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Chapter 1


When Tanya got home it was nearly ten but all the lights were still on. She could see Brian through the big bay window, seated at the dining room table, probably trying to get the last whack of tests graded before the break. 
Emerson’s car was in the driveway, which meant Keira would be home, probably curled up on the couch in the rec room downstairs with her boyfriend.
She let her hands fall from the steering wheel and sighed. She wondered if it had been a mistake going out with the girls? They were both taking this cheating thing so casually. Or, not cheating…affairs…whatever they were calling it.
Sure, the world was changing. People weren’t nearly as uptight as they had been even ten years ago. But just going out and sleeping with other men like that?
She’d been raised pretty strictly and the thought of her parents finding out she’d gone and done something so taboo mortified her. Then again, she was pretty sure her parents had hated each other for thirty-nine of the forty years they’d been married.
She got out of the car and jogged up the driveway, pulling her cute little jacket tight against the chill.
Inside she kicked her heels off and stuffed her feet into the big fuzzy bear paw slippers Brian had pulled out for her just a few days earlier. Winter was here earlier than usual and that meant fluffy pyjamas and hibernation whenever she didn’t have to be out of the house.
“How was your night?” Brian asked, looking up from the stack of papers lying in front of him.
She walked over towards him, smiling, and put her hands on his shoulders. She bent down and gave him a peck on the cheek and a hug. “It was fine. Probably the last time I leave the house at night until April. It’s so freaking cold out there!” she said, chuckling.
She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him from behind. Warmth filled her at the reassuring comfort she felt whenever she was with him.
“Yeah, you feel like you’re freezing!” he said, rubbing her arm. “You should go hop in the shower.”
“I think I will,” she replied, unwrapping her arms from around him and standing up straight. “Kiera and Emerson downstairs?” she asked.
“Yeah. They showed up just after you left. I think they’re planning to stay the night. Speaking of which there’s something janky going on with the bathroom downstairs so we’re down to just the one. I’ll call a plumber tomorrow but in the meantime just a heads up if you’re getting up to go pee in the middle of the night you might not be the only one looking for a toilet up there.”
She gave his shoulder a squeeze. “You almost done?” she asked.
“Not nearly,” he replied, shaking his head. “But I don’t think I have much more energy left for the rest of these tonight. I’ll get them done this weekend.” He turned and smiled up at her. “I’ll be up in a little bit and you can tell me all about your date!”
Her heart did a little trill at that word. She hadn’t told him about any of the sordid gossip going on in their little brunch club.
Upstairs, she pushed into the bathroom and flicked on the overhead heat lamp. The bulb glowed red, casting everything in a warm crimson hue. She left it to heat up while she padded into the bedroom.
The dress came off and she hung it up in the closet. She unhooked her bra and let it fall away, then shimmied out of her underwear. Forty-five, but the mirror showed her the truth. She’d kept herself in great shape. All those early morning runs and yoga sessions with Samantha paid off every time she saw her reflection.
That thought was followed by the inevitable pang of sadness that always seemed to grip her in these moments. She wondered if Brian still appreciated all the effort she put into her appearance?
The last year or so their mostly serviceable sex-life had dwindled to once or twice a month. She never caught him checking her out anymore. She wondered if that was just what happened to everyone’s marriage? Or was there something to be done about it?
Not one to ruminate, she grabbed the big fluffy bathrobe from the hook on the back of the door and wrapped herself in it, cinching the belt tight. The fabric was soft against her skin, warm and comforting.
Back in the bathroom, she turned the water on and let it run until steam began to rise. The heat lamp had warmed the space up nicely and now with the steam going it was the closest thing she was getting to a sauna. She dropped the robe and stepped under the spray.
The warmth hit her shoulders and she shivered, goosebumps racing down her arms despite the heat. Water cascaded over her breasts, down her stomach, between her legs. She closed her eyes and let her hands drift over her body, tracing the curve of her waist and the slope of her hips.
Arnelle’s voice echoed in her head. It was amazing. I felt alive again.
Rachel’s giggle. You should try it. You really should.
Her fingers moved lower, tentative. She’d been doing this more lately. Thinking about things she shouldn’t. About someone she definitely shouldn’t.
Kaden.
She’d been sinfully indulging these little fantasies about her tutoring client in the moments she found herself alone.
Those broad shoulders. The way he leaned back in his chair during their tutoring sessions, legs spread wide, taking up as much space as he could like he owned the world. That cocksure grin he flashed every time he saw her. Almost arrogant. Typical for a twenty-year-old.
But there was an energy to him. A raw, unfiltered confidence that made her skin tingle. Made her wonder what that confidence would feel like directed at her in a different context.
Her finger found her clitoris and began to move in slow circles. She pictured his hands instead of hers. Those big, strong hands that drummed impatiently on the table any time she tried to focus their sessions on the books he was supposed to be reading..
The water beat down on her and she leaned against the tile, her breathing quickening. Wrong. This was so wrong. He was her student. Her tutoring student, technically, but still.
Her finger moved faster.
She imagined him in here with her. Water running down those shoulders. That grin. That energy focused entirely on…
A knock at the door shattered the moment.
“Mom? You almost done in there?”
Kiera’s voice.
Tanya jerked her hand away like she’d been burned, heart hammering against her ribs. “Just…just a few more minutes, honey!”
“Okay! No rush, just letting you know I need to get in there!”
Footsteps retreated down the hall.
Tanya stood there, water streaming over her flushed face, breathing hard. Guilt crashed over her like a wave. What was she doing? Fantasizing about a student while her husband sat downstairs grading papers and her daughter waited to use the bathroom?
She grabbed a bottle of body wash and squeezed some into her palm. She rinsed it off quickly, turned the water off and stepped out of the shower. After towelling off, she draped the robe around her shoulders and cinched the belt tight. She stuffed her feet back into the fluffy slippers and opened the door.
Steam billowed out from the bathroom, temporarily obscuring her vision. She gasped when she bumped into someone standing just outside the door.
“Oh! Sorry Mrs. Thompson!”
“Emerson!” she said, forcing a smile and stepping back. She noticed his discreet but unmistakable glance at her chest.
She looked down to see that her robe had fallen open, giving him an ample view of her cleavage. There was no way to be discreet about covering herself up. She looked away, not wanting to embarrass him for looking.
“Just in line for the bathroom here,” he muttered, letting out an awkward chuckle. “It’s nice to see you.”
“Nice to see you too,” she replied, stepping around him and hurrying into the bedroom. She swung the door shut.
He was a good kid and Kiera was lucky to have found him. His dad was a firefighter and he’d been a cadet in high school. He was always helpful and very polite.
But he was a man. Twenty years old and with an athletic build. He’d always been respectful but she’d caught him stealing glances at her from time to time.
She harboured a guilty secret about that. It was horrible and she felt like a terrible person every time she thought about it. This was her daughter’s boyfriend, for crying out loud.
She didn’t mind it when he looked at her. She didn’t mind catching him checking out her ass or her breasts. In fact, a part of her kind of liked it. That she could still draw that kind of attention from a man that age.
She’d never taken it any further than that in her mind. That would just be too wrong. But this thing with Kaden now…
Kaden was just about the same age. Similar in stature and build. He was a lot more cocky than Emerson and somehow that made him more enticing. Some weird bad boy craving she’d developed, probably from one too many romance novels.
She heard the toilet flush, then heard knocking on the bathroom door.
“Come on Emerson I’m gonna pee my pants out here!” she heard Kiera whine.
She looked up at her reflection in the mirror again, then walked over to it. She let the lapels of her robe fall apart and treated herself to what Emerson would have seen in front of the bathroom door.
Not bad for a forty-five year old mother of two. She’d overheard someone calling her a “total milf” at a Christmas party a few years back. She’d had to look up what that meant but been pleased when she found out.
She heard Brian’s footsteps on the stairs. The sound, possibly combined with the gossipy evening and her little encounter with Emerson out in the hall, gave her a tingly feeling deep below her belly.
Instead of closing the robe tighter around her body she left the lapels open. She stepped out of her fluffy slippers and walked over to her makeup table in bare feet.
Brian walked into the bedroom and pushed the door shut with his heel. He was unbuttoning his shirt as he crossed to the armchair in the corner.
“Most of them actually did pretty well on this one. I was worried after that last unit but I think they’re finally getting the hang of symbolism.”
He pulled the shirt off and draped it over the back of the chair, then unbuckled his belt and stepped out of his chinos. He folded them neatly and laid them across the arm.
Standing there in his boxers and undershirt, he turned and looked at her. His eyebrows drew together.
“What are you doing putting your makeup on at this time of night?”
Tanya turned on the stool to face him. The robe fell open wider as she moved, exposing the curve of her breasts. She crossed one bare foot over the other beneath the chair and rested her hands on her thighs.
She watched his eyes drop to her chest. They stayed there.
The flush she’d felt in the shower returned, spreading across her skin. This was better. This attention from her husband felt right, not twisted and guilty like her thoughts about Kaden.
She shrugged and said nothing.
Brian stood there for a moment, his gaze moving from her cleavage to her face and back again. Something shifted in his expression.
He crossed to the bedside table and clicked on the lamp. Then he moved to the wall switch and turned off the overhead light.
They were both bathed in the low, yellowish light of the small lamp.
She watched him walk toward her. He reached down and took her hands, pulling her gently to her feet.
His palms slid up her arms, warm and familiar. His fingers traced the line of her shoulders, then moved to the collar of her robe. He didn’t push it off. Just ran his hands along the fabric, following the lapels down.
His eyes dropped to her cleavage again.
That thrill shot through her. The same one she’d felt when she caught Emerson looking. But this was different. Better. This was her husband. The man who was supposed to look at her this way.
She stepped closer, pressing her body against his.
“I want to tell you something,” she whispered.
His hands stilled on her arms. He looked down at her, waiting.
Her heart hammered. What did she want to tell him? That she’d been fantasizing about a twenty-one-year-old student? That she’d been getting herself off in the shower thinking about his hands on her body?
No. God no.
But she wanted to tell him something. Something real.
“I want you to want me,” she said. “The way you used to.”
His expression softened. One hand came up to cup her cheek.
“I do want you.”
“Do you?” The words came out smaller than she intended. “Because it doesn’t feel like it anymore. You barely look at me. We barely touch.”
“Tan…”
“I’m not trying to start a fight,” she interrupted. “I just...I need you to see me. Really see me. The way you’re looking at me right now.”
His thumb brushed across her cheekbone. His other hand slid around to the small of her back, pulling her closer.
“I see you,” he said quietly. “I’m sorry I haven’t been showing it.”
She tilted her face up toward his, her lips parting.
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Chapter 2


He leaned in and pressed his lips against hers. 
She closed her eyes and let his tongue slip into her mouth. He hadn’t kissed her like this in a long while and it was nice to know he wasn’t opposed to taking her up on her offer of intimacy.
His hands slipped down her arms and came to rest on her hips.
She put her hands on his wrists and shifted his palms behind her. From her hips to the shelf of her ass, then lower until he was cupping her ass cheeks.
He gave them a gentle squeeze and it felt nice but it wasn’t what she was craving. It wasn’t what Rachel or Arnelle had described about their trysts.
She chided herself in her mind for having such scandalous thoughts as she was trying to seduce her husband.
Brian broke away from the kiss and nuzzled her neck, planting gentle kisses on the tender flesh there.
She shifted her hips beneath him, trying to press herself harder against his touch. Her fingers traced down his back, nails dragging lightly through the cotton of his undershirt.
“Maybe we should…” She tugged at his collar, pulling him toward the bed.
He followed willingly, stumbling a bit as she backed up. The mattress hit the backs of her knees and she sat, then reclined against the pillows. She left the robe where it was, parted wide enough to reveal everything, yet still draped across her shoulders.
His eyes travelled down her body and lingered on her breasts.
Heat bloomed across her skin under his scrutiny. She patted the space beside her.
Brian climbed onto the bed. Still wearing his undershirt and boxers, his pale skin visible where the fabric gaped at his collar.
He reached out and his hand disappeared into the folds of her robe. His palm settled on her breast, fingers curling gently around the soft flesh.
She remembered when his touch used to be more urgent. When he’d press her against walls and fumble with her clothes because waiting another second was too long. Now everything felt choreographed, like he was following steps from a manual.
Her hand slipped between his legs. Through the cotton of his boxers she felt him, soft and warm. She stroked him through the fabric, coaxing blood into his middle-aged cock.
He lowered his head and took her nipple into his mouth. The wet warmth was pleasant, his tongue circling the tightening bud. But there was no desperation in it. No hunger.
She kept working him with her hand until she felt him stiffen against her palm. His hand moved from her breast and travelled down her stomach, between her legs. His fingers found her pussy and rubbed in small, methodical circles.
