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1.
The Blue Bell was one of Riverside's newest restaurants, having celebrated its grand opening early in February. Since then, its midwestern cuisine has drawn many hungry mouths to its doors.

On that Friday evening, the place was packed. Mahogany wall panels and muted lighting set a romantic mood and, indeed, most of the patrons were couples. Well dressed men and women out on dates.

One couple, however, stood out from the crowd. At a small table near the back sat Audrey Hill, the thirty-six-year-old math teacher at Riverside High. Dressed in a cherry-red summer dress with her medium-length blonde hair draping over her shoulders, she wasn't the one that drew attention.

It was the man who sat opposite her. A young African-American man, wearing the blue-and-yellow jersey of the Golden State Warriors. It was Xavier Griffin, a former student at Riverside High. Twenty years old, with rich, dark skin and his hair tied into cornrows. His left arm was covered from wrist to shoulder with a dizzying array of tattoos.

"This food is the bomb," Xavier said, sticking his fork into another piece of roasted potato.

"Yeah, I really like it here," Audrey replied. 

"I can see why. Not really my kind of joint, though."

Audrey giggled. "Yeah. That's the fifth time the old bat has looked over now."

Just as Audrey finished her sentence, the old woman in question, a corpulent lady on a date with her equally massive husband, glanced over. Audrey turned to look at her and gave her a small wave. Indignant, the gray-haired matron snapped her head back to her own plate fast enough to hear bones pop.

"Imagine the look on her face if she knew what we were here for," Xavier chuckled.

"It's still a little bit hard to believe it myself. Thanks so much for helping me out with this."

"Of course, Mrs. Hill. Anything to help out one of my favorite teachers."

"Oh God, please, call me Audrey. I don't think we can do this if you keep calling me Mrs. Hill. That makes me sound as old as I really am."

"You're a beautiful woman, uh, Audrey," Xavier said, stumbling over the unfamiliar word.

"And you're still the same mischievous scamp you were in school," Audrey replied with a grin but despite knowing it was just an off-handed comment, her heart fluttered a little.

"Never in your class!" he protested.

"Don't think I don't remember all the times I caught you trying to pass notes to Saliyah. Did you two ever end up together?"

"Yeah, we dated for a while in senior year but it kinda fizzled out," he said and shrugged.

"And you're not dating anyone right now?"

"Nope, otherwise I probably wouldn't have come here."

"A bit ironic, considering what we're doing, isn't it?" she said and the two of them laughed.

Everything had started six months earlier. Pete, Audrey's husband, had been trying to hide something from her for several weeks. She had noticed all the signs. The way he looked at her when he thought she wouldn't notice, or the way he closed the lid of his laptop every time she walked in the room. 

But she knew him well enough not to press the matter. It would come out eventually, once the guilt overwhelmed him or he worked up enough courage. Not that she was worried. In the ten years they had been happily married, he had never done anything that really gave her cause for concern.

There was the usual stuff, of course. Every marriage had its ups and downs and over so many years, they had plenty, but they somehow always worked it out. 

Yet when he finally spilled the beans on what was bothering him, she was taken completely by surprise. Pete wanted her to sleep with another man. 

Their sex life wasn't exactly the stuff of movies but she had always been content. Two or three times a week, usually on the weekends, was enough to never let the fire die out completely. And it wasn't like they hadn't experimented before but after such a long time, Audrey had assumed that she knew everything about her husband's kinks.

That's why the request had been so surprising. They call it cuckolding — when a wife sleeps with another man and the husband knows.

At first, she had just laughed it off until she noticed how much that hurt him. She just couldn't believe he was serious. He had asked her if she ever fantasized about sleeping with anyone but him. She had, of course — who wouldn't dream of a night with Brad Pitt or George Clooney? — but they were just fantasies.

"You want a dessert?" Audrey asked the young man.

"I don't know."

"Don't worry if it's expensive here, I do pretty well," she smirked.

"It's not that, I'm just a little nervous."

"Ah. Me, too, if I'm being honest."

"Really? You always seem so confident."

"That, my dear Xavier, is because kids like you can smell blood like hungry piranhas and tear apart any teacher that shows weakness. You learn how to project confidence pretty quickly. But on the inside, I'm just a normal woman."

"This is normal?" he quipped and Audrey let out a sharp burst of laughter, causing the old windbag to glare at them.

Things hadn't been normal for her since Pete had revealed his desire to her, embarrassed and red-faced. To show her what his fantasy was all about, the watched porn movies together. It was always the same. A woman — a wife — who was horny, fantasizing about banging the pool boy or the businessman, whom she pursued aggressively. Sometimes the husband walked in on them, sometimes he spied on them in secret, but he always was turned on by the sight of his wife sleeping with another man.

