oh…I’m gonna’ come! Don’t stop baby! Don’t stop!”
 

His jaw felt like it was on fire. But seeing his woman this fired up had him ready to pop. He grabbed his cock with his hand and started stroking.
 

She reached behind and swatted his hand away. “No no. Not yet. I want it in me, okay? I want you to come into me. Oh god yes!”
 

Her thighs tensed around his face.
 

He was gasping for air now but he could feel her on the brink. Pushing past the pain burning in his lungs he started flicking her engorged clit with everything he had left.
 

Her mouth fell open in a pre-orgasmic “O” shape and she sucked in a breath. Her fists tightened in his hair. She screamed and threw her head back as her pussy started to pulse along his lips.
 

He could hear it squishing, felt creamy white fluid gushing from it onto his chin and still he kept licking. He sent her up over the peak of an orgasm that shook through her entire body and made her tits jiggle above him. He was on the edge of popping himself.
 

Finally she let out a sigh and her body slumped forward.
 

He tapped her thigh, unable to breathe.
 

“Oh my god I’m sorry!” she said, giggling. Then she slid down his body leaving a trail of wet along his chest like an animal marking it’s mate. Her lusty snarl returned as she grabbed his prick between her legs and aimed it at her opening.
 

He groaned as she slid down the length of it, sheathing him inside herself. Reaching up he grabbed her tits as she started to ride him.
 

The muscles of her cunt suckled and flexed, like her body was trying to slurp up every last drop of his essence.
 

His hips jutted up, spearing his cock deep inside her as a primal urge overwhelmed him. She was hungry. Hungry for his seed, despite still being on the pill. Something really had gotten into her and it scared him a little the way she was looking at him. Like she was about to spin out of control and neither of them could do a thing about it.
 

She squeezed him and mewled and he knew she was coming again.
 

That did it.
 

He shuddered as his cock flexed and unleashed a torrent of his seed into her channel.
 

She drew in a breath and held it and for a moment everything went still save for his muscle pumping sperm into her belly.
 

Then, as if released from her spell, she grunted and her hips resumed their rocking drawing everything he had to give up into the deepest parts of herself.
 

As the tail of his climax whipped past him Scarlet burst into giggles. She collapsed forward onto him, her hands on his cheeks as she smothered him with kisses.
 

“Holy shit,” he whispered.
 

This made her laugh harder. She kissed his cheek, then his neck. “You like that?” she whispered.
 

“Fucking loved it,” he replied. The warm glow of her body against his made his insides melt.
 

“Good,” she said, then shook her head. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me but I could do that all day.” She rolled off him and brought her knees up to her chest, wrapping her arms around them to keep them in place.
 

“What are you doing?” he asked, rolling on his side to face her.
 

“Hey watch the carpet!” she said, bursting into giggles again.
 

He grabbed his cock before it dripped.
 

“I’m practising,” she said with a pleased smile.
 

“Practising?”
 

“You’re supposed to do this if you want to get knocked up. Helps your seed take, they say.” She stretched the two words out making them sound as deliciously gross as she possibly could.
 

“You’re crazy.”
 

More laughter. “You like it.”
 

He stared at her and shook his head, unable to believe this woman she’d turned into.
 

Her phone pinged.
 

“Hey can you get that?” she asked.
 

Cupping his cock he waddled out to the kitchen, grabbed her phone and walked back to the bedroom with it and handed it to her. He couldn’t help but steal a glance as she keyed in the code.
 

Up, up, right, left, left.
 

The screen unlocked.
 

“It’s Tae. Wants to know if we’d be up for those drinks tonight?”
 

“Uh…sure. Whatever,” he said with a shrug.
 

“Cool,” Scarlet said, tapping out a reply with her thumbs. “She’s got some new boyfriend she wants us to meet.”
 

A cold feeling tightened around his stomach. “Oh?”
 

“Some investment banker.”
 

“Really?”
 

“I know, right? She just broke up with that other guy. What was his name? Shantae,” she said without waiting for an answer. “What a slut.” She giggled.
 

The cold feeling spread through his chest. Shantae only dated one kind of guy. Big, black and probably hung like a horse. And normally that would be fine. But after what had happened last night and Scarlet’s sudden hunger for sex Steven couldn’t help but wonder if there wasn’t something else at play here.
 

At least they’d invited him along where he could keep a close eye on the situation.
 






Chapter Four

 


Shantae chose an unlikely venue for their double date. Chester’s Hotel was a storied old building from the turn of the last century. It had been redone twenty years ago into an upscale establishment, catering to the modest tourism and wedding industry that had sprung up around nearby Pine Lake.
 

It wasn’t the sort of place Shantae normally frequented. She liked loud clubs or faux dive bars. The sort of places you could pick up a one night stand without too many raised eyebrows.
 

But all that was forgettable compared to what was really on Steven’s mind as they walked through the revolving doors. He couldn’t keep his eyes off Scarlet.
 

She’d put on a black dress he hadn’t seen her wear in years. He remembered it well. The plunging neckline drew men’s eyes to her abundant assets. It ended halfway down her thighs, revealing her shapely legs.
 

It wasn’t that she didn’t look good in it. She looked stunning. That’s what bothered Steven. He hadn’t dared ask “why are you wearing that?” but he’d been tempted. They rarely went to places that required that kind of formal wear.
 

Now, as they walked through the door, that tightness gripped his stomach as heads turned to follow Scarlet through the lounge. The dress, paired with a set of four inch black heels, had turned her into a force of nature. The sort of woman you see in magazines.
 

Did it make him a little jealous? Of course it did. What guy in his right mind wouldn’t get at least a little bit jealous at his wife wearing something she knew would make men ogle her?
 

Funny thing was the jealousy he was feeling wasn’t the usual sort. Not the gnawing, menacing ball of lead he’d sometimes known in the pit of his stomach when Scarlet had a few too many and happened to flash a stranger a smile that was a little too friendly.
 

This was different. Lighter and headier. Made him feel like he’d shed a few pounds. Made him proud, too. Proud to call this hottie his wife. It felt good and bad all at once. Worse when he realized, seeing all those eyes on Scarlet was jacking something up inside him. He didn’t have a hard on but it felt like it wouldn’t take too much work to get one.
 

“There she is!” Scarlet said, waving her clutch over at Shantae and her friend sitting in a corner booth. She grabbed his hand and led him through the restaurant.
 

As his eyes adjusted to the light they settled on Shantae’s companion. He drew in a breath and held it, trying to work the tightness out of his throat.
 

“Scar-car!” Shantae squeaked as she jumped up from the table. Apparently done with her hangover she looked as stunning as Scarlet. Too-short skirt and a tight, strapless top. Her nails done and big bangle earrings catching the light.
 

“Tae-tae!” Scarlet said, imitating Shantae.
 

They air-kissed, pretending to press their cheeks together.
 

“Girl you look fine,” Shantae said as her eyes raked down Scarlet’s tight frame.
 

A glance over her shoulder revealed that her friend was showing an equal interest in Scarlet. It was hard to tell how tall he was seated at the table but he had big, broad shoulders and a square jaw that jutted forward in a permanent “what are you gonna’ do about it?” sort of way.
 

“This is Eddie,” Shantae said, grinning as she waved her hands toward her date by way of introduction.
 

He slipped out of the booth and stood up straight.
 

Steven glanced at Scarlet. Had she drawn in a breath at seeing him towering over them? Was that a glint of excitement in her eye at seeing this big black man? Would he become an object of fascination for her, even after this evening was over? Or, for better or worse, would he become a fantasy?
 

“Call me Ed,” he said in his low baritone as he reached a hand out to shake Scarlet’s.
 

She flashed a friendly smile.
 

Steven watched her like a hawk, his paranoid excitement growing with each passing second. Nothing serious seemed to pass between Scarlet and Ed, at least nothing Steven could see. Just a pleasant introduction, some friendly smiling.
 

And yet…
His imagination started to whir. He couldn’t help it. Not after hearing Scarlet say she always wondered what it would be like with a black man. Could he be blamed? Maybe for eavesdropping, sure. But once a guy got an idea like that in his head what else could be expected?
 

“This is my husband, Steven,” Scarlet said. She stepped aside.
 

Eddie, Ed, locked him with a stern gaze. He gave a quick nod and leaned forward to shake Steven’s hand. He wasn’t standoffish or unpleasant. But there was a certain maleness to the way he seemed to size Steven up then, perhaps, deem him not a threat.
 

“Pleasure to meet you, Ed,” Steven said, doing his best to put on a friendly “I couldn’t care less how big you are,” demeanour.
 

Ed flashed the slightest smirk at what he’d said.
 

Or had that been Steven’s imagination? He was feeling a little hot under the collar.
 

They all slipped into the booth and got settled.
 

“Oh shit!” Shantae said, smacking a palm on the table.
 

Ed recoiled at her outburst and cast her a scowl.
 

“I forgot I put drink orders in at the bar. We’re just waiting on a table. Hang on. Can you come help me Steve?”
 

The question caused his heart to speed up a few beats a minute. “Uh…sure,” he replied. Why him? Why not Ed? Or Scarlet for some girl talk? Though that would probably be awkward with just him and Ed sitting at the table not knowing each other. Guys didn’t just grin and become best friends. Maybe she was just trying to be polite. Diplomatic. But that wasn’t like her. Was it?
 

Or maybe you’re just going fucking crazy.
 

Slipping back out of the booth he waited for Shantae to stand up next to him. He shot Scarlet a look and hoped it didn’t come out worried.
 

All afternoon he’d paced around the apartment wringing his hands and wondering if he should confess about last nights indiscretion. Why hadn’t he done it? Maybe this wouldn’t be affecting him the way it was if he’d cleared the air, no matter the repercussions.
 

“Come on, Steve,” Shantae said, then turned and swayed toward the bar on high heels.
 

“Gin and tonic please!” Scarlet chirped.
 

Steven smiled at her meekly, then turned to Ed. “How about you Ed?”
 

Ed pointed at Shantae. “She got it in already.” Without missing a beat he turned and asked Scarlet a polite question.
 

Steven couldn’t even make out what it was, his ears were ringing so bad.
 

Calm down. You’re taking this way too far.
 

He turned, stumbled slightly but caught his balance with a hand on the back of a chair, then followed Shantae toward the bar. By the time he got there she had one foot on the bar rail and was leaning over it and sipping something fruity.
 

The bartender sauntered over wiping his hands on a towel. “What can I get you?”
 

“Uh, gin and tonic and a double whisky neat.”
 

The bartender nodded and went off to fix their drinks.
 

Shantae looked at him sideways and a smile curled her lips.
 

“What?” Steven asked.
 

“What, what?” she countered.
 

“Why are you looking at me like that?”
 

She raised an eyebrow, then shook her head. “You okay? You look a little peakish.”
 

“I’m fine,” he said, now sounding defensive.
 

Shantae sighed, turned to face him, put a hand on her hip and cocked her head. “’Cause I’m just trying to have a nice time here,” she said.
 

Steven sighed, trying to release the tension from his shoulders. “Shit. I’m sorry Shantae,” he said, shaking his head. “It’s been a long day.”
 

“Well relax. Have a drink. We’ll be partying in no time.”
 

“For sure,” he said, nodding. “Absolutely.”
 

She took another sip through her straw, then pushed the cocktail to the center of the bar. ”So? You like him?”
 

“Uh…he seems nice? I just met him, remember?”
 

“Uh-huh. I mean he’s nice, right? Physique? Man got physique.”
 

Shantae’s larger-than-life persona got him chuckling. He glanced back at Ed and Scarlet and the wind left his lungs. They were both laughing, Scarlet playing with her hair, fingertips occasionally grazing her neck. If he didn’t know any better it would have looked like she was…flirting.
 

“Looks like she likes him,” Shantae whispered.
 

Steven’s head whipped back around and he locked eyes with Shantae. “What’s that supposed to mean?” he snapped.
 

Shantae’s eyes widened again. “Seems like she’s having a nice time. Steven you gonna’ be like this all night?”
 

He rubbed his forehead. “No. I’m…I don’t know why I’m so on edge.”
 

“Come here.”
 

Before he could stop her she stepped around him, plopped him into a bar stool, put her hands on his shoulders and started rubbing.
 

A shiver ran down his back at her strong grip. What had started as a protest turned into a soft groan as he exhaled.
 

“Feel good?” she asked, whispering next to his ear.
 

And suddenly the other thing he’d heard the night before popped up like a gopher from the sand. Shantae mentioning she wouldn’t mind taking a stab at him. His back stiffened along with something else.
 

“Shit you’re tight, Steve-o. What’s gotten into you? You’re normally so relaxed.”
 

His mind raced trying to think of an excuse. “Just work stuff,” he said, shaking his head.
 

The bartender set a G&T and a whisky in front of him.
 

With Shantae still working his shoulders he reached into his pocket, pulled a twenty out of his wallet and handed it to the guy.
 

“I’ll be back with your…”
 

“It’s alright,” Steven interrupted. “Keep it.”
 

The bartender nodded his thanks for the tip.
 

“That better?” Shantae asked, chopping his shoulders with the sides of her palms.
 

“Much better,” he said, letting out another breath.
 

“You ready to go make nice at the table?”
 

“For sure. Sorry. I was just…off my game. All good now.”
 

“Okay.” She picked up her and Ed’s drinks and turned around.
 

Steven did the same, ready to make the best of the evening. He froze as his eyes settled on the scene in the booth.
 

Scarlet and Ed were both leaning forward, eyes locked and whispering to each other.
 

Steven’s mind went numb.
 

What the fuck is happening here?
 

“That bitch,” Shantae spat, then giggled. “If I didn’t know her better I’d say she’s trying to steal the dark meat right off my plate!”
 

Even as Shantae began marching toward the table Steven found he couldn’t move. Frozen in place by the sight of Scarlet locked in what looked to be a very intimate conversation with this dark stranger. He watched as Ed’s eyes darted around her face, picking up the subtle cues in her body language and expression.
 

A heat started to build inside him. A terrifying, dangerous heat that had no off switch he could find. In his mind’s eye the booth transformed, folding down into a bed, bringing Ed over top of the now reclining Scarlet in a dominating stance.
 

Get a fucking hold of yourself.
 

He couldn’t. The vision twisted again, the two of them naked now and Ed holding his cock while Scarlet spread her legs and parted the lips of her pussy with her fingers.
 

“Sir?”
 

“Huh?” Steven said, shaken from his stupor by someone speaking behind him.
 

“I think your friends might want you to come over.”
 

There was Scarlet, smiling her big sunny smile and waving him over.
 

“Oh. Yeah. Right. Thanks.” Somehow managing to put one foot in front of the other he plodded toward the booth and slumped into it next to Scarlet and across from Ed. He did his best to bleach his mind of the vision that still haunted him: Ed and Scarlet about to do the nasty together.
 

Ed scowled. “You okay, Steve?” he asked, brow furrowed.
 

“I’m…I’m fine,” he said, breathless.
 

Scarlet, strangely, reached a hand under the table and gave his knee a squeeze.
 

When he looked at her she was smiling brightly and seemed unconcerned about his state. “Thanks for the drink, sugar,” she said, leaning close and kissing him on the cheek.
 

“Uh, gross!” Shantae groaned from across the table. “Sorry I forgot to tell you they’re always like this. Married three years and still giggling like a couple of newlyweds,” she said to Ed.
 

Ed shrugged. “That’s nice.”
 

“It is?” Shantae asked, one eye raised.
 

“It’s sweet. Bet everyone wishes they could find that kind of happiness in their relationships.”
 

It seemed an oddly out-of-character thing to say for a huge dude but somehow made Steven feel better about Ed. He obviously wasn’t the usual dumb fuck Shantae usually hooked up with.
 

Shantae rolled her eyes. “Anyways you two better cut that out for dinner. Save that shit for later.” Then she launched into a lengthy explanation of some drama that was happening on Twitter.
 

The rest of the evening passed quickly. The food was good but Steven could barely taste it. As Scarlet and Shantae and Ed made small talk he sat picking at his plate and trying to chase away the memory of seeing Scarlet looking like she was flirting with the guy.
 

Every so often his mind would betray him and throw up another lewd vision of Scarlet on her back or on her hands and knees and Ed would be there, compromising her in some way. No matter how hard Steven tried to think of anything else, he couldn’t shake it.
 

After dessert Scarlet and Shantae went to bathroom together.
 

A waitress came over bearing the cheque and Ed immediately snatched it off the little tray.
 

“Hey you don’t have to do that, man,” Steven said, reaching out to try and grab it.
 

Ed held up a hand. “I know I don’t have to do anything. I want to. It’s been nice getting to know you two,” he said. “You really lucked out with Scarlet.”
 

Ed paying for dinner was a little disarming for Steve. Whether he’d meant it that way or not it was sort of an alpha move. Ed throwing that little nugget in about Scarlet? That was downright unsettling. “Uh, yeah. Thanks.”
 

Ed looked up at him with one eyebrow raised as he tapped his PIN into the machine. “No I’m serious. If she weren’t married I’d be walking out of here with her on my arm instead of Shantae.”
 

The compliment, if that’s what it was meant to be, felt like a punch to the gut. What kind of guy said that kind of thing about another man’s wife to his face? “Uh…okay. Great. I’ll make sure not to tell Shantae,” he said, forcing a chuckle to clear the awkwardness between them.
 

“Tell Shantae whatever you want. We’re just fucking. Nothing serious.”
 

Steven’s eyes opened a little wider at the statement. He knew the world was just that way now, people fucking left and right whenever they felt like it. Wasn’t something that would come easily to him. He’d always been a little more conservative when it came to those things.
 

He had nothing to say in reply. Ed didn’t seem to mind and a few moments later Tae and Scarlet came back from the bathroom giggling.
 

“Ready to go?” Shantae asked.
 

Ed pocketed his wallet and stood up. He picked up Scarlet’s hand and the way he looked into her eyes sent a shiver racing down Steven’s back. “It was a pleasure to meet you,” he said softly, as if they were the only two people in the room.
 

Steven’s heart skipped a beat, then started racing.
 