The sensation was fine. But it was a bit…clinical. Like he was checking items off a list. Kiss neck, touch breast, stimulate clitoris.
She pulled at his boxers and he shifted to help her slide them down. His cock bobbed free, pink and reasonably hard. She wrapped her fingers around it properly now and gave it a few more strokes.
“Come here,” she whispered.
He positioned himself between her thighs, one hand braced beside her shoulder. She guided him to her entrance and felt the blunt head of his cock press against her.
He eased forward and the familiar stretch began. Her body accepted him inch by inch.
Mischief sparked in her chest. Something wicked and new that made her pulse quicken in a way his gentle thrusting wasn’t managing.
She looked up into his eyes as he filled her as completely as he was able.
“I want to share something with you.”
His hips stilled. “What?”
Her mind raced ahead, thinking of Rachel’s confession at the bar, the way the other women had leaned in to hear every detail. The forbidden thrill that had hummed through her body as she listened.
“A fantasy,” she said, her voice dropping lower. “Something I’ve been thinking about.”
He furrowed his brow, obviously puzzled by this interruption in the normal routine of their copulation. “What?” he echoed.
On the one hand it felt strange. Lying on her back with her husband inside her, starting a story for him about her dirty fantasies. But strange felt good. Strange was different, at least.
“It’s about the girls. They’ been…getting into trouble,” she whispered.
The furrow in his brow deepened and he stared at her intently, probably wondering why she would bring up such a bizarre topic mid-coitus.
“Rachel slept with another man.” The words were out of her mouth before she could stop herself.
His eyes widened, pupils dilating as the information settled in his brain.
“Rachel? She…” His voice caught. “With who?”
Tanya felt it then. The unmistakable pulse of his cock swelling inside her. Thickening against her inner walls in a most pleasant way.
“One of her physio clients,” she whispered. She watched his face, cataloguing every micro-expression. “I’ve been meaning to tell you about this. Arnelle started it all. Had a whole affair. Samantha’s been seeing someone too.”
“Jesus Christ, Tanya.” He started to withdraw, his hips pulling back.
Her hands shot to his ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh there. “Stay.”
He froze, half inside her, confusion written across his features.
“Please. Just stay.”
He nodded slowly and eased back in. She adjusted beneath him, tilting her pelvis and rocking her hips in small strokes. The head of his cock dragged against that sensitive spot inside her and she felt the pleasant pulse of her own arousal.
“Affairs?” His voice had gone quite hoarse.
“Something like that.” She kept moving, slow grinding motions that stimulated him with each rotation. “They’ve all had experiences. Outside their marriages.”
His cock swelled even harder. She could feel every ridge, every vein pressed against her inner walls now. The transformation was remarkable. He filled her very impressively.
“That’s…” His mouth hung open, jaw slack. “I can’t believe they would...”
She traced her fingers up his spine, feeling the tension coiled there. “Rachel said it was incredible. The way he looked at her. Like he needed her.”
A flush crept up his neck and spread across his cheeks. His carotid pulsed visibly, a rapid flutter beneath the skin.
“Why are you telling me this?” The question came out strangled.
Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was the moment. The precipice she’d been dancing around since the fantasy first took root in her mind.
“I have this client.” The words tumbled out rushed and breathy. “His name is Kaden.”
Brian’s cock twitched inside her.
“He’s twenty-one. Built very well. All muscle and swagger.” She paused, biting her lower lip. “He looks at me sometimes during our sessions and I...”
She trailed off, leaving the implications hanging in the charged air between them.
His cock was granite now. Harder than she’d felt it in a decade. The throbbing heat of it made her pussy clench involuntarily around his shaft.
“You what?” His face had gone crimson, sweat beading at his hairline.
“I could never.” Her nails dug crescents into his ass cheeks. “Not without your permission. But I think about it sometimes.”
His breathing had gone ragged, chest heaving with each inhale. That vein in his neck pounded so hard she could count the beats.
“Tanya, what are you…”
A part of her couldn’t believe she’d taken it this far. That she’d somehow managed to bring him along with her. “Do you want me to?” The question escaped as barely a whisper. “Would it excite you?”
She could feel every muscle in his body taut as wire. His cock jerked inside her, harder than steel, stretching her in the most exquisite way.
“I don’t... I can’t...” He stammered, utterly lost.
She pulled him down until his ear was against her lips.
“Fuck me,” she breathed. “Fuck me, Brian. Your cock feels so amazing right now.” She closed her eyes and braced herself for his thrust.
His whole body quivered above her. She felt the tremors run through him where their skin touched, chest to chest, his cock buried inside her. The rigid shaft pulsed against her inner walls, and she knew he was wrestling with something inside his mind.
He pulled back an inch, maybe two. Then shoved forward in a jerky, spasmodic thrust that made her gasp.
“It’s okay.” Her palms smoothed across the plane of his back, feeling the damp heat of his skin through the undershirt. “You’re okay.”
Another stuttering thrust. His hips bucked without rhythm, the movement almost involuntary.
“Slow,” she whispered. “Go slow if you need to.”
He withdrew more carefully this time, the thick head of his cock dragging along her inner walls. When he pushed back in, the angle was different. Perfect. The swollen tip rubbed against that spot deep inside that made sparks scatter through her pelvis.
“God.” He grunted the word.
She gripped his hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh there. Guiding him, encouraging him to take his time. Each time he thrust forward she tilted her pelvis to meet him, making sure he hit that same exquisite pressure point.
His face hovered above hers. He was flushed a lovely red now and had started to sweat. She could make out both confusion and arousal in his expression. His mouth hung open, his breath coming in ragged pants.
She felt the tension coiling in her core, winding tighter with each stroke.
“Wait.” He froze mid-thrust, cock buried deep. “I can’t... if I keep going...”
His shaft throbbed inside her, pulsing hard enough that she could feel it against her clenching muscles.
“Breathe,” she told him. “Just breathe.”
She held still beneath him, resisting the urge to rock her hips and chase her own pleasure. His cock twitched and jerked inside her as he fought for control.
She loved this. She loved the wild look in his eyes. The fact that he was on the verge of ejaculating without the endless pumping that normally required. A smile lit her mouth.
After several heartbeats he started moving again. Slow, measured strokes that rubbed her in all the right ways. She guided him with her hands, adjusting the angle minutely until he was hitting that perfect spot on every thrust.
The pressure built in waves. Each time he pushed deep she felt herself climbing higher, the sensation radiating out from where they were joined.
“That’s it.” Her voice had gone breathy and thin. “Just like that.”
He paused again, entire body going rigid. “Tanya, I’m...”
“Not yet.” She squeezed his hips, holding him still. “Not yet.”
His cock pulsed so hard she thought he might come anyway. But he managed to hold off, trembling above her like a man on the edge of collapse.
When the danger passed he resumed his rhythm. Slower now, more careful. But the friction was still exquisite. She felt her own orgasm building unstoppable momentum. Her inner muscles started to flutter around his shaft.
“Yes.” The word came out as a hiss. “Yes, Brian. Right there.”
Everything tightened at once. Her thighs. Her stomach. The muscles of her pussy clenching down on his cock as the climax crested.
“Now.” She dug her heels into the backs of his thighs, locking him in place. “Fuck your cum into me. Do it now.”
His hips pistoned forward and she moaned as she felt the first hot pulse of his release flooding her channel as her own orgasm crashed through her body.
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Chapter 3


She grinned as she glanced at her phone. 
Are you there yet?


This was the third text he’d sent her in the last twenty minutes, even though he knew perfectly well what time she finished school and what time the appointment was.
She’d woken up to the hard pressure of his stiff pressing against her thigh. It had instantly taken her back. Back to when they’d just been married and carefree and unashamed.
Back to when Brian still had a dirty streak inside him.
They’d made love again that morning, if you could call it that. Brian had been insanely aroused and she hadn’t had enough time to get herself worked up to an orgasm. She didn’t mind.
She’d still felt the remnants of his warm goo dripping from her on the way to work and it had put her in a totally different headspace than she was used to.
Now she turned and looked up at the three storey brownstone she’d been visiting on Mondays, Wednesdays and Thursdays for the last three weeks. She pulled the door handle and got out of the car and pulled her small leather laptop bag out with her.
When she closed the door she looked at her reflection in the driver’s side window.
The cream silk blouse beneath her blazer had a neckline that dipped just below her collarbone. Nothing scandalous, nothing that would raise eyebrows in a staff meeting. But the fabric draped in a way that suggested curves rather than concealing them, clinging subtly at her chest before falling loose around her waist.
She’d chosen it deliberately that morning.
The guilt flickered as she studied her reflection. What was she doing? This wasn’t just fantasy anymore. She’d dressed for him. For a twenty-one-year-old who didn’t give a damn about Hemingway or sentence structure.
But then she remembered Brian’s face last night. The way his eyes had widened when she’d said Kaden’s name. The urgency in his movements afterward.
And this morning? God, this morning he’d been ravenous. He’d pulled her hair. Gripped her hips hard enough to leave faint marks.
She smoothed the blouse and shrugged the blazer back into place, leaving one button undone. The fabric parted slightly when she moved, offering glimpses without being obvious about it.
She locked the car and walked toward the brownstone, her heels clicking against the pavement. She climbed the steps to the front door of apartment ninety-seven and knocked.
She glanced side to side, curious if anyone was watching. Of course, even if someone was, there was nothing to hide. She was a part-time tutor showing up in a very professional outfit at a clients house.
Kaden obviously came from money because even the scholarship kids didn’t live in this part of town, let alone have a whole apartment to themselves.
Her back straightened as the door opened in front of her. She smiled.
Kaden Jones stood six foot five with all the lean strength and power baseball players have. His arms weren’t thick but were well-defined enough to merit more than the occasional glance from her when he wasn’t looking. Hard pecs and what were surely washboard abs between the loose t-shirts he most often wore.
“Yo, Mrs. Bramwell,” he said, smiling and stepping to the side to let her in.
She cleared her throat and lowered her eyes and stepped over the threshold into the cozy house.
The entryway opened into a living room with exposed brick walls and original hardwood floors that gleamed under recessed lighting. A leather sectional faced a mounted flatscreen, and beyond that, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked a small private courtyard. The furniture had that understated expensive quality. Nothing flashy, everything perfect.
Kaden gestured toward the dining table where his textbooks already sat in a haphazard pile.
“You want a drink or something?”
“I’m good, thanks,” she replied.
She set her bag down and pulled out her laptop, aware of him moving behind her. The apartment smelled like his cologne.
He dropped into the chair across from her, sprawling with that casual athletic and youthful confidence.
“So what’re we doing today? More Hemingway?”
She looked at him and smiled. She leaned back in her own chair and crossed her legs.
It took a couple seconds but she saw it when it happened. He looked to the side, his eyes making a lighting but obvious detour at the spot her blouse was parted just above her breasts.
“Did you do the reading that I asked?” she asked him.
He smiled and narrowed his eyes at her. “I was so busy at the gym,” he said.
She folded her arms across her chest. “How many tutors did you go through before you hired me?”
“Aw, come on Mrs. B you don’t need to be like th…”
“No, no. I’m not taking you on some guilt trip. I’m just curious.”
He thought for a moment. “First of all I didn’t hire you. Coach says that…”
“Yeah, yeah. You need to pass this class. I know that. You know that. I’m here to help but you so I need to figure this out. Can you indulge me?”
He took a deep breath and sighed.
She saw his eyes again flicker across the exposed patch of skin just below her collarbone. She knew she’d got it right.
“You’re number four,” he said.
She nodded. “So that’s four professionals now that haven’t been able to figure out what makes you tick. What motivates you.”
He shrugged. “I guess?”
“So what motivates you, Kaden?” she asked, staring him down.
His lazy smile faded and he looked back across the table at her. Again his eyes sank, lightning quick, to the part of her blouse before shooting back up to meet her stare. “I like playing ball,” he said.
“That it?” she pressed.
He hesitated for a few moments, then looked off to the side, covered his mouth and snickered.
“Something else you want to tell me?” she asked.
“Nah. That might get me into some trouble,” he admitted.
‘Try me?”
He turned his head and glanced at her sideways, then shook it. “Nah. I’m good,” he replied.
Excitement and nervous paranoia gripped her all at once. This was a pretty big fucking play she was about to make. And if she’d read him wrong? If she’d read him wrong that might not just be the end of her side hustle.
“You good?” he asked, eyeing her. “You lookin’ a little flushed.”
“I’m feeling a little flushed. But, yeah, thanks, I’m good,” she replied.
He raised an eyebrow at her.
“Okay, Kaden, I’m going to level with you.” Her pulse accelerated and she could feel her face getting even warmer.
Kaden suddenly looked deathly serious.
“You’re a young man. Athletic. Handsome. On a scholarship. I bet you do alright.”
“Do alright?” he asked.