It had been incredibly awkward to talk about at first. She had so many questions and the answer didn't make sense. He said that he still loved her but he also loved the idea of him betraying her. 

They roleplayed it, too. He was the out of town businessman and she was the neglected wife. She couldn't believe how turned on he was. He couldn't keep his hands off of her and he stayed hard even after he came.

But he wanted more. He wanted her to actually sleep with another man. Not just any man. A black man. Just like in most of the videos. One with an enormous cock.

Pete was decently equipped. What he lacked in raw size, he made up for with passion. She never had a cause to complain, nor had she. She was hurt that he would think all she cared about was size.

It didn't make a difference. He kept telling her how great it was going to be, how riding a big black cock would give her orgasms far beyond anything he could offer. And he wanted to give that to her. He wanted to know to listen to her tell him how much better it was to fuck black men.

He wanted her to cuckold him.

The only problem was, she didn't want to do it.

"Shall we get started, then?" Audrey asked.

"Yeah. Let's do it."



2.
Room 304 of the International was just like any other hotel room. Most of the space in the room was taken up by the large double bed, a comfortable but gaudy looking piece. In fact, the entire hotel was a bit too gaudy for her tastes. Everything was highlighted with purple and gold.

It was the most expensive establishment in Riverside. Pete had picked it and booked the reservation almost a week earlier.

"Sheeit, this place is fine," Xavier marveled. 

"It's overpriced," Audrey countered, watching the young man eagerly explore the limited space. She immediately headed for the tall windows and drew the curtains shut. He held up one of the chocolates left on the pillow with a big grin, unwrapped it, and popped it in his mouth. It was just another reminder of how young he was. Sixteen years younger.

If she had been able to have children, he wouldn't be far off from the age of her own son. But Pete and she had never been able to conceive, though not for lack of trying. The doctors assured them that everything was perfectly in order for both of them but nature didn't seem to agree. 

Xavier jumped on the bed, bouncing up and down. She stepped out of her heels and sat at the edge of the mattress.

"What now?" the young man asked.

"Are you still ok with all of this?"

"Hell yeah," he replied immediately.

"I'm serious. This might get seriously awkward and you're going to have to take off your clothes. You're going to see me naked. I just wanted to make sure that—"

Xavier interrupted her with a laugh. "Mrs. Hill—I mean Audrey, I dreamt about seeing you naked pretty much every single day in math class. I mean, I never thought it would happen, y'know, but god damn, I still can't believe we're doing this."

"We're not really doing anything. It's all just staged."

"Unless you've got a prop pussy stashed away somewhere, I'm perfectly alright with just ogling the goods," he chuckled.

"Ah, the exuberance of youth," sighed Audrey. "I suppose we should start by undressing. This is such a stupid idea."

"Why do it then?"

"Because it's what my husband wants."

"I'll be sure to thank him if I ever meet him."

Audrey set the purse down on the bed and pulled out her phone. It was big and heavy compared to her old flip phone. A sleek, slim smartphone, only two months old. It had the best camera, according to the salesclerk. She unlocked it and tried to remember which button to press to activate the camera. 

"Do you know how to work these things?" she asked over her shoulder.

"What? Phones?" He sat up and scooted over to her.

"I'm trying to remember how to activate the camera," she said and handed him the phone.

"Guess Mrs. Hill doesn't know everything," he said and grinned at her, flashing his pearly whites. 

No matter what he may have claimed, he had been one of her best students. Bright and cheerful. He was good-looking, in his own way. At least the girls at school had been very interested in him.

Definitely not her type, however. Too many tattoos for one. And he was way too cocky. She hated involving him. Even years later, it still felt like she was supposed to be his teacher, a sort of guardian and caretaker. And now she was going to corrupt him.

"I'm a math teacher, not a computer teacher."

"It's easy, see? Just click on this icon that looks like a camera."

"Right. Makes sense," she said and accepted the phone back. She held it up with both hands and stared at the image of the large television on the phone's screen. She tried pressing the button with her thumb. The sound of the shutter went off just as the phone slipped out of her hand and tumbled into her lap.

"Here, let me," Xavier said and snatched it up. He rose to his feet and pointed the phone at her. "Come on, you gotta at least smile."

Audrey took a deep breath and did her best to smile. Snap. 

"Okay. Now go lie down and do a sexy pose," he instructed.

"Is this really necessary?"

"If we're gonna do this, yeah, kinda."

"I'm sorry," Audrey apologized. "I'm just not very comfortable with this kind of stuff."

