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Chapter 1

Jax and Zadie Kirk stood at the curb, watching the two U-Haul trucks drive away, one headed west, the other east. Their daughter, Toni, would start her first semester of college at Duke University, while their son, Tyler, would begin at Northwestern.

“We were a hot couple for a few years,” Zadie said, wiping a tear from her cheek. “Then we were parents for a long, long time.”

Jax slipped a comforting arm around his wife’s shoulders.

“Now we’re back to being a hot couple,” he said.

She turned her face to him.

“Are we?” she asked. She grabbed her butt with both hands. “I put on a few pounds, my love. I am no longer the hot girl I was.”

“You are to me. Yes, you have gained a few pounds, but you were a skinny thing when we were young. All that gain went to your tits and ass. You’ve got a wonderful womanly figure now.”

“That’s sweet, but objectively we are not what we once were.”

“Then what are we?”

She stared at the truck leaving the neighborhood then swung her attention in the other direction, watching the second truck.

“I don’t know, Jax. I don’t know what we are now. Our daily to-do list just dropped by ninety percent. We suddenly have a ton of time on our hands. What am I going to do? How will we spend our days if we’re not cooking meals or doing laundry? You want me to weave baskets?”

“We could have another kid.”

Zadie threw her head back and laughed.

“Not for a million dollars,” she said. “I love our babies to death but holy hell, eighteen years is a long time.”

The first truck turned a corner and vanished. Both parents swung their heads the other way, watching the last truck leave the neighborhood. Zadie’s lip quivered. She sucked air in a melancholy breath and Jax tightened his grip around her shoulders.

“Who am I?” she asked, fighting back tears.

“You’re my gorgeous, sexy wife,” Jax said, unsure how to comfort her.

He quickly realized there would be no comfort. The upheaval was real. Their priorities for the last two decades had evaporated in an instant, and they had no idea how to replace them.

“It’s kind of funny,” he said. “We prepared for this day from the moment we first learned you were pregnant, but we never gave a single thought to what happens the day after. We should have prepped for that, too.”

She swatted tears from her cheeks.

“I’m glad you still find me sexy and gorgeous,” she said. “But you understand I’m going to need more than that. Not from you, but for me.”

“I understand.”

“Maybe I’ll go back to school, finish my doctorate.”

“That would certainly fill the empty hours.”

Zadie stared at the empty street.

“What are you going to do, Jax? You suddenly have free time.”

“I haven’t really thought about it. I have plenty of work waiting for me at the office. I could formally drop my name into the hat for field supervisor.”

“You’d be away from home more. I’d be even lonelier.”

“Not if you’re studying.”

She moved farther under her husband’s arm.

“Are we going to drift apart?” she asked, suddenly apprehensive. “Were the kids the glue that held us together? Without them we might go in separate directions.”

“Then let’s not do that,” Jax said.

He squeezed his wife to reassure her, but she drew no comfort from it.


Chapter 2

Jax moved the picture frame of his wife three inches to the left. He kept his desk generally uncluttered, so it was unlikely anyone at work would notice the shift.

Zadie had been correct in her predictions: the kids leaving the house had changed everything. Jax had assumed he and his wife would go back to being the sexy couple they were before kids, fucking in every room of the house. When they did not, his mind, along with his eyes, began to wander.

He adjusted the frame, fine-tuning the placement. Now he could see Lucy Hart clearly. The petite brunette had worn that lavender dress again, and Jax struggled to concentrate on work. The dress wasn’t scandalous, but it followed every curve of Lucy’s outrageous body perfectly. The neckline was professional as was the hem, an inch above the knees, but at times Jax would swear the garment was nothing more than a thin layer of paint. Catch the light right and you’ll be blessed with the faint twin bumps of nipples. Wait until she opens a file cabinet drawer and you’ll see the clingy material hug her perfect bubble ass and toned thighs. The young woman oozed sex and feminine allure.

Jax was not alone in his opinion of her attractiveness, but he was more determined than his colleagues to get a better look. With the picture frame out of the way, he saw Lucy in glorious profile, body on display. When she reached for something in a bottom drawer, which was often, the neckline of that dress, like almost everything she wore, would fall away, revealing succulent cleavage. He watched her when she went to the photocopy machine. He watched her when she went to lunch. He tried to time it right so he could look down the front of her top when she reached into the refrigerator. All day every day his eyes roamed her firm and luscious body. 

He cracked his knuckles, a nervous habit whenever he looked at her. Lucy was a tender and juicy tidbit, banging body straining against tight clothes. He rarely spoke to her, too intimidated, but to him, every move she made was in slow motion. His hands ached to touch her.

Lucy was fully aware of the corporate mayhem she caused. One of only two females working in this office, she knew when she accepted the job she’d land on every man’s radar. That’s what she wanted.

My very presence is a tease, she thought. I turn these men on simply by existing.

She chose her wardrobe carefully, never crossing the line into anything unprofessional. Thin, clingy fabrics, slightly sheer material, even occasionally buying a size too small, causing the buttons to pull aside and open gaps: Lucy was careful to always keep herself above reproach. Not that any of the men would complain. For most, Lucy was the best part of their working day.

Lucy had learned from an early age that boys, and soon after, men, found her too alluring to ignore. Their attention frightened her when she was young, but she quickly discovered she could turn it to her advantage. She soon coveted the rush of male attention. She felt powerful, in control. She made mistakes in the beginning, showing too much, giving too much away. She learned the male paradox of reverence: tease me and I’ll respect you but give in too quickly and I won’t.

Lucy became a master of the game.

Then she discovered her attraction also worked on other females. High school was suddenly interesting again. College was a feast. Lucy carved a path through beautiful lovers like a razor gliding through stubble. Her innocent eyes and virtuous mannerisms disarmed every devotee. She started an OnlyFans page under a pseudonym and cash flowed into her account. Real relationships were fleeting.

A year went by. Then another, and as often happens, hunger for something deeper crept in. A desire for something more substantial grew.

Ian Hart was an inch shorter and only ten pounds heavier, but his brilliant mind captivated her. One by one she ended her shallow relationships until only Ian remained. When he asked her to marry him, like so many men before him had, this time she said yes, drawn to the stability and predictability he represented. They settled into a big house and got a puppy. They were happy and for the first time in her life, Lucy felt loved, not merely for how she looked, but who she was, and for a time, that was enough.

But being the center of attention your entire life is a hard thing to let go. Lucy missed it. She loved Ian with all her heart but soon began to crave again the power of her good looks. She took a job in a professional office and amused herself by slowly tying the men into twisted knots.

Which is where she met Jax.

Lucy was accustomed to men gawking at her but especially enjoyed when married men did it. She felt like she was stealing their attention away from their wives, and that made it sweeter. She expected single men to be on the constant prowl, so attention from them meant less. The attention of happily married men carried an extra thrill for her. It felt scandalous.

She remembered her first day working at the office. Jax stopped dead in his tracks when he saw her, jaw slack. She said hello as she passed and he tried to answer but only mumbled something unintelligible. Every day from then to now she’d subtly fucked with his head. Her favorite trick was going to the ladies’ room to remove her bra, allowing Jax to catch a glimpse of her breasts in motion, swaying or jiggling when she walked fast, and then putting the bra back on again a few minutes later. He could never be sure of what he’d seen and would spend the rest of the day trying to get another look. Some days she’d play the bra trick on him several times. He was a handsome older man, so she didn’t mind. She liked his eyes on her. She liked what she did to him.


Chapter 3

Silas Vane sucked three rapid breaths then held it. He lifted the bar from the rack and brought it slowly to his chest before pressing with all his strength to make it rise again. Today was chest day, one of his favorites, and he took his time, making his pectoral muscles burn. He finished his set and stood, noticing a pretty blonde girl checking him out. He played cool. Lots of women checked him out. He wiped down the bench and checked his phone, preparing to move to another machine. The blonde approached.

“Are you Zorro?” she asked.

So. She knew. Silas grinned and hung his head, shy and self-deprecating.

“Guilty,” he said. “When were you at the club?”

“Last Saturday night. My friend’s getting married. I think I tipped you a twenty.”

“I remember you.”

“Yeah, right. Like I’m going to believe that. You had women all over you. Why would you remember me? I’m sure you tell every adoring fan the same thing.”

“I don’t tell every fan that. I do remember you. You wore a white dress which had gold buttons up the front. You wore your hair held back with black chopsticks.”

Her jaw dropped.

“How?”

“I’m telling you,” he chuckled. “I remembered you because you were memorable.”

“Way to make a girl feel special,” she joked. “I’m flattered. What’s your real name or are you not allowed to tell me?”

“I can do as I please. My name is Silas. What’s your name?”

“Maryanne. Do you work out at this gym often? Wait. That’s a stupid question. Just look at your body. You must work out all the time.”

“I do. Here, or at the west side location. I also teach at the community college.”

Maryanne took a step back, eyeing him.

“Are you single?” she asked.

“I am. Too busy for a relationship.”

“Me too, but let me give you my number. That way you can invite me to dinner.”

Silas laughed.

“I’d like to invite you to dinner,” he said.

“Really? Thank you so much. I’d love to go.”

They talked for another few minutes and then parted company. Silas knew he’d fuck her soon. The dancing gig at the club brought more pussy than he could handle. He grabbed his towel and phone and headed for the locker room. He stripped his sweaty workout clothes and ambled to the shower. His soft cock swung with a heavy weight, big like his muscles, and he pretended to ignore the looks he got along the way, but secretly he loved them. He didn’t care if it was a man staring or a woman, he felt complimented either way. The women wanted him, and the men wished they were him. He wet his hair and squirted shampoo, working up a rich lather. He was fully aware of the men that stared.

Let them, he thought. About half of them would suck it if I told them to.

He rinsed and started to soap his body. The impressive cock he had been born with, but the muscles were something he’d earned. He finished washing and wrapped a towel. At his locker he finished drying.

His phone buzzed: a photo from Maryanne, in the women’s locker room, sports bra pulled up out of the way and lovely tits displayed, along with a caption: Just so we understand each other, I want hot, sweaty sex before our dinner date. Ciao.

Silas chuckled. Times were changing, fast. The condom had freed women to sexually act like men if they wished and more seemed to embrace that freedom every day. This was not the first titty-flash invitation picture he’d received, and he knew exactly how to respond. He left his locker to enter a bathroom stall where he spent a minute staring at her picture and making himself hard. He snapped a few photos of his big erection, selected the one where he looked best, and added a caption of his own: In case you were wondering if I liked the picture you sent, he wrote.