“It was a pleasure to meet you, Ed,” Scarlet replied, bubbly as ever.
 

Shantae grabbed Ed’s arm. “Alright Romeo that’s enough,” she joked, tugging his hand away from Scarlet’s.
 

But Steven saw the way Ed’s eyes lingered on his wife before Shantae dragged him away. Something throbbed inside him at that look.
 

“You going to spend the night here?”
 

He looked up to see Scarlet staring at him, smiling with her arms folded across her chest. How long had he been sitting there thinking dirty things? “No. No, no. I’m ready. You ready? Let’s go.”
 

Scarlet hooked her arm under his and let him lead the way out the door.
 






Chapter Five

 


Steven hovered around the half-open bathroom door pretending to surf the internet on his phone while Scarlet took off her make-up. Every so often he’d steal a glance at her reflection in the mirror. She seemed engrossed in washing her face and absolutely unconcerned that he was lurking just outside the door.
 

Which was weird because that normally drove her crazy. She hated feeling rushed or pressured. Always shouted at him if he was hovering around her in the kitchen or the bathroom. Now she seemed…detached? Not exactly. Lost in thought? Possibly but there was still the shadow of a smile lingering on her lips.
 

Steven weighed the possibility of confessing to his sin from the previous evening. What was making that incredibly difficult was what had happened before dinner. The questions wouldn’t stop rolling through his mind.
 


 

Does she really want to know what it’s like with a black man?
 

How badly?
 

If he let her, would she go for it?
 


 

It was that last one that drove him crazy. Because what the hell was he thinking? Why was he even going there? He wasn’t actually going to tell his wife to scratch her itch and go sleep with a black dude to see how it felt.
 

Was he?
 

What should have been a hard ‘no’ was anything but. More elaborate visions kept materializing in his mind. Scarlet’s creamy, toned thighs being stretched apart by the dark bulk of Ed’s cut trunk. Scarlet’s tight little pussy being speared by what would surely be a cock of equine proportions, if the internet was anything to go by.
 

It all disturbed him to the point where he just wanted to storm into the bathroom and blurt it all out. Let it all out there and have Scarlet sort it out. Sort him out. Tell him he was being crazy and what the hell had gotten into him anyway?
 

But that would be crazy and he wasn’t entirely sure if Scarlet wouldn’t just ask for a divorce right then and there.
 

They were Not. Kinky. People.
 

The tap turned off, drawing his attention.
 

Scarlet patted her face with a towel, then hung it up on the rack next to the sink. She glanced up and caught his reflection in the mirror. Two eyes peering at her through the crack in the door.
 

Steven’s stomach flopped when, instead of jumping and shouting “you scared me!” she flashed a friendly smile at him instead.
 

“Whatcha’ doin’ out there Mr. Creepy?” she asked.
 

And now she was being playful.
 

Steven pushed the door open wider and stepped in, leaning against the frame. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you,” he said.
 

She shook her head. “You didn’t.”
 

A silence passed between them. “You, uh, you have a nice time tonight?” he asked.
 

“Super nice,” she replied. “Ed’s such a catch, right? I can’t believe Tea's dating him, though. Not her usual type.”
 

A catch?
 

A strand of Steven’s intestine felt like it was being twisted. “A catch? What do you mean?”
 

She furrowed her brow in puzzlement. “Are you serious? Did you not hear he said he played football in college?”
 

“Varsity,” Steven shot back, far too quickly.
 

Scarlet gave him a funny look. “So? He’s an investment banker, probably has more money than he knows what to do with and probably spends a couple of hours at the gym every day from the looks of him. You wouldn’t say that’s a catch?”
 

“Would you?” Again, far too fast to not mean anything.
 

Scarlet raised an eye. “You are being a real weirdo this evening, you know that?” she said, giving him another sarcastic smile.
 

“Well? Would you?”
 

“Would I what?” she asked.
 

“Call him a catch,” Steven said. His hands were starting to shake a little bit.
 

“I just did,” Scarlet said.
 

“So you think he’s hot?”
 

She narrowed her eyes, then stepped past him to walk to the bedroom.
 

“You know what he said about you?” Steven blurted, chasing after her.
 

“About me?”
 

“He said…he said I was really lucky, no, he said I lucked out with you.”
 

Scarlet turned and looked over her shoulder. “Aw. That’s sweet.”
 

“No there’s more!” Steven blurted. “He said if you weren’t married he’d be walking out of there with you instead of Shantae! Can you believe it?”
 

Scarlet turned her eyes up for a moment, then shrugged. “I can believe it.”
 

Steven’s jaw dropped. He followed Scarlet as she disappeared into the bedroom. “You can believe it?”
 

“Don’t you think you’re lucky?” she teased.
 

“Of course I do! It’s just…that doesn’t bother you? That he said that?”
 

She folded her arms across her chest. “He was probably just being polite.”
 

Steven shook his head. “No. Guys don’t say that stuff to other guys. That was not polite.”
 

“Okay. So what?”
 

So what indeed?
 

He watched as she walked around the bed and turned down the sheets. Patting the pillow, she straightened, pulled her fluffy white bathrobe apart and let it fall to the floor.
 

Steven gasped at the sight of her naked body.
 

Scarlet giggled. “We gonna’ make it or what?” she asked.
 

“Scarlet!”
 

“What?”
 

He stood staring at her slack-jawed and wide-eyed for what must have been a minute, trying to find the right thing to say. “What…what’s gotten into you?”
 

She laughed out loud this time, her head rolling back against her shoulders. “I told you. I’m horny, like, all the time.” Unashamed, she stepped toward him and ran a finger down the front of his t-shirt. “I think maybe what they say is true. About a woman turning a certain age and, you know, wanting things?”
 

“Wanting things?” he echoed in a whisper.
 

She pressed her cheek to his. “Like a baby. Baby. Want to practice? I still have a few days left on the pill.”
 

“Of…of course,” he managed to whisper.
 

She smiled again and before he could react, sank to her knees and pulled off the sweat pants and underwear he’d changed into after they got home. “Want some help getting started?” she asked, a coy smile curling across her lips.
 

His cock sprang out and bounced in front of her face, startling her and making her lean back. Her eyes widened and she burst out laughing again, covering her mouth with a hand. “Guess not!” she said. “What’s gotten into you?”
 

“What do you mean?”
 

She bent his cock sideways with the tip of her finger and released it. It swung side to side like a spring. “I mean this.” She stood back up and wrapped her fingers around his prick. “Mmm,” she purred. “So hard. Wow. I’m impressed. Seriously what got you all hot and bothered?”
 

“I…I…I just have a hot wife,” he stammered.
 

She smiled and stared at him. “Thanks,” she whispered, caressing his member.
 

Steven’s guts were churning even as an aching tickle formed between his legs from Scarlet’s touch. Was she being weird? Or was it him? Didn’t her reactions seem…unlike her? Or had he just thrown himself for a loop thinking up stupid, perverted scenarios when he should have been enjoying dinner?
 

Why the hell did I listen in on their damn game?!?
 

“You just gonna’ stand there?” she asked softly.
 

“Uh…no.”
 

“Whatcha’ thinkin’ about?” She stroked the length of his cock, paused with her fingertips just beneath the glans and twisted them around it.
 

“Ah…oh that feels good.”
 

“Yeah?”
 

“Yeah. It does. Really good.”
 

“You still thinking about big old Ed?”
 

“What?” He snapped to attention. His cock throbbed in her hand. Fuck! Had she felt it? Was she going to put two and two together? “Why would you say that?” he asked, breathless.
 

She studied his eyes for a few moments. “I don’t know. You’re just…kind of spaced. You were spaced all evening. You barely said a thing over dinner. And then you told me about that thing Ed said. I’m just curious. It’s okay if you are.”
 

He shook his head. “I’m not…” He paused, not wanting to tell a lie but not sure if even he knew what the truth was.
 

“You’re not?”
 

He drew in a breath, then winced at the feeling of Scarlet’s fingers twisting around the ridge of his glans.
 

“Steven?”
 

“What?”
 

“Are you…jealous?”
 

“I’m not…what? Jealous? No. Of him? No. Why would you ask that?” he said. He was blathering and he knew it. Couldn’t help himself. Felt like Scarlet was twisting him around her little finger even if she didn’t mean to.
 

She bit her lower lip before replying. “Because you’re acting awfully strange.”
 

His mind started to race as he tried to find a way to extricate himself from her current line of questioning. Letting it continue would not end well. “Don’t be silly. I just thought it was weird that he said that about you. He was out with Shantae, after all.”
 

She nodded. “Hm,” she said. “Well let’s try to forget about him, what do you say? Can I take your mind off of it?” Taking his hand she backed up, leading him toward the bed.
 

“Yeah. For sure. Let’s just forget it.”
 

She bit her lip again, eyes locked on his as she sank down onto her back on the bed. She ran her hands along the insides of her thighs as she spread her legs. “Come here, baby,” she whispered. “I want to feel you inside me.”
 

He sank between her thighs, pointing the head of his prick at her entrance. Glancing down to aim, his eyes bugged to find her pussy drenched with wet. His eyes shot up to hers. “You’re…you’re wet,” he sputtered.
 

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” she answered, scrunching her face up.
 

“No. It’s not…just…”
 

Why?
 

He couldn’t very well just ask that though. Could he?
 

“Come here,” she whispered, pulling him gently into herself. “Oh yeah,” she breathed as his cock pierced her tight sex.
 

Steven shuddered at the way he slipped into her, her slick leaving no resistance.
 

“Mmm, yeah. Oh god, Steven, you’re so hard,” she said. She scraped her fingernails down his back and grabbed his ass. “Fuck me like you own me.”
 

The whispered dirty talk made him stiffen. Where had he heard that bef…
 

Holy shit!
 

Shantae.
 

Drunk Shantae describing in lurid detail what it was like to get fucked by a BBC. Is that where this had come from? Was Scarlet fantasizing about Ed the same way he was? He looked down to see her eyes closed.
 

She caressed his ass. “Come on baby. Punish me with that cock,” she said. Her eyes opened and she locked him with a sultry stare.
 

Something stabbed through him again.
 

Punish me with that cock?
 

His cock stiffened inside her. Shantae had said that, too. That big black cock’s didn’t fuck you. They owned you and punished you. Was Scarlet…did Scarlet want that? Just thinking the question made him stab his prick as deep into her as it would go.
 

She bucked beneath him on the bed. “Oh god that’s good,” she mewled, turning her head to one side. “Give it to me.”
 

He didn’t need a second invitation. Staring at her lying there with her eyes closed, lips curled up in pleasure, he couldn’t help but imagine that she was thinking about big old Ed. Big old Ed with his big old dick, fucking her like he owned her. The root of that black prick of his furrowing into her, her pussy squeezing around it and Scarlet’s body twisting and writhing on the bed beneath him as she came.
 

He grunted and chuffed and felt a dribble of cum make it’s way through his shaft. The vision turned him into an animal. Crawling up higher he lifted Scarlet’s thighs so her knees were almost up to her chest and started pounding down into her.
 

The bed started to shake.
 

Scarlet dug her claws into his ass. “Oh god Steven, yes!” she moaned.
 

The only thing keeping him from spilling into her was the debate still raging inside his head. Should he ask her? When they were done should he tell her what had happened? Should he confess the insecurity that was growing inside him like a fungus? Or should he let it all go and hope for the best?
 

Maybe all of this was just a coincidence?
 

“Fuck…fuck…fuck,” Scarlet panted. “Fuck that big b…fuck that cock into me.”
 

What?
 

What was that? Had she almost said…
 

There wasn’t time to finish the thought. Scarlet’s jaw fell slack and she drew in a breath. Her eyes shot open. Her pussy squished around his muscle, that greedy hole suckling at his prick. She set her jaw and locked eyes with him. “Give me that seed,” she seethed through clenched teeth.
 

The words cracked over him like a whip. An order he was powerless to ignore. Her hunger and the hot wet coating his cock sent him over the edge. He groaned. His back arched, ass flexing as he stabbed himself into her depths.
 

Scarlet trembled. She wrapped her legs around his trunk, locking him in place. She let out a sharp cry as she tumbled through her climax.
 

His mind focused on his cock. He felt it hardening and relaxing as it shot globs of his ejaculate deep into her drenched sex. One wave. Then another. Then a third and he was spent. Breathing hard, he collapsed onto Scarlet.
 

She sighed beneath him and pulled her nails out of the flesh of his ass. Let them drift up his back. It tickled and sent a shiver racing up his spine.
 

He let out a sigh, removed himself and rolled off her, staring at the ceiling.
 

“Nice work, mister. That was hot.”
 

He shook his head. Why was his wife talking like a jock in the change room? He rolled his head to one side to look at her. “You’re…who are you?” he asked, a smile lighting one corner of his mouth.
 

Scarlet smirked. “I know, right? I swear I’ve never been this horny in my life.” She rolled over and pressed her back against his chest. “It’s a good thing we have such a good sex life or I'd be out looking trying to scratch this itch somewhere else.”
 

The jolt that sent through him ripped him right out of his post-coital reverie. “What?” he whispered.
 

“Can you scratch my back?” she asked.
 

He obliged but couldn’t let go of what she’d said. “Why did you say that?”
 

“What? That we have a good sex life?” she said, giggling.
 

“That you’d be out, you know, looking somewhere else.”
 

“Oh Steven I was just kidding.”
 

He stared at her over her shoulder. Her eyes were closed. She looked sleepy. He felt exhausted and exhilarated and terrified all at once. “But…but would you really do that?”
 

She sighed and shook her head. “You are being a serious weirdo. I was just joking.”
 

His nostrils flared.
 

A few moments of silence and Scarlet turned to look at him over her shoulder. “You’re not getting all bent out of shape about that are you?” she asked.
 

“Bent out of shape? No. Of course not,” he lied.
 

She narrowed her eyes and smiled. “Okay. ‘Cause I’m tired. I’m going to sleep. That okay? Or do we need to talk about something?”
 

This was his chance. He stared into her eyes, the possibility of getting this all out in the open right there in front of him. But what would Scarlet think? What would she say if she knew he’d eavesdropped on her and the girls? And could he really tell her how he was feeling about big ole’ Ed? “Nah,” he said, his stomach sinking. “We’re good. Have a good sleep, sweetie.”
 

Her smile widened. “I love you, Steven,” she whispered.
 

He pressed his lips against her shoulder in a kiss. “I love you too, baby.”
 

She was asleep a few minutes later.
 

Steven lay staring at the ceiling, torturing himself with the somehow deliciously depraved possibility that Scarlet had fantasized about another man while they were having sex.
 

Her phone buzzing on the nightstand startled him. His pulse picked up speed. He looked over at the screen glowing before it faded to black.
 

Shit.
 

This was wrong. He shouldn’t even be thinking of doing this. But what if…
 

What if there was something in that message that might shed some light on what was going on? What if a few words in a text would make all of this go away? What if it was Shantae saying what a great lay Ed was and how he’d declared his love and would never bed another woman again? That would put his mind at ease, wouldn’t it?
 

Cursing himself he gently reached over Scarlet and picked up the device. Hands trembling, he swiped up, up, right, left, left.
 

The screen illuminated and he caught his breath. There was a tiny orange “1” over her messaging app.
 

This is wrong. Put it down. Go to sleep.
 

His thumb moved to the icon and pressed. He closed his eyes and let out a sigh, guilt flooding through him. When he opened them again he saw the message was from Shantae.
 

Shantae: Ed says he can’t wait for tomorrow. 1pm at Barista’s. You got this girl!
 

His blood ran cold in his veins.
 






Chapter Six

 


Needless to say he barely slept that night. The next morning when Scarlet slipped out of the bed, he rubbed his bleary eyes and thought of following her into the bathroom, phone in hand. Shoving it right into her face and asking “what the hell is this?”
 

The only thing stopping him was the thread of hope to which he was clinging that this was all a big misunderstanding. It had to be. Scarlet wasn’t a cheater.
 

Still, he knew he wasn’t just going to be able to ignore this or make it go away. It was all he’d thought about all night. It was going to have to come out eventually.
 

He slipped out of bed and headed to the bathroom.
 

No Scarlet.
 

Walking to the kitchen he found a note.
 

Gone for a run. Back in an hour. Love ya!
 

He must have read the words a dozen times. Was this the way a cheating wife behaved? Was this the normal Scarlet he knew and loved? Had she left notes like this before?
 

She had. Of that, he was certain. But part of his mind was a quivering mess of jelly, muddled yet intent on finding any evidence to back the assumption that something unusual was happening here.
 

He thought back, wishing he’d saved those other notes to have something to compare this one against.
 

Love ya!
 

Had Scarlet written this before? Or was this different. Something felt…off about it.
 

He spent the hour she was gone for her run pacing the kitchen. Drinking mug after mug of coffee and mulling over what, just days ago, would have been a preposterous proposition: that Scarlet was cheating, or getting ready to, on him with another man.
 

He jumped when she burst through the door, flushed and sweaty. His heart was racing from the caffeine and his hands had started to shake a bit. “Hey!” he said, forcing a smile.
 

“Hey!” she replied, kicking her running shoes off and bouncing up the hall toward him. She planted a kiss on his cheek, leaving a small stain of sweat. “You get a good sleep?” she asked, eyebrows raised.
 

“Um…yeah. It was alright. You’re…you’re phone went off just as I was falling asleep and then I couldn’t…I had a hard time after that.”
 

She furrowed her brow. “Oh. Sorry. I should have muted it.”
 

“It’s okay,” he said, shaking his head.
 

She pulled her phone out of her back pocket and swiped it open as she walked to counter and poured herself a cup of coffee.
 

Steven eyed her like a hawk, watching for any inkling that something was amiss. A twitch in the muscles on her face, a slight inhale, a swallow. Anything that might mean she was hiding something from him.
 

Nothing. She didn’t even smile as she scanned the message. Tapped the button on the side of the device to turn off the screen and pocketed the phone as she turned to him. “I’m gonna’ take a shower. You want to do breakfast somewhere?”
 

He’d been on the very edge of asking the question.
 