Xavier walked over to the cabinet and opened the minibar. It was stacked from top to bottom with convenience size bottles of every alcohol and soft drink imaginable. "Pick your poison," he said and grabbed a bottle of Jack Daniels.

"You're not old enough to drink."

"So? You gonna report me?"

"They got anything fruity in there?"

"You like coconut?"

"I don't hate it."

"Here, catch," he said and tossed one of the small bottles in her direction.

She just barely caught it with both of her hands. It was coconut rum. Definitely not her favorite but given the circumstances, it would do the job. She unscrewed the cap and raised the bottle to her lips. "Cheers!"

The alcohol burned in her throat as it went down. She emptied it in one swig and a shudder ran through her entire body.

"You want another one?"

"No, no, I don't want to be drunk. Just a little loosened up."

The drink seemed to go straight to her stomach, release a gentle wave of warmth inside of her. She scooted further on the bed and laid down. Every move she made felt clumsy. Why did it feel so awkward? She had plenty of experience getting into bed. It had never felt so inelegant before.

Lying on her side, facing Xavier, she smoothed the cherry-red summer dress and combed through her hair with her fingers. Everything she wore had been picked out Pete weeks ago, down the emerald necklace and sapphire earrings. They were exceptionally nice things, way better than anything else she owned.

"How's this?" she asked.

"God damn that's hot," Xavier exclaimed appreciatively and raised the phone. Snap. "Alright, now one with you on your back." Snap.

Xavier kicked off his sneakers and jumped up on the bed, towering over her. Snap. "Now blow me a kiss." She puckered her lips. Snap. He jumped off the bed again. "Turn around, show me your booty. Aw, yeah, now that's what I'm talking about." Snap. "On your knees, look pretty." Snap. "Look sexy." Snap. "Crawl towards me." 

Audrey fell forward and walked on hands and feet closer to the edge of the bed. Snap. She realized just how it must look. The designer of the dress must have run out of fabric when designing the decolletage. Her breasts dangled off of her chest, only barely contained by the bra.

"These are really good," Xavier said and nodded.

"I think that's enough," she said. "Can I see them?"

"Sure. Just keep swiping right."

The woman in the pictures looked nothing at all like Audrey. At least not the Audrey she remembered from the mirror. She had spent hours in the bathroom, dolling herself up. The effect was just as she had intended but to actually see herself in such risque poses was something else. She wondered what her best friend Layla would think.

It made the entire thing more real.

Xavier plopped down next to her and grabbed the phone out of her hand. He flicked it and suddenly the two of them were visible on the screen. He held it out at arm's length. "Smile!" Snap.

"That's what the kids call a selfie, huh?"

"Yup."

"First one I've been a part of."

"No shit?" he asked in surprise.

"No shit," she echoed.

"So what's next?"

Audrey took a deep breath. It wasn't going to get any less awkward if she stalled any longer. "I'm gonna take off my dress. Can you get the zipper?"

The grin on his face was unmistakable. It made her smile a little, remembering what it was like to be young. She wondered what she would have done if she had been alone in a hotel room with one of her teachers. 

Xavier put one hand on her shoulder. His fingers made contact with her bare skin. She jumped. "You okay?" he asked.

"Yeah, yeah. Sorry. I'm just not used to people touching me. I mean, like this. I can touch normal people."

"Wow, you really are nervous." He grabbed the zipper and pulled it down. 

Gracefully, she rose to her feet. The dress already wanted to fall off and she had to hold it in place. "It's because what I'm about to do is really embarrassing. Can you promise not to laugh?"

"What are you gonna do?"

"The guy who sold me that thing said it can also record video, it's probably the button right next to—"

"I got it, Audrey," he interrupted her. If he was nervous, he didn't show it. 

"Okay. I'm going to do a striptease and a little dirty talk and I want you to record it. But you can't laugh, at least not while the tape is rolling."

"Sure, okay."

"Let me know when you start," Audrey said and turned around, showing her back to the bed. She took another deep breath, mentally rehearsing what she was going to say.

"Three. Two. One." Xavier snapped his fingers.

Audrey began to sway her hips, sticking her butt out. The fabric of the dress stretched over her cheeks. With one hand clutching her breasts to hold up the dress, she reached around with the other and squeezed her own butt.

"Hey, Petey, bet you wish you were right now," she cooed in a soft, sultry voice, looking over her shoulder at the camera. "Well, too bad, snugglebun, you're not. Someone else is. Someone else is going to—" Audrey's breath caught in her throat and she froze. 

"Why'd you stop? That was good," Xavier said.

"I'm—" She cleared her throat. "I'm not used to saying things like that. But I can do this. Can you delete that tape and start over?"