She reached up, slipped the button of her blouse through the eyelet and let the fabric part wider. “You know what I’m talking about.”
He sat up straighter in his chair. This time he looked neither apologetic or abashed when he lowered his eyes to the flesh she’d just exposed. His gaze lingered on the cleft of flesh her plump breasts made. He looked back up at her again and tilted his chin back.
She leaned forward, resting one arm on the table and giving him an even more unrestricted view down her blouse. “Let me be clear about where I’m coming from,” she said, her voice low.
“I won’t bore you with the details of my financial arrangement with the school. Let’s just say I have a very vested interest in making sure you pass this class. I also think I may have some assets, some…tools in my box, that your other tutors may not have been willing to use.”
He glared at her for a few long moments, then cracked a smile. “Yo, what? This shit is not for real.” The smile widened into a grin. “You a narc, Mrs. B?”
She kept her expression dead serious. “I’m not a narc, Kaden. I love money. And…” She trailed off and let her eyes trail down his body. “I find the thought of providing you with the correct motivation…not unappealing.”
He stared at her for a long time. “Double negative. Not supposed to use those,” he finally muttered.
She allowed the smallest smile to form on her mouth. “I hope that means we’re finally getting somewhere?”
He shifted his weight from one side of the chair to the other and looked around the room. When he looked back at her he allowed himself another long gaze at the curvature of her breasts dipping into her bra. “What sort of motivation are we talking about here?” he asked.
She realized only then that her heart was pounding in her chest. Her ears started to ring a little and when she shifted in her chair she felt moisture between her legs, greasing her thighs.
She reached across the table and pulled the pristine hardcover of The Old Man and the Sea from the pile of books on the table and opened it. “Read the first five pages and I’ll give you an idea,” she replied.
Kaden watched her as she stood up from the table. He let his eyes wander down the full length of her frame this time, pausing at the parts that most interested men.
She stood in front of him, revelling in the boyish wonder suddenly in his eyes. Knowing that the allure of having something taboo, something forbidden was working inside him.
“Five pages,” she whispered, then turned and started pacing through the hall, her heels clacking softly on the floor.
Tanya wandered through the apartment, her pulse still racing. 
Framed photos lined the hallway. Kaden in various baseball uniforms, mid-swing or mid-pitch. Team photos. A few with an older couple who must be his parents. She paused at one: Kaden grinning beside a dark-haired girl in a sundress, his arm slung around her shoulders.
The kitchen opened to her left. Marble countertops gleamed under pendant lighting. Everything looked catalogue-perfect. The stove showed no splatter marks. No dishes in the sink. She pulled open the fridge. Energy drinks, protein shakes, takeout containers stacked evenly with an almost military precision.
What kind of twenty-one-year-old lived like this? No pizza boxes. No clutter. Just this pristine, soulless space that felt more like a showroom than a home.
“Alright, I’m done.”
His voice carried from the dining room.
Tanya closed the fridge and walked back through the hall. She found Kaden leaning back in his chair, the book open in front of him.
She moved behind him and leaned over his shoulder, close enough that her breasts brushed against his back. She could smell his cologne more strongly now. The scent of it made the bottom of her belly clench.
“How far did you get?” she asked.
“Five pages. Like you said.”
“What happened?” she asked.
“Old guy goes fishing with a kid. Can’t catch anything. Kids dad puts him on another boat.”
Good enough.
A strange calm descended over her as she reached up and undid the third button of her blouse.
Kaden put an arm on the armrest of the chair and another on the table, turning to face her, his eyes falling to her breasts.
A funny arousal laced with guilt crept through her at what she was doing. Being so transactional about her sexuality with this young man.
She was sure he didn’t need this. With a body like that and a career playing ball lined up she was sure he didn’t need her wizened frame to gawk at.
So what was all that wonder doing in his eyes? It tickled her. The way his lips parted when she unclasped her bra. The way his gaze fixated on her chest as she pulled her tits out for him.
Her nipples were stiff and pointy. She wondered if he’d caught a whiff of the tangy juices that were soaking out of her?
He stared at her breasts like it was his first time looking at a half-naked woman. Then he brought his eyes up to hers and pushed himself to stand.
She suddenly felt very exposed and a little silly with her tits hanging out. She made to step back but his hand worked around the small of her back and he pulled her into a strong embrace.
Leaning forward, he pressed his lips against hers and plunged his tongue into her mouth.
She let out a surprised little warbling sound. She hadn’t planned this. She hadn’t expected the intimate contact. Not yet. She thought she’d show him what she was promising and leave it at that for today. Leave him hoping he could get more next time.
Now his hand was on her breast. Kneading and squeezing and now rolling her nipple between his fingers as he fucked his tongue into her mouth.
Her core tightened and her knees went weak and she knew it was too much all at once.
Summoning a Herculean strength from within her, she pushed both hands against his abs, pushing herself away and tucking her breasts back into the bra. Pulling the blouse shut to cover them.
“I’m sorry I didn’t mean to…”
“It’s fine,” she whispered, holding up her hand to stop his apology. “I should have told you what I had in mind.” She looped a button through an eyelet, then another.
“You’re so fine.”
She looked up at him and was startled to see the intensity in his eyes. “I want you to finish that book, Kaden,” she said.
“Then what?”
Then what?
She wished she’d planned this out better. She wished she had an answer for him.
Would she just come back and take his book report and let him fuck her? The vulgarity of the thought struck her. She cleared her throat and stood up taller, collecting herself. “I want you to finish the book, Kaden. I’ll be back on Wednesday. How does that sound?”
He stared at her saying nothing. Then he nodded.
She pulled her laptop and bag off the table and didn’t bother putting it away before slipping out the door and down the steps to the car.
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Chapter 4


She didn’t see the six texts from Brian until she was parked in the driveway of the house. Thank god Emerson’s car wasn’t there and Brian’s was. Which meant they’d hopefully have the evening to each other without the kids loafing around. 
A weird guilt had gripped her and wouldn’t let go. She kept thinking of the way Kaden had looked at her. The way he’d moved on her, confident and aggressive. The way he’d kissed her, thrusting his tongue deep into her mouth.
It wasn’t a guilt born of regret. She wasn’t sure what she’d expected. Him to sit politely and stare at her tits as she bounced them for him?
This was a young man. A young athlete. His body was pumped full of testosterone and fire. Of course he’d taken her exposing herself as permission to take things further.
The guilt was born of the way she’d wished he had. Only now, in hindsight, did she realize exactly how wet her pussy had soaked from being handled by him. Now the ache in her core was crying to be relieved.
She knew Brian would be right behind that door. Probably pacing in the hall, worried because she hadn’t replied.
She pulled out her phone and tapped out a quick reply to the last text he’d sent.
I’m in the driveway. Just need a minute.


She hit send, then started to collect her laptop and her bag. She got out of the car and walked up the driveway with her head lowered.
She wasn’t ashamed. She didn’t want to see the neighbours right now, though.
At the door she started fumbling through her purse to find her keys. She gasped when it opened in front of her. She looked up to see Brian standing there.
His face was pale and his eyes were wide behind his glasses.
The sight of him collided violently inside her with what she’d just done with Kaden.
“Tanya?” he asked, her name coming like a croak from his throat.
The sound gave her a momentary panic. Somehow she hadn’t thought of this. She hadn’t contemplated the bare reality of confronting him in broad daylight after an intimate moment with another man. She needed space. She needed time.
She stepped into the house and brushed past him. Her hand glanced the stiff erection at his lap.
“Tanya?” he said, louder now.
“I just…I need a second. I just need a shower.” She could barely catch her breath. She let her bag drop to the floor and she clambered up the steps and into the bathroom, locking the door to make it clear she wanted to be alone.
Her reflection in the mirror caught her equally off guard.
The woman staring back looked like a stranger. Flushed cheeks. Lips swollen from the kiss. Hair tousled where Kaden’s fingers had run through it. 
This was what he’d seen. This was the woman who’d unbuttoned her blouse in a twenty-one-year-old’s apartment.
Her fingers moved to the buttons, trembling as she undid them one by one. The blouse fell open. She reached into her bra and pulled her breasts free, letting them spill over the cups the way she had for him.
God, they looked obscene. Full and heavy, the nipples hard again.
How had she thought he’d just sit there? How had she imagined any man could look at these and not want to touch and taste and take?
The memory of his hands cupping them flooded back. The way he’d squeezed, confident and greedy. The heat of his mouth closing over her nipple.
“Tanya?”
Brian’s voice came muffled through the door.
She couldn’t answer. Her hand drifted down her stomach, fingers pressing against the fabric of her slacks right over her clit. The pressure sent a jolt through her core.
“Please, Tanya. Talk to me.”
Her zipper rasped as she pulled it down. Her hand slipped inside her pants, inside her underwear. She was soaked. Her fingers found her clit and circled it, the sensation so intense her knees buckled.
She braced herself against the sink with her free hand. In the mirror, she watched herself. Blouse hanging open, breasts exposed, hand buried in her pants. She watched the way her mouth fell open. The way her eyes glazed.
“I’m coming in…”
“Don’t.” The word came out sharp, breathless.
Her fingers moved faster. She thought of Kaden’s apartment, the way his body had pressed against hers. How easy it would have been to just let him keep going. To let him strip her bare on that pristine couch.
Her legs gave out.
She collapsed onto the bathroom floor, catching herself on her hands and knees. Her arm kept working, fingers rubbing frantically as the orgasm built and built and…
It hit completely out of nowhere.
Her body convulsed, muscles clenching as wave after wave rolled through her. She bit down on her lip to keep from crying out. Her hips jerked against her hand as aftershocks rippled through her core.
She stayed there on the cold tile, gasping. Her breasts hung beneath her, nipples grazing the floor. Her hand was still buried in her pants.
Slowly, the world came back into focus. The bathroom rug under her palms. The faint smell of Brian’s aftershave lingering in the air. The sound of his weight shifting outside the door.
She pulled her hand free and sat back on her heels. Her fingers glistened.
What the hell had she done?
Not with Kaden. With Brian. She’d told him about wanting someone else and he’d loved it. She’d created this thing between them, this dangerous game, and now she felt like it was totally out of her control.
She wiped her hand on her slacks and stood on shaking legs. Her reflection looked wrecked.
“Tanya?” Brian’s voice was quieter now. Uncertain.
She buttoned her blouse with trembling fingers. “I’m coming,” she said, steadying her breathing. “I’m coming out now.”
She lifted the hand she’d used to masturbate to her nose and took a deep sniff. She let the fingers fall to her lips and sucked them into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around them, tasting the arousal Kaden had inspired.
Despite the orgasm she felt like an animal. A ravenous fucking animal that needed sex to gorge on.
She let her hand fall to the door and unlocked it, then twisted the knob.
Brian swallowed and pushed his glasses up in his nose when he saw her. “Tanya?” he whispered.
She stepped out of the bathroom and hooked a finger into his belt and began to pull him towards the bedroom.
“Tanya what happened?”
She was giddy with arousal.
She dragged him into the bedroom, the heat of his body radiating through his shirt. Her hand twisted in his belt, knuckles white.
“Tanya, what…”
She spun him around and shoved him toward the bed. His knees hit the edge and he sat hard, mouth opening to speak again. She didn’t let him finish.
Her fingers attacked his belt, yanking the leather free of the buckle. The metal clinked and fell away. She popped the button of his khakis and jerked the zipper down.
“Jesus, Tanya…”
She grabbed the waistband and hauled his pants down to mid-thigh in one violent motion. His erection strained against his boxers, a dark spot already blooming at the tip.
She dropped to her knees.
The carpet scratched her kneecaps but she didn’t care. Her fingers hooked into his boxers and freed his cock. It bobbed in front of her face, thick and flushed.
Her hands flew to her blouse. She tore at the buttons, not caring when one popped free and flew off to the side. She yanked the cups of her bra down and her breasts spilled out.
“Look at them,” she breathed.
Brian’s eyes went even wider behind his glasses. His cock twitched.
She leaned forward and took him into her mouth. No teasing, no buildup. She swallowed him down until he hit the back of her throat.
“Oh god!”
She pulled back and let saliva pool on her tongue, coating him. Her hand gripped the base and she worked him with sloppy, wet strokes. Drool ran down her chin.
Then she pulled him free and pressed his cock against her cheek. The heat of it against her skin made her crack a gleeful grin. She rolled it across her face, from one side to the other, leaving a glistening trail.
“I showed Kaden my tits,” she said, her voice thick and raw. “Just like this.”
Brian’s cock went rigid in her hand. A strangled sound came from his throat.
“He looked at them the way you’re looking now.”
She dragged his shaft across her lips, smearing precum over them like gloss. Then she opened her mouth and took him deep again. Deeper than before. She relaxed her throat and let him slide all the way in.
Her breasts swayed beneath her as she worked. She could feel the slickness between her legs, soaking through her underwear again already.