Why are you meeting Ed?
 

The words dangled on the tip of his tongue. He’d hoped her reaction to the message would give him an in. Now it would just be weird. Would probably seem like he was prying. Scarlet would probably look at him funny and ask if he was going to crazy again all day? “Um, sure. What were you thinking?”
 

“How about Eggs? I love that place,” she said, eyes brightening.
 

His heart melted looking at her. All rosy from her run, excitement bubbling up at going to her favourite breakfast place. She wasn’t a cheater. There was no way. Now, here with her close to him the worry faded a little, worn by the love he felt for her.
 

He nodded. “Eggs it is. You taking a shower?”
 

“Uh-huh. I’ll be quick. Get changed. I’m starving.”
 



***

 


Scarlet babbled her way through breakfast. Talking about the flower shop. How Dora, the owner, was thinking of selling and how she hoped whoever bought would be a good boss.
 

Steven listened patiently and smiled in all the right places. Asked some good questions, too. But in the basement of his mind that seemingly unstoppable machine was still working. Gears turning, moving puzzle pieces together and trying to make them fit.
 

He felt guilty as hell for not being more present. He couldn’t help it. This thing had taken on a life of it’s own and he felt like a puppet on strings. Like an addict that couldn’t stop thinking about his next fix. The next clue that would either confirm or deny his suspicions.
 

They finished their lazy brunch around noon.
 

Steven’s stomach had tightened throughout the meal. As they stepped into the crisp spring air and Scarlet turned to face him he could barely breathe.
 

“Hey, so, I have to run a quick errand,” she said, her voice and expression as light as it had been all morning.
 

“Oh?” Steven asked.
 

“Yeah. It won’t take too long. I’ll meet you at home in a couple of hours? Netflix and chill?” Then she winked.
 

His knees went weak. He opened his mouth to speak and could barely breathe. The question was right there all he had to do was push air over his vocal chords to bring it into the light of day.
 

Are you cheating on me?
 

But imagining himself saying it sent a hot blush to his cheeks. He felt crazy. Insane. Of course she wasn’t cheating on him. It had been two days. A random confession at girl’s night, a suspicion she was flirting with Ed the previous evening and that text message from Shantae he shouldn’t have even read were all the evidence he had.
 

Hardly an airtight case.
 

And what would the fallout be if he asked? How would Scarlet respond? At the very least it would open up a can of worms that would take days if not weeks to sort out.
 

“Steven?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“You okay?“ Her eyebrows were raised, eyes studying his features.
 

“I’m…I’m fine, yeah,” he said, somehow managing a faint smile.
 

She nodded but looked a little worried. “You sure?”
 

“I’m…I’m fine. Really. Go. Netflix and chill sounds perfect.” His stomach twisted as his mind confabulated yet another vision of Scarlet sneaking into a sleazy motel for a quickie with Ed before returning to him like nothing had happened. He pushed it away, trying to convince himself he was being ridiculous.
 

She pecked him on the cheek and turned to walk west down the street.
 

As he watched her leave a fresh sinking feeling filled his stomach. What if she really was going to meet a lover? What if there was something he could do, something he could say that would stop her? Wouldn’t he be kicking himself for the rest of his life if he didn’t? “Where…what’s the errand?” he said, nearly shouting as she was a few dozen feet away.
 

A few people turned to look at him on the sidewalk.
 

Scarlet spun around, smiled and waved. “I love you!” she called out, obviously not having heard his question over the noise in the street.
 

He thought of running after her but his feet were lead. He could still grab her and drag her home, back to the apartment where she’d be safe. Where they’d be safe. He almost did.
 

His heart felt heavy as he worked through where that would lead. If Scarlet really wanted to have an affair dragging her home now would change nothing. If she was really thinking of being unfaithful it would be a band-aid fix to what was obviously a far greater problem.
 

Problem.
 

The word twisted through him. Were they having problems in their marriage? Was she unsatisfied? Or were these just the delusional rantings of a lunatic who’d overheard the wrong thing and twisted it into the worst possible outcome?
 

And then, out of nowhere a thought formed in his mind that shook him to the core.
 

What if she’s having an affair with Ed and they’re not careful?
 

It was disgusting. He felt pathetic for suspecting Scarlet of something like that. What was more terrible than all that was the way his cock engorged at the idea. Swelling right there in the middle of the street like it was the hottest thing that had ever occurred to him.
 

Ed breeding Scarlet.
 

He felt so hopeless and powerless all at once. It was a terrible feeling. Like a giant wave of hurt was about sweep him away and he could do nothing about it. The lack of control was…emasculating. And yet his cock throbbed with each beat of his heart.
 

But, as happens to some men when they perceive a threat, something inside him clicked. He was normally a happy-go-lucky, easy-going sort of guy. Let life happen to him as much as he tried to steer his own ship. But this was different. This required action. This required being a man in the best and worst possible ways.
 

He loved Scarlet with all his heart. Loved the couple they were together. It meant everything to him. He’d be damned if he let that slip through his fingers.
 

So he did the only thing that seemed like it would let him wrest some control back for himself. Something he could at least look back on and think “at least I tried” instead of standing there like an impotent extra in the feature film that was his life.
 

He decided to follow Scarlet to where she was headed.
 






Chapter Seven

 


It turned out to be more difficult than he’d anticipated. Ducking around corners and cowering behind cars as he tailed her, keeping a good fifty feet between them. It helped that he knew she was going to Barista’s.
 

When she walked into the coffee shop he crossed the street, careful to keep his back to her in case she turned and looked out the window. He tucked himself into a blind alley between a small book store and a pawn shop, lurking in the shadows as he peered into the cafe.
 

To his relief and trepidation, Scarlet took a seat right at the window. Coffee in hand she sat staring at her phone, looking around every few minutes.
 

His chest seized as he saw Ed’s hulking shape strolling down the street. Guy looked classy. Wearing a two-piece with a white shirt, top button undone and brown leather shoes.
 

Steven stared at the man, eyes darting to Scarlet before he walked into the coffee shop. His heart lurched as he saw her expression brighten in recognition at the man they’d shared dinner with the night before.
 

Is that anticipation painted all over her face?
 

It cut through him and shredded his insides. She looked so damn beautiful as she stood up and offered a hand in greeting.
 

The warm smile Ed gave her as he shook her hand, then pulled her in and pressed his cheek against hers melted something inside Steven. The heat that created surged down into his groin in an almost unbearable way. Was he watching the beginning of the end?
 

His eyes stayed glued on Scarlet, who sat back down at the table gazing at Ed as he ordered coffee at the counter. Then Ed was back and Scarlet was smiling, fingers laced together, resting her chin on them.
 

Ed said something that made Scarlet laugh.
 

Steven swore he could hear it even through the window and the din of cars passing between them. He watched as they eased into a friendly conversation and a fire lit in his belly that nothing could extinguish.
 

When they both leaned over the table, the conversation obviously turning to a more serious topic, Steven felt like he was falling in love with her all over again. Nothing about this felt like she was drifting away. All his worry and jealousy and fear evaporated as he watched Scarlet gazing into Ed’s dark stare.
 

His cock was so hard he got a little dizzy from the lack of blood in his brain. The thought that came next shocked him to his core again.
 

How bad would this be?
 

He could barely believe it had formed in his mind. Really? How bad would Scarlet having an affair be? Wouldn’t it crush them? Wouldn’t it destroy what they had? Wouldn’t it tear them apart and leave them both lonely and sad?
 

The thought of being without her was an unbearable weight in itself. The idea that sprang from it was terrifying and elating all at once.
 

What if I let her?
 

He gasped as a wave of strange and not entirely unpleasant nausea rolled through him. His mind started racing again.
 

What if, when she came home, he confessed to everything and, at the same time, told her it would be okay? That as long as she kept him in the loop, as long as she kept him appraised of what was going on then if she really wanted to she could sleep with another man. With Ed her new black friend, just to see what it felt like?
 

Sure a part of him resisted. The lizard part of his brain took it with all the grace and dignity of an animal sliding down a steep hill into a swampy lake.
 

But the buzz he got from considering it was instant and heady. His cock engorged, confusing him further.
 

Why am I turned on by this?
 

Which led to an even deeper examination of the question. What if…what if not only were he to give her his blessing but at the same time confess to the way it aroused him? What if there were a way to frame this so that it seemed like it was his idea?
 

Didn’t people do that these days? Wasn’t polyamory a thing? He could have sworn he’d read an article about it in the not too distant past. Hadn’t given it a second thought back then but now? Now that he was standing on the precipice of a failed marriage it seemed like a way out.
 

So, for better or for worse, as he stared at Scarlet and Ed engaging in hushed conversation the intent and resolve to salvage what they had formed into a decision.  A decision that, yes, was slightly terrifying. But far less terrifying and far more empowering than any of the other options he’d considered.
 

He slipped away before they finished their coffee. Walked back to the apartment a changed man, knowing what he had to do, reach out to his wife and include her in this. They’d always talked about everything. He hadn’t weathered a storm without her and was certain she’d never done that either.
 

They’d get through this. Together.
 

Still, when the door opened and she walked in a jolt of panic shot through him like cold feet before a wedding. He convinced himself that surely that was natural. This was a huge decision. A leap into the void, into a chasm he had no idea about how deep it ran or what was at the bottom.
 

It occurred to him as he heard her taking her jacket off that doing this might very well end in the outcome he feared most. That it would break them. That Scarlet would burst into tears, tell him she just didn’t love him any more and needed to find someone else.
 

But the idea of not doing anything, of watching her slowly drift away and latch onto another man, then let the memory of them fade in the light of her newfound happiness was…
 

Well, he just knew he would never be able to live with himself.
 

He stood as she walked into the living room.
 

Her eyes lit up on seeing him. “Hey!” she said, clapping her hands together. “Yay! Netflix and chill!” One eyebrow raised. “Let me just change into my sweats?”
 

“Scarlet.” His voice was gravelly and low.
 

Her smile faded. “Steven?”
 

“I need…I need to talk to you about something.”
 

She hesitated, her lips parting as the gravity of his tone worked through her. “Is everything okay?” she asked.
 

“Everything’s…everything’s going to be fine. I promise.”
 

“Steve you’re scaring me. Is everyone okay? Are your parents okay?”
 

He shuddered as he realized he was freaking her out. He held up a hand. “No, no. It’s nothing like that,” he said. “Everyone’s fine.”
 

“Then what is it?”
 

He took a deep breath. His nostrils flared. He steeled himself for what he was about to say. “I did a bad thing.”
 

The colour drained from her face. “Steven?”
 

He thought for a moment. “Well, two bad things. Actually, three.”
 

She shook her head, her brow furrowing. “Steven I…”
 

“Just hear me out. Please.”
 

She folded her arms across her chest. “Okay,” she said.
 

“On Friday I…I heard what you said.”
 

She raised an eyebrow. “What I said?”
 

“About wanting to sleep with a black man,” he blurted. There. It was out. It felt like letting a bird out of it’s cage. Courage surged through him.
 

She tilted her head. “Steven I don’t…”
 

“No, please! Just let me finish. I heard what you said. And then I saw the way you were acting with Ed last night at dinner. Scarlet…oh god Scarlet I love you so much,” he said, his voice cracking. He clenched his hands into fists.
 

She took a step forward, uncrossing her arm and reaching out to touch him.
 

He backed away. “Just let me get this out,” he pleaded, keeping her away with a raised palm.
 

“Steven it’s not…”
 

“I don’t know what’s happening with you but I want you to know that I still love you. No matter what I’ll always love you. And I want you to know that I’ll support you, too. No matter what happens, no matter what you decide I’m going to be there for you. I…oh shit. I followed you today. And I read your message last night. From Shantae. Shit!” He squeezed his hands into fists. “If there’s something going on between you and Ed, if you really want to know what it feels like being with a black man then…Scarlet I want you to do it.”
 

Her eyes opened wide. “You want me to what?” she whispered.
 

“I know you’ve only ever been with one other guy besides me. I know we got married young. I don’t want you going through life having regrets and wondering what it would be like if…what it would be like to…”
 

She held up a hand and took another step toward him. Tried to put a hand on his shoulder.
 

He shirked away. “There’s something else. I have to tell you something else.”
 

She stopped in her tracks and eyed him, looking a little wary of what he was about to say.
 

“I think…I’ve been thinking and, oh god I don’t know how to say this.” He pressed a fist to his lips.
 

She stood there watching him, waiting.
 

He ran a hand over his face. “Thinking about you with Ed, Scarlet…” He looked up and locked eyes with her. “It does things to me.”
 

Her jaw fell, lips parting.
 

“Terrible things,” he said, shaking his head. “But not just terrible. Wicked things. It…it…it turns me on, Scarlet. I get turned on thinking about you with another man.” His cock throbbed between his legs.
 

What a time to get hard.
 

He took another deep breath, forcing himself to look right at her again. “If this is what you want, if this is what you really want then…I can be okay with it. I just…not behind my back, okay? Let’s bring it out into the open and…and…and we’ll get through it together?”
 

She stood still as a statue staring at him. After what felt like an eternity a slow smile started to form on her lips.
 

Why is she smiling? Is she laughing at me?
 

“Can you say something please?” he demanded, his voice far snappier than he’d intended. “Please?” he offered, more softly this time. The tightness in his guts and his chest made him feel like he was about to implode.
 

She took a step forward, reached out and picked up his hand in hers.
 

The warmth of her touch made her shudder but did nothing to relieve the tension racking him. “Say something,” he whispered.
 

“Okay,” she replied softly, nodding. “I will. First off, I love you. You’re being a little crazy…no. You are being extremely crazy but I love you and always will. No matter what.”
 

Was that it? Was that all she had to say? He’d just spilled his guts to her, called her out for being a cheating slut and she was going to stand there and tell him…
 

“Second I’m sorry this caused you so much stress,” she said, shaking her head. “That wasn’t my intention.”
 

Intention?
 

“What? What’s that supposed to mean?”
 

She closed her eyes, sighed, then squeezed his hand. “Friday was my fault,” she whispered.
 

“Your fault? What are you talking about?”
 

“Okay. Since we’re confessing. Tae heard something outside the door while we were talking. She looked out the spy hole and saw you standing there. She was already a little tipsy. Came in and told us about it. Said we should prank you.”
 

The blood drained from his face. The world shifted around him like someone turning a kaleidoscope.
 

Oh shit.
 

Scarlet lowered her eyes and shook her head. “When we heard you come in Shantae started that whole thing about wanting to take a stab at you. I guess I was a little drunk too. I thought it was funny and ran with it. I said that thing and…I regretted it right away. I was going to tell you and then…” She narrowed her eyes and looked at him. “Then you started acting all weird and I guess…I don’t know. I don’t know why I didn’t say anything. I should have. I’m sorry.”
 

He stood stock still staring at his beautiful Scarlet, unable to believe what he’d just heard. “You mean…”
 

“I mean,” Scarlet said, “I’m not having an affair, Steven. I feel like I should be offended that you’d think I would do that but I’m too busy feeling terrible that this happened. Oh god you must have had a horrible weekend.”
 

He blinked, still stunned, still feeling like he was dreaming. “What…what about the message? Shantae’s message and what about today? I saw you with him, Scarlet.”
 

She exhaled and buried her face in her hands.
 

Steven braced himself, sure he’d uncovered her dark secret.
 

She looked up at him. “I was going to surprise you.”
 

“Surprise me?”
 

“Shantae wanted me to meet Ed because he’s looking for an investment. We spent Friday night with the girls brainstorming about how I could come up with the money to buy the flower shop. Kim said she’d come in with twenty-five percent, you know how she got that inheritance? But it wasn’t enough. Then Tae told me about this guy she’d been dating and…”
 

The bottom fell out of his stomach. “Investment?” he whispered.
 

“Yeah. He’s got money, remember? Tae said he might be willing to take a look at the business and if it had good fundamentals…” Her chin sank to her chest and she clapped a hand against her forehead. “Oh my god I can’t believe this turned into such a mess,” she groaned.
 

Just like that the pieces of the puzzle he’d been trying to wrestle into a shape that made sense started falling into place.
 

Shantae, Scarlet’s best friend, trying to help her get on her feet.
 

Ed the investor having a meeting to check out the business.
 

Scarlet being a go-getter and not a slut.
 

Of course all of that made sense.
 

And then there was Steven. Steven being a paranoid, untrusting husband who, after hearing a prank, decided his wife was turning into a cheating whore for no reason.
 

Like a fucking idiot.
 

A hot wave of humiliation swelled through him. At having revealed his suspicion. At having ever considered that Scarlet could cheat on him. And finally, at the horrible admission he’d made to her. That thinking of her with Ed turned him on. “Oh my god,” he whispered.
 

Scarlet looked up. A tear rolled down her cheek, then she laughed and covered her mouth with a hand and shook her head. “I am so sorry,” she said, her voice sounding as tight as his chest felt.
 

“Oh my god,” he echoed.
 

She looked straight at him. “You really thought…”
 

“I have no idea what I was thinking,” he whispered. “I’m so sorry for doubting you.”
 

She shook her head again. “No. I’m sorry about that stupid prank. It was all stupid Tae’s idea and I have no idea why I went along with it. God. I think about it now and it kind of makes sense how you’d…but Steven!” she snapped, putting a hand on her waist, a smile flickering at the corners of her mouth. “Cheating? Really? Wow. And all it took was hearing that I wanted to know what it would feel like to be fucked by a black guy?”
 

Steven’s stomach did a flip.
 

Scarlet’s smile faded.
 

They stared at each other and Steven knew, just knew they were on the edge of something tremendous and possibly wrong and definitely depraved.
 

“Scarlet?” he whispered.
 

She swallowed before answering. “Yes?”
 

“Do you? Do you want to know what it’d be like?”
 

“What? No I…” She stopped mid-sentence, huffed and shook her head.
 

He stood there staring at her, feeling like the tables had suddenly turned between them. His embarrassment evaporated. His shame disappeared along with it. Because now he was watching Scarlet squirming. Looking anywhere but at him. Shifting her weight from one foot to the other and looking uncomfortable in her own body.
 