"Sure, hold on. Okay, it's gone. Ready? Three. Two. One." He snapped his fingers.

Audrey squeezed her butt. "Hey, Petey, bet you wish you were here with right now, don't you?" she cooed and turned her head to look at the camera. "Well, too bad, snugglebun, you're not. Someone else is going to... fuck me tonight."

She turned around to face the bed, still swaying. "That's right, I had to invite someone else to do the job you can't. Someone with a big, black cock."

She let go of the dress and the smooth fabric immediately wilted away, gently gliding down her curvy body. Underneath the dress, she wore sexy red lingerie she had bought for the occasion. A lacy, see-through bra that barely did anything to hide her nipples, pushing up her B-cups to look as big as D-cups. 

At the sight of them, Xavier sharply sucked in his breath. She didn't want to start over yet again and rolled with it. "Mmm, he's going to have his hands all over my body," she murmured and as the dress rolled over her hips and dropped to the ground, she highlighted her curves with her hands, raising them up, ending by combing her things through her hair.

There had been a time in her early thirties when she hated her body. In her twenties, she had a great metabolism and could eat practically anything. By the time she realized that had changed, she had already put on quite a few pounds.

It had taken her years of going to the gym to get back into a shape she liked. Not the lithe, slim girl she was in her youth but a fuller version of it. Her thighs were soft and smooth, her hips were elegantly wide. She liked the way she looked. Xavier did, too, judging by the leering grin on his face.

The show wasn't done yet, however. She sashayed two steps forward and began dancing to an invisible music. "I'm going to let him do to me whatever he wants, Petey. All night long. I'm going to ride a big, black cock until I forget all about you."

She finished her routine by waving at the camera and saying goodbye to her husband.

"Holy shit," Xavier said, lowering the phone. "That was... I'm sorry but that was fucking hot. You're a fox, lady."

"Thank you," she said and sat down beside him. "Can I see the video?"

He handed her the phone and she watched herself on the screen, acting like a harlot. To her, it felt clumsy but Xavier assured her that it was great. She wasn't sure how much she could trust the young man's judgement, however. The entire time she watched it, his eyes were practically glued to her breasts.



3.
"You know I can see your nipples, right?" Xavier said.

"Yes, I know," she smiled. "You're gonna see a lot more."

"I know," he grinned.

Audrey was satisfied with the video they made and decided that she wanted a few more pictures taken of her lying on the bed in sexy poses. She rarely had the opportunity to dress up this much and wanted to actually have a few keepsakes for herself. 

It wasn't something she had expected, but she was starting to have fun. The presence of the camera almost made it feel like Pete was there with her, a constant reminder that she was doing it for him. It made everything more intimate.

"You ready to play your part?" Audrey asked.

Xavier demonstrated his willingness by tossing the phone on the bed and pulling the basketball jersey over his head. To her great surprise, the guy had abs. There were more tattoos on his body. A tribal design on his left shoulder. A few tufts of curly chest hair. The white-and-red plaid band of his boxers was visible just above the belt of his pants.

If he was at all shy, he didn't show it. He hooked his thumbs into the boxers and pushed them down. Audrey's heart skipped a beat at the first glimpse of his cock. It was bigger than she expected. He had told her that it was seven and a half inches in advance but to actually see it in real life was different.

It seemed comically oversized on his young body. A thick slug protruding from his groin. Dark, thick, with a vein running down the entire shaft. A bed of curly pubes at the base. A surprisingly light tip at the front.

"Wanna change your mind?" Xavier chuckled.

"What? Oh, no," Audrey said, flustered, and tore her eyes away from the dick. "Can you, um, get hard and take a picture?" She picked up the phone and held it out to him.

"Sure thing," he said and winked. His hand wrapped around the already semi-hard shaft and started pumping. It didn't seem possible but it got even bigger. Like a powerful dragon, raising its head after millennia of slumber, ready to take on the world.

"Wait, I almost forgot," Audrey mumbled and reached for her purse on the nightstand. She rummaged around in it and pulled a square packet. "Put this on, first."

The condom was purely for show, of course. They weren't going to actually have sex. "How old is this thing?" Xavier asked, dubiously inspecting the wrapper.

It was a no-brand pack from the Riverside school district. In 2012, the state's governor had allocated a significant amount of funding for sex-ed. Every teacher in the entire district had been given a box to promote safe sex. It had been in Audrey's bedside drawer ever since.

"It doesn't matter, just put it on, please. Do you know how?"

Xavier snorted. "Yeah, Mrs. Hill, I know how to put on a condom."

"Just asking." She wasn't worried about whether or not he could do it as much as whether or not it would fit. 