This was what she needed. To be filthy. To be shameless.
She pulled back and gasped for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. Her hand pumped him fast and rough.
“Tanya, I’m gonna…”
She felt it before he could finish. The way his shaft pulsed in her grip. The way his thighs tensed beneath her hands.
She aimed him at her face and jerked him hard.
He came with a broken groan. Hot ropes of cum splashed across her cheek, her forehead, the bridge of her nose. She kept stroking, milking every drop until it ran down her face and dripped onto her breasts.
She stayed there on her knees, panting. Cum sliding slowly down her skin.
Then she rose and sat on the edge of the bed, spreading her thighs wide. Her hand grabbed the back of his head and yanked him down between her legs.
His hands fumbled with her dainty belt and trousers. He managed to pull them off, along with her underwear. He tugged them off her feet, leaving her in just her heels and blouse, tits still sagging from it.
She felt so fucking dirty. Both of them half clothed, Brian on his knees ready to worship her cunt with his tongue. She had no idea what had possessed her but she was powerless to stop it. “Baby,” she cooed. “Eat my fucking pussy please?”
Just saying it sent a wicked thrill ripping down her spine.
Brian leaned in and she placed a hand gently on the top of his head. His tongue flicked out tentatively, exploring her soft opening like he was tasting it for the first time.
She caressed the side of his head and spread her legs open wider. Her gaze ran down her thighs. Her naked legs looked nice and firm with the heels flexing her calves.
She needed more though. She needed more than he was giving her.
She let her hand fall to his neck and pulled him tight into her crotch. “Lick my pussy hard, baby,” she whispered, panting. “Lick it nice and hard.”
He looked up at her with a look of desperation in his eye. His tongue lolled out of his mouth and he started lapping at her pussy like an obedient dog.
Her head fell back against her shoulders. Some of the cum splattered across her lips oozed onto her tongue. She slurped it down like a warm oyster and her pussy clenched.
She guided his head roughly up and down. She looked down to see his nostrils stuffed full of the wiry hairs of her pubic shrub. A glob of cum fell from her chin and landed on the inside of her thigh.
The depravity of it all, the debasement of them both all inspired by this one wild impulse shocked through her body and made her cry out. She fell back against the mattress moaning as Brian diligently finished her with his mouth.
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Chapter 5


She could feel him watching her through the darkness. His breath was warm on her shoulder and he wasn’t even pretending to be asleep. 
She couldn’t get anywhere close to sleep, either.
They’d talked about it. Dissected it. She’d told him exactly what had happened. What she’d done and how Kaden had surprised her. They’d had sex twice and now her pussy was sore.
What had happened with Kaden was like a virus inside her mind she couldn’t get rid of.
“Are you just going to lie there all night staring at me?” she teased, smiling at him.
“I might,” he whispered back.
Her heart squeezed. He looked like a lovesick puppy dog staring at her. He’d never gazed at her like that. Not even when they’d fallen in love. He looked obsessed and it made her feel wanted in a way she’d never known she needed.
She rolled over onto her side and looked into his eyes. “Are we sure this isn’t too crazy?” she asked.
He gave his head a shake.
His wide eyes made her giggle. She reached down between them and found his flaccid cock.
He twitched at her touch.
She giggled at that, too.
“Tell me what you’re going to let him do?” he whispered.
Her smile widened and she wiggled closer to him and wrapped her hand around his cock. It was warm and had started to harden, despite all of the times she’d made him finish that evening. It was like having a twenty year old man in her bed again.
“What do you want me to let him do?”
“Nuh-uh,” he grunted. “I want story time for husband.”
She closed her eyes and giggled again, delighting in his obsession. She thought of Kaden and the things he might do to her and her sore sex began to saturate again.
“I’d probably start by getting on my knees,” she whispered, stroking Brian slowly. His cock pulsed in her palm, growing harder with each word. “If he does his homework like a good boy.”
Brian’s breathing quickened.
“I’d look up at him while I’m down there.” Her thumb traced the ridge of his head. “Wonder if he’d look smug or if he’d be nervous. Then I’d just... take it in my mouth.”
“Fuck,” Brian breathed.
She squeezed him. “I keep thinking about it. What does his cock look like? Is it bigger than yours?” She felt him throb at the question. “Thicker? Does it curve? What would it taste like?”
Brian groaned and his hips bucked involuntarily.
“Would he taste different? Younger?” She stroked him faster now, her own arousal building as she spoke. “Would he grab my hair? Push himself deeper?”
Her playfulness evaporated. The images flooding her mind weren’t hypothetical anymore. They were plans. Intentions. She released him and rolled onto him, straddling his hips.
“Tanya, fuck, I don’t know if I can…”
She positioned him at her entrance and sank down. The soreness hit immediately and she dragged air through her teeth, hissing. She rocked forward anyway. “Jesus Christ,” she gasped.
Every nerve ending in her pussy burned until her swollen lips felt nothing bu the pleasant stretch of his hardness.
She ground herself against him, working her hips in slow circles.
“Keep talking?” he begged her.
“What about his cock inside me?” she whispered. “What would that feel like?”
Brian’s hands gripped her thighs.
“Would he be rougher than you?” She moved faster, ignoring the ache. “Would he slam into me? Pin me down and take me like a real man?”
“God, Tanya!”
“Would he make me beg for it?” Her movements grew erratic as she felt her own arousal building
Brian thrust up into her and she cried out.
“Would his young cock stay hard after he came?” She rode him harder now, chasing something she couldn’t name. “Could he go again right away? Fill me up twice?”
Her husband’s fingers dug into her flesh hard enough to bruise.
“Would he bend me over his desk?” The words tumbled out without thought. “Make me recite Hemingway while he pounds into me from behind?”
“Fuck, fuck…“
She leaned down, her breasts pressed against his chest, her mouth at his ear. “What if his cum tastes different too?”
Brian made a strangled sound and his cock jerked inside her. The soreness intensified but she didn’t stop. She was so horny it felt like madness. Like fever.
She sat up and looked down at her husband in the darkness. His eyes were wild. Worshipful. Desperate.
“Tell me I can,” she whispered.
“Yes,” he gasped. “Yes. Whatever you want.”
She smiled and began to move again, wondering if she’d actually do it. Wondering if she’d already decided.
It was all fun and games for now. Taking her tits out and letting Kaden kiss her, then coming home and masturbating Brian onto her face.
But when push came to shove would she really be able to go through with it?
She leaned forward and pressed her breast into Brian’s mouth. 
He latched onto her nipple with a desperate hunger that made her moan. His tongue swirled around the sensitive peak, teeth grazing just enough to send sparks through her chest. She slowed her hips, savouring the dual sensations. His mouth on her breast, his cock filling her swollen pussy. The tension in her core built like a tightening spring, coiling deeper with each deliberate rock of her pelvis.
“Tanya, I’m…I’m about to come,” Brian gasped against her skin.
She pulled off of him immediately, not ready for her fun to end just yet.
His cock slipped free, twitching between their bodies, glistening with her wetness. She stared at it, fascinated by how desperate it looked. How needy.
Arnelle’s voice echoed in her memory. “I edge Jason sometimes. Let him get right there, then just... stop. Watch him leak. It drives him fucking crazy.”
It had sounded absurd at the time. Kinky and cruel and completely outside Tanya’s understanding of sex. But now, watching Brian’s cock pulse in the space between them, she felt curious. Wickedly curious.
She slid down his body, settling between his legs. Her hand wrapped around his sticky shaft and squeezed. 
Brian’s head lifted, his eyes finding hers in the darkness. The look on his face, shock mixed with anticipation, made her smile.
She leaned down and dragged her tongue along the length of him, tasting herself. Her own acidic tang made her wrinkle her nose, but she didn’t stop. She licked him clean like he was a lollipop, swirling her tongue around the head.
She stroked him slowly and deliberately. His thighs trembled on either side of her. She  could feel it building in him, the tension radiating through his legs and hips. His breaths came quicker.
She watched his face. Waited for the exact moment when his expression shifted from pleasure to something more urgent and desperate.
Then she let go.
Her eyes widened as semen bubbled from his tip without her touching him. It spilled down his shaft, pooling on his abdomen in gooey strands.
Brian made a strangled sound. Something between pleasure and frustration and his hips jerked uselessly in the air.
But his cock stayed hard.
She stared at it, transfixed. The ruined orgasm hadn’t softened him at all. If anything, he looked more desperate than before.
“Jesus Christ,” she breathed.
“Tanya, please!” He grunted.
The desperate plea only made her more curious about how far she could take this?
She wrapped her hand around him again, smearing his cum along his length. The slickness made her strokes easier, faster. Brian’s whole body went rigid.
“Does it hurt?” she whispered.
“No. Yes. I don’t…fuck, I don’t know.”
She squeezed harder. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”
He groaned again and gently beat his fists against the mattress.
She stroked him good and slow again. One stroke up, one stroke down. Wonder filled her at how hard he was. She lifted her other hand between his legs and gently feathered his ball sack with the tips of her fingers.
His cock throbbed in her slick grip, and she watched the veins pulse beneath the thin skin. She stroked upward, twisting her wrist at the apex, then dragged her palm down.
Brian sucked in deep lungfuls of air.
“I want to hear you,” she murmured. “Tell me what you want.”
His eyes squeezed shut. “Tanya, please,” he grunted.
“Tell me.”
“I need to come.” The words tumbled out in a rush. “Please let me finish. Don’t stop like before. I can’t…fuck, I need it so bad.”
A wicked thrill shot through her chest. She’d never heard him beg. Never seen him this vulnerable, this desperate for her touch. The power of it made her dizzy.
She stroked him faster, building the rhythm. His hips rose to meet her hand.
“Tell me if you want me to stop,” she whispered.
“Don’t. Don’t stop.”
But she could feel it building in him again. The same tension. His thighs went rigid and his breathing hitched and his cock went steel-hard in her palm.
She released him.
“No!” Brian gasped.
Another glob of semen spurted from his tip, smaller than before, dribbling down his shaft in thick rivulets. His cock twitched violently, still desperately hard, and he let out a tortured sound.
Tanya stared, mesmerized. His tortured state would normally have horrified her, but instead it filled her with dark fascination. The way his body betrayed him. The way he leaked without satisfaction. The way he stayed hard no matter what she did to him.
Arnelle had been right. This was intoxicating.
But mercy crept in at the edges of her flirting with cruelty. She couldn’t leave him like this.
She wrapped her hand around him again, smearing the fresh semen along his length. Brian’s whole body jerked.
“One more question,” she said softly.
“Anything. Fuck, anything.”
Her strokes remained slow and measured. “Are you going to let Kaden fuck me?”
Brian’s eyes flew open and locked onto hers. “Yes,” he rasped. “God, yes.”
She stroked him faster, building him up again, watching his face contort with desperate pleasure. His cock went rigid in her grip, that familiar ejection hardness that signalled his point of no return.
She scrambled onto him, releasing his shaft and positioning herself above him. Before he could process the movement, she sank down onto him burying his cock inside her swollen, leaking pussy.
The soreness flared white-hot but she ignored it, grinding her hips forward as Brian erupted inside her. His cock pulsed, flooding her with warmth, and the sensation of him coming deep in her pussy triggered something inside her, too.
Her own orgasm crashed over her without warning. She cried out, her hands splaying across his chest as the contractions seized her. Every nerve ending fired at once, pleasure and pain and exhaustion bleeding together until she couldn’t separate one from the other.
Brian’s hands found her hips, holding her steady as they both shuddered through the aftershocks. His cock continued to twitch inside her, spilling the last of himself into her swollen sex.
She collapsed forward onto his chest, gasping for air. His heart hammered against her cheek. Neither of them spoke.
The silence was broken by the sound of her quiet giggling.
Brian’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close. “I love you,” he whispered into her hair.
“I love you too,” she said, laughing against his neck.
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Sexual excitement had twisted into nervous anticipation, then back again each time she contemplated the sexual awakening they’d had with Brian. 
She spent each private, stolen moment titillating herself with the memory of flashing Kaden or working herself up thinking about seeing him again.
Now, standing on his doorstep, her stomach was fluttering and her palms were sweaty. Her pulse was beating quick and she wasn’t sure whether to knock or turn around, get back into the car and drive as far away as she could get.
When she’d come home doubting herself, doubting what she had done and was contemplating doing again, it was Brian who had gently prodded her towards it.
Practical, prudent Brian who had been her bastion of rationality for so long had turned into the dirtiest little pervert she’d ever known.
And she freaking loved it.
She loved the way he glommed onto her from the moment she came home and followed her around reeking of sexual desperation. She loved the way she could deconstruct him into a shuddering, moaning wreck of a man, teasing him with what she might do with Kaden while she rode his cock.
Rode his cock.