He let a silence stretch out between them.
 

Scarlet scratched her eyebrow with the back of her thumb. She shot him a look. “What?” she asked. “Why are you just standing there looking at me like that?”
 

Steven took a deep breath. She was thinking about it. Thinking about what it would be like. He was sure of it. And he was grateful for the two and a half days he’d had to parse this on his own. To work through the hurt and worry it had caused him. Because now he felt like he could drill down to the core of it unafraid. “You do, don’t you?”
 

Scarlet rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Can you stop please?” she asked.
 

He stepped toward her and put a hand on her arm.
 

She shrugged it off.
 

He didn’t back down. He bent lower to force her to look into his eyes. “It wasn’t just a prank.”
 

“Okay now this is just getting weird,” Scarlet muttered. “Do you really want to ruin this whole afternoon with this?”
 

It was almost convincing. She was playing the part well. But he knew her better than anyone else. Knew every crease in her face. Every expression she’d ever made. There was something there. An uncertainty that made him certain he was right.
 

“I don’t want to ruin the afternoon,” he said quietly. “You want to drop this? Let’s drop it. Let’s get a couple beers and crash on the couch. What do you say?” He had no intention of dropping it. Maybe today but not for good.
 

She sighed. “Are you going to keep being a weirdo?” she asked.
 

He shook his head. “Come on. Go get changed. Okay?” She was right on the edge of tipping into a bad mood. “I’ll rub your feet.”
 

The smile came slowly but it was like the sun finally breaking through the clouds he’d cast between them. “Well if you put it like that,” she said. “Give me five minutes.”
 

He grabbed the beers while she was in the bedroom. Cracked them open and set them on the coffee table. Slumped into the couch and sat there ruminating over what had passed between them.
 

By the time she came back her mood had obviously changed. She was back to her cheerful, bubbly self, hopping onto the couch, stretching out and putting her bare feet in his lap and wiggling her toes. “You said you would.”
 

He smiled at her, his heart cracking at the effort she was making to turn their day around. He wrapped a hand around her foot and started kneading the sole.
 

She let out a satisfied groan and closed her eyes. A minute later she grabbed the remote and turned on the TV, nestling deeper into the pillows.
 

He grabbed a blanket from the basket next to his seat and threw it over Scarlet.
 

“Aw thanks,” she whispered, pressing play on the remote.
 

He kept rubbing her feet, the only part of her he’d left exposed, occasionally glancing down at them. He’d always had a thing for her feet. Feet in general. He had to shift on the couch and move her legs out of his lap when his cock started to swell.
 

The sipped their beers and made it through three episodes. He didn’t remember a thing that happened in the show. His mind was occupied by one thought only. His new obsession. Scarlet’s soft pussy being plied by a black man’s cock. His own cock got so hard at the thought it started to hurt.
 

As the fourth episode came on Scarlet shifted on the couch. She moved her foot closer to his lap again. The ball of it grazed his stiff prick.
 

He coughed and tried to sink deeper into his seat, hoping she hadn’t noticed his arousal.
 

Her eyes darted sideways to look at him.
 

“Sorry,” he muttered, then forced a chuckle. “Got a little excited rubbing your feet.” He tried to push them away but she resisted. He turned to look at her.
 

She was staring at him with a curious, somewhat sultry stare. She had him pinned in place with her legs.
 

“What?” he asked, chuckling, trying to deflect the awkwardness he thought his hard-on had brought between them.
 

“Take it out,” she whispered.
 

“What?”
 

She hesitated before scraping her big toe along the underside of his member. “Take your cock out,” she said, her voice softer still.
 

His eyes opened wider. Heat flushed his face. This was odd. This wasn’t Scarlet. They had a good sex life, sure. But she wasn’t kinky. Had never asked him to “take it out,” on a couch in the middle of a Sunday afternoon. Were these her over-performing hormones at work again? Or something else?
 

“Are you serious?”
 

She smiled with one corner of her mouth. “If you’re gonna’ do it you better do it before I change my mind.”
 

He didn’t need to be asked twice. Ignoring his puzzlement at what was prompting this strange behaviour he reached into the sweat pants he was wearing, pulled the elastic away from his waist and drew out his aching muscle.
 

Scarlet looked down her body at it. Flicked it with her big toe and watched it sway side to side.
 

He stared at her, unable to believe this was happening. 
 

She pressed the sole of one foot against the top of his cock, squeezed the arch of the other against his undercarriage.
 

He stiffened, his cock flexing at the pleasant pressure. He let out a sharp breath as she started to rub him up and down. His eyes darted to her watching him and his hard cock being massaged between her feet.
 

The room seemed to spin a little. His mind clouded with arousal as he gazed at Scarlet’s pretty feet stroking him. He clutched the arm of the couch, pleasure flooding through him.
 

She jerked him up and down. Wiggled her toes every few strokes like she knew he liked it even though he’d never admitted to having a fetish.
 

The pressure in his crotch built. His hips started thrusting on their own, bucking up each time Scarlet stroked lower, then falling on her upstroke. He started breathing heavy. Still couldn’t believe she was doing this but loving every minute of it. He didn’t want it to end.
 

Keeping the sole of one foot on his cock, she pressed the big toe of the other just beneath his glans and started to rub in circles.
 

His eyes bugged at how good it felt. He felt his vas charge with semen. Gripped the couch and dug his fingernails into the fabric. He was almost there. “Oh shit,” he whispered. “You better…I’m gonna’ make a mess if you don’t stop.”
 

“Shh,” was Scarlet’s only answer.
 

He glanced at her but his gaze was drawn back to the hypnotic beauty of her foot job. His hips started jerking side to side.
 

Scarlet pressed the big toe even harder against his frenulum and rubbed.
 

“Shit, Scarlet, shit. You’re gonna’ make me come…”
 

She kept her pace steady.
 

Steven surrendered, falling into pleasure. He moaned as a spurt of ejaculate burst out the head of his cock. It flew up into the air, hung at the apex of it’s ascent, then dropped onto Scarlet’s arch with a splatter. More ejaculate frothed out of him. Spilling now, not shooting, oozing out his cock head, the vulgar liquid dribbling down his shaft and coating Scarlet’s foot in yellowish-white cream.
 

Still she kept rubbing, her eyes moving between his expression and his cock as he came.
 

He shuddered at the peak of the climax. Tried to cling to it. Couldn’t tear his eyes away from the deliciously lewd vision of Scarlet’s feet covered in his spunk. Pleasure crackled up his spine.
 

Then it was over and he was coasting down the other end. The TV still playing, Scarlet still massaging his cock. It all seemed a little surreal. He let out an awkward chuckle and opened his mouth to apologize, or excuse himself or something. Anything but just sitting there saying nothing. “Hey I’m…”
 

“Shush,” Scarlet whispered.
 

He turned to stare at her.
 

Her eyes were already back on the TV. “Let’s finish this episode and go to bed okay?”
 

His jaw fell and his eyes opened wide again. This was crazy. Now it was Scarlet acting weird but why? He looked down at his deflating cock, the cum clumping on Scarlet’s feet and drying out. Another pulse of arousal shot through him at the dirty sight.
 

But Scarlet was engrossed in the show again, or pretending to be, and didn’t seem to care.
 

He sat there wondering what this all meant, excitement flooding through him every few minutes at this new and dirty side of Scarlet he’d uncovered.
 






Chapter Eight

 


He watched her like a hawk the next morning as she was getting ready in the kitchen. He’d thought of bringing up the topic of big black men again the previous evening, right before they fell asleep. The last thing that he’d wanted, though, was for Scarlet to have a bad sleep because he was being obsessive.
 

Funny thing was, now that he’d confessed and slept on it, his paranoia had eased. In it’s place lay a fascination. It made him see Scarlet in a whole new light. He couldn’t help but wonder what the dirty foot job had been about the previous evening. Couldn’t help wondering if it was connected to their awkward exchange following his confession.
 

She turned and caught him leering as she was packing her sandwich into her lunch bag. She shot him a funny smile. “What are you doing over there?” she asked.
 

“I’m having my coffee,” he replied, smiling back.
 

“You’re staring.”
 

“Am I?”
 

She sighed and rolled her eyes. “Don’t try to gaslight me. You’re being creepy. Now stop it.”
 

He raised his palms in defence at the accusation. “Okay. Sorry. Sorry I have a sexy wife I like to look at.”
 

She huffed, then chuckled. Walked over to the table and kissed him on the forehead.
 

He put an arm around her waist and squeezed it.
 

She stood up and smiled. “So just so you know I’m seeing Ed again today.”
 

A pulse of jealous excitement rippled through him. He did his best to keep it to himself, not let it show on his expression. But it stoked a fire between his thighs like nothing else had. “Oh?” He saw her eyes moving around his face, trying to read how the news had affected him.
 

“He wants to go over some of the paperwork and see if this would be a good fit. Dora’s giving me the afternoon off. She’s super excited that I might be able to buy the place.”
 

“Babe that’s amazing. I really hope this works out. I’m sorry if I didn’t say that yesterday.”
 

She shrugged. “It’s okay. Yesterday was…a little weird.”
 

That got to him a little. Gave him an appetite to poke the bear. Broach the taboo topic they’d taken off the table the day before. Come on now, Scarlet. Don’t you want to? Just a little bit? I think you do…
 

He resisted. Smiled instead, like there was nothing strange or different between them. “Well I think it’s really great that you’re going through with this.”
 

She scowled and bit her lip. “You don’t think it’s a bad idea?”
 

He frowned. “A bad idea? You’ve wanted to own your own flower shop since I met you.”
 

“I know but…with, like, us maybe trying to, you know, start a family. I’m kind of getting cold feet about it.”
 

She couldn’t have picked a better time to air her doubts. This was the kind of thing Steven thrived on. Helping Scarlet make the right decisions. Talking her through tough choices and weighing risks. He stood up and put a hand on each of her shoulders. “Listen. We’re in a good place. I’ve got a great job. We’ve got some savings. It’s an established business. If you were out getting a loan to try and start a flower shop from scratch then yeah, I’d have some doubts. But that shop’s been there how long? Ten years?”
 

“Twelve.”
 

“Twelve years. That’s solid. It’s got employees. You know what cash flow’s like, right? Dora showed you the books?”
 

“Of course. She’s in solid shape. Just wants to retire is all. Her husband wants to travel.”
 

“Then I’m one hundred and twenty percent behind you, Scarlet. You can do this. I know you can.”
 

She sighed and smiled, then put her hands on his back and pressed her cheek against his chest. “You’re the best,” she said.
 

He held her until she pulled away.
 

“Okay. I should go.”
 

“Me too. Just gonna’ grab another cup of Joe and be on my way.”
 

“I love you. I’ll see you tonight okay?”
 

“You bet.”
 

He watched her leave and when she’d closed the door behind her, crossed the kitchen and poured himself another cup into his travel mug.
 

His mood all day was surprisingly light. The gnawing frustration and worry he’d had that weekend was gone. The wicked fantasy it had inspired, however, was still there. He was a little embarrassed when he skipped lunch with Jeff and Taylor, grabbed a sandwich from the coffee shop across the street and walked to the park to sit on a bench.
 

He picked one off the beaten path, pulled out his phone and checked one last time to make sure no one was watching. Pulling up the browser he keyed in the address of a porn site into the location bar, tapped the magnifying glass to search and picked at the keyboard with his thumbs.
 

Black man white woman.
 

The screen filled with results, prompting him to double check he was alone. He smirked and shook his head. So he was that guy now. Sitting on a public bench and surfing porn.
 

Still, his curiosity proved to great to resist. He scrolled down until he found a thumbnail that looked interesting. A dark amateur vid of a woman on her back with a man between her legs. In the background sat another guy, stroking himself. Steven sucked in a breath. Holy shit. This is a thing.
 

He tapped on the video and turned down the volume on his phone, just in case. The title read “busty hotwife used in front of her husband” and the video matched the description perfectly.
 

As the woman moaned and thrashed beneath the dark stranger nailing her on the bed the alleged husband sat watching, his gaze locked on the sight of the black cock dipping in and out of her pussy. He had his own cock out and was stroking himself.
 

Steven’s jaw fell. His cock flexed in his underwear and sheer terror rushed through him as the thought formed in his mind.
 

I want this. I want to see Scarlet like this.
 

Startled by his reaction, he swiped the browser shut and pocketed his phone, checking a third time to see if anyone was walking by. He was alone. With his heart thumping inside his chest, he allowed the thought to form again.
 

It filled him with a warmth and hunger this time. He sat there, stunned, rolling it over and over in his mind, examining it from every angle.
 

Why would I want to see my wife with another man?
 

The answer proved elusive but the question remained as alluring as when he’d first posed it to himself.
 

He drifted through the rest of his work day in a daze. Told Jeff and Taylor he thought he was coming down with something when they suggested after work drinks at the bar down the street. Went straight home and, to his relief, found Scarlet curled up on the couch in stretchy yoga pants and an old t-shirt.
 

She smiled at him in greeting. “Hey you. You’re home early,” she said, snuggling tighter under her blanket.
 

He loosened his tie and set his laptop bag down on the floor. “How’d your meeting go?” he asked, a little breathless.
 

She smiled wider. “Perfect. He’s really excited about this.”
 

All Steven could think of was what Scarlet had looked like talking to Ed. Had she smiled as much as she was smiling now? Had she flirted with him? Had her little prank question formed in her mind? Was her curiosity piqued?
 

“Scarlet that’s amazing,” he said, stepping over to the couch and kissing the top of her head.
 

She reached out and grabbed his arm and hauled herself to stand in front of him. Leaned in and nuzzled against his neck, reaching up with one hand to cup his sack between his legs.
 

He huffed at the unexpected affection, hips jutting backward before he got used to feeling her hand there. “What’s this?” he asked, pulling away from her kiss and smiling.
 

She flashed a coy smile back at him. “I thought maybe we could celebrate my good news?” she asked softly.
 

A pulse of heat shot from his groin to the base of his brain. It occurred to him to ask her what had come over her. Was this another bout of hormones? Or did it have something to do with the handsome Ed she’d met that day?
 

But considering his probing questions had almost soured her mood the day before, he decided against them. Might as well get it while the going was good. “Let me have a shower?” he asked instead.
 

She bit her lip and scrunched her nose up. “I’m horny now,” she whispered, right next to his ear.
 

His eyes widened at the feeling of her breath on his cheek. “Okay. Okay. Let’s get you taken care of.” He glanced at her just in time to see her grin turn wicked.
 

Holding his hand, she stepped around him and dragged him to the bedroom. Peeled her shirt off over her head revealing she’d been bra-less. Then pushed her tights and underwear down. She stepped up to him, tilted her head and pushed her tongue into his mouth in a hot kiss.
 

Without releasing him she grabbed his hand and pressed it between her legs.
 

He sucked in a sharp breath as his fingers pressed against her sex. Her lips were bare. Gone was the mess of hair that normally covered them. But what was equal parts disturbing and arousing, was finding them soaked with slick.
 

His eyes popped open and he pulled away from the kiss, staring down past her breasts to her pussy, then up into her eyes.
 

There was a wicked glint within them.
 

“You shaved?”
 

Scarlet giggled. “Do you like it?”
 

He stood staring at it, stunned. “Why?” he whispered. Not only was she devoid of embarrassment at standing naked in the bedroom with him still clothed, she seemed tickled by his reaction to her surprise.
 

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Feeling sexy. Wanted to do something different.”
 

Her answer, along with her playful smile, had him hot and bothered and hard as a rock in no time.
 

Scarlet took his wrist and slipped his fingers along her wet seam. With her other hand she undid his belt buckle, then the button of his pants and his zipper. She reached into his shorts and wrapped her hand around his cock.
 

He grunted at the pleasure that sent flooding through him.
 

She stroked his muscle, turning him around and pushing him toward the bed.
 

He felt the mattress against his thighs but she kept pushing until he was forced to sit.
 

She swung a leg over his lap and settled onto it. Rocking her hips back and forth she slathered his cock in wetness. Leaning forward she kissed him again. Tipped her hips back and guided the head of his cock to her entrance. Pulling away she leaned back, sheathing him inside herself with a soft sigh.
 

His mind was racing. He stared at her even as she closed her eyes and started rocking on his lap.
 

She groped around until she found his arms, then lifted his hands to her breasts.
 

He couldn’t believe what was happening. Her lack of embarrassment, her intense arousal that he could feel gushing out of her each time she moved, the fact her eyes were closed, as if she was lost in a fantasy, had him twitching inside her.
 

His hands fell to her hips. He started meeting her body with his own thrusts, jabbing his cock deep into her hot hole. “You feel amazing,” he whispered.
 

She mewled and grabbed her nipple. Twisted it, her rocking getting faster.
 

Would you do this for me with another man?
 

It nearly slipped out. Had to bite his tongue to keep it in. She looked so beautiful with that pained pleasure painted on her face. His mind shot back to the video. His cock went rigid at the memory.
 

She moaned, feeling him flex inside her. “Oh god,” she whispered.
 

“I’m almost there,” he confessed.
 

Scarlet rocked on his lap faster still. Her pussy started to clutch and clamp at his muscle. Nipple still between her fingers she started moving it in circles. “Almost…almost…almost…” she whimpered.
 

He’d never seen her look so beautiful. The only thing that could have made it better would have been getting inside her head. Knowing what the hell she was thinking about behind those closed eyelids.
 

His hands drifted to the small of her back. He pulled her closer. His hips stabbed up as he tried to find the end of her with his cock. To plant the seed he was about to spill as deep as it could get.
 

She whimpered softly and shuddered.
 

His cock flexed again. He felt the tide begin to surge through him. Clenched his ass cheeks and kept it at bay. He wanted to see her tip over the edge and plunge into her own pleasure. He got his wish.
 

She dug her nails into his shoulders as she came. Let out a soft exhale as her body shook and shuddered over top him.
 

His eyes fell to her stiff nipples. He grabbed one between a finger and thumb and pinched it.
 

Scarlet pelvis rolled forward. Her eyes snapped open and locked on his. Her mouth fell open. She shook through the peak of her climax.
 