The cock jutting out, pointing towards the ceiling, was bigger than anything she had ever seen on a human being outside of porn. Even then, as big as they were, the dicks on the screen were still far away, locked away behind the screen. They never seemed as big as what Xavier was packing.

He tore open the condom and pulled out the beige rubber, placed it at the pink tip of his dick, and started unrolling it. To her great surprise, it worked without a hitch, reaching down all the way to his base. He pumped it twice more and pointed the phone at it. Snap.

"Wanna see?" he asked and joined her on the bed.

The naked young man laid down next to her and Audrey shifted away subconsciously. The cock was still jutting out of his body like a perfect greek statue, tucked away under a silicone film. She looked at the phone and saw it replicated there, taking up the entire length of the screen. 

"That's perfect," she said. "I mean the picture, not your, uh, appendage. Not that it's not—nevermind. Just hold still for a moment."

Audrey repositioned so she laid next to his hips. She placed one elbow between his legs and propped herself up. Her face was inches away from the cock and it towered over her like the Washington monument. "Is it okay if I touch it?"

"Sure."

Gingerly, she gripped the bottom of his shaft as if it were a stick of dynamite. She couldn't wrap her fingers around it the entire way. Just underneath the surface, she felt the rush of blood. "Okay, take a picture with my face next to it." Snap. The second the sound of the shutter faded, she let go. "I'm sorry."

"No need to apologize."

Audrey sat up and unhooked the bra behind her back. She shook her head. The things she was willing to do in order to make her husband happy. "Does the phone have a timer of some sort?"

"I think so. Yeah. Why?"

She let the bra fall and her breasts plopped free. They didn't look as nice as when they were supported, having lost their perkiness a long time ago. She laid down on her back and raised her legs to strip off her panties.

Xavier let out a sharp whistle of appreciation. She had gotten a Brazilian wax for the occasion. Her puffy labia was completely devoid of any fuzz. Right after she had gotten home from the salon, Pete had eaten her out and it had blown her mind.

It wasn't the right time to think about how great Pete's tongue felt, leisurely dragging all over her sensitive skin, however. Not when she was naked in a room with Xavier. "I was thinking we could prop up the phone with a pillow and then use the angle to make it look like we're actually having sex when we're not."

"Alright."

"Actually, maybe some close-ups first. Could you kneel between my legs?"

Xavier did as she instructed. She spread her legs to let him in and her heart fluttered. She felt her labia unstick from each other and her vagina open up. It wasn't something she had ever planned on anyone but Pete and her gynecologist to ever see. 

"Okay, just point your thing at the entrance and take a picture as if you were about to, well, you know."

"Alright." He placed his thumb on his cock and angled it downward. The large tip was only an inch away from her hole. She didn't miss the hungry look on his face. Like a child on Christmas. Snap. Snap. Snap. "Done. By the way, you got a real nice pussy." She ignored the compliment.

They set up the scene. It took three pillows before Xavier was happy that it would actually capture the entire bed. They had about ten seconds to set up each pose before the timer would go off.

"Okay, first let's do missionary. Can you hide the penis anywhere so it doesn't show up?"

"There is one place I can think of that it would fit in," he chuckled.

"No, there won't be any of that. Just point it down between your legs or something."

"Sure thing. Now, let me start the timer." Tap

They moved very quickly. Audrey laid down flat while Xavier rushed to kneel between her legs. He angled his cock downward, pointing it at the mattress, and scooted closer. She felt the tip of it wedge between her buttcheeks but with the timer running, it was too late to reposition. Xavier's hand gripped her thigh and raised goosebumps all over her leg.

Snap.

Audrey relaxed as Xavier pulled away again. Simulating sex had been more intimate than she anticipated and she chided herself for thinking it was going to be sterile. "Okay, now you take my place. I'm gonna be on top and my leg is gonna hide your penis. Just make sure it's lying flat against your stomach, alright?" She got up crawled over to the phone while Xavier laid down behind her. "Okay, how do I start the timer?"

"Hm, it's kinda difficult to describe. Do you see the button on the left?"

"No, there's no button there."

"You sure? There should be one."

"There's not. There's a big button on the bottom, I think. The one that takes a picture right away."

"What else is on the screen?"

"There are two more buttons on the bottom, one looks like a movie symbol."

"No, those aren't it. What else?"

"I don't see anything else, apart from me. Didn't you just do this?" she asked and turned around. Xavier just laid there, looking at her ass and exposed pussy, grinning like an idiot. "Hey!"

"Sorry," he chuckled. "I couldn't help it. Once this is all over, my memories are all that I have left, so I want to make sure I can remember every little bump."