Even those words were new and foreign and delightful in their depravity. She’d never ridden his cock this much their entire marriage.
But now on Kaden’s front steps everything felt more real, more in focus and more dangerous than just the fantasy they’d been playing with at home.
She raised her hand and held it out in front of the door. The now familiar cycle of excitement, followed by a wave of nerves washed over her. She lowered the hand to her side and her mind waffled on whether to knock or not.
She gasped when the latch clicked and the door swung slowly open.
Kaden stood on the other side, one hand tucked into the pocket of his jeans, the other holding the handle. “How long were you just gonna stand there?” he asked.
She mustered a smile. “I, uh, I thought I forgot something in the car,” she replied.
“Uh-huh. Sure thing,” he said, stepping aside. “You coming in or what?”
Her heart started beating even faster. Now that he was right there in front of her. The first time she’d seen him since exposing herself.
A wicked hot blush rose to her cheeks as she contemplated how unprofessionally she’d acted in front of him.
He reached out and grabbed her arm and pulled her inside, steadying her when she nearly tripped over the threshold. He closed the door behind her, then took a step towards her, pressing her back up against the wall.
For a moment she was paralyzed. She hadn’t been handled like this by a man…ever? Brian would certainly never dominate her like this or put her in such a helpless position.
She glanced up into Kaden’s eyes, then looked off to the side.
“I didn’t know if you’d be back. Not after the way you left last time,” he said. He reached up and brushed her hair off of her forehead.
More heat raced to her cheeks at his gentle touch. “We shouldn’t…” she whispered. Out of the corner of her eye she saw him smile.
“Oh no?” he asked, chuckling. “You come in here and flash those tits at me, then run away, come back and tell me it’s just business?”
Her thoughts raced, colliding and tumbling over each other in a chaotic mess. She was being ridiculous. Absolutely ridiculous. She needed to get a hold of herself, regain some semblance of control before this spiralled completely out of hand.
But his smell invaded her senses with an intoxicating effect. His hard muscles pressed against her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his body. The way he pinned her to the hard wall was doing all sorts of funny things to the space south of her tummy.
And God help her, she could feel herself wetting. The dampness spreading between her thighs as her body betrayed what she wanted so badly.
He kept her pinned there, one hand flat against the wall beside her head, the other still resting possessively on her hip. His thumb traced small circles through the fabric of her blouse.
She swallowed hard, forced herself to take a breath, then another. She needed to get a handle on this. She needed to be back in control.
She looked up at him, meeting his gaze with what confidence she could muster.
“Did you finish the book?”
Kaden laughed, the sound rumbling deep in his chest. He stood up tall and took a step back. “Every last fucking word.”
Then he leaned closer again, his face just inches from hers now, his eyes boring into hers with an intensity that made her knees weak.
“I guess that’s why all of this is here, isn’t it? The power of pussy.” His voice dropped lower. “Now what are you gonna do about it?”
The crude words should have offended her. They should have snapped her back to reality and sent her running for the door. Instead, they sent another pulse of heat straight between her legs.
She forced herself to move, ducking under his arm and slipping out from between him and the wall. Her hands shook as she set her bag down on his pristine coffee table, opening it to retrieve her notes and copy of the novel.
Professional. She needed to be professional.
“Alright then,” she said, proud that her voice came out steady. “Let’s see what you retained.”
She flipped open her notebook, scanning the questions she’d prepared. “What does the marlin represent? Why does Hemingway focus so heavily on Santiago’s struggle?”
Kaden laughed again, moving to lean against the arm of his couch. “That old man probably shouldn’t have sailed out that far.” He shrugged, his muscles flexing beneath his t-shirt. “He seems pretty tired.”
“That’s...” She paused, staring at him. “That’s actually not wrong.”
He smirked and shrugged, like he already knew he wasn’t wrong.
She pressed on, determined to maintain the pretense of tutoring. “What about the boy? Manolin? What role does he serve in the narrative?”
“He cares about the old dude. Brings him food and shit. Probably feels bad for him.”
She realized she hadn’t really considered what happened now. Her slutty, unprofessional plan had worked and she’d been too busy fantasizing with Brian to think about what it was, exactly, she was going to do for Kaden now that he’d actually read the damn book.
“What does he dream about at the end?” she asked, her chin jutting up defiantly.
Kaden smirked again and took a step towards her. “Lions. But I want to talk about another kind of cat.”
“Kaden!” she snapped.
He shook his head. “Come on Mrs. B. What happened? You got cold feet? Did you go home and see your husband and start feeling bad?”
She felt her face immediately flush to what must have been a deep shade of red.
Kaden raised an eyebrow. “Husband? Looks like I hit on something there, did I?”
She looked off to the side. “My private life is…my private life.” Her face only grew hotter as he continued to stare at her.
“You told him, didn’t you?” he finally asked. “You told him what you done?”
She got so hot she thought she might faint.
“That’s alright,” he went on, brushing the backs of his fingers against her cheek. “Ain’t nothing to be ashamed of. And you’re back here now so he must not have been too upset about it, huh?”
She could hear her heart beating in her ears. She could feel what little control she’d managed to wrest from him, slipping away again. She cleared her throat and stepped around him, then walked slowly through the apartment trying to collect her thoughts.
When she turned to face him again he was leaning against the wall, staring at her with just the hint of a smile at the corners of his mouth.
The power of pussy.
She bit back a smirk thinking about what he’d said.
She smoothed her blouse, drew in a long breath through her nose, and lifted her chin. The heat in her cheeks cooled as she found her centre again.
“You’re right,” she said, her voice level. “My husband didn’t have any objections.”
Kaden’s eyebrows rose slightly, but he didn’t interrupt.
“And whatever might happen here...” she gestured vaguely at the space between them, “...has nothing to do with my private life. Or my marriage. That’s off limits and you’re not to mention it again.” She paused, holding his gaze. “If you do, I drop the contract and I don’t come back. Understood?”
He pushed off the wall, standing straighter. “Yeah. Understood.”
“Good.” She set her notebook down on the arm of the couch. “Now, if you’re serious about passing this class, then I’ll give you what you want.”
Kaden took a step toward her, that cocky smirk returning to his face. “So I can get up in that pussy?”
The crude phrasing sent another unwelcome pulse of heat through her, but she maintained her composure. She clasped her hands in front of her, adopting the same tone she used when explaining essay structure to her students.
“If I gave you that now, how would I make sure you finished all the other readings?”
His smirk faltered, then slowly spread into something more genuine. “Damn. Very clever Mrs. B.,” he said, tapping his temple and chuckling.
“I am your tutor, after all. I know how to motivate students.”
He crossed his arms over his chest, muscles flexing beneath his t-shirt. “Alright then. What am I gonna get now?”
She thought for a moment, her mind sorting through the sordid possibilities. The professional veneer she’d just erected began cracking as she contemplated what she was about to offer. Blood rushed to her face again, warming her cheeks and throat.
“I’ll give you a handjob,” she said quietly. “For finishing the book.”
The words hung in the air between them. She couldn’t believe she’d actually said it. She couldn’t believe this was happening. Two weeks ago she’d been a respectable English teacher with a perfectly ordinary marriage and now she was negotiating sexual favours with a client half her age.
Kaden’s eyes darkened. “Yeah?”
“Yes.” She forced herself to maintain eye contact, to pretend this was just another tutoring arrangement. Just another academic transaction. “But that’s all. For now.”
He moved closer, close enough that she had to tilt her head back slightly to meet his gaze. “When?”
Her pulse quickened. She hadn’t thought that far ahead. The fantasy had always ended with the offer, never the execution.
“Now, I suppose,” she heard herself say. “Unless you’d rather wait.”
“Hell no.” He grabbed her hand, his palm warm and slightly rough against hers. “Where you want me?”
The question threw her. She glanced around the sterile apartment, her eyes landing on the pristine couch. “There. Sit down.”
He released her hand and moved to the couch, settling back against the cushions with his arms spread across the back. His confidence radiated off him in waves, making her feel simultaneously powerful and terrified.
She approached slowly, her legs unsteady beneath her. When she stood in front of him, looking down at his expectant face and the obvious bulge straining against his jeans, reality crashed over her in a wave of heat and guilt and desperate arousal.
“Take them off,” she said, surprised by the authority in her voice.
Kaden’s hands moved to his belt.
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Chapter 7


Tanya perched on the edge of the couch, knees pressed together, hands folded in her lap. She watched Kaden hook his thumbs into his waistband and shove his jeans down his thighs. The denim pooled at his ankles and he kicked them off. 
Her eyes jumped from his lap to the hardwood floor. Back to his lap. Down again.
Oh my freaking god.
The outline beneath his black boxer briefs made her stomach flop. She’d expected…well, she wasn’t sure what she’d expected, but it wasn’t this. Not something that looked like it belonged on a different species.
Kaden hooked his fingers into the elastic and pulled the underwear down.
Her breath caught in her throat. A small sound escaped her before she could stop it.
Holy fuck.
It lay thick and heavy against his thigh. Darker than the rest of him, veins visible beneath the taut skin. Even soft it dwarfed anything she’d seen before. The head was broad almost purple. The foreskin cut. Her mind went blank trying to imagine how large it would get when fully hard.
Kaden slouched back against the cushions, arms spread wide along the top of the couch. A grin tugged at the corner of his mouth. “You ever seen a black dick before?”
Heat flooded her face. She tore her gaze away, staring at a spot on the floor between their feet.
“I...no. No, I haven’t.”
The admission made her feel ridiculous. Sheltered. The last thing she’d ever expected to feel at forty-five was sexually inexperienced. But she was. She hadn’t been with a ton of other guys besides Brian.
Meanwhile Kaden probably had girls his own age throwing themselves at him every weekend. Girls who knew what they were doing. Girls who weren’t married English teachers stumbling through this like idiots.
“What do you think?”
She opened her mouth. Closed it. Her brain refused to form words.
“I think it’s...”
What? Terrifying? Beautiful? So big she couldn’t imagine fitting it anywhere on or in her body?
Kaden chuckled, clearly enjoying her floundering.
“Need some help?”
Before she could respond, his hand wrapped around her wrist. The touch sent electricity up her arm. He guided her hand across the space between them and placed it directly on top of his cock.
Oh God.
Heat radiated from it into her palm. She felt the pulse beneath, the weight of it, the stunning size. Her fingers just touched around the girth.
It twitched under her touch and began to swell.
Wetness bloomed between her legs, sudden and captivating. Her underwear grew damp. She squeezed her thighs together but it only made the ache worse.
The cock in her hand grew harder with each passing second. Longer. Thicker. Rising from his lap like something waking up. She couldn’t look away now. Couldn’t think about anything except the feeling of young, virile flesh responding to her touch.
Brian’s cock didn’t do this anymore. Brian’s cock didn’t get this hard this fast.
When had she last touched something so virile?
The realization made her feel old. Foolish. A middle-aged woman playing games she didn’t understand with a man half her age.
But it also made her desperately, achingly aroused.
Her hips shifted on the couch. Her breath came faster. A voice in the back of her head screamed that this was insane, that she should leave right now, that she was crossing a line she could never uncross.
She didn’t move her hand.
Part of her wanted to climb into his lap and sink down onto him. Feel that massive cock split her open. Ride him until she forgot her own name.
She caught him giving her a funny look. “What?” she asked.
His smile widened. “You’re kind of shy about this aren’t you?” he asked.
She clenched her jaw shut and held her head higher. She was extremely shy about this, now that she had his freaking cock in her hand!
“Hey,” he whispered, touching her thigh. “Ease up. I’ll help you out.” His dark hand closed around hers and he moved her palm up and down his hardening shaft.
Heat spread through her body like wildfire. It started in her palm where his cock throbbed and radiated outward. It went up her arm, across her shoulders and down her spine. Her nipples tightened against her bra, so sensitive she felt the scratch of lace with each breath she took. Her thighs trembled. The wetness between her legs wasn’t just damp anymore; it was soaking, sticky and impossible to ignore.
She couldn’t stop staring at his dick.
The veins stood out in sharp relief now, pulsing with blood. The head had darkened to a deeper purple and a bead of moisture was gathering at the tip. Her hand looked so small wrapped around it and so pale against his dark skin.
So hard. So unbelievably hard.
Brian never got this hard anymore. Not even close. Had he ever? She blushed at thinking about her husband with another man’s cock in her hand.
Her eyes flicked up and caught Kaden watching her. His gaze was intent, heavy-lidded, a smirk playing at his lips.
She knew he saw everything. Her flushed face, her parted lips, the way her hand moved in slow strokes along his length.
The lewdness of it crashed over her.
She was stroking a student’s cock. A twenty-one-year-old’s cock. Sitting on his couch in broad daylight with her hand wrapped around him while he watched her fall apart.
Her grip faltered. “I should…”
“Keep going,” Kaden murmured. His voice was low, like he was coaching her. “You’re doing fine. Just like that.”