He hit send.

Let her get a good look at my cock, he thought. She’ll either get turned on or turned off. I’ll either fuck her brains out or not waste my time.

He was waiting for his hard on to subside when his phone buzzed again.

Forget about dinner, she’d written. Meet me NOW.

He smiled and returned to his locker. He finished dressing. He started a text to Maryanne, giving her his home address. She’d come over and he’d rock her world.

Life was good.


Chapter 4

Zadie Kirk carefully placed the electrodes along the girl’s thigh down to the knee.

“Samantha,” she said. “You’re going to feel a mild electric current. Your quadriceps will contract. The current will pulse, and your muscle will clench and unclench each time. That’s normal.”

“Will it hurt?” Samantha asked.

“Not at all. This machine will measure how damaged the muscle is and suggest our best treatment plan.”

“Okay. I’m ready.”

Zadie pressed the button to start the sequence. The girl chuckled as the current tickled her. She smiled broadly.

Pretty girl, Zadie thought.

“That feels good,” Sam said. “Tingly.”

Zadie read the screen, adjusted the dials.

“Let me add a few electrodes. I want a broader inspection.”

“All right.”

Zadie pushed the girl’s shorts higher, placing an electrode far up the inner thigh.

“What sport do you play?”

“Volleyball.”

Zadie knew the pretty girl would feel the stimulation flow all the way up to her crotch. She placed several more electrodes and then returned to the machine. She pressed the button, and the girl gasped, trying to control a squirm.

“Wow,” Samantha said. “I can really feel it now.”

Zadie allowed the current to flow. She was fully aware of the pleasure she caused but acted as if nothing unusual was taking place. She turned a dial to increase the voltage and Sam softly whimpered and sat up straight, trying hard to hide the tingling in her clit. Her thigh muscles contracted over and over.

“How does that feel?” Zadie asked.

“G— Good,” Samantha stammered.

“I think we can up the voltage a little.”

“Is that necessary?”

“We need to see what the muscle can handle.”

Sam nodded, afraid to speak. Zadie turned the dial higher. Sam gasped and tried to close her thighs, but the corner of the examination table prevented her.

“It can get fairly intense,” Zadie said.

“Yeah,” Samantha gasped. “It is.”

Zadie watched the girl struggle to maintain control. Climaxing in front of your physical therapist would be humiliating.

I’m only doing this because she’s so pretty, Zadie thought. I should stop. I’m acting unprofessionally. My mind wanders all the time now that the kids are gone. I wonder if Jax is feeling as distracted as me. I should talk to him about it.

She noticed Samantha’s nipples had stiffened a little beneath her sports bra. Maybe just a little more teasing, she thought. The college simply must stop sending me these gorgeous girls.

Zadie upped the voltage and Samantha sharply exhaled. The sexy coed bit her lip and turned her face away. Zadie watched the girl’s nipples rise until they poked the stretchy fabric, then the muscles in Sam’s legs clenched. She gripped the examination table with white knuckles.

She’s cumming, Zadie marveled, noting the beads of sweat across the girl’s forehead and upper lip. Look how lovely she is. Look what I did to her.

Samantha orgasmed hard, electronic pulses driving waves of ecstasy through her vulva, zapping her clitoris. She whimpered, unable to hold it back.

“Is it starting to hurt?” Zadie asked, pretending to misread the girl. “Do I need to dial it down already?”

Sam couldn’t answer but Zadie knew Sam would be unable to answer. The pretty college girl shook her head. Zadie let the current flow, extending Sam’s climax, dragging the moment out until her body could take no more. Zadie lightly massaged Sam’s injured thigh.

“Seems to be working,” Zadie said. “The knots are unwinding.”

She massaged another minute until she was sure Sam had nothing left, then she moved to the machine and gradually reduced the current. Samantha was wiped out.

“Well done, Sam. I think we hit deep tissue today.”

“I think you’re right.”

“I’ll leave you to put on your hoodie and see you up front. I’ll just need a signature for insurance before you go. Would you like to schedule your next session?”

Sam hooked her hair behind her ears.

“Yes, Doctor Kirk. Definitely. That helped so much.”

Zadie chuckled.

“I’m not a doctor yet,” she said. “But I will be soon.”


Chapter 5

Spouses had not been invited to tonight’s impromptu party, only because until the last minute of the working day the employees didn’t know if there would be a party. Salesman Dale closed the final deal and pushed them over the threshold: best month ever. The boss ordered everyone to Club Seven on the top floor after work to celebrate.

Jax stirred his drink with a finger and smoothly popped a Viagra in his mouth. He’d taken one almost every day lately, enjoying the plumpness it gave his penis while at the office. All it took was Lucy smiling at him and his cock was ready to rise. A swallow of Scotch washed it down. He watched Lucy mingle, flirting first with one man and then another. Jax waited for the pill to take effect. Lucy eventually stepped out onto the balcony for a view of the city lights, and Jax took a deep breath and soon followed.

Earlier, after work, she’d changed into a short skirt and billowy top. Jax had no idea where she got the change of clothes, but he was glad she did. The neckline of her new blouse showed more cleavage than usual, but the office was celebrating after all, so maybe dressing casually was okay. Jax had kept a close eye on her and noticed when she discreetly unbuttoned her top a little. That extra cleavage was intentional.

He stirred his drink again, enjoying the pulsating tingle the pill gave his dick.

Lucy was aware of Jax’s attention and welcomed it, subtly flirting when she felt she could get away with it. She’d married Ian for the security of a husband like him, unattractive to most women and utterly incapable of cheating on her. She did miss wielding her feminine power. Jax was the best-looking man at the office, and he was married, making him doubly attractive. Surely there was no harm in egging him on just a little. She promised herself she’d keep it from going anywhere.

The night air was colder than Jax expected, and he shivered. He followed the long balcony around the corner and found Lucy leaning over the railing, studying the business park and yacht club far below.

“Don’t jump,” he joked. “We’d all miss you so much.”

She smiled at him and his heart thumped. The girl was gorgeous, sexy and alluring. There was an innocence to her face, but her eyes gave her depth away. This girl liked sex. She liked men. He could see it hidden behind those big blue eyes.

“Would you miss me, Jax?” she asked. “That’s sweet of you to say.”

She turned towards him. Two buttons were undone, and he saw a glimpse of lacy demi cups. Her perfect tits spilled over, lifted and pushed forward. He wrested his gaze away before she caught him, forcing himself to look out over the city. The lights twinkled. A far-off siren wailed.

“Fantastic view,” she said.

“God, is it ever.”

She heard the double meaning in his voice. She slid her hands into the pockets of her skirt, acting shy, pulling her elbows back and stretching the thin fabric of her shirt tight over her tits, revealing nipples made stiff by the cold.

Or maybe she’s as hot for me as I am for her, Jax wondered.

The pill worked its magic. Even with this little stimulation, his cock began to stiffen. It felt good. A hard dick feels good. He brought his eyes to hers despite his overpowering desire to devour every inch of her young hot body. Tension filled the air. Neither spoke for several heartbeats and then she slowly lowered her gaze to his bulging crotch. For him, it was a dream come true.

She’s staring right at it, he thought. God!

He was sure she’d look away, but she boldly did not. Her eyes were still glued to the obvious outline of his swollen penis when she spoke.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

“No,” he replied, and saw her face. “I think you’re stunning. I think you’re breathtaking. I think you are the hottest, sexiest woman I’ve ever met, by far.”

He wished his mouth would stop speaking. He’d said too much. This was where she stormed off, made uncomfortable by his exuberant admission.

“Am I making you hard?” she asked, clearly knowing the answer already.

He cleared his throat.

“Every goddamn day,” he rasped.

Her eyes flared and a smile spread. She stepped closer, as if sheltering from the chilly breeze. She discreetly rotated her hand towards him and cupped his stiff shaft, squeezing gently.

“That’s hot,” she whispered. “I love that I have that effect on you.”

“I love that you have this effect on me.”

“I see you watching me at work.”

“Guilty.”

“All the time.”

“Guilty.”

“Like you’re obsessed with me.”

“Guilty,” he croaked.

She looked over his shoulder at the party, making sure they were all alone.

“Do you want to fuck me?”

A bonfire exploded in his mind. Blood surged and his cock hardened.

“God,” he croaked. “More than anything.”

Lucy felt herself getting wetter.

“Even though you’re married?”

He shook his head.

“This has nothing to do with my wife. My relationship with her is solid. Boring, but solid. This is all about how gorgeous and sexy you are. I want you with every ounce of my body and soul.”

His words thrilled her. His deep desire thrilled her. She felt bad for Ian but there were things that man simply could not do for her. His effeminate body and passive manner made her feel safe but did nothing to excite her. Jax and Lucy stared at each other, each afraid to say more. Lucy broke first, checking the party again and then reaching under her short skirt. She drew her panties down and stepped out of them. Jax boldly snatched them from her hand and threw them off the balcony. The wind caught the delicate lace, and they shot like a rocket. She gasped.

“I owe you a pair of panties,” he rasped.

He stepped closer and circled her in his arms, pulling her into the corner, turning her away and fumbling for his zipper. He jammed his hard cock between her legs, and she moaned, the sexiest sound he’d ever heard. She reached around in front to find his dick and pressed under the tip, angling upwards and into her steaming cunt. She was slick and he thrust deep and they both groaned before catching themselves and clamping their jaws shut.

“You’re thicker than my husband,” she moaned. “Fuck me.”

That was all he needed to hear. He thanked God he’d taken the Viagra earlier. He held her shoulders and rammed his cock deep again and again, convinced he’d never have this chance again. She braced a hand against the stucco wall and pushed her pussy down on him. They rutted like beasts in heat. He reached under her arm and grabbed a handful of her breast. She slapped his hand away and opened her blouse, pulling her half-cup out of the way. His hot palm slid over her sensitive skin, scrapping her nipple.

“God!” she groaned.

He squeezed, kneading her breast, teasing and pinching. His hips never slowed, months and months of built-up desire finally boiled over. Her gasps and moans fired his blood.

I’m fucking Lucy! his mind screamed.