He stared wide-eyed, mouth agape at her beautiful orgasm.
 

Then it was over. The tension left her. Her touch softened, hands gliding down his arms. A smile curled across her mouth. She bit her lip. “That was amazing,” she whispered. Rolling slowly forward, she drew him out of herself until just the tip of his cock was in her entrance. “Your turn.” She slid back down, her pussy swallowing his meat.
 

She kept him locked in an intense and smiling stare as she started to ride again. Soft slurping sounds wafted up between them as she slid him in and out of herself.
 

His cock went completely rigid.
 

Scarlet leaned forward and pressed her cheek against his. “Finish in me okay?”
 

The sentence sent a wicked shudder down his back. He put his hands on her back and pulled her closer, staring at her breasts.
 

She tipped his chin up with a finger to look into his eyes again and bit her lip. “Come in me baby. I want to feel it.”
 

That snapped like an elastic inside of him. Hot spurts of his warm goo rushed through his shaft and bubbled out the tip of his cock into Scarlet.
 

Her brow arched and she gasped at the feeling of his cock lurching inside her. A smile formed on her lips. “Oh my god that feels so good,” she whispered.
 

Steven shook and twitched, her acceptance of his offering bathing him in a second layer of warmth and pleasure even as his climax crackled up and down his spine. His toes curled.
 

Scarlet kept him pinned in place on the bed until he was spent, then put her arms around him and pulled him close, cheek against her chest. “I love you,” she whispered.
 

“I love you too,” he answered. “So much.”
 

They sat there for a long time, darkness settling around them. When Scarlet finally moved she didn’t get up gingerly and scurry to bathroom. She eased him back onto the bed and out of herself, then curled into a ball so he could spoon her.
 

He felt so close to her in that moment he nearly let it all out. Almost spilled the beans and confessed what he’d watched earlier that day and what he wanted her to do. Opened his mouth to do it, too.
 

She was already asleep.
 






Chapter Nine

 


The week at work dragged on. Each day seemed longer than the last until he came home. Each night Scarlet was waiting for him, in the same mood she’d been in on Monday.
 

Steven didn’t complain. He’d somehow managed to get a handle on his fantasy, at least enough that he hadn’t felt the need to confess every time he saw her. But when Scarlet announced on Friday morning that she was sealing the deal that day, signing papers, and that it would be followed by a party at Shantae’s that evening, it came racing back into the front of his mind.
 

He spent the day at the office barely able to concentrate again. Barely able to keep his mind off the fact that Ed would surely be at the party. That he’d get to watch Scarlet with him again. He had no idea how he was going to get through it without making a fool of himself.
 

When he got home that evening Scarlet was wearing a flowery summer dress. A little early in the season but she looked incredible. It went just past her knees and was tight enough in the chest that the push up bra she was wearing beneath it left very little to the imagination.
 

She twirled for him as he walked through the door, spent after a long week.
 

“Do you like it?” she asked.
 

His mind immediately shot back to when he’d heard her ask the same question about her shaved sex. He felt a little bit like a pervert for being unable to keep his mind on anything else. “You look incredible,” he said.
 

Scarlet gave a gleeful giggle, clapped her hands together and took his laptop bag. “Hop in the shower. It starts at seven,” she ordered.
 

He grabbed a quick shower, changed into the set of clothes Scarlet had laid out on the bed while she made them drinks in the kitchen. His heart squeezed when he walked in to find her humming to herself, happy as a clam.
 

She brought him a negroni, handed it to him and clinked her glass against his.
 

“You get everything signed?”
 

She gave an excited nod and grinned.
 

“Amazing. Congratulations.” He raised the glass to his lips and down a third. His heart was hammering inside his chest. Setting the glass down, he put his arms around her waist and pulled her in close. “Hey. I want you to have a good time tonight okay?”
 

She tilted her head to one side and gave him a funny look. Something like why wouldn’t I?
 

“Just…let loose. You deserve it. I’m so happy for you.”
 

“Thank-you Steven,” she replied. “And thanks for being so amazing.”
 

They finished their drinks and caught a cab to Shantae’s place. They heard the party through the door before they even walked in.
 

Shantae greeted them at the door. She flung her arms out wide and squealed. Wrapped them around Scarlet’s neck and squeezed. “Girl you did it!” After a long hug she turned and looked at Steven. “Hey Steven. You best be ready for a good time. Your girl’s an en-tre-pre-neur now!”
 

He flashed a slightly embarrassed smile as he walked in.
 

The place was filled with people. It was a big condo but there must have been at least thirty people packed into it. Shantae’s friends. Kim was there. And over by the kitchen counter, just past the enormous living space, stood Ed. Leaning against the counter on one elbow, drink in hand talking to another guy Steven didn’t recognize.
 

A smile flickered across Ed’s lips as they walked in and people started clapping. He stood up, walked across the room and met them halfway. He raised his arms and wrapped them around Scarlet in a way that made Steven’s skin crawl in the best way. Like they’d known each other for years and were best friends not business partners.
 

As the applause died down around them an awkward silence began to form. The hug lasted just a little longer than it should have. Or did it?
 

Was that just Steven’s crazy imagination playing tricks on him. Were people’s eyes darting to him, gauging his reaction? Wondering if he was feeling as uncomfortable as he felt he should be?
 

Finally Ed released her and turned to Steven with his hand outstretched. He clasped his palm and shook it. “Congrats, man,” he said. “That’s one hell of a wife you have here.”
 

Were those whispers he was hearing? Were they about him? Or were they about the way Ed had folded over Scarlet and the way she was blushing because of it?
 

Should he feel humiliated?
 

He started to feel a little dizzy. “Thanks, man,” he said, trying to sound as casual as could be. “No, really. Thank-you. This is an amazing opportunity you’re giving Scarlet.”
 

Ed flashed a smile like it was no big deal. Like he changed people’s lives every day with his largess.
 

Ed touched Scarlet’s arm.
 

A shiver shot up Steven’s spine.
 

“Come on. I want you to meet some people.” Then, as if remembering himself, he turned to Steven. “That okay? You don’t mind?” Not that he was really asking permission.
 

“Oh yeah for sure. I’ll just…I’ll chill out here…” But Ed was already walking Scarlet across the room, her giggling on his arm as her eyes darted up to look into his.
 

An uncomfortable hardness began to form in Steven’s crotch. The feeling coursing through him was the timbre of jealousy but at a high-pitched shriek of excitement. His palms started to sweat as his imagination took over again. Visions of Scarlet in the dirtiest of poses sullied his mind. He swallowed back the fear tightening his throat and took a deep breath.
 

“She lookin’ sexy this evening,” Shantae purred next to him.
 

Steven tried not to scowl. He turned to her and smiled. “She always looks good to me,” he replied.
 

Shantae responded with a friendly smirk. “Get you a drink?” she asked.
 

“Yeah. That’d be great,” he replied, grateful that she seemed to be in a friendly mood and not out to tease him.
 

“Come on. I’ve got a bar in the other room where it’s less noisy.”
 

Before he could react she took his hand and led him out of the living space into a more intimate den. Unscrewed the caps off a bottle of gin and vermouth and poured a martini into a shaker. “So? Isn’t this amazing? I hope you’re happy for her,” she said, raising an eye.
 

“Of course I’m happy,” Steven said.
 

“Good,” Shantae said. She shook the drink a few times then poured it into a glass and handed it to him. “You ready for a good time tonight?”
 

“Totally,” Steven replied, doing his best to convince himself he was.
 

Shantae took a sip of her gin and tonic and set the glass back down on a coaster. “’Cause you look a little grumpy. You know that?”
 

He opened his mouth to protest but realized it was pointless. While they weren’t close friends Shantae had spent enough time around him to be able to read him. And she didn’t take any bullshit. He let out a sigh and shook his head.
 

“What’s eating you Steven?” Shantae asked, her voice surprisingly sincere.
 

The wheels in his mind started turning. Coming up with excuses and explanations that sounded plausible. Long week at work. Tired from…whatever. Life. He looked up to see Shantae eyeing him with an intensity he hadn’t expected. Something inside him cracked. Suddenly he needed out of his own head, needed to tell someone about what he’d been going through or it felt like he might just go nuts. “Can I tell you something?” A jolt of adrenaline shot through him. Was he really going to do this? Was he really going to let Shantae in on his dark and dirty secret?
 

He wanted to take it back but she was already walking to the door, swinging it shut, then walking back to stand in front of him with her arms folded across her chest. “You’ve got some shit going on don’t you?”
 

His shoulders slumped as he realized he’d just painted himself into a corner. There was no getting out of this with anything but the truth. “You’ve got to promise not to tell Scarlet,” he said.
 

Shantae scowled. “Scarlet and I don’t keep secrets,” she replied.
 

He shook his head. “I’m sorry then. Scarlet can’t…I just…this is personal.”
 

Shantae’s brow arched. “Are you having an affair?”
 

“Affair? What? No! Don’t be ridiculous. Why on earth…oh, just forget it,” he said, trying to dismiss the whole thing with a wave.
 

Shantae didn’t relent. She walked up a little closer to him and smiled. A warm smile that was a rarity for her. “Come on. You seem like you need to talk. I can’t…I can’t promise but if it means that much to you then I’ll do my best not to say anything. As long it doesn’t have anything to do with her.”
 

He clenched his jaw and rubbed his chin.
 

“Come on. Spit it out Steven,” Shantae whispered.
 

He drew in a deep breath and steeled himself with another sip of the strong drink Shantae had made. “I overheard you guys the other day.”
 

She arched her brow again.
 

“You remember girls night? I heard you laughing through the door. Got a little man crazy and…fuck. I slipped in and listened in on your little party.”
 

The realization of what he was talking about dawned on Shantae. “You got yourself an earful then. How much did you hear?” she asked. “And that’s pretty rude, by the way.”
 

Steven rolled his eyes. “Don’t worry Scarlet already told me about your little prank.”
 

“Prank?” she asked.
 

“Oh come on you can cut out the bullshit. I told you Scarlet already…”
 

His fingers and toes started to tingle and itch as he looked at Shantae’s expression. She looked dead serious. Like she had no fucking clue what he was talking about. He tried one last time. “Yeah. You heard me outside the door? Decided it would be fun to have a laugh? The ‘take a stab at me’ thing?” 
 

Shantae shook her head.
 

The bottom fell out of Steven’s stomach.
 

Holy shit. It was all for real.
 

“Nobody was pranking you Steven,” she said.
 

His blood ran cold and drained from his face. His palms started to sweat. “What?” he whispered.
 

Shantae’s lips parted as she put the pieces of the puzzle together.
 

Steven’s cheeks flared red.
 

“Oh shit,” Shantae whispered. She set her drink down and cleared her throat. “Look I’m going to be straight with you here.” She shook her head. “I don’t want this to cause any trouble between you and her though you understand?”
 

Steven just stared at her.
 

She sighed and looked away. “Here’s the truth. Scarlet and I don’t keep secrets. Sure I was a little drunk but I’ve told her before stone cold sober that if you and her ever wanted to play I’d be game.”
 

His ears started ringing. He felt dizzy. “Are you serious? All that shit was for real?” he whispered.
 

Shantae nodded, her demeanour far more serious than it had been moments before.
 

The question loomed in his mind and made his knees go weak. “Then that thing…that thing that Scarlet said…” He couldn’t actually bring himself to say it out loud.
 

Shantae bit her lip and looked away. When she turned her head to stare at him again he braced himself for what he was about to hear. “She’s never talked to you about that?” she asked.
 

Sweet mother of…
“Are you kidding me right now? Is this a joke?”
 

Shantae didn’t flinch. “It’s not a joke. I’m not kidding. I’m a little surprised.”
 

“Surprised? By what?”
 

“You guys just seem so…close. I thought she would have told you.”
 

“Fuck Shantae can you please just say it?”
 

“Okay I will. Scarlet’s curious. It has nothing to do with you or your relationship. She’s still so in love with you it makes me a little sick sometimes. But she’s definitely got an itch.”
 

Steven’s stomach hollowed. “An itch?”
 

“Scarlet wants to play, Steven. She wants to know what it would be like with another man.”
 

Bam.
 

He had to reach out a hand and steady himself on the back of a chair. Felt like he might fall over for a moment. “Holy shit,” he whispered, his voice gravelly. He furrowed his brow and stared at Shantae. “Why?”
 

Shantae shrugged. “I don’t know. Why do we want anything?”
 

The question in reply to his question was unnerving.
 


 

Am I not enough for her? Is she not happy with our sex life? What kind of man does that make me?
 


 

Shantae seemed to read him like an open book. She twirled a finger at him. “Before you start getting all butt hurt about this stop. Just stop. This has nothing to do with you. She loves you. I told you that. She’s just…I don’t know. Curious.”
 

The hollowness in his gut was replaced by a hard, tight knot. “Not just any man,” he said.
 

Shantae gave a weak shrug. “No. Not really,” she replied.
 

“A black man.”
 

She nodded. “A black man.”
 

“She wants to get with Ed,” he blurted before he could stop himself.
 

Shantae took a moment to answer. “I wouldn’t say that. I think she’s considered it.”
 

The wind left his lungs. He struggled to suck in a breath. It was all he could do to keep his whole body from shaking.
 

“You okay? You’re looking kind of pale.”
 

He couldn’t believe what he was about to say but he couldn’t keep it in either. “This is going to sound crazy but…”
 

“You wouldn’t mind if it happened,” Shantae said finishing his sentence.
 

His eyes bugged. “How did you know that?” he demanded.
 

She shrugged. “I’m not sure. I think the way you were looking at them that night at the restaurant. After girl’s night. You remember? You were all quiet but I saw you staring at her, watching her like a hawk when she was talking to Ed. You’ve got an itch of your own don’t you?” she asked, stepping closer.
 

The way her expression softened, along with her proximity had his heart thumping hard again. This was…not good. They shouldn’t be alone like this. Not after what she’d confessed to that evening. He put up a hand to keep her from getting any closer. “I’m not…we can’t…”
 

Shantae rolled her eyes. “Oh please. I’m not a man. I’m not trying to get in your pants after what you just told me.” Her eyes narrowed. “But for the record I don’t think Scarlet would mind. You two should talk first.”
 

He felt foolish for suspecting that Shantae had been trying to make a move on him. Embarrassed by her offer but his curiosity piqued by the fact Scarlet had never mentioned anything. And why had she lied about the prank? It was all almost too much. He needed to find Scarlet. Needed to talk to her about all this. He wished they could just leave the damn party but seeing as it was for her that probably wasn’t going to be a possibility. “Maybe we should get back,” he said, nodding toward the door and trying to step past Shantae.
 

Shantae stepped aside and waved a hand toward the door. “Be my guest. But Steven?”
 

“Huh?”
 

“Sometimes it’s easiest just to let things unfold the way they’re going to unfold.”
 

“What’s that supposed to mean?”
 

“It means you can’t always be in control. Try it. Be the leaf on the river. You might be surprised where you end up.”
 

He did his best not to scoff. The last thing he needed right now was a lesson in new age philosophy from Shantae. “Sure. Okay. Thanks,” he said. He moved past her.
 

The door to the den swung open and Scarlet burst into the room. Her eyes lit up as she saw them. “There you guys are!” she said, throwing her arms out, her drink sloshing out of her glass. “I’ve been looking all over for you!”
 






Chapter Ten

 


Steven cast Shantae a nervous glance at Scarlet’s apparent state of inebriation.
 

Shantae rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Just keep her here and I’ll get her a glass of water,” Shantae said before squeezing past Scarlet and disappearing down the hall.
 

Steven walked over to where Scarlet was standing and took her glass from her.
 

“Hey!” Scarlet protested.
 

“Just a little break,” Steven said. He turned walked across the room and placed the glass on a coffee table. When he turned to look at Scarlet again his heart skipped a beat.
 

Behind her stood Ed.
 

Steve locked eyes with Ed, who offered a slight smile. Ed raised his hand behind Scarlet’s back.
 

Steven’s guts tightened as he watched Ed put his palm on Scarlet’s shoulder.
 

She started at the unexpected touch. The way she blushed and smiled as she turned and looked over her shoulder at Ed made Steven’s heart thump again. “There you are,” she said, a soft laugh bubbling from her. “I thought I’d lost you.”
 

Ed kept his eyes on Steven.
 

Suddenly Steven felt like he was in a dream. His vision tunnelled, narrowing onto the way Ed’s dark skin contrasted with Scarlet’s creamy flesh. A now familiar feeling started in his groin. An itch at first, it blossomed into a tickle before forming into something more substantial. A hungry ache he couldn’t ignore.
 

Ed raised an eyebrow. As if he knew what was going on in Steven’s mind. As if he could read the dark desire lurching back and forth in his mind.
 

And Steven, not entirely of his own accord, gave the slightest nod. A sizzle of adrenaline shot through him and made his toes tingle.
 

“You two having a good time?” Ed asked in his deep and commanding voice.
 

“Yeah. Great,” Steven replied, his voice sounding uncomfortably close to a squawk. “You?” he added, trying to regain some control of the situation.
 

Finally Ed turned his eyes to Scarlet, who hadn’t stopped looking at him during their exchange. “We’re getting to know each other real well,” he said.
 

Steven swallowed back the tightness that had formed in his throat. The arousal pulsing through him was maddening and exhilarating all at once. His imagination would not stop throwing the most lascivious visions at him. A tableaux of his own depravity and construction. A long silence stretched between them.
 

Scarlet turned toward Steven again. Her gaze seemed distant and distracted. When she saw him staring at Ed’s hand on her shoulder her blush deepened and she cast her eyes down to the floor.
 

Somewhere in the bowels of the house uproarious laughter could be heard.
 

Shantae sauntered back in, glass of water in hand, and handed it to Scarlet.
 

Scarlet took the opportunity to step forward. Ed’s hand slipped from her shoulder and to his side.
 

“Y’all havin’ a funeral in here or something?” Shantae asked, putting a hand on her hip and cocking her head to one side.
 

Ed flashed a polite smile. “Just getting to know each other a little better,” he replied.
 