"I don't mind if you look at my genitals under these circumstances but I'm a married woman, Xavier," she reprimanded him. "Don't forget that."

"Yeah, some husband," he shot back.

Deep down, she agreed with him. She still couldn't really understand why Pete wanted her to do this so much. "Can you tell me how to set it up so we can get back to business?"

"Oh, yeah, just slide in the menu from the left and click the button that says ten."

Audrey tapped the button and whirled around. She straddled Xavier and scooted forward. His body was incredibly warm. He flattened his cock against his stomach and she raised her left leg.

As she did, her bare vagina touched his testicles. It was like a jolt of electricity and she jumped at the sudden contact. The timer was running, she reminded herself. No time to be squeamish. 

She settled back in, feeling the warm balls press up against her sensitive flesh. She willed the timer to hurry up. Time slowed down to a crawl. She tried remembering how exactly she had managed to get herself into a position where her vagina was rubbing against the balls of one of her former students but it seemed too bizarre.

The tip of the cock almost touched Xavier's navel. She still couldn't believe just how big it was. She tried to do the mental math to see if it would even fit in inside of her. It didn't really add up. There was no way that penis wouldn't rupture some sort of internal organ. 

She caught herself trying to imagine what it was like to actually have sex with him and reprimanded herself. That wasn't something she should be thinking about just then. Not with her most private areas touching another man. 

Snap.

Audrey let out a huge breath of relief and hopped off of him. She risked a glance down at the young man's genitals and saw the shiny wet spot she had left. It was time to start winding it down. All that proximity had the undesired effect of stimulating her. She wanted to get home and see the look of surprise on Pete's face. "I think that ought to be enough for today."

"Oh come, we gotta do doggy style. It's a classic."

"Really? Well, I think maybe we can do one more but that's it."



4.
It did not take long until Audrey figured out exactly why Xavier had wanted it. With her on her hands and knees, butt sticking out, the young man got to see as much of her pussy as he desired. 

If the roles were reversed, she might have enjoyed it, too. It wasn't every day you got to see one of your old teachers naked. She wasn't really mad at him and it wasn't like he hadn't already seen it.

"Stop stalling, you brat," she reproached him.

"Alright, alright. I'm clicking in three... two... one..."

There was a mad scramble where he rushed behind her without trying to make the mattress shake too much and possibly throw off the phone. He knelt down behind her and pushed forward. His left hand grabbed her buttcheek.

Xavier pushed his cock between her thighs. She felt the warm, hard member worming its way between her legs. She hadn't expected that. It made a little shiver run up her spine.

She shifted slightly to try and dislodge it. That was a mistake. Freed from the embrace of her soft thighs, it flung upwards. Xavier wiggled closer and his thighs made contact with her upper leg. 

The thick cock poked her right in the abdomen. He was so close to her that her buttcheeks touched him. She felt the tickle of his pubic hair on her labia.

It was way, way too intimate. Despite her best efforts, she felt her body urge her to do something. That prickling feeling inside of her, courtesy of her libido. The warmth that seemed to concentrate in her lower body. 

Snap.

"Thank God," she said in relief and tried to sit up.

There was a cock in the way. As she pushed off with her hands and raised her upper body, the appendage pressed right up against her pussy. The thick log wedged itself between her labia, spreading them apart.

"Oh," she gasped, flooded by unwanted impulses racing through her body.

It felt so good. After all the mental efforts of trying to look sexy, the physical stimulation released all the feelings she had tucked away at once. She didn't know why she did it but she gently rocked her hips forward, dragging the shaft along her pussy.

"Audrey?" Xavier asked.

"It's ok," she assured him, sliding back down his member.

It was intoxicating. The raw power of his massive cock between her legs managed to touch all almost all the right spots. The more she rubbed, the easier it got. She closed her eyes and just enjoyed it.

There was just one spot she couldn't seem to reach. She forayed further out, leaning into Xavier, until the ridge of his bulbous glans slid through her holds. "Oh," she moaned softly, concentrating on just that spot. Back and forth, feeling the glans slide along her vulva.

Two arms encompassed her on both sides. Xavier's hands grabbed her breasts, giving them a gentle squeeze. It sent a hot chill up her spine. He squeezed a hard nipple between thumb and forefinger and elicited a sudden spike of energy inside of her.

Audrey's knees were tingling. Wet tendrils of her juices ran down her thigh. The large head made another pass through her labia when she decided she had enough.

She grabbed Xavier's cock and guided it up and into her hole. She rocked backward and it pushed inside of her. "Oh god," she sighed at the incredible sensation.

Xavier let go of her breasts and grabbed her waist, hoisting her up on his thighs. The moment he let go of her, she plunged down on his rock hard cock. All the way down.