Lucy ground her pussy on his stiff dick. He felt so good! The joy of being an impulsive, capricious bad girl came rushing back. God! How she’d missed the hot sex! Cheating on Ian felt so good. Jax slid his hand across and scooped her other tit into the open. The chilly night air thrilled her. The whole city could see her naked breasts!

“Fuck me,” she groaned. “I need it.”

“I want to cum in you,” Jax growled.

“I want that,” she hissed. “do it.”

He moved his hands to her thrusting hips, holding her in place and pounding her tight, young hole. He could not believe this was truly happening to him. He’d wanted her so badly for so long! She reached down to rub her clit while his rock-hard dick pumped, determined to make herself orgasm. Jax turned into an animal, biting her neck, clawing her skin. She moaned to feel his passion, his lust for her. Tension built as her climax approached. Her free hand covered her mouth, smothering her cry of pleasure as an orgasm hit. Jax couldn’t believe it. She was cumming! He was making this gorgeous girl orgasm! His balls clenched and spit and he spewed the first of many hot blasts into her womb. Lucy realized he was filling her with seed and a second wave of orgasm shook her. Their minds reeled, swept away.

They were slow to return to Earth.

His drug-fueled penis stayed mostly hard, despite the intensity of his orgasm. Lucy rocked her hips, feeling his firm penis inside, thrilled she turned him on so much.

“I’ve wanted you for so long,” he mumbled, burying his face in her hair.

“I know,” she panted, guiding his hand to cover her bare breast. “I love that you’re still hard.”

He kissed the nape of her neck.

“You’re so sexy,” he said. “How could I not be?”

She turned her head, and they kissed over her shoulder. His free hand palmed her other tit and he massaged both, excited to be touching and kissing the girl so intimately. She was right; he was still almost fully hard. He slow-stroked his cock in her slippery passage and felt like the king of the world when she gasped with pleasure.

“Squeeze my tits,” she murmured. “You can be a little rough with me.”

He did, rolling her sensitive nipples between finger and thumb before pulling on them. She gasped again and he stiffened a little. He began to fuck her more firmly.

“Are you going again?” she asked, disbelieving.

“I think I am,” he said, cocky.

He held her by her tits and leaned back, shoving her skirt up around her waist, watching his stiff dick glide in and out of her tight young pussy. He’d fantasized about a moment like this for over a year. Now he was watching reality. Her snug tunnel clung to his inches each time he withdrew. He noticed she was bare but if that was because she shaved down there or simply wasn’t old enough to be all that bushy yet, he couldn’t tell. Her pink skin was smooth as glass.

“Next time,” he gasped, increasing his strokes. “I’m going to eat you.”

She moaned. He squeezed her tits hard and pinched her nipples. She reached for her clit again. He pumped slow and deep, giving her time to get herself off. He loved the idea that she had cum on his cock and wanted her to do it again if she could. He took his time, memorizing the sensations of her soaked yet snug cunt. Her hand moved faster as did her breathing.

“Almost,” she muttered.

He pumped a little faster. She bit her arm to remain silent, and then started cumming again. He pumped faster, trying hard to do the same. He took longer this time but eventually ejaculated a second time into her. He was proud of his performance. He laid his body on her back as they caught their breath. This time, he softened enough to slip out. Sperm dribbled to the balcony.

Soon she began to button her shirt.

“I guess we should return to the party before we’re missed,” he said.

“Everyone is smashed. I doubt they even noticed we were gone.”

She turned to face him and squatted, bringing her face level with his softening cock. She studied him for a moment.

“It’s been a long time since I had a big dick.”

“I don’t have a big dick,” he said. “I’m mister super average.”

She lifted his cock and aimed it at her mouth.

“You’re big when compared to my husband,” she said.

She slipped the head in and sucked him all the way to his balls. He gasped. She slowly withdrew, leaving his cock clean. She kissed the head.

“Give me a few minutes before you enter the party again,” she said. “We should avoid each other the rest of the night.”

He nodded agreement. She rose and kissed his lips, and he tasted himself, thrilled that she had him in her mouth too.

“That was amazing,” he said.

“It was. Put your dick away before someone sees you.”

He felt dreamy. He stuffed his penis into his pants and watched her ass as she walked away. He looked over the railing for her panties, to see where they landed, but they were long gone.


Chapter 6

Ian Hart leaned back in his chair and sighed. He and Lucy shared a location application on their phones, which he’d opened when she said she’d be late getting home from work, and he’d spent the last few hours staring at her little green dot. She’d remained in the same building she worked in the whole time. He accessed multiple microwave towers nearby, combining the signals to create a three-dimensional grid, and discovered she had moved to the top floor and stayed there. A quick computer search told him a restaurant and after-hours club operated in that space. He watched her dot as she moved around the floorplan, until she stopped in one place for a while. He zoomed in and discovered she was outside, away from the others, on a balcony which ran around three-quarters of the top floor. Strangely, he thought, she buried herself in a corner, out of sight, with a less-than-optimal view of the city. Why?

She returned home hours later, happy and relaxed. They kissed and Ian tasted something salty on her lips. He tried to initiate sex, but she laughed him off, claiming she’d had too much to drink.

“I’m happy to suck you off,” she said, pushing down his pajama bottoms.

He came quickly, as always, but when he tried to return the favor, she stopped him, which she never does, and announced she was going to shower and get in bed. They chatted for a while longer and then off she went.

He waited until he heard the water running and then checked her clothing on the bedroom floor. Unless she still had them on in the shower, somewhere along the way tonight she’d lost her panties.

In bed she fell asleep quickly. He waited until her breathing was deep and even, and then gently lifted the covers. Lucy sleeps naked and he was able to view her pussy from behind. The semen oozing from her small, bald slit broke his heart. His sweet little bride had fucked someone else. He’d always doubted his ability to keep a girl like Lucy happy, and now he knew he could not. Not in that way, at least.

He thought about confronting her but knew he wouldn’t. He loved her too much. He could never raise his voice against her or even deny her anything she wanted. He knew that now extended to other men, too. He imagined challenging her lover, but that prospect scared him. Confronting another male was out of the question. He had neither the physique nor the mindset to succeed in that venture. Even armed with a gun he just knew something would go wrong and he’d lose.

He’d say nothing to Lucy about his discovery. He’d cling to her love and this marriage as long as he could. If she needed an occasional lover, he’d accept that for her. Every other part of their marriage was happy and good. Maybe it wouldn’t bother him when she fucked someone else.

Maybe.

He stood beside their bed and watched another man leak from her pussy. No, his hurt and his rage would never be directed at Lucy. He knew who she was when he married her. No, the person that must be made to pay was the stranger she had smuggled into their home. A thief and a stowaway. She’d hidden the man in her womb and brought him into their bedroom.

I will discover who your lover is, he thought. I will make them pay. You never left the building tonight. I know that. I know your lover is someone you work with.

He lowered the covers and went to his study. He found her company website and clicked the “Our Team” link, discovering three pages of personnel, complete with portrait photos and brief biographies. Two of the employees were female. Many of the males were too old or too obese. One spoke fondly of his husband and was clearly gay. The list quickly dwindled to only two.

“You were either fucked by a white guy named Jaxen,” Ian whispered. “Or a black guy name Tye.”

He was surprised how possibly seeing a black man’s sperm leak from Lucy made him feel. He thought back, remembering comments she made about both men over the last year. Tye was too cocky, too aggressive.

“Jaxen,” he said, gloating. “Got you, you son of a bitch.”


Chapter 7

“So, you’ll do it?” Ian asked.

“Bro,” Silas said, eyeing a pretty redhead coming down the sidewalk. “For that much money I’ll do just about anything.”

They sat outside at a swanky French bistro, sipping iced tea in the hot sun. Ian wore jeans and a long-sleeved shirt, but Silas wore shorts and a tank top. Ian was aware that the two women seated nearby kept stealing glances at his friend.

“You’re cool with the cameras too?”

Silas laughed, flashing a big smile of perfect teeth. Ian noticed the women watching again. The redhead reached their table and passed it, locking eyes with Silas as she sailed by in her wispy summer dress.

“They just throw themselves at you,” Ian said, annoyed.

“They do.”

An unpleasant thought suddenly occurred, brought about by Lucy’s recent infidelity.

“Did Lucy ever throw herself at you?” Ian asked.

Silas turned serious.

“No, my friend. Never. I tried to flirt with her, but she had me pegged as a player. She only had eyes for you.”

Ian sighed, grateful, but was not convinced Silas told the whole truth.

“No,” Silas continued. “Cameras do not bother me. I must have a thousand sex tapes out there. Often the women I bed want a memento. We make a recording on their phones, hot little videos of various acts. I’m all over this city. Where will your cameras be? With your tech brain I bet you have great ideas.”

“I do. You’ll wear a pair of dark-rimmed glasses containing one camera, your baseball hat will hold another, and the last will be hidden in a fake phone I give you. Just make sure everything is aimed at the action. Are you sure you can attract her?”

“Nothing is guaranteed, but if I don’t, you don’t pay me. Is she hot?”

“She’s quite attractive. I’ve only seen pictures: Instagram, Facebook, and so forth. I’ve never spoken to her, but she looks alluring.”

“Show me.”

Ian punched buttons on his laptop and then spun the device to face Silas.

“Zadie Kirk,” Ian announced. "Master's degree and pursuing a doctorate."

Silas looked at the screen.

“She’s gorgeous,” he said.

“She is.”

“You want me to get her in bed?”

Ian shook his head.

“No. I want you to fuck her brains out. I want you to make her fall in love with your dick. I want her coming back to you for more and more.”

“Why? What did she ever do to you?”

“Her? Nothing. But her husband wronged me gravely. I cannot confront the man directly, so I want you and your big dick to ruin his life. Zadie is his wife. I want you to make her crave you. Get her to leave him, if you can.”

“Brutal.”

“Impregnate her and I’ll pay you double. How’s that for brutal?”

“Jesus, Ian.”

“I’m angry.”

Silas studied the image on the screen. The first photo was Zadie from the facility website. She wore a lab coat, her hair pulled back, and a nice professional smile. The following pictures were photos Ian had gathered from social media, her own and friend’s. Silas saw Zadie in a bikini, a summer dress, and a daring evening gown that showed a lot of skin.

“Her body is incredible, dude,” Silas said. “She could model with that face.”

“Then your task is made easier.”

“Remind me to never make you angry.”

“Easy. Stay away from Lucy.”

Silas darted a look at his friend.

“So that’s what happened.”