His hand covered hers again, guiding her rhythm. Up. Down. Twist slightly at the top.
“You want to suck it?”
The question punched the air from her lungs.
“No,” she gasped. “No, I can’t…” She choked on the last word.
But the image bloomed in her mind anyway. Kneeling between his legs. Opening her mouth. Trying to fit that massive cock past her lips. Choking on it. Gagging. Looking up at him with tears streaming down her face while he gripped her hair and…
Her pussy clenched so hard she nearly whimpered.
Next time. The thought materialized. Next time I’ll have to. I can’t just give him handjobs forever. I’ll have to put my mouth on it. I’ll have to…
Fresh wetness flooded between her legs.
Kaden pulled her hand away. She blinked, confused, as he brought it cupped to her mouth.
“Spit.”
“What?”
“Spit in your hand. Need some lube.”
Shame burned through her. She hesitated, her mouth hanging open stupidly, until the logic caught up. Of course. It was dry. She gathered saliva on her tongue and spat into her palm.
The glob of spit sat there, wet and obscene.
Kaden guided her hand back down. Her wet palm touched his cock and the sensation was completely different. The slide became smooth, slick, the sound of it filling the quiet apartment. Her spit coated his shaft and made it glisten.
Her pussy drooled between her legs.
Her own smell hit her then. Musky but tart. Her own arousal. She could smell herself, the sharp scent of want emanating from between her clenched thighs.
Oh God. Could he smell it too?
“There you go,” Kaden breathed. His hips shifted, pushing up into her grip. “Fuck, that’s good. Keep…yeah, just like that.”
His eyes locked on hers.
“I can smell your pussy, you know.”
Her hand froze.
“I can smell how wet you are. How turned on you are.” His grin widened. “But I’m not gonna do anything about it.”
Her throat closed. Her hand resumed moving, faster now. The ache between her legs was torture. Pure, exquisite torture.
And he was just going to leave her like this.
“I bet your husband would like to see you doing that, huh?”
The mention of Brian hit her like cold water.
Her hand stopped mid-stroke. She stared at Kaden, her mouth falling open.
“Don’t…don’t talk about him.”
But even as she said it, heat rushed through her body. The image flashed in her mind: Brian sitting in the corner chair, watching her kneel between Kaden’s legs. Watching her stroke this massive black cock. Watching her get this dripping wet.
Her hand moved again without conscious thought.
“You like that idea though, don’t you?” Kaden’s smile was soft. “Your husband watching you jerk me off.”
“Stop.”
But she didn’t mean it. Her pussy clenched hard, another flood of wetness soaking through her underwear. She could feel it spreading, dampening the crotch of her pants.
His hand landed on her thigh.
The touch made her jump. His palm was hot through the thin fabric of her pants, fingers splayed wide across her leg. Too high. Too close to where she was aching.
“You shouldn’t…”
“Shouldn’t what?” His hand slid higher.
She should slap it away. She should tell him this wasn’t part of the deal. She was just supposed to use her hands. Just a handjob. Nothing more.
His other hand cupped her breast.
“Oh God.”
The groan escaped before she could stop it. He squeezed, finding her nipple through the layers of clothing and rolling it between thumb and forefinger. The sensation shot straight to her groin. Her hips bucked involuntarily.
“Kaden, stop. You can’t…we said…”
But her voice was weak. Breathless. And her hand never stopped moving on his cock.
His thumb circled her nipple in slow, deliberate movements. Each pass made her breath hitch. Made the ache between her legs more unbearable.
Then his hand slid between her thighs.
She gasped. Tried to close her legs. But he was already there, palm pressed against the seam of her pants, fingers rubbing in firm circles right over where her clit throbbed.
“You’re soaked.” His voice was thick with satisfaction. “I can feel it through your pants.”
Shame and arousal crashed together. She was soaked. Completely drenched. The fabric stuck to her, outlining everything.
“Gonna have this pussy for myself,” Kaden breathed. His fingers pressed harder, finding her clit through the layers and rubbing. “Gonna fill it up with my come. You want that? Want me to pump you full?”
“No.” The word came out as a moan. “No, you can’t…”
But her hips ground against his hand. Her body betrayed every protest. She was panting now, stroking his cock faster, feeling it pulse and throb in her grip while he worked her closer and closer to the edge.
“Fuck. I’m gonna come.”
His hips lifted off the couch. His cock swelled even larger in her fist, the veins engorging. She watched, transfixed, as his body went rigid.
The first spurt shot across his stomach. Thick and white, landing in ropes across his t-shirt. Another followed, then another, pulsing out of him in waves while his cock jerked and throbbed in her grip. It coated her hand, ran down between her fingers, pooled on his thighs.
So much. She’d never seen so much.
Her own orgasm hit without warning.
The sight of him coming, the feeling of his fingers still working between her legs, the pulse of his cock in her palm—it all crashed together. Her body seized, thighs clamping around his hand as the climax ripped through her. Small but intense, making her gasp and shudder while her pussy clenched helplessly at nothing.
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Her hands were still trembling when she pulled the car into the driveway and turned it off. She couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d done and how she’d left it. 
After she’d finished him with her hand he’d sat there staring at her.
She’d sat back upright and removed his hand from between her legs. Resumed her professional demeanour and told him she expected him to finish The Great Gatsby for the next time they met.
She’d stood up and left him there, half-naked on the couch. On her way to the door she contemplated stopping by the bathroom to wipe of the smear of semen drying across the back of her hand. She’d hesitated, then decided against it.
It had fascinated her having another man’s seed splashed across a part of her body. It aroused her and she knew it would arouse Brian, too, when she told him about it.
She took a few minutes to compose herself. Each minute brought a more serene calm and a sense of sexual purpose. She had performed the act she’d been uncertain about. She’d taken her relations with Kaden to the next level. Rewarding his good scholarly behaviour with a sexual cookie.
She’d been nervous about that part before it happened. Now that she was home she felt much more certain and in control. Crazy as it was, she felt like she knew what to do with Brian when she saw him.
On the drive home a wild lust had overcome her. Not just for sex with Brian but to gently dominate him with what she’d done. She didn’t know why she found it so appealing but the memory of the night she’d edged him and denied his orgasms still caused waves of arousal to roll through her when she thought about it.
The house was quiet when she stepped inside. She paused in the foyer. The stillness meant Brian had followed her instructions.
She slowly climbed the stairs. Each step brought her closer to him and the room felt thick with anticipation, like the air before a thunderstorm.
He was there. Sitting on the edge of their bed exactly as she’d told him to that morning. His hands rested on his knees and his eyes lifted to meet hers as she appeared in the doorway.
She saw his half-erection poking up against his khakis and something warm unfurled in her chest. She allowed herself a smile.
Their relationship had always been fairly traditional. Brian took care of the cars and did handyman stuff around the house. She cooked and did the laundry for the most part. They’d just fallen into those roles naturally and neither of them had complained.
Sex was kind of like that, too. Brian initiated with a little foreplay until she got in the mood.
They’d never done anything kinky like this. Knowing he’d been waiting here, thinking about her with Kaden, getting hard imagining what she might have done, made her feel…empowered?
She wasn’t sure if that was it.
It did tip the power balance between them for sure, though. Not like she was interested in being some sort of dominatrix. It was just different. Novel.
She crossed the carpet without speaking. Her fingers touched his face, the back of her hand stroking his cheek with gentle pressure. The same hand that had gripped Kaden’s cock less than an hour ago.
Brian inhaled sharply through his nose. His pupils dilated.
“What happened?”
His voice came out hoarse and a little bit desperate.
She smiled down at him, serene and certain in a way she’d never felt before. Like she’d discovered something essential about herself that had been waiting to be found.
“Get naked.”
He stood immediately and fumbled with his belt.
She watched him strip with, his cock bobbing as he kicked off his pants and boxers. His urgency made her smile widen.
She unbuttoned her blouse slowly, letting it fall from her shoulders. She unzipped her pants and stepped out of them. She pulled off her bra and tossed it on the pile of clothes.
The heels stayed on. Along with her underwear. She was feeling playful. A little bit nasty, even.
She sat on the edge of the bed where Brian had been moments before and spread her legs. The position felt deliberate and powerful. She could see it’s effect reflected in his hungry gaze.
“Put your face between my legs.”
Brian dropped to his knees without hesitation. His hands gripped her thighs and he leaned forward, breathing her in before his tongue made contact.
“I touched him,” she whispered.
Brian groaned and the vibration sent sparks up her spine.
“I wrapped my hand around his cock and stroked him until he came.”
“Oh god,” he muttered.
She saw his cock twitch and harden between his legs. He looked so different than he normally did. On his hands and knees, ready to worship her.
She threaded her fingers through his hair and drew his face closer, until his nose was touching her panties. They had mostly dried but the smell of her excitement remained. “Smell me,” she ordered.
His nostrils flared and he drew in a lungful of air.
Again she saw his cock dancing up and down. It occurred to her she should probably reward him for being such a good boy and waiting for her just like she’d asked.
She pulled her panties to the side and pulled his hair until his mouth pressed against her sex. “Lick,” she whispered.
He stuck out his tongue and licked up the line of her slit.
She closed her eyes, sighed and shuddered at the exquisite pleasure that sent pulsing through her. She enjoyed a few more licks, then shuffled back on the bed and patted the space between her legs, beckoning him to sit.
He scrambled up and turned around and sat down in front of her and she wrapped her arms around him and rubbed them across his chest and down towards his abdomen.
“Story time for husband?” she whispered.
“Oh god yes,” he replied, voice shaky.
She wrapped her hand around his cock and her eyes widened as she marvelled at it’s hardness. Not Kaden-hard but damn near close. She lazily stroked her hand up and down and pressed her lips against his back in a gentle kiss.
“He was so hard for me. So big. He’s so fucking big, Brian, I can’t even believe it. I don’t know if I could…ever take a cock like that inside me.” She smiled at the way his prick went rigid against her palm.
She stroked him slowly, feeling the heat radiating from his cock. Her grip tightened just enough to make him squirm.
“So desperate,” she murmured against his ear.
Brian’s breathing quickened. His hips started moving, trying to fuck her hand. She squeezed harder and picked up the pace, watching his stomach muscles tense.
“You’re close already, aren’t you?”
“Yes,” he gasped.
She could feel it. The way his shaft pulsed against her palm. The tension coiling through his entire body. Just a few more strokes and he’d erupt.
She let go.
“No, please!”
“He told me something,” she whispered. Her lips brushed his ear. “He said he’s going to fill my pussy up with come.”
Brian’s cock jumped, standing rigid without her even touching it.
“Would you like that?” She leaned around his body to watch. A fat pearl of precum welled at his tip and spilled down the underside. “Would you like your wife to come home with her pussy full of a young black man’s seed?”
“Oh fuck,” he groaned.
She cupped his balls, rolling them gently in her palm. They were drawn up tight against his body. She massaged them until she felt him relax slightly, the immediate danger of climax receding.
Then she gripped his shaft again.
“He made me spit in my hand.” Her strokes were languid, almost lazy. “Right there on his expensive couch. Made me lube him up with my own saliva like some cheap whore.”
Brian groaned.
“I could feel every vein.” She tightened her grip, dragging her palm up and down. “Every ridge. His cock was so hard right before it exploded.”
She didn’t understand it. Why this excited her so much. The feeling of wielding this power of him was intoxicating.
“Please,” Brian whimpered. “Please let me come.”
She released him again and his hips bucked uselessly at the air.
“Not yet.”
“Tanya, I’m begging…”
“I said not yet.”
But she was feeling benevolent. And her own need was becoming unbearable. She wanted his mouth on her again.
She wrapped her hand around him one more time. The same hand that had gripped Kaden’s massive cock. The same palm that had felt him throb and pulse as he’d emptied himself across his stomach.
“Okay. Fine. Come for me,” she commanded.
She jerked him fast and firm, her technique almost clinical. She knew exactly what he needed. Within seconds his entire body went rigid.
“Oh god, oh god, oh…”
Thick ropes of semen erupted from him, splashing across his chest and stomach. She milked him thoroughly, wringing every drop from his balls while he shuddered and gasped.
She slowed her strokes as he finished. When his cock softened in her hand, she pushed him gently forward onto his hands and knees. “My turn.”
He scrambled between her legs without hesitation. She spread herself wide, pulling her panties completely aside. His tongue found her clit immediately and she let out a soft sigh as he suckled it into his mouth.
“Suck it,” she ordered.
His lips closed around the sensitive bud and he sucked gently, then harder when she grabbed his hair.
She wound her fingers deeper into his hair and pulled his face harder against her sex. His nose pressed flat and she could hear him struggling to breathe but she didn’t care. She ground herself against his mouth, using him.
“Right there,” she gasped. “Don’t you dare stop.”