It felt like she was being split open. The frightening realization of what she was doing struck her like a bolt of lightning. She was impaled on Xavier's cock.

"I'm sorry, we can't," she spluttered and tried to climb off of his cock. She pulled up a couple of inches but her knees didn't seem to want to work right and she plunged back down.

It hurt to have the large cock inside of her but at the same time, she wanted it to keep hurting.

Xavier's breath tickled her neck. "Your pussy is so tight, Mrs. Hill," he whispered in her ear.

"We shouldn't," she protested.

"Isn't this what your husband wants?" he asked and bucked his hips. The entire length of him moved inside of her.

"Oh my god, don't do that," she sighed breathlessly.

He did it again, sending another surge of excitement through her. His fingers ran over her stomach, tickling. His hot lips kissed her neck, leaving a pool of fire.

"No, please... stop. Please..." One of his large hands wrapped around her breast and squeezed it hard. "Oh... do that again." He squeezed her another time.

"Just say the word and I'll give you exactly what you want," he whispered.

With another bucking of his hips, Audrey's wall of resistance came tumbling down. Wasn't it exactly what her husband wanted? And besides, Xavier was already inside her, so what did it matter if he kept going? She pushed aside the questions. The answer was much simpler. Right at that moment, she wanted him to keep going.

"Yes," she murmured. "Yes," she repeated, louder.

Xavier grabbed both of her shoulders and pushed her forward. Her face hit the mattress. He squeezed her buttcheeks and started thrusting.

It was like someone set every nerve ending in her body on fire. She couldn't believe how deep inside of her he was. It was the only thing she could think about. The entire universe dropped away, leaving only her erogenous zone behind.

The young man picked up his pace. His hips slammed into her legs mercilessly. 

"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god," Audrey moaned. Her wails of pleasure echoed through the hotel room, punctuated by the thud of his crashing into her.

Xavier grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back. She never had anyone take control of her like that. She couldn't have moved even if she wanted to, entirely under his control.

She felt her orgasm build up, like a massive bonfire about to burst into flames. She anticipated the release she would feel. The wonderful, happy euphoria. She could almost taste it.

Then someone changed. Suddenly the rod forcing its way inside of her was warmer. Wetter. Closer. Bigger. More alive. But it also stopped moving.

"Uh, the condom just—" Xavier warned her.

"Don't stop!" she screamed. She was so close. "Please fuck me," she begged.

Xavier continued. She felt the remnants of the condom, still wrapped around his shaft. A small bump, passing into her. Out of her. Into her. Out of her.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh," she screamed as the climax enveloped her entire brain, forcing out all conscious thought. 

She rode that wave for an eternity. Anytime she slipped a little, his cock was there, pushing her right back up to the top. Until even the mightiest of thrusts no longer was enough and she tumbled into the warm ocean with a splash.

Xavier slowed down, too. He pushed in deep inside of her one last time and she felt his member twitch and throb. He pulled out of her, leaving her just feeling empty.

Audrey opened her eyes and was surprised the light was still on. She rolled over on her back to find Xavier still kneeling on the bed, grinning like a drunken fool, phone in one hand.

"Oh god," she groaned, realizing what she had done. 

Xavier reached between her legs and rubbed his thumb along her labia. It was like he rubbed it across her soul. She shivered. He moved in closer with the phone. She felt something seep out of her. A small blob that tickled as it ran down her taint.

His semen.

"Turn it off," she said. He tapped the screen and tossed the phone aside. She propped herself up on her elbows and inspected the situation.

His cock was pointed down at the mattress, starting to get flaccid. It was wet, coated with her juices. White goo pooled on the covers where his tip touched it. Near the base of his shaft was the beige circle of what was left of the condom.

The condom had broken. The stupid condom she had gotten to promote safe sex. The irony wasn't lost on her. She only had herself to blame. It had been way past its shelf life. She wasn't supposed to have actually had sex.

She wasn't supposed to have fucked Xavier.

"Fuck, I messed up," she cursed and buried her head in her hands.
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"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god," Audrey heard herself moaning. She watched the little screen with fascination. Xavier had been thinking quick and grabbed the phone when things had started to heat up.

The dark cock plunged into her sopping wet hole, over, and over. Her labia clung to the pole as if it didn't want to let go. She could almost still feel it inside of her. Then she saw the silicone snap. Xavier immediately stopped but the Audrey in the phone begged him to keep going. So he did. All the way until he came inside of her while her asshole winked.

"Fucking hot, isn't it?" Xavier laughed.

Audrey set the phone down and rolled her eyes. "We shouldn't have done it."