“Something like that. I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I got you. Don’t worry, I know Lucy is off limits.”

Silas returned his attention to the laptop. The next series of pictures showed Zadie in various stages of undress. The last picture was lacy, see-through lingerie with hints of areola and slight pubic hair.

“Wow,” Silas said. “On which social media did you find these?”

“I got those from her phone. I followed her one day into a coffee shop. She left her phone on the table when she went to the counter. I cloned her phone in seconds.”

“You truly are a tech wizard.”

“I am a tech wizard.”

Silas studied the photos.

“Fucking hell she’s hot and sexy.”

“Let that motivate you.”

“I’ll do my best but not every woman finds me attractive. Some women dislike me from the moment they meet me.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

“It’s true. Sometimes I fail.”

“Yet you still succeed more than any man I know. Go get her, Silas.”

Silas zoomed on the lingerie photo. He zoomed again, ogling the darker circles of areola. Zadie was gorgeous. Ian opened his briefcase and slid a manila folder across the table.

“This is her dossier,” he told Silas, who laughed.

“Dossier? Am I in a spy thriller?”

Ian ignored him.

“Everything I know about her is in there. Like me, she’s a creature of habit, strict routines, tons of discipline. Admirable, but it makes her easy to predict. You’ll have no trouble ingratiating yourself.”

“Big word.”

“Shut up, Silas.”

They both laughed.

“I know you are smarter than you act.” Ian said. “Save your boyish charm for the ladies. It doesn’t work on me.”

Silas jerked a thumb towards the monitor.

“It won’t work on her, either. She’s smart, meticulous, and well-organized. A woman like that will respond to a man, but not a boy. I’ll need to bring my A-game.”

“Just get her. Fuck her. Send me the pictures and video. Knock her up.”


Chapter 8

Mira Thorne sailed through the waiting room, flipping her long red hair over her shoulder. Gail, the receptionist, looked up, raised a finger to protest, saw who it was, and went back to what she was doing.

“She in her office?” Mira asked.

“Yes.”

Gail buzzed the lock and Mira passed through. She strode the carpeted hall to Zadie’s office, where she was adding notes to a patient’s file. Mira barged in and dropped into a chair. Her purse hit the floor.

“What now?” Zadie asked.

“He’s a bastard!”

“Orin?”

“Yes! Orin! It’s always Orin!”

“I told you not to marry him.”

“Fuck you, Zadie. Always the wise and thoughtful big sister. I thought I loved him. I do love him. He just drives me crazy.”

“That’s what husbands do. Wives do the same in reverse.”

“So wise. So thoughtful.”

“What do you want from me, Mira? I’m working here. Should I drop everything and order Orin to apologize? What did he do this time?”

“I think his secretary gave him a blowjob.”

“Fair.”

“What the fuck do you mean, fair?”

“I mean you sucked off that Uber driver. A pizza delivery guy, too.”

“Totally different.”

“How? Orin wasn’t drunk?”

“I hate you.”

“I’m just spitting truth, little sis.”

Mira looked around the office.

“Felt up any hot guys lately?” she asked.

Zadie knew her sister well. Mira was done with the subject of Orin and on to other things.

“A few. College boys. Studly.”

“You should hire me as your assistant.”

“Brilliant idea. I’d love to see my insurance premiums skyrocket from sexual harassment cases.”

“If you get any more hot college guys, give them my number. I need to get revenge on Orin.”

“Honey, with a body like yours, you do not need my help. Why don’t you crawl back to your husband, tell him you forgive him if he forgives you, and get on with things?”

“Come on, Zade. I suppose you’ve never cheated on Jaxen?”

“Jax. He hates being called Jaxen. No, I never have.”

“I bet you’ve been tempted. You see so many hunks.”

“I’d answer you truthfully if I thought I could trust you with a secret, but I can’t, so I won’t.”

“You are no fun.”

“I’m tons of fun. Just not while I’m being professional.”

The intercom on Zadie’s desk chimed.

“Your two o’clock is here,” the receptionist said.

“Thank you, Gail,” Zadie said, turning to her sister. “Time for you to go.”

“I don’t want to go home yet. Not yet. Can’t I throw on a lab coat and pretend I’m an intern or something? Ask your client if I can sit in for training purposes. I’m sure they won’t care.”

“Fine. Do not say a word.”

Mira acted like she was locking her lips and throwing away an imaginary key. She went to the closet and put on one of Zadie’s smocks.

“Follow me,” Zadie told her sister. “I’ll lead him to the examination room instead of my office. Who knows? Maybe he’s a hunk.”

Zadie made Mira put on a pair of scrub pants to go with her smock.

“We need to hide your body, or the poor guy won’t hear a word I say,” she joked.

Zadie and Mira entered the waiting room. When Gail saw how Mira was dressed, she rolled her eyes.

“Silas?” Zadie announced, looking over the people seated in the lobby.

Silas stood. He wore gray sweatpants and a baggy hoodie. He wore thick, black-rimmed glasses and a baseball cap. He held a phone in his hand.

“I’m Silas.”

“I’m training an intern today,” Zadie said, looking the man up and down. “Do you consent to her presence in the examination room?”

“Whatever you think is best, Doc.”

“I’m not a doctor.”

“I consent,” he said.

Zadie turned and strode down the hallway to an open examination room.

Yup, she thought. Hunk.

Silas followed and Mira followed him, trying to check out his body under his baggy clothing. In the exam room Zadie directed Silas to step up and be weighed, and then to take a seat on the table so she could begin her examination. She avoided her sister’s eyes, knowing the look Mira would give. Silas was handsome. There was no denying it. No, more than handsome. Silas was drop dead gorgeous. Zadie knew her sister would make some lewd face, despite her promise to behave. Zadie decided perhaps the best defense against her sister was a good offense. Silas took a step towards the table.

“I’m sorry,” Zadie said. “I forgot this is your first time. I should have more thoroughly explained. Please remove your sweatpants and shirt. I need to see your body to properly examine it. You may hang your clothing on the coat rack in the corner.

Silas smiled inwardly.

Too easy, he thought.

He calmly sat his phone on the counter but aimed the camera end at Zadie. He removed his cap and did the same. He sat his glasses on an opposite counter, casually, but careful to aim the hidden lens at both women. He casually pulled his hoodie over his head. Beneath he wore a wife beater T-shirt. He kicked off his shoes, gradually revealing a sculpted masculine body.

Mira gave her sister a look like she couldn’t believe what was happening. She marveled at her sister’s calm power. Simply tell a man to take his clothes off and he does, without question. Silas slipped off his socks and untied the drawstring of his pants. Those went down his legs, revealing tight black booty shorts underwear. He hung the pants and shirt on the hooks and faced the women.

“Sit facing me, please,” Zadie told him. “Tell me how you hurt yourself.”

Silas stepped up to the table and sat at the end. His legs hung from the knees down. He told a story about playing a pickup game of basketball and hearing something pop before pain flooded his thigh.

“It started just above the knee and then, over the last few days, climbed up to include my hip,” he added. “I figured it was time to seek some help.”

Zadie asked questions and Silas answered. She felt all around his knee and then moved her hands higher, probing under the skin, sliding her warm palms up the man’s muscular thigh before gently massaging deep tissue. Mira’s eyes were wide. Zadie’s confidence astonished her. The man was so handsome he turned Mira shy.

When Zadie inched higher, closer to the man’s crotch, Mira saw the man’s bulge twitch. She saw the tubular outline of his cock expand. She almost gasped. She’d found a clipboard when they first entered and now pretended to look down at some form, but her gaze quickly rose again.

Zadie moved higher, asking lots of questions, massaging the man’s inner thigh, gradually inching closer to his growing bulge. She acted cool and professional, but her heart raced. A male client was much more exciting than a female. She’d helped plenty of athletes from the college but never had a specimen as fine as this. She was sure Mira had noticed the man’s large bulge and the effect her touch was having on him. She remembered her improprieties with the hot coed last week.

If I can behave like that with her, I can do the same with him. Besides, it will be fun to fuck with Mira.

“If you have time,” Zadie heard herself say. “I’d like to run some additional tests.”

“I’m all yours,” he said. “You can do whatever you want to me.”

She looked at her sister.

“Mira,” she said. “Roll that neuromuscular stimulator closer please.”

She pointed so her sister would know which machine she meant. Mira brought it next to Silas. Zadie lubed the electrodes and began placing them around his thigh. Her hands were steady as she pushed the leg of his boxer briefs higher, nudging his scrotum with her knuckles. His thick cock looked like a fat python coiled in his trunks. She wondered how far she should take things with her sister present and then decided fuck it, maybe they should have some fun. They’d have something to laugh about afterwards, and Silas did not seem to mind.

“Your tight briefs are going to restrict the electronic sensor readings,” she lied. “Are you comfortable removing them? I’ll need to check for a hernia anyway so you might as well take them off now. I have no desire to embarrass you, however, so if you’re against it, perhaps I can think of a different way.”

Mira’s jaw dropped.

“No worries,” he confidently replied. “I have no wife or girlfriend I’d need to explain things to. If that’s what you need to find out what I did to myself, then let’s do it.”

He stood. Mira could hardly breathe. This gorgeous stud was about to drop his shorts and present himself fully nude. The clipboard trembled and she had to hug it. He hooked his thumbs and slid the stretchy material down his legs. Zadie discreetly had her eyes averted but Mira stared and stared. The man possessed a pink and veiny tube of thick meat hanging from his crotch. His pubic hair was neat and closely trimmed, his balls, snug to the base of the shaft, were smooth and hairless. At the end of the heavy spear a tapered helmet head pointed at the ground. Mira’s mouth watered.

What is my fetish with sucking dick? She wondered.

Zadie got to work placing the electrodes all the way up, pushing the man’s large bald scrotum aside with the back of her hand while adhering the electronic sensor to his skin. Her touch seemed to affect him, causing blood to pour in and expand the head and shaft. Zadie did not look at his cock. Mira could scarcely look away. She worried about being creepy.  She was torn between the desire to suck it and the need to touch herself.

“Mira,” Zadie said, forcing her voice calm. “Take notes. Glans coloration is good. Corpus spongiosum active with no visible contusions or discolorations.”

Mira plucked the pen attached to the clipboard and pretended to write, scrawling gibberish while looking the specimen of a man up and down. Like Zadie, she’d never seen a man with a large penis, and she was surprised by the effect it was having on her. Her sister acted nonchalant, but Mira knew the signs. Zadie was affected too. Mira couldn’t believe her sister was doing this.