Brian whimpered but obeyed, his tongue working frantically against her clit. The sound of his helpless pleasure sent fresh waves of heat surging through her.
She adjusted her grip, tilting his head to get a better angle. His neck had to be aching but he kept going, kept sucking and licking like his life depended on it.
“You still want it?” Her voice came out breathy and desperate. “Want me to come home with Kaden’s cum dripping down my thighs?”
Brian’s moan vibrated against her and he nodded as best he could with his face buried between her legs. His lips never left her clit.
“Say it.”
He pulled back just enough to gasp out, “Yes,” before diving back in, suckling her swollen bud again.
The admission pushed her higher. She rocked her hips, riding his face without mercy. Her thighs trembled and locked around his head.
“Oh fuck, oh fuck...”
The orgasm built low in her belly, spreading outward in waves. She yanked his hair harder and he whimpered again, the sound muffled and pathetic and absolutely perfect.
It crashed through her all at once. Her back arched and her entire body went rigid. A gush of wetness squirted from her, coating his chin and dripping down his neck. She couldn’t stop it, couldn’t control the way her pussy clenched and released in rhythmic spasms.
Brian lapped at her frantically, drinking down everything she gave him. His tongue kept working even as she shuddered and gasped, prolonging the climax until she finally had to push his head away.
“Stop, stop, too much...”
She collapsed back onto the bed, chest heaving. Brian knelt between her spread legs, his face glistening with her release. He looked drunk on her, eyes glazed and half-lidded.
She reached down and cupped his wet chin, bringing his face up to meet her gaze.
“Good boy,” she whispered.
His cock was hard again.
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As the sense of sexual urgency left her the realization of what she’d just done descended. “Oh god,” she whispered. “Oh god, baby, are you okay?” She couldn’t contain the nervous giggle that came out of her. “Oh god I don’t know what came over me,” she said, caressing his cheek. 
He shook his head and took her wrist. He pressed her palm against his lips and kissed it. “Don’t worry,” he muttered, his voice muffled by her hand. “I have no idea what’s going on either.”
“Oh my god,” she repeated. “Come up here.”
He dragged himself up onto the bed and they both shuffled towards the pillows, then tucked their legs under the blankets and pulled them up tight to their necks. There was safety in being covered up again.
“Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked again.
He looked deeply into her eyes and nodded. “I’m fine. Did you…did all that stuff really happen or…”
She bit her lip, wondering whether he wanted to hear the truth. “It happened,” she finally whispered.
Brian shifted onto his side, propping himself up on one elbow. His free hand traced uncertain patterns on the blanket between them.
“So what is this?” His voice came out tentative. “Like, what are we doing?”
Tanya closed her eyes, trying to organize the chaos in her head. “I don’t know. I just know that thinking about him, being with him, it makes me so fucking hot I can’t think straight.”
“But why?”
“I have no idea.” She opened her eyes and met his gaze. “It’s not about us. It’s not about you not being enough or me being unhappy. You know that, right?”
He nodded slowly. “I do know that. Which is the weirdest part because the last thing I ever thought would turn me on is imagining you with someone else.” He laughed, the sound bitter and confused. “But I can’t stop thinking about it. I’m fucking obsessed.”
“And me being...” She struggled for the word. “Demanding? Controlling? That’s okay?”
“It’s more than okay.” His hand found hers under the covers. “I don’t understand it either, but yeah. When you tell me what to do, when you just take what you want...” He trailed off, shaking his head.
Tanya felt heat bloom through her chest. She guided his hand down between her legs, pressing his fingers against her still-soaked panties. “Feel how wet I am just talking about this?”
Brian’s breath caught in his throat. His cock twitched against her thigh.
“Is it okay?” she whispered. “All of this?”
Instead of answering, he took her wrist and pressed her palm flat against his erection. The thick heat of him pulsed through his boxers.
“More than okay.” His eyes locked on hers, dark with need. “I freaking love it.”
The surge of arousal hit her so hard she gasped. She grabbed his shoulders and pulled him on top of her, spreading her legs to accommodate his weight. “I need you inside me. Right now.”
He yanked her panties down, frantically pulling them down her legs. When he entered her, she was so wet he slid in without resistance. They both groaned.
Tanya wrapped her legs around his waist, holding him close as he started to move. She stared up into his face and smiled at him.
“He made me come,” she breathed. “Just from touching my pussy through my pants. I felt like such a slut.”
Brian’s rhythm stuttered for a moment. Then he thrust harder.
“I liked it, baby. I liked being his dirty little slut.” She ran her hands down his back, digging her nails in slightly. “Your ordinary wife, your boring schoolteacher wife, being so filthy for him.”
“Fuck,” he groaned.
“I almost let him fuck me.” The confession spilled out, raw and honest. “I wanted it so bad. I had to leave before I let him bend me over that expensive couch and use me.”
She moaned and arched her back at the way his cock hardened inside her from hearing that.
Tanya gripped Brian’s face between her hands, forcing him to meet her eyes as he thrust into her. “Next time I see him, I’m going to suck his cock.”
Brian’s hips jerked forward involuntarily.
She smiled, delighted at how her dirty words could inspire such a primal reaction. “I’m going to get on my knees and put his cock in my mouth.” She watched his pupils dilate. “I’m going to taste him, baby. I’m going to lick him and suck him until he’s so hard he can’t think straight.”
“Oh fuck,” Brian gasped.
“And then I’m going to let him fuck me.” The words tumbled out, unstoppable. “I’m going to spread my legs for him and let him push that huge cock inside me. Your wife. He’s going to fuck your wife.”
Brian’s rhythm grew erratic, desperate. His face contorted with need. He started fucking her harder, jamming his cock into her sopping pussy.
She wanted to feel like that. She wanted to allow herself to lose control in that way.
“He’s going to make me scream,” she went on. “He’s going to make me come on his cock while I’m thinking about you at home, waiting for me.” She dug her nails into his shoulders. “Would you like that? Would you like me to come home and tell you how he felt inside me?”
“Jesus Christ, Tanya…” he groaned.
“Or...” She paused, letting the word hang between them. Her heart hammered. “Or I could bring him here?”
Brian froze mid-thrust, his whole body going rigid.
“I could bring him to our house.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “To our bedroom. To our bed.” She rolled her hips, making him groan. “Do you want to watch him fuck me, baby? Do you want to see another man’s cock stretching your wife’s pussy?”
“I’m gonna come,” he panted.
She grabbed his face harder, nails digging into his cheeks. “Not yet. Look at me.” She slowed her movements, squeezing him with her inner muscles. “I want to hear you say it.”
“Tanya…
“Say it.” She stilled completely, holding him deep inside her. “Tell me you want to watch Kaden fuck me in this bed. Our bed. Where we sleep every night. Our marital bed.”
Brian’s arms shook with the effort of holding himself up. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her collarbone.
“Say it, baby. Say it for me.”
“I want…” His voice cracked. He swallowed hard and tried again. “I want to watch him fuck you.”
“Where?”
“Here.” The word came out strangled. “In our bed. In our marital bed.”
Her pussy clenched around him and she started moving again, faster now, chasing the orgasm building in her core.
Brian matched her rhythm, driving into her with guttural grunts.
“Yes,” she moaned. “Yes, baby, fuck me. Fuck me where he’s going to fuck me.”
The image overwhelmed her. Kaden’s muscular body above her on these same sheets, Brian watching from the corner, her legs wrapped around Kaden’s waist while her husband stroked himself. The depravity of it, the wrongness, the delicious filth.
Her orgasm exploded through her body. She screamed, not caring who might hear, her pussy spasming around Brian’s cock.
He groaned and buried himself to the hilt and came, his load filling her pussy and leaking out from between their conjoined bodies.
They ground against each other through the aftershocks, prolonging it, making it messy. The wet sounds of their waning coupling filled the room, slick and obscene. When he finally collapsed on top of her, she could feel the mixture of their fluids coating her thighs, soaking into the sheets beneath them.
Brian buried his face in her neck, gasping for air. His cock pulsed inside her, still half-hard. “Oh my fucking god. My cock is so sore.”
She started giggling. A nervous, almost frantic sort of laughter. She didn’t know why.
Brian eased out of her and rolled off to the side, shooting her a funny look, but joining in and letting out a little laugh of his own. He leaned closer to her, his face sweaty and his masculine smell wafting over her.
She didn’t care. She put her hands on his cheeks and pulled his mouth to hers. Into a dirty kiss that was all sloppy and mostly tongue.
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She was on pins and needles for three days after that. Thinking about what would happen next time she saw Kaden blotted nearly all other thoughts out of her mind. 
When she walked up the steps to his brownstone, she made no hesitation this time. Her hand curled into a fist and she rapped her knuckles against the door three times.
She leaned sideways to check out her reflection in the small window next to the door.
Tanya checked her reflection in the small window beside Kaden’s door. The charcoal pencil skirt hugged her hips, ending just above her knees. Professional enough for any parent-teacher conference, short enough to draw the eye of any man who wasn’t careful with his gaze.
Her cream blouse draped soft against her collarbone, the top two buttons undone to reveal the barest suggestion of cleavage when she moved. She’d layered her mascara a little thicker and applied lipstick in a shade darker than her usual nude. Her hair fell loose past her shoulders instead of twisted into its customary bun.
The door swung open.
Kaden’s gaze travelled down, then up again. He smiled when their eyes met. “Come in.”
He stepped aside. Tanya swept past him, her heels clicking against the floor. She set her bag down beside the couch and turned.
“So. The Great Gatsby.”
“Already?”
“You had three days.” She crossed her arms beneath her breasts, watching his eyes drop. “Tell me about Tom Buchanan’s relationship with Myrtle Wilson.”
Kaden leaned against the kitchen counter. “Tom’s cheating on Daisy with her. Keeps Myrtle in an apartment in the city. She’s married too, to that garage owner.”
“His name?” she asked.
“George Wilson.”
She nodded.
“That’s the saddest dude I think I ever read about,” he said.
She blinked. Heat bloomed in her chest. “You actually read it.”
“Finished it yesterday.” His mouth curved as he raked his eyes down her body again. “Had good motivation.”
Her pulse accelerated. In a way she was proud of the way her depraved, absolutely and totally unprofessional motivation had inspired him. Young men liked sex. Why not dangle it as a carrot for good behaviour?
“So? What do I get?”
She tilted her head, knowing exactly what he was implying. Heat rose to her face again and she felt a little light-headed. “What do you want?”
Kaden closed the distance between them and pulled her against him. His mouth found hers, his tongue sliding past her lips. His hand pressed into the small of her back, pressing her breasts against his chest.
She gasped into the kiss, fingers clutching his shoulders as her knees weakened.
He broke away, breath warm against her ear.
“You know exactly what I want.”
She nodded, unable to speak. She’d weighed the thought of taking things slowly. Of maybe giving him a blowjob and promising more if he kept reading. Now, with his arms wrapped around her and his dark eyes staring at her, she knew she was going to give him whatever he wanted.
He took her hand and led her down the hallway. Past the immaculate living room, past the spotless kitchen. Through a doorway into his bedroom. A king-sized bed was covered in crisp white sheets. The windows looked out onto a cozy courtyard. Nothing on the nightstand but a single lamp.
He walked to the windows and drew the curtains, dimming the light in the room. He walked back to where she was standing and his finger found the third button of her blouse.
“This okay?”
Tanya’s mouth had gone dry. “Yes.”
The button slipped free. His knuckles brushed the swell of her breast through her bra.
She shivered.
“And this?”
“Yes.”
Another button. Another. Her blouse hung open. Kaden traced the lace edge of her bra with one finger, his other hand settling on her hip. “You wore this for me.”
Not a question. Tanya swallowed. “I did.”
He slid the blouse off her shoulders and let it puddle on the floor. His fingers found the zipper at her hip.
The zipper descended with a soft rasp. Kaden’s fingers hooked into the waistband of her skirt and he eased it down over her hips. The fabric whispered down her thighs, past her knees, pooling at her ankles.
She stepped out of it, wobbling slightly in her heels.
He took a step back. His gaze travelled from her face down to her feet, then back up again, lingering on the black lace panties that matched her bra, on the strip of pale skin between her underwear and the tops of her thigh-highs.
“Do you have any idea how smoking hot you are?” he asked. “Or do you just walk around oblivious?”
Heat flooded her cheeks. She wrapped one arm across her stomach, suddenly aware of every imperfection. The slight softness at her middle, the faint stretch marks from carrying Kiera. A nervous laugh bubbled up. “Can we…can we get under the covers? I’m kind of cold.”
“No.”
He crossed to the door and shut it. A small electric heater sat in the corner. He flicked it on. Warmth spread through the room almost instantly, wrapping around her exposed skin.
Her nipples tightened anyway, pressing against the thin lace of her bra.