“Uh-huh,” Shantae said, giving him the once over, then glancing at Scarlet. “I bet you are.”
 

A rhythmic voice began to chant inside Steven’s head. Incomprehensible at first, the words soon became clear. His heart started beating harder.
 

It. Was. No. Prank.
 

Over and over. It was soon joined by another and another until there was a virtual chorus singing in his head. He felt a little dizzy. Something scratched at the back of his mind. A nagging thing, it’s meaning at first buried under the crescendo of the choir.
 

His eyes darted to the side.
 

It. Was. No. Prank.
 

He drew in a sharp breath. Because if it wasn’t a prank, if Scarlet had said those words that started all this in earnest, then what did that make her?
 

It! Was! No! Prank! they sang.
 

He gasped, lost in his thoughts, oblivious to everyone else in the room. Because if it truly was no prank then that made Scarlet a…
 

Whore! the chorus shouted and then suddenly they were gone.
 

Steven was back in the room with everyone staring at him looking puzzled.
 

“You alright there Steve?” Shantae asked, looking doubtful that he was.
 

Steven’s lips parted but his mouth was so dry he couldn’t speak.
 

“He’s fine,” Ed said.
 

Scarlet let out an uncomfortable giggle. Like something about Ed answering for Steven wasn’t right but she couldn’t really say why.
 

Ed stepped up and put his hand on the small of her back and turned her toward the door. “Come on Scarlet. Let’s get you a fresh drink.” He turned his head slowly to look at Steven. “You don’t mind do you Steve.” It was not a question.
 

Steven, feeling completely unlike himself, was aghast when he started shaking his head. What was he doing? Was Ed putting the moves on Scarlet? Getting her drunk so he could…but how?!? Her husband was right there. Surely he wouldn’t try something in front of Steven? But his mouth opened again and he answered in a whisper. “No. Not at all.”
 

But Ed and Scarlet were already out the door.
 

What should have been a terrifying proposition, that Ed really was trying to bed Scarlet that very evening, was instead one of the most arousing events in Steven’s life. The voices and visions in his mind had quieted. Replaced by a single image that wouldn’t quit. Scarlet and Ed’s limbs tangled together. Her arms wrapped around his muscular back. Her feet high up in the air over his haunches, toes curled in pleasure. And Ed’s mouth locked on hers in a deep and penetrating kiss.
 

“Hey.” Shantae’s soft voice jerked him from his reverie.
 

He looked at her, mouth still open, eyes wide.
 

“Your girl’s having a nice time. Why don’t you loosen up and do the same. Let me get you a drink or something.”
 

“What’s happening?” was all that he could say.
 

Shantae sighed and rolled her eyes. “We’re having a party, Steven. Remember? Your wife’s new flower shop?”
 

“I mean with her and Ed.”
 

Shantae exhaled and exasperated little breath. She hooked her arm around his and dragged him through the door. “Be the leaf, Steven. Please? Just for one evening? We all just trying to have a good time.”
 

And for some reason that was reassurance enough. He let himself be whisked back into the frenzied gathering where the music was thumping and people were laughing and shouting. He felt far away from it all. He couldn’t stop thinking about how Scarlet had lied to him. Had she lied? Twisted the truth a little maybe. But why? Did she feel guilty? Did she really want to sleep with a black man but was too shy? Why hadn’t she bitten when he gave her the chance? When he told her she could do it. That he wouldn’t be mad?
 

“What are you having?” Shantae yelled across the kitchen.
 

Someone bumped into him, apologized, then wandered out to the living room.
 

Steven looked over at Shantae. “Whatever,” he said. “Just make it a double.”
 



***

 


The next few hours were a blur. Steven straggled through the house trying to follow Ed and Scarlet as they wound their way through the guests.
 

Ed would stop at a group, introduce Scarlet to his friends, tell a joke and get them laughing.
 

While this was happening Steven would squeeze his way past a few groups of people trying to make it to the “cool” circle where Ed and Scarlet were standing. After a few “sorry-about-that’s” and “excuse-me’s” he’d get to the perimeter. Why did it feel like everyone was suddenly a head taller than he was? Even Scarlet. He’d poke around and try to inject himself into the conversation but as soon as he managed Ed would say they needed to move on, put a hand on Scarlet’s back and lead her away.
 

The group would dissipate and Steven would be left watching his wife disappear into the crowd with another man at her side. It was like one of those nightmares where he really needed to run but his feet felt like they were mired in mud or made of concrete.
 

At one point he found himself milling around a bunch of what seemed to be Ed’s old friends, from the way Ed was talking to them. Steven’s main concern was, of course, trying to reconnect with Scarlet. To make it known that he was still there. That she was still his.
 

But Ed was half way through a joke and the center of everyone’s attention.
 

Steven decided he’d wait and try after the punch line. He looked at Scarlet and his heart nearly leapt into his throat. She looked so beautiful standing there gazing up at big ole’ Ed. She was smiling. Her cheeks were rosy. She didn’t seem as inebriated as before. But she seemed extremely taken by her handsome new investor and as crazy as that drove Steven, it nearly made him swoon with love for her. His beautiful bride having feelings for another man. It was crazy. Wasn’t that supposed to be wrong? How could he like something like that?
 

His cock was fully hard before he even noticed his erection. Suddenly, instead of wanting to get into that circle he needed to get out. Anywhere. To the bathroom. Or outside maybe to get some air and talk his boner down before someone noticed.
 

And of course that was the moment Ed chose to notice him. He turned and flashed a grin.
 

The blood drained from Steven’s face.
 

“Steven,” Ed said, waving him closer. “Let me introduce you.”
 

Steven opened his mouth to stammer out some excuse. He saw Scarlet glance at him and make a funny expression, like she was remembering that she’d come to this party with him and not Ed. He almost panicked. Nearly took a step back into a woman in heels and toppled her right off her feet. He spun around to apologize but as he did he swung his arm to wide and knocked someone’s martini out of their hand.
 

It was Shantae who saved him from himself. She appeared out of nowhere, swooped in and put a hand around his back to help him get his balance. Flashed smiles and apologies at everyone, threw out a “don’t mind Steve he’s had a little much” which got everyone laughing and swept him out of there like she was the Secret Service and someone had just shouted “gun!”
 

Before he really knew what was happening they were upstairs in one of the guest bedrooms. The party was muted and far away. Shantae was blocking the door with her arms folded across her chest. But she wasn’t shaking her head or rolling her eyes or looking like he was being a pain. She seemed almost…concerned. “You alright?” she asked softly.
 

Realizing his hard-on was still there, Steven tried to shift to hide the bulge in his lap.
 

“It’s alright,” Shantae said, glancing at his lap. “It’s no thing. Why don’t you have a seat and chill out for a bit?”
 

Steven, realizing he wasn’t really thinking straight, decided to trust that Shantae probably knew what was better for him in that moment than he did himself. He fell back onto the bed, shoulders slumping. He rested his arms on his thighs and hung his head.
 

“You want to talk about it?” Shantae asked.
 

Steven shook his head. “I mean…maybe. I don’t know. It’s just…she’s so…” He looked up at the door behind Shantae.
 

A soft smile curled on one corner of her mouth. She walked over to where he was sitting, her hips swaying. She sat down and put a hand on his back. “Steven look at me.”
 

He turned his head and locked eyes with her.
 

“It’s eating you up isn’t it?”
 

He tried to think of some excuse but felt too exhausted. “It kind of is,” he said.
 

Shantae rubbed his back for a moment. Then she reached back and pulled her phone out of her pocket. The screen flickered to life. She swiped it open and tapped out a text message before pocketing it again.
 

They sat in silence, Steven not knowing what to say and Shantae apparently content just being there for him. A few minutes later he heard muffled voices behind the door.
 

Shantae stood up without a word. She made her way across the room and opened the door a crack.
 

Steven’s heart soared when Scarlet slipped in giggling softly. It lurched when he saw Ed behind her.
 

Shantae poked her head out and whispered something to Ed.
 

Steven couldn’t make out what he said.
 

Scarlet walked across the room and sat next to him on the bed.
 

The way she smiled at him melted his insides.
 

“You having a good time?” she whispered, then bit her lip.
 

“Uh-huh,” he lied. “Are you?”
 

She gave a few quick nods and tucked a stray tress of hair behind her ear. Her eyes darted to his lap.
 

He moved a hand there to try and cover his erection but it was too late. He was sure she’d seen it.
 

“Can I ask you something?” Scarlet said softly.
 

“Sure. Anything,” he replied.
 

She leaned close. Close enough he could feel her warm breath on his cheek. “You want to play a game?”
 

His throat went tight. “What…what game?” he stammered, turning to look into her eyes.
 

She bit her lip, mischief creeping across her face.
 

His heart hammered against his rib cage.
 

“You know that thing you said?”
 

“That thing?”
 

She narrowed her eyes. “Don’t be coy,” she chided in a whisper. “I saw you watching me all night.”
 

He opened his mouth to protest. Before he could speak he felt her cup his erection in her palm. His back stiffened.
 

“I saw this,” Scarlet said, eyes still on his.
 

He groaned. “God do you think anyone else did?” he muttered.
 

“Shush,” she ordered. “Doesn’t matter.” She paused a moment. “You didn’t answer my question. Do you want to play a game?”
 

“I…” he croaked, but couldn’t finish.
 

Scarlet leaned closer. Her smile turned sly. “Because I kind of do,” she said.
 

Was it possible to feel simultaneous elation and dread? Because that was what he felt like in that moment. One end of him soaring at his wife’s proposal the other being dragged kicking and screaming across the ground.
 

“How about we do this. How about…if things get too bumpy…” She giggled. “You just give the word and we go home. Okay?”
 

His eyes shot to hers. “What’s the game exactly?” he found the strength to ask.
 

Scarlet’s smile widened. She stood up tall in front of him. Reaching a hand up to her shoulder she shrugged off one side of the dress she was wearing, then the other.
 

His eyes bugged. “Wait, what are you…what if someone…”
 

She stepped toward him and pressed a finger against his lips. “You don’t worry about that. It’s being taken care of.”
 

And now that she mentioned it things were sounding a little less rowdy downstairs. His eyes returned to her as she worked the dress down her body exposing her push up bra and matching panties.
 

He jumped when the door clicked and swung half-way open. His eyes nearly popped out of his skull when Shantae stepped in.
 

Scarlet didn’t flinch. She glanced over her shoulder then back at him and giggled.
 

“What’s going on?” Steven asked, breathless.
 

“Just enjoy the show okay?” she said.
 

His eyes wandered down her beautiful frame, his cock hardening at her supple curves. 
 

Then Shantae was next to her, half-smiling, half-smirking at him.
 

Scarlet turned to Shantae.
 

Steven’s chest felt like it was going to explode.
 

Scarlet reached a hand behind Shantae’s neck and drew her in. She tilted her head. Their mouths met.
 

He saw tongues flick out and touch a moment before they locked lips in a kiss. “Holy shit,” he whispered.
 

Their jaws moved in tandem as they made out. Shantae’s hands came up and grazed Scarlet’s taut belly. She reached behind her and deftly unclasped her bra. Hooked her fingers into the straps and pulled it off exposing Scarlet’s breasts, the nipples stiff as erasers on the end of a pencil.
 

He could barely breathe. It was the most unexpected and hottest thing that could have happened. It got him so worked up he felt his cock start to dribble in his underwear.
 

Their lips parted with a wet smack. The two women giggled at the lewd sound.
 

Scarlet turned and walked toward him. She swung one leg out, straddled his lap and sat down on it. Lifting her breast to his mouth she worked the nipple into his lips. “Suck me baby,” she whispered, grinding her pussy against his engorged prick.
 

He felt like putty in her hands. He felt his own will leave him and surrendered to the spell she’d cast. His cheeks hollowed as he suckled at her nipple and swiped it with his tongue.
 

Scarlet moaned. “Oh god yes, Steven. Just like that.”
 

He savoured the sensation of her stiff bud in his mouth. The situation was surreal. But the current of arousal it provoked swept him away and robbed him of his own will. He became the leaf on the river Shantae had told him to be. And as Shantae appeared over Scarlet, smiling at him with her wicked grin and playing with Scarlet’s hair, he knew he was at their mercy. And he loved it.
 

Shantae leaned forward and pressed her lips against Scarlet’s neck.
 

Scarlet tilted her head and giggled at the soft kiss. She closed her eyes as Shantae’s tongue flicked out and drew a line toward her ear.
 

Shantae’s eyes were locked with Steven’s.
 

He couldn’t stop staring at her. Her insistent stare drew him in and made him want to surrender to whatever the women had in store.
 

“You like what you’re seeing so far?” Shantae asked, then chuckled.
 

“Yes,” Steven breathed.
 

Scarlet started fumbling with his belt. Her back arched as Shantae reached around her, palmed her breasts and squeezed them.
 

Steven’s eyes fell to the sight of Shantae’s mocha coloured fingers manipulating Scarlet’s bright pink nipples. When he looked up again both of them were staring at him. Their smiles were gone. Replaced with lusty looks of yearning.
 

“Ready for the next part?” Scarlet whispered.
 

He barely managed to nod, worried that if he moved he’d blow right in his pants.
 

Scarlet slipped off his lap. Biting her lip she wriggled her round ass out of her underwear and threw it to the floor beside her.
 

He gasped as Shantae unclasped her bra and removed it. His eyes bugged at the sight of her breasts.
 

“What do you think?” Shantae asked, grabbing her tits and mashing them together.
 

His gaze darted to Scarlet. Was she okay with this? Obviously she had instigated it but…they’d never even talked about anything besides the monogamous sex life they shared.
 

“It’s okay,” Scarlet whispered. “Do you want to touch them?” Without waiting for an answer she put a hand on the small of his back and pushed him to take a step forward.
 

He stumbled, nearly tripping. His hands shot out for anything to help him regain his balance. They landed squarely on Shantae’s soft breasts.
 

Shantae giggled at his misstep but closed her eyes and purred her appreciation at being touched by him.
 

Scarlet sank down onto her knees.
 

Shantae tipped her head forward and pressed her lips against his. Her tongue plunged into his mouth in a surprisingly aggressive kiss.
 

He melted into the moment, into the taboo but tremendously titillating experience of making out with another woman while his wife…He gasped when he felt his pants and underwear slip down around his ankles. He pulled away from the kiss with Shantae to see Scarlet staring up at him and reaching from his cock. He huffed as she wrapped her hand around it and squeezed. “Holy shit…”
 

“You keep saying that,” Shantae said. “I guess that means you’re having a good time?”
 

Scarlet picked that moment to lick the side of his prick.
 

He groaned as seed surged from his balls threatening to spill. Pulled his hips away and squeezed the muscles in his pelvis trying to stifle his orgasm.
 

As if realizing the nature of his distress, Scarlet pulled her mouth away from his organ, gripped the root of his cock and squeezed as hard as she could.
 

He groaned again, this time in relief at Scarlet saving him from the embarrassment of such a premature ejaculation.
 

Shantae reached up and undid the top button of his shirt. She pulled it up and over his head and threw it onto a chair by the closet. She smiled with half her mouth, put her hands on his chest and ran them down his torso. She glanced at Scarlet. “Lucky girl,” she said.
 

Which was possibly the most puzzling thing he’d heard since the revelation (prank or not, he still wasn’t sure) that Shantae had always wanted to take a “stab” at him. He was so not her type. He was lean and skinny. What was it about him that she liked? As she put a hand behind his neck and pulled him into another kiss Steven decided that question would have to wait.
 

As Shantae tongue-fucked him in the mouth, Scarlet relaxed her grip on his prick. She teased it with her fingertip. Licked around the glans with her tongue, then finally took the head into her mouth and sucked on it.
 

Steven grunted and pulled his hips back, trying to indicate he was to sensitive and his senses were to overwhelmed with this game they’d surprised him with.
 

Scarlet obliged, letting him pop out of her mouth and pressing the tip of her finger against his urethral opening.
 

Shantae let out a satisfied growl as she pulled away from their kiss again. She looked down at Scarlet. “I want a piece,” she said, sinking to her knees.
 

Steven was beside himself. His beautiful wife and her sexy friend on their knees in front of him ready to service him with their hands and mouths. He was in heaven. It was a wet dream he’d never even had it seemed so implausible. The only thing standing in the way of him fully enjoying the moment was his shame at how quickly it was going to be over. There was no way he could control himself for more than a couple of minutes.
 

Scarlet chewed on her lip and smiled up at him. “Can I let Shantae suck you off?” she whispered.
 

He covered his eyes with a hand for a moment. His cheeks flared red.
 

“What’s the matter baby?” Scarlet asked.
 

He sighed and his shoulders slumped. “I’m just…I’m really close,” he muttered, covering up his embarrassment with an awkward chuckle.
 

“Oh don’t you worry sweetheart,” Shantae said. “We’ve got all night to play. You pop when you’re ready and leave it to me and Scarlet. We’ll have you back in the game in no time.”
 

“Is it okay?” Scarlet asked.
 

He bit his lip and nodded.
 

“Mmm,” Shantae purred, then opened her mouth.
 

Scarlet didn’t let go of his cock. Instead, she tilted it toward Shantae’s lips and fed it to her friend.
 

Shantae looked up as she sank halfway down his prick. Her wide-eyed stare was intense.
 

Scarlet couldn’t keep her eyes off Shantae. As she watched her sucking her husband’s cock her hand dipped between her legs and she started fingering herself.
 

He felt a swell of excitement rush up from his groin. It drenched his brain in hot dopamine. His eyes went wide. He sucked in a breath. He could feel it was almost there.
 

Scarlet, still holding his cock as Shantae sucked it, must have felt it twitch and harden. Her eyes darted up to his. “It’s okay. Do you want to come in her mouth baby?” she said, her voice a slight whimper.
 

Shantae’s cheeks hollowed as she doubled down on sucking him. That did the trick.
 

His legs shuddered. He felt a hot gush of sperm race through his prick. His mouth fell open and a loud groan rolled out as the emission sent him hurtling toward the peak of his climax.
 