“No discharge,” Zadie added. “Testicular symmetry.” She lifted her eyes to Silas, taken aback by his handsome face and tender eyes. “It’s important I make sure no vascular damage has occurred.”

“I understand,” he said.

Zadie applied an electrode to the man’s ball sack. She applied another, as if she did this every day, to the large head of his cock. He resisted a grin. Zadie casually rose and moved to the machine, but her demeanor was all an act. Being so close to this astonishingly attractive man was bad enough but then the introduction of a beautiful, oversized penis seemed to change the whole room. In an instant her charade had turned from playful to serious. Mira looked like she might bolt.

“You’ll feel a mild electric current,” Zadie explained. “Nothing painful. You may even find it pleasant. Some do. If none of the honeycomb chambers are damaged, you should become evenly tumescent. Ready?”

“I’m all yours, doc.”

“I’m not a doctor,” she said, pressing a button and slightly turning a dial.

The machine emitted a low hum, and his penis twitched. Mira fought the urge to drop to her knees and stuff her mouth with that beautiful beast. God! The man was incredible. Sexy and intelligent and gorgeous and big. His muscular body was chiseled from marble.

To the surprise of both women, Silas rapidly began to grow erect. They watched, fascinated, as he lengthened and thickened. The head flared. Veins rose along the length. The downward curve slowly straightened, then leveled, then began to curve upward.

“How am I looking, doc?” he said.

The current felt amazing, but it was the rivetted gaze of these two attractive women that fueled his arousal. Their desire was etched on their faces.

The redhead wants to fuck me right now, he thought. But the brunette is the prize, and I need to keep my eye on the prize. She’s the sexier of the two anyway.

Silas placed his muscular butt against the table behind him and carefully leaned back an inch or two, prominently displaying his growing erection. Nobody spoke for a minute or two. He loved their eyes on him. At last, he was fully erect and throbbing. He drank it in, loving their lusty desire. Zadie cleared her throat.

“I need—” she began, clearing her throat again. “I need to take some readings. Mira, jot these numbers down.”

For several minutes Zadie played with the voltage and called out sequences of numbers, but it was all bullshit. Mira dutifully wrote down everything her sister said, but both women simply ran their eyes all over the man. A pearl of precum formed atop his pee hole.

“Is my tumescent even?” he asked.

“It is,” Zadie said. “I think your injury is buried deep in your thigh. Possibly skeletal. I’ll need you to come back in a few days. I’d speculate two or three sessions a week for six weeks. Your insurance will cover it. Is that something your schedule can handle?”

“Yes.”

“Perfect.”

Zadie crouched before the man, her face inches from his pulsating meat. She removed electrodes and wiped the mild adhesive from his skin with a small clean towel.

“Are you going to check for a hernia now?” he asked, looking down on her.

She’d forgotten but recovered quickly.

“Yes. That comes last.”

She noticed the pearl of precum had grown to the size of a pea. Against all training, she decided to forego latex gloves. She wanted to feel his skin against hers. She cupped his testicles in her bare hand and pretended to hunt for something buried in the intricate tubing. At last, she pressed her finger against a spot.

“Turn your head and cough,” she said.

His hot and heavy balls felt good in her hand. She felt the throbbing of his strong heart, the heat of his masculinity. He smelled clean and freshly showered with just a hint of cologne. The weight of his balls affected her in surprising ways. She lifted her eyes to his large, pulsating cock; a pillar of meat between them. In a rush of emotion, she realized she wanted him to fuck her.

She looked away.

“Mira,” she said, standing and moving to one side. “Please hand Mister Vane a tissue. Mister Vane, you may go ahead and get dressed. See my receptionist on your way out to schedule your next visit. Any questions?”

“No ma’am.”

“Please, call me Zadie.”

“All right, Zadie.”

Her name in his voice thrilled her.

“Mira? This way, please. Let’s transcribe my notes.”

The two women left. Thick tension filled the air and followed them down the hall to Zadie’s office. Mira closed the door behind her and turned on her sister. They both mouthed a silent scream.

“What the fuck was that?” Mira gasped. “Holy shit. Who was that guy? What the fuck just happened? I can’t believe you stayed so calm. Oh my God, Zade! Did you see that dick? Fuck. My mouth literally watered. What are you going to do when he comes back for therapy? Do you trust yourself alone in the same room with him?”

Zadie laughed.

“That man was a perfect specimen,” she said. “He seemed sweet, too. Intelligent. My mouth didn’t water but my hands sure trembled. Have you ever encountered a penis that big before?”

“No.”

“Did it kind of get to you?”

“Yes! Are you kidding? I seriously wanted to fuck that bad boy right there. I’m sure you noticed the effect we had on him. He was hard as a rock, Zadie. Jesus. I need a shot. There’s a bar a few blocks away, in the same parking lot as McDonalds. You want to get a drink with me? We can talk about that man some more.”

“Sounds good. Give me fifteen minutes to finish my notes. I’ll meet you there.”

They hugged and kissed each other on the cheek. Mira almost left with the scrubs and smock on. They both got a good laugh about that.


Chapter 9

Days later, Silas and Ian were once again seated at their favorite French bistro.

“I went in for thigh and hip pain and ended up getting a penis exam,” Silas chuckled. “Bedding her will be easy. Then, after I put a baby in Zadie, I’m going to fuck her sister. Both girls are hot. Zadie told me Mira was an intern. Ha!”

“I don’t care if you fuck her sister too,” Ian said. “When will you fuck Zadie?”

“I have an appointment later today. The exam rooms have a deadbolt. If she locks it behind me, I’m in. I may fuck her right there in that room.”

Ian shivered with delight.

“Remember the cameras. You placed them well the first time but remember to keep your arms out of the way. You blocked my view a few times.”

“Right.”

Conversation drifted to other topics. They sipped coffee and ate lunch and eventually Silas announced he needed to leave for his appointment.

“Good luck,” Ian said.

They shook hands. On the way Silas passed a men’s clothing store. A display in the window gave him an idea and minutes later he was on his way again, this time walking with a limp and a cane.

She doesn’t stand a chance, he thought.

He signed in with the receptionist and took a seat. Zadie soon came to the waiting room to retrieve him. She noted the cane.

“This way,” she said, voice purely professional.

She slowed her pace so he could keep up. She had intended to use examination room number two, near the beginning of the hallway, but walked right by. She led him all the way to the end, examination room number eight. She was as far away from the lobby, Gail, and any other therapist working today.

Why? She asked herself. Why am I doing this?

She had no time for an answer. She opened the door and ushered him inside, making idle chitchat about his day. She stepped inside with him.

She shot the deadbolt.

Silas hid his grin.

She told him to take a seat on the exam table while she reviewed his chart. She asked a few questions as he removed his glasses and hat, setting them aside, and then placing his cell phone on the counter.

“Same as last time?” he asked.

“Please,” she said, trying to seem aloof.

He pulled off his shirt and pushed down his pants. She hadn’t asked him to, but he thought this was a good opportunity to play dumb and escalate the situation. Boxer briefs joined his pile of clothing. Zadie rolled a stool closer and now found herself face to face with his hefty hanging cock. She stared for a moment too long and knew she’d been caught. She turned her attention to his chart again.

“The readings from the neuromuscular stimulator say it may be a socket problem you’re facing. Pinched nerve perhaps and not a muscle ailment at all.”

“How can we find out for sure?”

“There are more tests I can run. Massage therapy will reduce the pain regardless of the injury, so we’ll do some of that today too.”

“Great. Tell me what to do.”

“Lie back on the table. I’ll start with an ultrasound.”

Silas leaned back and closed his eyes. His cock lifted as his torso rotated backwards, landing on his lower stomach with a thump. Zadie chuckled before she could stop herself.

“Sorry,” she said. “That was a meaty thwack.”

Silas chuckled too.

“Somedays I feel like I’m carrying ten pounds of sirloin in my pants.”

“Sounds uncomfortable.”

“Often is. I’m in trouble if I see an attractive woman. I know I’m headed for pain. Damn thing gets pinched or folded. Terribly unpleasant.”

The tip of his penis began to creep up his stomach, slithering towards his belly button. The veins along the length began to rise.

“What’s going on there?” she asked, knowing full well the answer.

“My turn to apologize,” he said.

“Does that mean you find me an attractive woman?” she asked.

“Breathtaking, actually.”

“At least you won’t get pinched or folded.”

“Pants are highly overrated.”

She laughed again. She had him reposition his legs to give her better access and began probing the deep muscle tissue in his thigh. The man was an athlete in his prime. Her gaze roamed his body as she worked, landing far too often on his swelling dick. She couldn’t stop herself. She was drawn to it. Her mind wandered. She wondered how many women had the pleasure of feeling that thing inside them. She was sure Silas was an excellent lover. Her instincts confirmed it. She wondered how his hard penis would feel inside her and then chastised herself for thinking such inappropriate and unprofessional thoughts. She refocused her attention, but he continued to harden until his thick meat lay throbbing on his stomach. He was handsome and thoughtful and intelligent and funny.

Goddamn, she thought. I wish Mira was here to keep me in line.

“What happened to the intern?” he asked.

“Day off.”

She moved over his body, working the rectus femoris before moving on to the sartorius. Her fingertips were close to his testicles now. Her pinkie grazed his ball sack. His cock twitched.

“Sorry,” she said. “Strayed off course a little.”

“Zadie,” he said, voice earnest. “You have my permission to touch me wherever and however you see fit. Relax. I trust you.”

Heat ignited through her hips. His damn voice! She melted each time he spoke her name. She shoved him out of her head and forced herself to concentrate. No more stray pinkies! She massaged deep muscle fibers, forcing his tense sinews to let go. She put more weight behind her arms, like she’d been trained, and suddenly found her face only inches from his meat. Usually, her clients would have underwear on or be covered by a towel. The stack of towels stood ready, by the sink, forgotten. She felt the heat coming off that slab of beef radiating against her cheek and forehead. The tiny hole at the tip was oozing precum again, only this time it was all for her.

I want to touch him, she thought. He said I could. If I don’t do something to break the tension, I’ll do something worse.

She stopped massaging his thigh and curled her fingers around his girth. They did not meet. Almost, but they did not meet. She hoisted him, gauging his weight. She pursed her lips as if calculating. He lifted his head to see what she was doing.