Xavier shrugged, folded his arms behind his head, and relaxed into the pillow. His cock lazily draped across his thigh like a fat slug.

Just seeing it stirred an urge inside of her that she didn't know she had. It was drowned out by a tidal wave of guilt.

"Thank you for... helping me out, Xavier, but I think we have to end it here. For real, this time."

"I should thank you. This has been a fantasy of mine for a long time. Man, my friends are gonna be so jealous when they found out I fucked Mrs. Hill."

"Don't tell anyone!" she snapped. It was her husband's fantasy. It was Xavier's fantasy. It felt like the only person whose fantasy it wasn't was her.

"Why not?"

"Because it's... wrong."

"I don't mind being wrong," he chuckled. "Not when it feels this good."

Audrey snorted. "You always have a snappy comeback, huh?"

"It's a gift and a curse."

"Look, I'm not angry about what happened, it was my own fault, really but it was just a one time thing I did for my husband's sake. It didn't go exactly as planned but I will make the best of it. I'm gonna go take a shower and clean up here. Is there anything we should discuss or do you have any questions?"

"Not really."

"Very well. I guess that this is goodbye, then. It's been nice seeing you again and I hope you have a wonderful life."

Audrey extended her hand and they shook farewell. It felt silly to shake his hand while they were both naked but she didn't know what else to do. She never had a one night stand before, not even before she met Pete. She didn't know what normal people did that circumstance.

She got up and headed for the bathroom. She closed the door behind herself and hoped that Xavier would be gone by the time she finished showering.

When she emerged, all clean and smelling like lavender, the room was indeed empty. She sighed a breath of relief. There were several dark spots on the purple bed sheets but there wasn't anything she could do about that. Maybe she could leave a nice tip for housekeeping. 

As she picked up one of the pillows that had fallen to the ground, the phone buzzed. She didn't recognize the unfamiliar sound at first. It was a text message from Pete.

PETE: Hi honey. I changed my mind. I'm calling it off

It was like someone emptied a bucket of ice-cold water over her head What did he mean by that? Did he call off the arrangement? She had told him that she was going to do it. He had booked the room for her last week.

So many questions were buzzing in her brain. Her fingers were trembling. She couldn't figure out how to type a message back to him and in any case, it was a conversation better held in person.

Hurriedly, she packed up the phone and got dressed. Her heart was beating a million times a second.
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With a thick knot in her stomach, Audrey unlocked the front door of their house. Pete's car was in the driveway and the lights in the living room were on. "Honey?" she called out.

Pete came whizzing into the hallway, looking at her with relief. She felt the pang of guilt when she looked at him, dressed in black pants and a polo shirt. Short, brown hair with a five o'clock shadow. He was the opposite of the young Xavier in every way imaginable, apart from being a guy. Mature and distinguished. Careful.

He rushed up to her and flung his arms around her in a tight embrace. "Thank God you're home, Aud."

"What's wrong? Did someone die?"

"I was so worried. I saw the note when you got home that you were heading out. I know what we've talked about and I know it was my idea, but when I saw that note and imagined you shacked up in a sleazy hotel room with some guy, I just couldn't bear it."

"What do you mean?" she blurted out, an edge of panic entering her voice.

"You were right, it's just a fantasy after all. You've been absolutely wonderful through all of this, Aud. Honestly, the best wife anyone could ask for. But the thought of you with someone else is... just a thought. I don't know what I would do. Let's just forget all of this happened. Oh, honey, I'm so glad you're alright," he gushed and pressed his lips to hers.

Audrey felt dizzy. As his lips feverishly kissed her, tears rolled down her cheeks. If only he had sent that message an hour earlier. The thought of telling him what happened nearly broke her heart.

"I'm so sorry I ever asked you to do this," he apologized.

"It's okay, snugglebun," she replied limply, patting him on the back. Her tears soaked into his polo shirt. "It's okay."

"Were you already at the restaurant?"

"No, I just arrived when I got your text and turned around."

"Thank God I reached you in time. What a massive fool I have been."

Audrey didn't have the heart to tell him the truth. She made a promise to herself to never speak of her encounter with Xavier to another living soul. As soon as she had some time to herself, she would delete the photos and videos from her phone and pretend it never happened.

"I love you, Audrey."

"Love you, too, Pete," she replied.

She closed her eyes and tried to just enjoy the dependable, warm strength of her husband. The moment she closed her eyes, however, she was back in that hotel room. She remembered the intense, full-body orgasm. The sensation of being stuffed to the brim. Getting fucked with an intensity she hadn't even known was possible. She blinked away more tears and hugged her husband closer. 

For the first time since the entire thing started, sleeping with another man became her fantasy, too.
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