Shantae’s eyes went wide as she tasted him. She started bobbing her head back and forth on his cock.
 

Scarlet’s eyes narrowed as she stared at the lewd vision of her husband’s cock in another woman’s mouth. A moment later she squeezed her eyes shut and squealed as she came from touching herself.
 

Steven stood perfectly still savouring the intense pleasure of his climax. He watched his cock pulsing inside Shantae’s mouth. A moment after he peaked she grabbed it and pulled her mouth away. She left it open, her come covered tongue on display for him.
 

A long white line of semen spurted from the tip of his cock and hit her on the chin.
 

She tipped her head forward and let his mess spill onto her tits. Pointing him at her chest she pumped out the last of his load.
 

As the tension of his climax left him he started to feel dizzy. “I think I need to sit down,” he muttered before slumping backwards onto the bed.
 

Scarlet had settled onto her haunches. Her cheeks and chest were ready. She was clearly under the influence of her own orgasm.
 

Shantae chuckled as she cleaned up his jizz with a finger. Swiping it off her tits she brought the finger up to her mouth and licked it like she was eating a Popsicle. “Well that was fun but this is amateur hour. Excuse me while I got get the big guns. No offence, Steven. I like your dick just fine.”
 

He looked at Scarlet, his expression filled with curiosity and terror.
 

She raised her head, put a hand on the bed and hauled herself up to sit next to him. She took his mouth with hers in a hungry kiss, then released it. “Did you like that baby?” she whispered.
 

“Are you fucking crazy? I loved it,” he whispered back.
 

“I’m glad,” she said. “Are you ready for more?”
 

His breathing got a little heavy. “I…Scarlet are you…are you gonna’…”
 

“I want to have sex with Ed.”
 

Those words sliced right into the softest part of him. Took the wind right out of his lungs. His cock twitched in his lap and started to harden again.
 

“What do you think of that?” she asked.
 

“I…I don’t…” This was it. This was his chance. Their chance. It was all happening so fast but here they were. And Scarlet really seemed to want it. Which scared him a little but not enough to slam on the brakes. “Is that what you want?” he asked.
 

“Only if you’re okay with it. I’m only going to if you still want to do this.”
 

His heart nearly broke in two at how earnest and caring she was being. He put a hand on her cheek. “I love you so much,” he said.
 

She blushed and kissed him.
 

He could smell her arousal wafting up from between her legs.
 

“If you want me to stop you just say okay?” she whispered.
 

The door opened. Shantae stepped in, followed by Ed.
 

Scarlet pulled Steven into another kiss as Shantae set about disrobing Ed.
 

He couldn’t help but open his eyes and peer out of one eye at the scene. When Shantae yanked Ed’s underwear down Steven sucked in a breath. He pulled away from Scarlet’s kiss.
 

She reached between his legs and caressed his member, stroking new life into it. At the same time her eyes wandered across the room and widened at the sight of Ed’s big dig hanging halfway down his thigh.
 

Shantae got on her knees and slurped Ed’s cock into her mouth and started to fluff him.
 

Ed’s gaze was locked on Scarlet. He wiped the corner of his mouth. His cock inflated.
 

Steven turned to look at Scarlet. Their eyes met. “You’re really gonna’…” he said before trailing off, unable to name the act he was desperate to see.
 

The faintest sliver of a smile formed on her lips. She leaned closer to him. “I want this. I want to know how it feels.”
 

It wrenched his insides, cinching them up so tight he could barely breathe. His mind was reeling and he felt paralyzed.
 

Scarlet stood up from the bed. She let go of his cock and touched his cheek with her palm. Then she started walking toward Shantae and Ed. She stopped in front of Ed. The only sound in the room was Shantae’s sloppy, rhythmic sucking.
 

Excitement swept through Steven as he stared at Scarlet. Her pose awkward and uncertain, not the sweetly melting shape of a woman who knew her lover’s caress. His cock throbbed at how beautiful and innocent she looked standing there.
 

Ed put a finger under her chin and lifted her eyes to meet his.
 

Scarlet blushed hotter.
 

Steven saw the vein in Scarlet’s neck throbbing.
 

Shantae pulled off of Ed with a slurp. Standing up she walked over to the bed and took Steven’s hand and got him to stand. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s give these two some space.”
 

Steven let himself be dragged toward the armchair by the wall.
 

Shantae plopped him into it, then sat on the arm and slipped into his lap. She giggled as she reached down and scratched her fingernails up the underside of his rigid prick. “You good?” she asked.
 

Steven nodded, his gaze locked on Scarlet and Ed.
 

Ed tilted his head and leaned in.
 

Scarlet’s mouth opened.
 

Their lips met.
 






Chapter Eleven

 


Nothing could have prepared him for the searing heat that scalded him at the sight of Scarlet kissing Ed. Stiff at first, she leaned into it after a second, her shoulders falling, chest rising, her whole body swaying a little closer to Ed’s.
 

Ed’s gentle kiss twisted into something more lurid as he probed her mouth with his tongue.
 

Scarlet opened wide, accepting him, pushing back, her cheeks turning red with excitement and arousal.
 

The air in the room started humming with potential.
 

Ed pulled away and locked eyes with her Scarlet. A smile crept across his lips. “You’re delicious,” he said.
 

A nervous smile formed on her mouth. She looked away, shy, as if intimidated by his dominating gaze.
 

Scarlet turned and looked over her shoulder at Steven. When she looked back at Ed it was down between his legs. Her jaw fell as her eyes settled on what, as Steven had correctly surmised, was a cock so big it would make a horse blush. The colour of espresso crema, the dark skin of his shaft was stretched tight over the veins crawling along the sides.
 

Ed walked across the room unashamed. Carried himself with the swagger of a man who was in the highest percentile when it came to reproductive mass, and knew it. He put a hand on Scarlet’s shoulder and turned her away from Steven. His eyes wandered down to her breasts. He cupped one. Weighed it in his palm then pinched the nipple until it was standing stiff.
 

Scarlet stood there slack-jawed and staring at the prodigious organ that would soon be stretching her to her limits.
 

Ed leaned forward and kissed her neck, then her collarbone.
 

Steven’s whole body throbbed as he watched the prelude to his wife’s defilement.
 

Shantae had turned toward the show as well. She was gently sliding her hand up and down Steven’s prick. As Ed and Scarlet approached the bed, she picked up Steven’s hand and pressed it between her legs. “Give me some sugar,” she said quietly.
 

Steven gasped as his fingers dipped into her soaked sex. A fresh wave of lust rolled through him, giving him courage. He drove two fingers into Shantae’s pussy and pulled them back out sticky wet.
 

“More of that please,” Shantae purred.
 

Steven glanced at her tits and started fucking her puss with two fingers.
 

Ed picked Scarlet’s hand up by the wrist and slapped his fat prick into her palm.
 

She gasped and her eyes bugged. She let out a nervous giggle.
 

“All good?” Ed asked, checking in.
 

“It’s…I’m fine,” Scarlet said, still staring at his meat. “It’s just…it’s so…heavy,” she whispered.
 

“Put your mouth on it, baby,” Ed said quietly, putting a hand on her shoulder.
 

Scarlet dropped obediently to her knees. She wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft, unable to circle the whole thing. She stared at the shape. The room filled with her scent.
 

Ed stepped sideways, put a hand on the side of her head and pulled her hair away. “Look at your man. Show him that pretty little mouth about to eat a dick.”
 

Scarlet looked sideways at Steven. Her eyes lit up as she saw what this was doing to him. She brought the cock up to her lips, holding it there, as if revelling in the dirty juxtaposition of the filthy organ so close to her pretty face.
 

Shantae chuckled. She’d spread her legs and her hips were bucking in time with Steven’s fingers driving in and out of her.
 

“Ask him if he likes it,” Ed commanded Scarlet.
 

Scarlet’s lips parted. She licked them and swallowed. “Do you like that baby?” she asked.
 

Driving himself back into the chair, Steven nodded. “Yes,” he hissed.
 

Shantae rolled her eyes and smiled at Ed. “What a showboat, huh?”
 

Ed didn’t seem to care and Steven was too far gone to come up with an answer.
 

“That’s right,” Ed said. “Now put your lips on it. Give it a kiss.”
 

Scarlet puckered her mouth and kissed the tip of his prick. Her chest rose. She arched her back, her ass rounding as she did. Opening her mouth wider, she let the bulbous tip slip past her lips. Her eyes fluttered as she tasted him.
 

Steven felt like he was falling. Lost in the heavenly inferno burning inside him all he could sense was the heat pulsing from between his legs. As beautiful Scarlet sucked up inch after inch of that thing and made it swell Shantae squeezed his cock harder.
 

Scarlet’s cheeks hollowed. Her eyes shot up to Ed’s as her sucking got greedy. Her head started bobbing back and forth on the flexing muscle until she had to kneel a little higher. She popped off panting and staring at how she’d hardened it. “Holy shit,” she whispered.
 

Ed grinned. “Ain’t seen nothing yet,” he said.
 

Scarlet giggled, the sound cutting through Steven like a thousand tiny razor blades.
 

Ed crooked a finger. “Stand up,” he said.
 

Scarlet scrambled to her feet, standing at attention, her chest jutting out as if she were presenting her tits to him for his inspection.
 

“Turn around, girl. Look at your man.”
 

Scarlet did. She spun around and locked eyes with Steven.
 

As if on cue, Shantae relaxed her grip on his muscle. She took his wrist and pulled his fingers out of herself. She looked over at him. “I’m gonna’ leave this between you and Scarlet. You two should share this,” she said. She slipped out of his lap, crawled to the corner of the room and started fingering herself.
 

Ed came up behind Scarlet. Pressing a hand against her back he bent her at the waist.
 

She gasped, her hands flying out and catching the arms of the chair Steven was sitting on, her face just inches from his.
 

Steven saw Ed grip his cock between Scarlet’s legs. Watched him step forward, his shaft gliding along her soaked folds, popping up from between her legs.
 

Scarlet’s mouth opened wider, along with her eyes. Her jaw started moving like she was trying to say something but had lost the ability to speak.
 

Ed pulled his cock back, then planted the head at her entrance. He reached around her, grabbed her breast and squeezed.
 

One of Scarlet’s feet turned in at the pressure on her sex. She opened her thighs and that same foot went up on tiptoes, her body getting ready to accept Ed’s dark prick.
 

“Tell your man how it feels. I bet he’d like that, wouldn’t you Steve?” Ed asked.
 

Steve managed to nod but that was it. He could barely move.
 

Scarlet’s brow furrowed, as if something had dragged her out of the moment. She turned and looked over her shoulder at Ed. “I think we should…we should use a condom, I think.”
 

This sent more heat churning through Steve. His pretty wife being prudent, making sure the cock that was about to pierce her soft pussy was sheathed in a latex sleeve.
 

Steven trembled at the terrible fantasy that sprouted at what she’d said. The idea of watching Ed take her bareback, seeing his cock throbbing as he spilled seed into her womb, was electric.
 

“Sure thing,” Ed said, stepping back and walking over to where Shantae had removed his pants. He reached in with two fingers and pulled out a foil wrapper. Walked over and gave it to Scarlet.
 

Tearing it in two, she pulled out the lubricated barrier, pinched the tip, then made an “O” with her thumb and first finger.
 

Steven bucked at the memory of seeing her do the same thing to his cock, minus the condom, just days ago.
 

She rolled out the latex, gripping it harder and trying to get it past the halfway point of Ed’s cock.
 

Ed chuckled. “Baby that’s it. They don’t make them any bigger. Should do the trick. You’re on the pill though, right?”
 

A hopeless arousal throbbed through Steven. How many days had it been since she‘d told him she was on the last few days of this month’s pill? Was there a possibility that her pussy was unprotected? Condoms were not a hundred percent.
 

“Um…yeah,” Scarlet said, worry furrowing her brow as she turned back around to accept Ed into herself. She bent low over Steven, breasts sagging beneath her chest. She bit her lip. “I love you, baby,” she said.
 

Again Ed’s cock popped up from between her legs. He slathered her wet onto the condom, then pressed the throbbing head to her pussy.
 

Scarlet, wide-eyed and wondrous at this new feeling, gripped the arms of the chair and got ready.
 

Ed’s hips tipped forward. His cock speared her sex.
 

Scarlet’s toes curled on the carpet. “Oh my god,” she said, breathless. Her body started to shake.
 

Ed grabbed her hips. “Hey, hey! Easy! Look at your man. Look how hot he thinks you are.”
 

Scarlet locked eyes with Steven.
 

Ed eased more of himself into her.
 

Scarlet let out a squeak. One hand shot between her legs and she pitched forward.
 

“You’re okay, baby,” Ed cooed behind her.
 

“I think…I think it’s too big,” Scarlet whimpered.
 

Steven’s eyes fell to the dark phallus intruding into his wife. It was about half-way buried inside her, the elastic at the end of the condom just past her pussy lips.
 

Scarlet grimaced as Ed adjusted his hips, rocked back and forth a bit and tried to work more of himself into her. Finally, she shook her head and whimpered. “I don’t think I can.”
 

Ed reached around and grabbed her breasts. He started kneading them gently. Every so often his thumbs would slip down to her nipples and run a few circles around them.
 

Scarlet started to relax. Her eyes fluttered shut. Her mouth fell open. “Oh god,” she breathed.
 

Steven sat there as if bolted to the chair. His gaze moved from Ed’s dark hands on Scarlet’s tits to his thick shaft protruding out of her, then to her open mouth. Her cheeks were flushed, as was her chest. Her lips looked like she’d been stung by a bee.
 

“Get ready, baby,” Ed said from behind her. “You’re going to take it all in.”
 

Scarlet’s expression had changed from discomfort to a dopey, almost drunken stare. Her head lolled from one side to the other. “I don’t know,” she muttered. “I don’t know if I…”
 

Ed put his hands back on her hips. Gripping them firmly, he clenched his jaw and thrust his hips forward.
 

Scarlet’s eyes flew open as his cock impaled her, like she’d been given a shot of adrenaline. A wet squelch came from between her legs like a boot being pulled out of a mud puddle. Her hand shot out, palm pressing against Steven’s chest. She leaned forward, her lips so close he could feel her breath on his.
 

Ed jabbed up into her again, finishing the job and burying his entire organ into her pussy. One corner of his mouth curled into a snarl. “Fuck that’s the tightest fucking pussy I been in in a long time,” he grunted.
 

“Hey hey!” Shantae barked from the corner.
 

Her voice momentarily shattered the tension between the three of them.
 

Ed turned to her and, for the first time since Steven had met him, grinned. “Present company excepted,” Ed added.
 

Steven was quickly sucked back into the moment.
 

Scarlet’s eyes were locked on Steven. She pressed her hand against his chest then dragged it up to his his cheek. Lifted the other off the arm rest and did the same. Her brow arched, lips puckering into a pout as she twisted her hips to adjust to the size of the thing she’d accepted into herself. “I didn’t know…” she said softly, voice trembling.
 

Somehow this reanimated Steven. He sat up a little straighter, put a hand on the back of her neck and pressed his forehead to hers. “You didn’t know what, baby? Tell me?” he whispered.
 

Behind Scarlet, Ed pulled his cock half-way out of her. He looked down at the condom, the elastic of which had rolled up toward the head. “Damn thing,” he muttered, rolling it back toward the root.
 

Steven barely noticed. His whole world was Scarlet in that moment. He needed to feel a connection with her, needed to know she was still with him and not slipping away under the spell of the club Ed was about to drive into her again. “You didn’t know what, baby? Come on. You can say it. I know you can.”
 

Ed fucked his cock up into her again. It slipped in far more easily than the first time.
 

Scarlet’s toes scratched at the carpet. Her fingers turned to claws and raked down Steven’s neck and chest. She looked up into his eyes. “I didn’t know it could feel like this,” she whimpered.
 






Chapter Twelve

 


Ed cracked a wide grin. “Yeah,” he purred. “That’s it. Now you’re getting the hang of it.”
 

Steve’s eyes bugged as Ed stepped back, still buried inside her and swung her around to face the bed. Hips cocking, he slammed into her again.
 

Scarlet fell face-first onto the bed, warbling something incomprehensible.
 

Ed gnawed on his upper lip. Letting go of her hip he gave her ass a smack. “Up on the bed. Ass in the air.” He was crouching to keep himself inside her.
 

Scarlet scrambled up like a turtle beaching itself. Whether she’d heard his instruction, or perhaps just following her instincts, she pressed her cheek against the sheets and kept her ass high up in the air with Ed’s cock impaled inside it.
 

“That’s it,” Ed said. He drew himself out again.
 

A bolt of arousal shot through Steven, chased by a shot of jealousy as he saw that Scarlet’s natural lubricant had turned from clear to a messy white cream. Her words echoed in his mind.
 

I didn’t know it could feel like this.
 

Ed found a rhythm, piling his fat seeder into Scarlet’s drooling snatch, hands gripping the side of her ass as he pressed her face against the bed.
 

Her mouth fell open and a moan rolled out.
 

Ed was thrusting hard now, Scarlet’s pussy lips sealed around his cock. He grunted, pulled himself out and readjusted the condom again.
 

Something cracked inside Steven as he watched Ed plunge into her again. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the black phallus stretching the pretty, pink lips of Scarlet’s cunt. His insides whirred at how something so wrong could look so beautiful.
 

Scarlet’s legs started to quiver. She clawed at the sheets and moaned again. A moment later she wailed and her pussy tightened around Ed’s prick.
 

“Fuck yeah,” Ed grunted. “Come all over that black dick.”
 

More cream drooled from her now sopping hole. For a moment she went limp, a lily white rag doll being ravaged the her new dark lover. Then her body tensed and another orgasm shook through her.
 

Ed grunted. His nut sack went taut between his legs. He gripped her thighs and started thrusting faster.
 

Each time he pulled out Steven saw the condom being stretched to what seemed like it’s limits, the cloudy latex turning clearer. It occurred to him that maybe he should say something. This wasn’t safe. Of course the effects of the pill didn’t wear off as soon as she stopped taking it. Sometimes it would take months before a woman was fertile after going off of birth control. Then again, sometimes it didn’t.
 