“Ten pounds is a gross overestimation,” she joked. “I’m going to say more like three or four.”

He laughed. She did too.

“Good to know,” he chuckled. “I will adjust my appraisal the next time a gorgeous physical therapist needs to work on me.”

Zadie paused, looking down on his sweet eyes.

“You think I’m gorgeous?”

“Doesn’t everyone?”

His thick cock felt alive in her hand. The snake pulsed with life and the power to fertilize. Her reaction surprised her. She’d never reacted to Jax like this. She’d never reacted like this to any lover. Silas was simply more man in her mind. The thought made her feel trashy and slutty. Of course, no man should be judged by his size. Yet, some deep and primitive feelings were forcing themselves into her consciousness. Silas towered above the other men she’d known.

“You’re staring,” he said, gently.

His words shocked her. She’d been a million miles away. His voice slammed her back into the moment, back into this small examination room. She looked down at the oversized cock resting in her hand and wondered how it had gotten there and how long had she been holding it. She told her hand to drop the man, but nothing happened. She rotated her hand around his girth and spread her fingers, gazing down at him, fully erect and resting on her palm.

Silas held his breath. He’d been in similar situations before and knew one wrong word would shatter the spell. Right now, Zadie’s subconscious is calculating faster than a computer.

Women think about these things. Men don’t. Give her time to realize what she wants, and to find a way to rationalize it. It must come from her. If I speak, I only give her something to reject, something to defy. I must say nothing.

He waited, noticing for the first time how her scrubs pulled tightly across her big tits. He used that to grow even harder in her hand, even hotter.

“Fucking hell,” she mumbled, looking up at him. “What do I do with this?”

He was aware she meant more than merely his penis, but he said nothing, waiting for her attention to return to his dick. Any second now she’d remember she was married and face the fact she held another man’s cock. What she did after that, no one could predict. Women are funny that way.

It doesn’t matter now, though, he thought. I have her. If she recovers herself and releases me, or runs fleeing from the room, or suddenly blames me for her actions, it doesn’t matter. I have her. It’s just a matter of time. If not this appointment, then the next, or the one after that. The seal has been broken. There’s no stopping it now. She’ll think about me and my cock every minute of her day. She’ll dream about what she’s done. She’ll feel terrible or hate me or a million other possible responses, but nothing will release her except having me. I’m a splinter in her mind now.

Zadie circled the base of his shaft with both hands and held him upright, assessing, studying, measuring. This was her first experience with a big man. Memories of conversations with girlfriends and college roommates came back to her, friends narrating their wild dates and vivid details. She’d assumed they exaggerated but now she realized they hadn’t. There was some special about a large penis. Something extra sexy. He watched her eyes travel his inches, but he especially loved her glittering wedding ring pressing against his veiny shaft.

She lowered her head and kissed the tip.

Sweet Jesus, she’s going to suck it, he thought.

She centered her mouth over his small opening and sucked away the precum before trying to insert her wiggling tongue in the hole. To him it felt amazing. She squeezed his cock with both hands like she was trying to strangle both it, and the surge of feelings rushing through her because of it.

After a moment she pulled her mouth away, distraught.

“Goddamn it,” she whined. She met his gaze and then stared again at the pulsating cock she held. “I am so conflicted,” she said. “This is wrong on every level, but I feel this compulsion I don’t fully understand. I guess I’m just a slut after all.”

“The heart wants what the heart wants.”

“Shut up.”

She lowered her open mouth over the head. She eased him deep, finally closing her lips in a seal around his shaft. She slid lower, trying to take more but he tickled the back of her throat, and she coughed. She sucked gently as she pulled her mouth off of him, checking to see how far down she’d managed to get, disappointed with slightly less than half. She chuckled ruefully.

“This is a cock,” she said. “This is a man’s cock. You do not possess a dick or a penis, my friend. You possess a cock. The first one I’ve ever met.”

“I’m pleased to meet you, Zadie,” he said.

She searched his face. She saw his raw lust. That he wanted her as badly as she wanted him shattered the last chains which held her back. Yearnings she didn’t know she had boiled from deep within. She released him and stepped away from the table. He saw how she’d come back to herself. She realized what she was doing and how far out of bounds she’d gone. She stumbled backward a few steps until she felt the counter against her butt. Silas lifted himself on one elbow. She was tormented and beautiful.

She loosened the drawstring on her scrubs.

“Not a word to anyone,” she said.

His heart soared. She was going to fuck him!

“Not a word,” he agreed.

She pushed down pants and underwear together and turned away, pushing her ass at him, offering her pussy from behind. He slid off the table and moved close, sliding his cock through the gap between her thighs, rubbing his rigid length along her aching clit. He pulled back and pushed again, sliding directly across the nub as he kissed up her neck to her ear. He buried his face in her fragrant hair, pulling it aside to kiss her earlobe.

With her back turned, he made sure the cameras were in excellent positions. They were. On the other end of those feeds he imagined Ian watching and jerking his little dick. Silas sawed his cock between her legs until she could take no more and reached down to nudge him upward. She felt pressure at her opening and then she was forced to expand as his bulbous head pushed in. She covered her mouth to smother a moan. His thickness filled her from side to side, shoving the air from her lungs as she pushed herself onto him, impaling her married cunt.

The sensation was unreal, like nothing she’d ever experienced. Hard cock filled her, dominating her wet cunt. This was not a meeting of equals. This was a man conquering a pussy, a drenched and eager pussy. He moved deeper slowly, inch by inch, stuffing her until she was sure he had no more to give and then stuffing her a little more. By the time his cock head pressed against her cervix, she was ready to orgasm. Shame churned inside her with almost as much power as desire, but the shame only served to arouse her even more.

I’m cheating, she thought briefly. I’m one of those women.

It thrilled her. Lust had thrown her lifelong habits of careful calculations and discipline off a cliff.

“Fuck me,” she growled, and it excited her to say it. “God! Fuck me!”

His hands circled her waist, and he began to stroke long and deep. He was careful not to rattle the cabinets or thump the wall and their covert efforts to hide what they did only made everything more exciting. Fear of discovery drove her crazy. His stiff dick drove her crazy. The shaft dragging across her clit like a rigid tongue drove her crazy. She balled up her smock and stuffed the tails in her mouth just in time.

Her orgasm sent the room spinning and her vision cross-eyed. Silas slid a hand under her shirt to paw roughly at her full tits. He pinched her nipples and palmed her breasts. Her climax exploded again, gushing pussy juice down his shaft. He found himself feeling genuine passion for this woman he’d been sent to destroy, and his balls tightened. He fucked strong and slow, and Zadie looked to suffer agony at the pumping of his dick.

He pushed deep and began fucking her with short strokes, teasing his cock inside. A wall of sensations smashed him. He was giving her something she’d never known before, and he could not stop his heart going out to her. She was so vulnerable, so willing. It touched him and triggered the climb to orgasm.

“It’s coming,” he croaked.

Her muffled groan filled the small room. She nodded fiercely.

He hugged her passionately, holding his body to hers. He pumped faster, feeling the sperm rise, and then pushed all the way in, all the way to her womb. His cock spit a gallon as he held himself buried, pumping out blast after blast with his short, powerful thrusts. She melted, growing weak in his arms. He was injecting hot liquid, and she couldn’t take it fast enough. She craved every drop he could give. She whimpered to receive his seed, held upright by his strength. His spewing cock filled her with male essence, and she never felt so womanly. He seemed to go on and on.

Finally, he shuddered and rested his head on her back. The deed was done. She was full of him now and she rotated her hips to feel his cock still in her. She kept her mouth covered as her breathing slowly returned to normal. The intensity of his climax left his skin electrified. When she tried to move, he held her tighter.

“Not yet,” he whispered. “Please.”

She was thrilled she’d rocked his world as much as he’d rocked hers. She smirked, delighted. All her adult life she’d had girlfriends that had cheated, describing the heat and the passion. She’d always scolded them, urging caution and prudence. Now she was one of those cheating women and she got it. She understood. Silas was the perfect lover for her infidelity. She would have deeply regretted any other lover. But not him. To cheat with him made sense.

“Your next appointment is in two days,” she murmured.

“It is.”

“I’ll want you to fuck me again, if you’d like.”

He lifted his head away so he could see her eyes.

“If I’d like?” he asked.

“I don’t want to make assumptions.”

“Give me a minute and I’ll fuck you again right now. You’re a sexual goddess.”

She turned her head far enough to kiss him over her shoulder. His softening cock slipped out, followed by a dribbling of semen. Her panties caught some of it and she pulled them up, trapping the rest inside. Risky, she knew, but also exciting. They separated and adjusted their clothing, and then she impulsively threw herself at him, kissing deeply. He returned the kiss with as much passion if not more.

“Two days cannot pass fast enough,” he said.

“I feel the same way.”

He looked her up and down. Everything was in place again. No one could tell what just happened by looking at her. Silas placed his hat on his head and his glasses on his face. He slipped his phone into his pocket.

“What if two days from now you’ve changed your mind?” he asked. “What if you don’t want me anymore?”

She held his face, looking into his eyes and unknowingly looking into the camera’s lens.

“I’ll want to fuck you again, Silas,” she insisted. “I’ll want to fuck you again every day from now to the end of time.”


Chapter 10

Days later, Mira breezed through the waiting room, throwing a question at Gail.

“Is she in her office or with a client?”

The receptionist barely had time to answer.

“Office.”

Mira hurried down the hallway, throwing the office door open. Zadie sat behind her desk, her eyes red from crying. Mira quickly shut the door and locked it. She dropped her purse and ran to her sister’s side, wrapping her in a hug.

“What happened, baby-girl?” Mira asked.

Zadie drew a shuddering breath.

“I fucked him,” she said.

“What? Who?”

“The hot guy. The stud. The guy I gave the penis exam.”

“You fucked that guy?”

“Yes!”

“You bitch! He was mine. I wanted to fuck that guy. I can’t knowingly have sex with a man my sister already had sex with. That’s too weird. You shouldn’t have told me. I’m going to pretend I don’t know.”

Zadie chuckled.

“Don’t make me laugh. This is serious. I messed up, bad.”

“Baby-girl, it happens to me all the time. Trust me, it’s not that bad. You feel guilty for a day or two but then you remember that sweet, sweet dick and that hot, sweaty sex and everything else leaves your mind.”

“You’re terrible.”

“I am. Like Ivan before me. I do what I want, and I do who I want. It’s the only way to live. Orin is a bastard. Men have done it for centuries. It’s our turn.”

“I feel awful. I cheated on Jax.”

“Jaxen is a big boy. Don’t tell him. Are you going to fuck the stud again?”

“No!”

Mira brushed a strand of hair from her sister’s face.

“Right. Sure.”

“I’m not! I messed up. Next time I won’t.”

“When’s his next appointment?”

“Now! That’s why I called you and told you to come see me. You’re the only one I could tell. I need you to yell at me and tell me to behave but instead you tell me to do it again. You’re a terrible confidant.”

“You called me to tell you to behave. Ha! I’m not going to tell you to behave. I’m going to tell you to fuck him again. You used birth control, right? What’s the harm? If he didn’t cum in you it was all just touching. Intimate touching, yeah, but just touching.”

“You’re rationalizing.”

“Honey, I can rationalize until the cows come home. It’s my life. I can do what I want with it.”

“You made a vow to Orin.”

“Which he broke.”

“Jax never broke his vow to me,” Zadie said, starting to cry again.

Mira slipped an arm around her sister’s shoulders.

“I was never going to tell you this,” she said. “I was going to let you live your perfect marriage fantasy."

"What?"

"I was having lunch with Tina, and I saw Jaxen enter the restaurant with a hot young thing.”

“So? He works with one.”

“I’m no idiot, Zade. I saw how they moved together. They easily shared personal space. Like, real personal. He opened doors for her. She straightened his tie, Baby-girl.”

“What’s that mean?”

Mira rolled her eyes.

“You are the older sister, but you don’t know shit. They’re lovers, Zadie. It was obvious. Tina spotted it too. In fact, she said it first.”

“Great. Thanks for telling me. Now my life is better. You suck at comforting.”

“You must have suspected something. They looked awfully familiar with each other. Maybe subconsciously you realized Jax was cheating so you let yourself enjoy stud boy? Has Jax seemed different lately?”

Zadie plucked a tissue from the dispenser and dabbed her eyes and cheeks.

“Yes. Once the kids left home for college things changed. He thought we’d go back to being a hot young couple. We didn’t. I went after my doctorate. All he had was work. He grew distant. I guess I did too.”

“It happens. It doesn’t mean the end of your marriage. If he did and you did, then you forgive each other and write the whole thing off. Your marriage doesn’t have to follow the ancient rules. It might even energize your sex life. I fuck Orin more now that I’m a cheater. It works.”

Zadie took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Mira left her sister’s side and dropped into a chair.

“Tell me,” she said, scooting the chair closer. “Was it good? He’s so hot. Was it fun fucking a guy that hot? How was his dick? Did it feel amazing? I bet it did. His cock was beautiful. Did you suck it? I would have sucked that thing like hard candy.”

Zadie laughed.

“You’re crazy, Mira.”

“I am. I embrace it. That’s why I dyed my hair this crazy shade of red. I’m showing the world I’m wild and free.”

The intercom buzzed.

“Your two o’clock is here,” Gail said. “I put him in room eight.”

“Thank you,” Zadie said. She turned to Mira. “Fuck! It’s him! How do I look? Can you tell I’ve been crying? Is it obvious? There’s no way to get you out of here now. Grab some scrubs from the closet. You’re an intern again.”

Mira hurried to cover herself. She scrutinized Zadie, applying a little blush and lipstick.

“You look good,” she told her older sister. “Fucking bitch. I can’t believe you got to fuck that guy. Let’s go. You know I’m going to look him up and down and imagine.”

“Pervert.”

“And then some.”

They left Zadie’s office and walked the long hallway to room eight. Zadie took a deep breath and entered. Silas had already removed his hat and glasses and every shred of clothing, standing against the exam table with his semi-hard cock in hand, slowly stroking. He laughed when he saw Mira was with her.

“Oops,” he said, making no move to cover himself. “Secret’s out.”

“Jesus Christ,” Zadie growled, hurrying to pull Mira into the room and shut the door behind them. She threw the deadbolt.

“Oh, hell yes,” Mira said, running her eyes up and down the sexy naked man.

Silas dropped his hand, giving both girls an open view.

“Well,” he said to Mira. “You’re not shocked or appalled, which tells me you already knew, which means doc’s admonishment to tell no one did not apply to you. You must be trusted like no other, which means I can trust you too.”

The women were stunned. Silas strode forward, sliding his fingers into Zadie’s long hair. He tilted her head back and kissed her lips, his stiffening cock poking her in the stomach. She had a dozen protests lined up in her head. She spoke none of them. Instead, her hand drifted down to grab his thick dick and squeeze. The kiss grew in passion and Zadie snaked her arm behind his head, holding his lips to hers.

Now or never, Mira thought. They’ve only fucked once. She can’t be too attached yet. If they do it again, she will be. They’ll be a couple, in her mind. I know Zadie. She’ll feel like they’re dating or some shit.

Mira sat her clipboard aside and approached them. Zadie still gripped him tightly, so Mira slid Silas into her mouth. Zadie felt something happening down there and broke the kiss to check, discovering her sister had several inches of dick in her mouth already. Jealousy flared but then broke. She knew she had no right. Besides, she was shocked to see how sexy Mira looked sucking cock. She thoughtfully combed her sister’s long red hair out of the way, giving Silas a perfect view. He didn’t hesitate, nudging Zadie to join her sister.

“What?” she asked. “Me too? You want us both? At the same time?”

“Yes.”

Zadie looked down again, realizing Silas had no idea they were sisters. He thought she was merely an intern. What man wouldn’t want two pretty women sucking him at the same time? Zadie watched Mira use her hand in a corkscrew stroke, twisting and pulling as her hand went back and forth, getting his cock wet and ready. Mira struggled with his size a little but that only seemed to turn her on more.

Goosebumps rose across Zadie’s arms. Silas was hard and covered with veins already. Suddenly, the idea of sucking cock with her sister was no longer insane.

Zadie got down on her knees. Mira gave her a sideways glance and smiled around a mouth full of dick. She popped Silas out and aimed him at Zadie’s lips, placing a hand behind her sister’s head to help. Zadie dutifully opened her mouth. Mira guided the throbbing piece of meat in.

“Close your lips around him,” Mira said. “Feel him in there. Feel him throbbing? Don’t you love it? Get a man excited enough and he’ll give you something, something delicious, something to swallow.”

Zadie was shocked by her sister’s dirty mouth. Mira embraced sex in a way Zadie never had. Mira was free to feel whatever she felt. Sex was playful and fun. Zadie closed her eyes and savored the man in her mouth. Mira was right. That tube of hot meat pulsated against her tongue, full of life and potency. She sucked a little to pull her cheeks in around his girth and swaddle him in warm flesh. Silas groaned, the sexiest sound Zadie ever heard. She opened her eyes. Mira had ducked her head under and held both testicles in her mouth. The sister’s eyes locked. Mira was laughing with delight on the inside. Zadie decided to stop worrying.

Like it was a move they’d practiced a million times, Zadie slipped his cock out of her mouth at the same time Mira dragged her tongue up the shaft, enveloping the head in one smooth motion as Zadie swallowed his balls.

“Sweet Jesus,” Silas gasped.

He spread his stance wider to give both girls more room. He stared down at the ladies, watching as they orally worshipped his long thick cock. He loved everything about the mission Ian had assigned. He was about to suggest they lose some clothing when Mira started to undress Zadie. There was a moment of hesitation, like Zadie felt this took things too far, but Mira only worked the buttons faster, freeing Zadie’s big tits, revealing the lacy bra. Mira chuckled as she manipulated the clasp in front, spilling Zadie’s tits for all to see.

“You ladies need to be naked like me,” Silas muttered. “Do it.”

Silas knew there was a chance if he stopped the action, one or both might remember they should not be doing what they are doing. Mira wore a ring too.

Mira got to her feet and began to strip. Zadie watched for a moment, deciding, fretting and chewing a lip, and then shedding her clothing as fast as Mira. Silas ogled them. In a minute, both women were nude. He was unsure if they would go for sex with each other, so he decided not to risk offence. They both clearly love his cock, which was fine with him. He opened his arms and they both approached. He took turns kissing one and then the other, drawing their mouths ever closer to his. Tongues writhed and played while hands roamed. When he felt the time was right, he guided Mira’s hands to Zadie, hoping for something erotic. For a moment frozen in time, he saw delicate, manicured fingers spread around curved breasts, but then the girls turned the touch into a hug.


Chapter 11

They soon parted, smiled lovingly at each other, and then turned their attention to him. Mira ran her hands down his bumpy abs. Zadie went straight for his hard penis. She seemed fascinated. She tugged the loose skin and squeezed out several drops of precum, licking each away one at a time. Mira kissed him before squatting so she could suck his balls. Zadie covered the head with her mouth again and both women returned to oral worship.

It was Mira that moved to the desk first, resting her ass on the edge and spreading her legs at Silas. Zadie noted her sister kept her pussy clean and smooth, devoid of even a hint of hair.

“Waxed?” she asked.

“Every four weeks,” Mira proudly proclaimed. “Without fail.” She returned her attention to the man in the room. “Time to put it in me,” she told him.

He crouched between her legs and slowly licked her from her asshole to her clitoris in one long swipe. Mira gasped. He placed a hand on each inner thigh and spread her wider, burying his face in her crotch and his tongue up her pussy. She braced one hand behind her and the other grabbed him by the hair, pulling his face hard against her sopping cunt.

“Nobody’s eaten me in over a year,” she rumbled.

Silas went wild, devouring this fresh new pussy. Mira gushed juices, startled by his ferocity but welcoming it. She lifted her eyes to her sister. Silas could not see the look that passed between the two girls: Zadie, with her pleading yet lust-filled gaze, silently asking her younger sister what the fuck they were doing, or Mira, eyes filled with raw desire for this hot stud and the wickedness of their deeds. She loved how she’d led her older sister down this forbidden path.

This is exactly what she needs, Mira thought. Hell, this is exactly what I need.

Zadie watched Silas devour Mira.

I am in over my head, she thought. I’m just too horny to stop. Watching Mira get eaten is sooooo sexy.