His mouth was dry. Shoulders hunched nearly up to his ears, he put his hands over his mouth and tried to speak. No sound came out. No “stop!” no “this is dangerous.” A violent heat was churning through him, gluing him to his seat.
 

Scarlet came again. This time with a defeated sounding whimper, her ass shaking from Ed’s rough fucking.
 

Ed looked down and let out a low exhale. Puckering his lips, he spat a wad of saliva that landed squarely on the rim of muscle that led to her anus. His hand moved off her hip, thumb pointed toward the spot. He pressed the tip against it, then twisted, driving the digit in up to the knuckle, then deeper until it was buried in her ass. His fingers gripped her ass cheek.
 

Steven stared at the dark digit buried in Scarlet’s virgin back entrance. It was so dirty. Filthy. There was no space left inside his mind to try and figure out why it made him as hard as it did. All he could do was watch and wait for it to end.
 

Scarlet pushed her face up off the bed and rose onto her hands and knees.
 

Ed reached out and grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back.
 

Her tits slapped against each other beneath her chest. She twisted her ankles, turning her toes out, then in until she felt the back’s of Ed’s knees. Hooking her feet behind them, she pulled him in deeper still.
 

Ed grinned. “Oh now you’ve got a taste of it, huh? You like a big black dick now, don’t you?”
 

“Yes,” Scarlet squeaked.
 

“Say it,” Ed growled.
 

She turned and looked over her shoulder at him, snarling. “I love that big black dick!” she seethed.
 

Ed chuckled. Popping his thumb out of her ass, he let go of her hair and grabbed her tits. Brought her hands up off the bed until her back was pressed against his chest, fucking straight up into her now. He grabbed her chin and twisted her head sideways. Licked her lips with his tongue then plunged it into her mouth.
 

And Scarlet let him. She looked so wild, so wanton in that moment that it seemed she’d let him do whatever he wanted to her and still come back begging for more. When he pressed that same thumb into her mouth she wrapped her lips around it and sucked it, staring into his eyes like a greedy little cock slut.
 

“We’ll make a dirty girl out of you yet,” Ed promised. His hand fell and he grabbed her breast, driving himself deep into her sex.
 

“Fuck!” Scarlet screamed. “Fuck me!”
 

Steven felt like he’d been hypnotized. Put under by the sight of Ed’s fat black thing steadily pounding into Scarlet, her pussy gushing fresh, lumpy cream each time he pressed it into her.
 

When he grabbed her throat she tipped her head back, exposing her neck. Her eyes rolled back, eyelids fluttering shut.
 

“You want to feel a black dick coming inside you, baby?” Ed demanded.
 

“Yesssss,” she hissed.
 

Steven was on the edge of his seat. He narrowed his eyes, focusing on the cock stretching Scarlet’s hole. Something wasn’t quite the way it should…
 

Snap.
 

Ed’s brow furrowed at the sound.
 

Scarlet gasped.
 

Steve’s eyes bugged nearly out of his head.
 

“Shit,” Ed muttered.
 

Scarlet craned her neck to try and look over her shoulder and see what had happened. Her mouth was still hanging open, tongue lolling out one side. “Don’t stop?” she begged.
 

“Condom broke,” Ed grumbled, not breaking his rhythm for an instant.
 

Scarlet’s eyes went wide. Her breasts heaved. She reached behind herself with both hands and clawed at Ed’s thighs.
 

“Where you want it?” Ed growled.
 

Scarlet’s expression turned to desperation. Her head started to shake. “Please. No. Don’t stop,” she begged. “Don’t stop fucking me? It feels so good. Please don’t stop…please…” Her voice cracked like she was about to cry.
 

Guilt racked Steven. Ed showed no signs of abating, fucking her so hard the bed was shaking. There was no way he was pulling out. Not if Steven didn’t say anything.
 

But already the visions were swimming through his mind. Ed burying his formidable cock into Scarlet. Watching that big monster twitching as it bathed her insides with his seed. He grabbed the root of his own cock, suppressing a spontaneous orgasm that welled up out of nowhere from between his legs.
 

Ed’s brow was still furrowed. He looked…troubled. His hands were gliding up and down Scarlet’s sides, grabbing her tits, dipping between her legs to finger her pussy, fingers sliding into her mouth. For a moment it looked like he’d do the right thing. Make the sensible, responsible decision.
 

Steven felt like he might split in two from the tension.
 

“Fuck it,” Ed grunted. Yanking his cock out, he jerked off the torn condom.
 

Scarlet let out three sobs, despondent that he’d left her body.
 

He wasn’t gone long. Pressing his cock against her dripping pussy, he drove it back in and up so deep into her she came up off her knees. “Holy fuck!” he said.
 

Scarlet started panting like a dog. Ed’s one hand around her throat, the other on her pelvis, she dug her nails into his thighs as he neared the finish line.
 

“You ready to take it?” Ed growled.
 

Scarlet snarled like an animal again. “Yes. Yes! Yes!!! Fucking give it to me!”
 

Ed speared her deep.
 

She came up off the bed, Ed holding her up in the air, Scarlet clinging to the backs of his knees with just her toes.
 

His testicles contracted.
 

Steven could have sworn he saw each muscle inside Ed’s reproductive tract flexing and releasing. The sperm secreted in his testicles, drawn through the epididymis, charging into the vas, finally sent gushing out the opening, the whole mess discharging so deep inside Scarlet she’d never even felt that place before she knew him.
 

Time seemed to stop. Their two bodies frozen as if carved from stone, marble and obsidian joined at the waist.
 

Steven’s chest tightened. His own organ hardened and he clutched at it to keep himself from spilling. The walls of the room seemed to bend.
 

Their bodies erupted into fucking again. Ed’s cock pumping, pulsing inside her. Scarlet’s pussy started chugging like a co-ed at a kegger. Ed roared. Scarlet screamed again as she came.
 

Ed’s stance faltered. He fell forward, sending Scarlet back onto the bed. He hauled his cock out of her, the tip still spitting seed. He sprayed the remnants of his offering onto her ass, the sticky mess coating her cheeks. He staggered back and groaned.
 

A frothy foam bubbled out from Scarlet’s closing lips. White and creamy, it spilled down onto her clit, coagulating there before dripping down in fat blobs onto the sheets.
 

Ed took a deep breath and let it out in a slow exhale.
 

Steven imagined this must be what a coke addict felt like after doing one too many lines. He was sweating. His heart was racing. But he had one calling in that moment. To make Scarlet his again.
 

A moan came from the corner of the room. Shantae coming from watching her boyfriend fuck her BFF.
 

Steven choked down harder on his cock with his fist.
 

Ed let out another heavy sigh. He turned to Shantae.
 

Shantae was up and across the room like lightning. She took Ed by the hand.
 

He looked puzzled for a moment.
 

Leaning forward Shantae whispered something into Ed’s ear about “giving them some space.”
 

He nodded and seemed to understand. A moment later they were gone and Steven and Scarlet were left alone in the room.
 

Slipping off his perch on the chair he crawled across the room and up onto the bed next to Scarlet. “Scarlet? Baby? Are you okay?”
 

Her pained expression had turned dreamy. A smile flickered across her lips. “Mmm-hmm,” she whispered.
 

A half-smile came out of nowhere and curled Steven’s lips.
 

“Are you?” Scarlet asked in a whisper.
 

He gave an eager nod. Then his lust and need for her came screaming back. “Baby I need you,” he said, staring down at the mess coating her ass. “Can I…can we…”
 

“Just do it. Put it in me,” she growled, her voice low and dirty.
 

He didn’t need a second invitation. Thrusting his hips forward he jammed his cock into her stretched pussy. He’d never felt her like this, the walls of her tract barely scraping against the sides of his cock as he lunged into her.
 

She roused under his thrusts. Pulled her knees up, which pushed her ass up for Steven.
 

He felt Ed’s ejaculate seeping out between them. Coating his pubic hairs and squishing down over his balls. It was the filthiest thing he’d ever done – that they’d ever done – and yet it felt like heaven. He grimaced as his climax loomed. “Baby,” he grunted. “I’m gonna…”
 

“Do it,” Scarlet barked, seemingly reinvigorated by her husband’s entrance.
 

It shot through him like a rocket. A surging, thundering feeling like a tsunami being forced between his legs and out his cock head. He threw his head back and groaned at the ceiling as the climax gripped him, his mind sinking to the feeling of his cock throbbing as it shot his essence into Scarlet.
 

All of the tension that had built inside him for the last few weeks seemed to purge out the head of his cock along with his emission. All of the worry and mistrust and love and adoration he felt for her he delivered up into her sex. He grimaced and grunted and plied her as deep as he could get. His cock spasmed and shot wads of ejaculate into her, mingling with Ed’s.
 

Then came the great release. The ride down the other side of this roller coaster, this twisty water slide that had led them to a guest bedroom at Shantae’s house and Ed into her sex. And as he splashed back into reality a great relief washed over him even as his hips continued to thrust into his wife’s pussy. This was all okay. Everything was going to be okay. Ed and Shantae and him and Scarlet it was all just a game.
 

And he was so fucking happy his wife had invited him to play.
 

He drew himself out of Scarlet and sank down onto the bed next to her.
 

She spun to face him. Her cheeks were glowing. Her eyes glimmering, her expression happy. She put a hand against his cheek. “You okay?” she asked.
 

“Perfect,” he whispered.
 

“That wasn’t too much?”
 

“That was…intense,” he admitted.
 

She giggled. “That makes two of us,” she said, blowing the hair out of her face.
 

A tiny little cloud of worry formed in his mind. His expression must have changed because Scarlet rubbed his arm. He looked into her eyes.
 

She shook her head. “Don’t worry. It’s gonna’ be fine. I promise.”
 

And somehow he knew what she meant and believed her.
 






Chapter Thirteen

 


Breakfast wasn’t even awkward the next morning.
 

Shantae was in excellent form. Her usual acerbic wit kept the laughs rolling. Nobody brought up the previous evening except when they were leaving.
 

Ed, who was in the best mood Steven had seen him in since they’d met, gently touched Scarlet’s arm just as they were about to leave. “Just so you know I don’t mix business with pleasure.”
 

Scarlet raised her eyes.
 

Shantae came up behind him and shot him a skeptical look. “Could have fooled me,” she said.
 

Ed chuckled and shook his head. “I just mean you don’t need to worry that this is going to affect our business arrangement in any way.”
 

Scarlet looked, not relieved, necessarily. Reassured. “Thanks, Ed,” she said, squeezing his arm.
 

He smiled at both of them and they turned to leave.
 

They drove mostly in silence. It wasn’t until they were almost home that Scarlet turned to him. “Sorry to be so quiet,” she said.
 

“Hey it’s okay,” Steven replied. “You all good?” He pulled the car into the driveway.
 

“I am,” Scarlet said. “You?”
 

He nodded. “I think so. Although…”
 

Her smile faded. “Although? That doesn’t sound good.”
 

He chuckled and shook his head. “It’s not bad. Just a little sad that that was it.” He turned just in time to see the glint in Scarlet’s eye. “Uh oh.”
 

She reached into her purse and pulled out a tiny cardboard package.
 

Steven’s mouth fell open as he realized what it was. His eyes darted to hers.
 

She looked slightly embarrassed and sheepish.
 

“You went back on?” he whispered.
 

She shrugged.
 

Something made him tremble. An unanswered question. He looked out at the window then back at Scarlet. “I need to ask you something.” Even at the very depths of their depraved adventure the question had haunted him. Had Scarlet lied to him? Had she told him it was a prank when it had been real? He felt guilty taking Shantae’s word over hers. He thought of saying a “fuggetaboutit” and leaving it. Did it really matter who’d said what?
 

But it felt like if he didn’t ask there’d be this thing between them. This tiny little wedge where there hadn’t been before. He sighed. “Okay. I don’t want to make a big deal of this or anything but I just kind of want to know.”
 

Scarlet gave a thoughtful nod.
 

“You told me it was a prank.”
 

It took her a moment to understand what he was talking about. Her brow furrowed. “Yeah? So?”
 

“Thing is,” he went on, leaning back into the driver’s seat, “Shantae said it wasn’t.”
 

Her face screwed up into a funny look. “She did?”
 

Her reaction brought immediate relief. She hadn’t lied to him. The way she was looking at him made that clear. “She did,” he said.
 

Scarlet’s eyes darted side to side. A smile formed on her lips. It blossomed into a grin. She shook her head. “That bitch,” she muttered.
 

“What?” he asked.
 

“She set you up. She set us up,” she explained. “Stirred the pot with a little white lie. I bet she had a little chat with you? Maybe tipped you over the edge?”
 

He responded with a slow nod of his own. His eyes fell to her lap and the little box of birth control pills resting on her purse. He wanted to believe her but… “Why’d you go back on the birth control?” he asked, trying to keep the suspicion out of his tone.
 

Scarlet sighed. “I should have talked to you,” she said, sounding a little deflated.
 

“It’s your body,” he said, reassuring her he wasn’t mad. It was just a little funny.
 

“With the deal coming through and all that stuff I just…I guess I got cold feet about starting a family in the middle of it.”
 

He looked up into her eyes. A cold darkness started to form inside his heart. What if she’d really just done it because she wanted to sleep with Ed? What if she’d wanted it all along? “Or maybe you thought you’d get a chance to sleep with a black guy?” His voice sounded tighter than he’d hoped it would.
 

Scarlet leaned sideways and put a hand over his.
 

Her touch was like magic. The bad feeling ebbed and he felt like himself again.
 

“What would that change?” she asked quietly.
 

He thought about that for a long while. What would it change? If Scarlet had done this for herself as much as for him? Would that make it different. He felt a pull in that direction. Toward suspicion and anger and jealousy. One leap forward and he saw where that road would lead.
 

Not for him.
 

“You know what? Don’t worry about it. I was being silly.”
 

She looked doubtful. “Are you sure? We can talk about it more if you like,” she said.
 

He shook his head. Turned to her and kissed her gently on the lips. “I love you,” he whispered.
 

She softened. Kissed him back and put a palm on his cheek. “I love you, too,” she said. Leaned in closer. “We’ve got another month to practice,” she whispered.
 

A smile curled one corner of his mouth. “You not too stretched out from big ole’ Ed?” he teased. A sliver of jealous excitement whispered through him.
 

“Why don’t we go inside and see?”
 

“Last one in is a rotten egg.”
 

She was out of the car and running toward the elevator before he had a chance to pull the key out of the ignition.
 



THE END
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Filthy Little Thing

A snow storm strands three travellers at a seedy motel.

Adam worries how his shy wife, Mercy, will cope with having to share the only room left.

Bored at having to ride out the storm with only two channels on TV, Nelson suggests an innocent game of truth or dare.

As Mercy sheds her usual bashful demeanor, the situation turns explosive.

How low will Adam let his wife descend?

Nice and Naughty

Norbert and Audrey have a wonderful marriage but things have gone a little stale in the bedroom.

An unexpected stay-cation offers an opportunity to add a little spice. Skeptical at first, Audrey allows herself to be convinced.

Together they stumble upon Norbert's hidden fantasy and a secret from Audrey's past is revealed.

The two flirt with opening their marriage to an alternative lifestyle. But will Norbert be able to stand sharing the gift of his wife.


Taking Her Back

An innocent remark at a party unveils Mark and Keira's hidden desires. 

Unsure at first, the two finally plunge head-first into the hotwife lifestyle. 

As the two progress along their journey a happy balance becomes difficult to find. 

Will Mark succeed at taking back his wife?

Slightly Used

John Dempster finally connects with an old crush. He's shocked to learn she's not at all who he thought she was. 

Christine's party lifestyle is a far cry from the woman he remembers. John is surprised at his own reaction to seeing her with other men. 

But the attraction he felt is still as strong as ever. As more of Christine's lifestyle is revealed John is faced with a difficult choice. 

Can he be the man she needs? Or will their relationship flounder as he tries to be the man she seems to want?



The Sowing Song


Adam wants nothing but happiness for Milena, his bride-to-be. 

When she begs him that they get married in her tiny, isolated village half-way across the world, he can't say no. 

His discovery of the marriage rites Milena must perform lead him down a dark but thrilling path. 

Will Adam be able to endure the week-long ritual? Will he hear the Sowing Song sung?


The Summer House


When Rob overhears his wife Val telling her friend he's not paying enough attention to their marriage he's shocked into action.
 
A romantic evening out to try and patch things up leads to an enthusiastic romp that convinces him he must do more for his wife. 

Val's been talking about a summer house since they first met and Rob finds the perfect one to rent. 

Viktor, the handsome owner, has an eye for Val as soon as they meet. Will Rob be able to put his jealousy aside and live out their newly discovered fantasy?




Dear Diary : A Hotwife Fantasy 

Sam and Kate Parsons have a good life but he wants more attention from his wife. 

When she leaves her diary out, he can't resist the urge to peak inside. 

Her writing reveals a secret about the reason their friends are splitting up: a sexual misadventure that derailed their marriage. 

When Sam confronts Kate about what she wrote, the two embark on a hotwife journey that leads them to the vacation of their life. 

Will their marriage be able to survive? 


The Village Wife: A Hotwife Fantasy


Reg and Jenny have a traditional marriage. He's taught his younger wife to obey and submit to him, as his needs require. 

Their move to the quiet village of Dunning seems perfect for the next step in their life. 

When their new friends mistake Jenny's anklet, a gift from Reg, as the sign of an alternative lifestyle, Reg finds himself too aroused to fend off their advances. 

Jenny only wants to make her husband happy. Reg wants them both to be happy too, but can't control his voyeuristic desires. 

Will he be able to control his urge? Or will Jenny become the village wife? 


Yes : A Hotwife Romance

When his wife receives a friendly massage, Charlie discovers a hidden lust.

After sharing his fantasy with Angie, he's thrilled at her interest but unnerved by her eagerness to try it.

Charlie leads the couple on an erotic journey of voyeurism and wife-sharing.

But will Angie's enthusiasm turn the heat up too high for their marriage?
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