Silas lapped and slurped and the sounds her little sister made filled Zadie with shame. They also fired her desire. Hot sex feeds off such naughty things, she realized. She moved closer and took one of his big hands and guided it to her firm breast. He instinctively thumbed her nipple. Zadie listened to her sister moan and was suddenly seized with the desire to see her fucked.

“Enough,” Zadie told Silas. “Stand up. I want to see you put that big cock inside her. If it doesn’t fit, make her take it.”

Her words shocked everyone, including herself. Silas stood, bringing his hard dick up between Mira’s legs. Everyone stared at it. He leaned closer, wiggling his hips back and forth slightly, using the tip to split her small inner labia. Mira opened her legs wider and placed a hand on his chest.

“You scared?” he asked.

“You’re a little scary,” she said. “So, yeah.”

“I can’t stop staring at it,” Zadie said. “Your dick is mesmerizing.”

Mira reached down to grip Silas and pull him forward. He grinned and shuffled his feet closer.

“You ladies are something special,” he said, almost feeling guilty for the way he was betraying them.

Zadie stepped closer and smacked Mira’s hand, replacing it with her own.

“Let me do that,” she said.

She moved Silas’s cock around like a stir stick, gently parting Mira’s lips. She’d never seen her little sister’s cunt, not since they were children running around the house naked. Now here she was, legs spread wide, thick cock ready to slide home. She wiggled the tip on Mira’s sensitive clit like she was trying to erase something. Mira sucked air at the jolt of sensation.

“Give it to me,” Mira pleaded. “Enough teasing. Let me feel it.”

Zadie thought about denying her sibling what she craved but couldn’t bring herself to do it. Mira needed it too badly. Zadie spread Mira’s labia with one hand and with the other she pushed Silas in. His cock was fatter than her small hole, so Zadie needed to shove. Silas helped, shuffling his feet even closer, holding Mira by her thighs, using his weight to drive the spear in. Mira groaned. Her head fell back, red hair flowing across her curves. Her torso eased down to the desktop, and she lifted her legs, silently granting Silas everything. The man curled his arms around Mira’s upright thighs and sank more inches. Mira moaned.

“Oh, Zadie,” she said. “You should have warned me. You should have told me it felt like this.”

Silas held tight and began to pump his hips. Zadie knew what her sister experienced. She reached under to cup his warm balls, enjoying their weight in her hand. Mira’s breasts heaved as her body rocked. Zadie burned the sight into her mind. Her work desk would never look the same. She cleared a spot on the tabletop and leaned over next to Mira, offering Silas her cunt from behind if he wanted it.

“My turn,” she said.

He withdrew his wet, curved penis and took a step back.

“Climb on the desk,” he said. “Get on top of her. I want your pussies lined up, stacked, yours above hers. I’ll take turns fucking you both.”

The women looked at each other.

“My body on top of hers?” Zadie asked, hesitating.

“Yeah,” he said. “You can look into each other’s eyes as you take turns taking my cock. Sounds hot to me.”

“I’m game if you are,” Mira said to Zadie.

Zadie climbed onto the desk and straddled her sister. She laid her body atop Mira and Silas positioned her legs, lining their slits up, one above the other. Zadie’s wet cunt was just above Mira’s, clits almost touching. Silas leaned down to lick both women, spreading them open and sucking inner lips. He got them both squirming and then he stood tall, sliding his stiff cock into Zadie. Her eyes flew wide open. Mira grabbed her sister’s face and kissed her forehead.

“Take it, bitch,” she joked.

She hugged Zadie just to feel her body rock with each thrust. Moments later she felt pressure at her opening and then a fat hard dick slide deep.

“I love his cock,” she told Zadie.

“Me too,” Zadie said. “Give it back.”

The women laughed and then hugged each other again, sharing the moment, allowing Silas to fuck whomever he wished. He took turns, sometimes swapping quickly, sometimes staying in one woman a while. After a while he dragged them off the desk to the floor.

The longer they went, the rougher he got.

They’d started their tryst worried about noise, worried about getting caught. Passion and lust made them forget about anyone outside their room. Silas used his cock like a weapon, skewering one and then the other, moving them around and forcing each to take what he gave. He began to sweat in the closed exam room, and they did too. He had positioned Zadie on all fours, fucking her from behind, when Mira laid down next to her sister and kissed her cheek.

“We’re making a lot of noise,” Mira said. “I’m worried about you getting fired.”

Zadie spoke between grunts and gasps as Silas fucked her deep.

“To hell with getting fired,” she said. “I’m worried about getting arrested.”

Mira brushed the hair off Zadie’s face.

“It’s beautiful, you know? Watching you take cock. I had no idea. You’re a beautiful woman, I’ve always known that, but watching you get fucked is maybe the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Zadie couldn’t answer. Silas had moved his hands to her ass to hold her in place, driving his fat dick deep on every stroke. Zadie felt him thump against her cervix again and again and while it was sometimes uncomfortable, mostly it was wildly sexy. Silas touched places that had never felt a penis before. He rubbed along nerves far up in her she didn’t know she had. She loved that she was now a cheater. She loved that a hot, well-hung stud fucked her. He was rough like Jax had never been, like no lover had ever been. She’d discovered she loved that, too.

He switched to fucking Mira again.

“You get my first load,” he bragged.

Both women looked at each other.

“You can cum more than once?” Mira asked.

“Not every time I have sex,” he said. “But in a situation like this, with women as hot as you two, yeah, I think I can.”

Mira placed her hands on his shoulder and lunged, knocking him backward, causing his cock to flip up and smack his stomach. She straddled him, guiding his penis deep. She leaned over his face and teased him with her breasts, circling his mouth with her nipples. He latched on and she laughed boisterously. Zadie slapped her ass.

“You are a wild child,” she told her sister.

Mira rode Silas hard, grinding her hips down on the man, forcing that stiff cock as far up as she could get it. Her twisted expression told Zadie how good he felt in there. Her sounds grew urgent, higher pitched, more frequent.

“Are you going to orgasm?” Zadie asked.

Mira nodded vigorously.

Adrenaline rushed through Zadie. She had somehow never considered this moment. Not for any of them. Now her little sister was clearly approaching her limit. Silas was pumping deep and strong, and Mira was about to lose it.

“Oh God,” Mira whimpered. “Fuck. Hold my hand, Zade.”

They held hands. Mira rocked her hips a little faster, dragging her clit against him, feeling his thick cock stuffing her tight passage with solid meat.

“Oh!” Mira gasped. “Oh fuuuuuuck!”

Zadie watched in amazement as her sister climaxed like an explosion. Mira lost her mind impaled on that fleshy spear. Her tits heaved and her nipples stiffened. Her jaw went slack and her eyes rolled back. She rocked her hips like a crazy woman, moaning and gasping as pleasures she’d never known before assailed her. On and on the waves washed over her.

Just as she started coming down, Silas grabbed her hips and began thrusting hard, lifting his ass to slam his cock deep. Her weight was nothing to him. His hips pumped faster and faster until he drove his dick all the way in and roared, a fountain of frothy sperm blasting away inside the girl. He slammed his cock deep burying the thing as he poured semen into her.

Mira was wiped out. She lost her balance and tumbled from her perch, sweaty hand slipping free. She crumpled to the carpet, stunned. His cock stood upright as it came out of her, a gleaming tower, soaked in Mira’s juices and dripping sperm. The sight took Zadie’s breath away. It looked gorgeous and dangerous. The rivulets of sperm running down the length were a warning: this potent weapon could, combined with her fertile womb, create a baby. The sight dazzled her. The risk enthralled her. She was repulsed by the perilous threat as well as drawn to it. Sparks flew about wildly inside her skull, like a beach bonfire out of control.

“Can’t let that go to waste,” Zadie mumbled, dragging Mira away. She straddled Silas and aligned his oozing erection to her opening, her fingers smeared Mira’s wetness and Silas’s jizz. She placed the head at her tight slit and lowered her hips, feeling him spread her wide as he entered and then wider still as the shaft followed. She groaned. Mira was the lubrication she needed. Their combined fluids greased that thick pole, easing her penetration. She caught an additional perverse thrill knowing her sister’s pussy juice slid inside along with everything else. She shuddered as an erotic surge raced through her.

This is all so wicked, she thought.

Silas rested his hands on her hips, allowing Zadie to take charge. He watched his fat cock vanish. She sank lower, leaning forward and brushing her wobbling tits in his face. He sucked a nipple as it went by, anchoring her breast to his mouth. Zadie rode him for a while, slowly drawing her clinging pussy up his length until only the head remained inside, and then sitting on his cock again, savoring the sensation of him filling her. He let her use him until he was ready to take over again.

In one motion he scooped her up and stood, holding her off the ground with his arms under her legs. He fucked her while standing, plunging his big cock far into her guts. She winced from time to time when he went too deep, but fucking Silas was so different from fucking Jax that she didn’t care if he hurt her. In fact, she welcomed that kind of pain. She grabbed his face and kissed him.

He lifted her higher and spun her away, planting her feet on the ground and the front of her thighs against the desk. He shoved her forward and began fucking her from behind, gaining strength minute by minute. Soon he pounded her hole, ignoring her gasps and cries.

“Don’t stop!” she growled. “Don’t!”

He didn’t. He had no intention of stopping. Zadie covered her mouth with both hands and orgasmed with a shriek. His stiff cock stabbed her again and again, driving her climax, overwhelming her with pleasure. Her tits bounced wildly to his thrusts and then he grunted loudly and shot the first burst of hot sperm into her womb. Zadie lost her mind. She shoved her ass at him to drive his cock all the way in, feeling him pulse and throb in there as he spewed liquid fire. She almost wept, gratified. She felt every surge, every time his penis expanded and spurt. She lost count in the euphoria of receiving his seed.

Neither moved. Nerves burned. Skin tingled. They were dizzy and elated.

Eventually, he backed away, dragging his schlong out of her body and releasing a flow of sperm. She dribbled onto the carpet. He staggered backward and sank into a chair. Mira lay curled on the floor. Zadie turned slowly and looked around the room, feeling lightheaded and blissful. His cock hung off the edge of the chair and she stared at it, feeling drawn to the thick beast again.

“You need to leave,” she told him.

He nodded slowly, understanding.

“Talk about your walk of shame,” Mira muttered from the floor. “Gail knows. Anyone in the waiting room knows. I hope you don’t get fired.”

“Me too,” Zadie said. “I also hope I don’t get pregnant.”

End Part One
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