Kaden stepped close again. His hands settled on her waist, fingers splayed wide against her ribs. Dark against pale. She watched his thumbs trace slow circles just beneath her breasts.
“Look at that.”
His right hand slid up her side, over the swell of her breast, across her collarbone. His palm looked enormous against her throat. He traced the line of her jaw with one finger, then moved down again, fingertips grazing over her nipple through the lace.
She gasped.
“You like watching?”
She nodded. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from the contrast. His skin was so much darker than hers, his hands so much larger. One palm cupped her breast, kneading gently. The other slipped behind her back and found the clasp of her bra.
The clasp gave way. He peeled the straps down her shoulders, let the bra fall. Her breasts spilled free, nipples tight and aching.
His thumbs brushed over them and her knees felt weak.
This wasn’t how she’d imagined it. This wasn’t how she’d imagined it at all. In her mind she’d pictured something more frantic. Clothes tearing off her body and a whirlwind of limbs as they collapsed onto the couch together.
This felt so…intimate. So personal. Like there was feeling to it and not just touch.
“Kaden,” she breathed, not sure what she was going to say.
He put a finger under her chin and lifted her mouth to his. This time his kiss was tender and the feeling of his tongue on hers slipped down into her very core.
He guided her backwards until her calves hit the edge of the bed. He helped her sit. Then he stood and unbuckled his belt.
Her heart drummed as she watched him strip. His shirt came off, revealing the sculpted muscles she’d only glimpsed before. Then his jeans. Then his boxers.
His cock jutted out, thick and half-hard already. She remembered the weight of it in her hand, the way it had pulsed when he came.
He stroked himself twice, watching her watch him.
“Your husband know you’re over here about to suck on my cock?” he asked.
The vulgar question jolted her and she drew in a sharp breath. She sat up straighter, stiffening as the warm and gauzy arousal he’d lured her into fell apart.
Brian. Her husband.
Brian was at home. Sitting and waiting for his wife to come back from her tutoring appointment so he could hear all about what a filthy slut she’d been with Kaden.
Her pussy began to moisten instantly as she had the thought.
Kaden put his finger under her chin again and made her look up into his eyes. “Tell me,” he insisted.
His cock brushed against her lips. Once, twice. The head left a damp streak across her mouth.
“Tell me about him,” Kaden said softly.
Her brow furrowed. “What?”
“Your husband. What’s he like?” The tip of his cock traced the seam of her lips. “Tell me while I put this in your mouth.”
She jerked her head back. “That’s...I don’t want to talk about Brian right now.”
Kaden’s smile widened. He rubbed his cock across her cheek, down to her jaw, then up the other side. The warm flesh dragged over her skin, leaving more wetness behind.
Her stomach clenched. She didn’t know what was going on. Her pussy was getting even wetter but somehow telling Kaden about Brian felt wrong. Like she could do it the other way around, tease Brian about him, but not this way.
“I think you do.”
He pressed the head against her lips again. This time he didn’t pull away. Just held it there, waiting.
Her mouth fell open slightly. Her tongue darted out without permission and tasted the salty beginnings of his emission.
“Come on,” he encouraged. “Tell me.”
She bit the inside of her cheek and let herself give in to the promise of more arousal. “He’s...he’s a good man. A good provider. A good husband.”
“That right?” Kaden’s thumb stroked her cheek. “Good in bed?”
Heat flooded through her. “This has nothing to do with Brian.”
“Has everything to do with Brian.” He eased the head of his cock between her lips. Just barely inside. “Doesn’t it?”
Her eyes widened. He was right. God help her, he was right. She’d been thinking about Brian this whole time. About what she’d tell him later. About how hard he’d get hearing it.
“Touch yourself,” Kaden ordered.
Her hand slid down her stomach, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her panties. She found herself already soaked.
Kaden pushed deeper into her mouth. “Bet he’d love seeing this black dick in your pretty mouth. Wouldn’t he?”
The question sent lightning through her core. Her fingers circled her clit and she moaned around him.
“That’s what I thought.”
She started to suck. Gently at first, then harder. Her tongue worked along the underside of his shaft as she took him deeper. Her other hand came up to grip his hip, steadying herself as she hollowed her cheeks.
Brian would lose his mind. He’d stroke himself watching this. He’d beg to see more.
The thought made her frantic. She sucked harder, faster, her head bobbing as she worked him. Saliva pooled at the corners of her mouth and dripped down her chin. She didn’t care. She wanted more. She wanted to take him deeper. Wanted to feel him pulse and throb against her tongue the way he had in her hand.
Her fingers moved faster between her legs. The wet sounds of her mouth on his cock filled the room, mixed with her muffled moans and his low grunts of pleasure.
“Fuck,” Kaden breathed. “You’re really into this.”
She was. God, she was. She’d never felt so depraved, so completely lost in the act. Her jaw ached but she didn’t slow down. Just kept sucking, kept stroking herself, kept imagining Brian’s face when she told him every last detail.
Kaden’s hand tangled in her hair. Not pulling, not pushing. Just holding on.
She looked up at him through her lashes, still working him with her mouth. His eyes were half-closed, his lips parted. He looked wrecked.
Good. She wanted to wreck him. Wanted to make him come so hard he couldn’t stand. Wanted to prove she could do this, that she could take what she wanted and give Brian the filthy story he craved all at once.
Her pussy throbbed under her fingers. She was close. So close.
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She felt the smallest dribble of more salty liquid onto her tongue a moment before he pulled his cock out of her mouth. 
The emptiness deprived her of the lust that had been thrusting her towards orgasm. Her fingers faltered between her legs and she let out a pathetic sounding whimper before she could bite it back.
“That mouth’s too sweet,” Kaden said, one corner of his mouth curling up. “You like sucking that black dick a little too much,” he added, chuckling. He put his finger under her chin again and turned her face up.
She closed her eyes. A wave of shame and humiliation carrying a potent load of arousal crashed over her as he smeared his dick across her face, coating it in her own saliva. She revelled in what that turned her into. The transformation that blessing bestowed on her.
From busy, suburban schoolteacher to black cock whore. She didn’t protest his debasement. She didn’t complain about him rolling his cock side to side over her mouth.
Instead her pussy just soaked with more fluid, readying her body for his grand entrance.
“Eh.”
She opened her eyes and her face heated as she looked into his.
He tapped the head of his cock against her cheek. “You like this?” he asked.
She was loathe to admit it. This could be used against her later. This wasn’t who she really was, was it? She stared at him, hoping he’d move on.
He shook his head and smiled wider. “Come on Mrs. B. I played your game now time to play mine. I know it’s your game, too. You like feeling this dick against your cheek?” he asked, tapping it against the other side of her mouth.
Her fingers started spinning again as she grappled with what he was asking her to do. “Yes,” she whispered.
“Aw yeah,” he said. “That’s good.” He brushed his cock against her lips.
Her tongue flicked out and she rounded her mouth, grasping for it with her lips but he pulled away.
“You gotta tell me what you want first,” he said.
She glanced up at him and understood the game fully now. Understood that she would like it, too. That submission was part of it. “I want to suck your black dick,” she said, staring straight into his eyes.
He furrowed his brow and sucked in a breath through pursed lips. “Holy shit,” he muttered. He rewarded her by pressing his cock head into her mouth and resting it on her tongue.
She swept a lazy circle around the head, then hollowed her cheeks again and gave it a good, long pull.
Her fingers spun faster as she felt herself propelled towards orgasm again by her own debauched behaviour.
He withdrew again just as her orgasm was about to burst. She gasped, saliva dripping down her chin as she reached for him.
“Not yet,” he said, smirking. He gripped himself and dragged the wet length across her cheek, over her nose, painting her face with their combined fluids.
She shuddered, humiliation and arousal twisting together until she couldn’t distinguish between them. Her fingers slowed and she let out a mopey sigh as she stared at his prick.
“You take it deep?” he asked, tapping his cock against her parted lips.
The question caught her off guard. She blinked up at him, face burning. “I... no.”
His eyebrows shot up. “For real? You don’t let Brian fuck that pretty throat?”
She shook her head, embarrassment flooding through her. “Never.”
“Damn.” He studied her face, something darker flickering in his expression. “You want to try?”
She thought about it for a moment. She’d never had any inclination to do anything like that and Brian had certainly never asked. He wasn’t that kind of guy at all.
But now that she’d come this far what harm would there be to take it a little further? Brian would probably get off on hearing about it. “I guess,” she whispered, eyeing that fat cock and wondering how deep it would get before she gagged.
His cock twitched in his hand. “Fuck, Mrs. B. that’s hot as fuck.”
He guided himself back to her mouth and she opened eagerly, taking him in. This time he fed her more. She felt him slide deeper, felt her jaw stretch wider to accommodate him.
Then he touched the back of her throat and her body rebelled. She gagged, eyes watering, and slapped his thigh twice.
He pulled out immediately. “Easy, easy.”
She coughed, gasping, saliva stringing from her lips to his cock. Her fingers had stilled between her legs during the panic but now they resumed a gentle twisting.
“Try again?” he asked, his voice smooth and gentle.
She nodded, taking a steadying breath. She was turned on by it now. The thought of taking him as deep as she could into her throat. Her pussy clenched as his cock touched her lips.
He eased back in and she relaxed her jaw, letting him slide deeper. The head bumped the back of her throat again but this time she breathed through her nose, fighting the reflex.
“That’s it,” he murmured. “Just like that.”
The sensation was obscene. Degrading. She pulled back slightly, then took him deeper. Her fingers spun frantically over her clit as she worked him further down her throat, gagging and retreating and trying again.
She glanced up and her pussy throbbed at the look he was giving her. Pure, unbridled, transfixed animal obsession. Like the root of his brain had been compelled to dominate her in this way by the constant surges of testosterone flooding through his body.
A gurgle came from the back of her throat but she kept her eyes on his, pleading him to keep fucking her face.
“You’re doing good,” he breathed.
She was. She brought her free hand to his ass, gripping the firm muscle and pulling him toward her. Demanding more even as tears leaked from the corners of her eyes.
He gave her another inch and she paused, breathing hard through her nose. Then another. Her throat spasmed around him but she didn’t pull away. She held him there, feeling him pulse against her tongue, her uvula, then deeper into her  neck.
Her nose pressed against his abdomen and she realized with shock that she’d taken all of him. Every thick inch buried in her throat while her fingers danced over her swollen clit.
“Oh fuck,” he groaned, his hands finding her hair again. “Look at you. Taking that whole dick in your neck.”
The words pushed her closer to the edge. She held him there as long as she dared, her lungs screaming for air, her pussy throbbing with need. When she finally pulled back she gasped desperately, saliva coating her chin and dripping onto her breasts.
He kept his cock inside her mouth and started to stroke it back and forth.
He’s fucking my face. He’s fucking my face. He’s fucking my face…
It was all she could think as he rubbed his prick along her tongue.
Her pussy squeezed, her finger flying faster around her clit until…
She let out a loud moan that reverberated through his hard flesh. Light flashed in front of her eyes and she curled up almost to a ball as the orgasm gripped, then released her.
Pleasure crashed through her even as he pulled his cock out of her mouth and stroked it over her face.
The pleasant school teacher coming from deep throating a strange man’s black cock…
He didn’t give her a chance to recover from her orgasm. He grabbed her wrists and pulled her arms apart and crawled onto the bed overtop of her.
Before she knew it his muscular frame was looming over her and his powerful legs were spreading her thighs apart, his cock just an inch or so from her sweaty, swollen pussy lips.
He leaned in close and kissed her again, his tongue swiping through her mouth.
The word obscene had lost all meaning after what she’d done and now all she felt was the raw, animalistic lust his kiss brought. She wrapped her legs around his thighs, kicking at him to try and urge him into herself.
God how she wanted to feel that stretch. How badly she needed to know what his cock would do to her insides.
He took one hand from her wrist and wrapped it gently around her neck.
Her back arched, her body burning with need to feel his stretch. “Please,” she whimpered.
He smiled and rewarded her by touching the engorged head of his prick against her swollen pussy.
“Please!” she said again, the sound more of a sob now.
He rewarded that by slowly easing his hips forward.
A soft, bubbling pop came from between her legs as he split her open and the liquid that had pooled to lubricate his entrance spilled from her into the crack of her ass.
He took his hand off of her neck, gripped his cock and slowly wiped the drooling mess up her crack, then in between the folds of her vagina as he split and stretched her fully with two inches of his prick.
Her body arched again for him. Her hands shot around his back and she dug her nails into his flexed deltoids.
A soft smile spread across his mouth and he let out a pleased sounding growl.
He pressed forward and she felt the thick inches of his prick sink into her.
The stretch was incredible. The way her body had to accommodate him, her pussy walls spreading wider than they ever had for Brian, made her shudder. She gasped and dug her nails deeper into his shoulders as he filled her to the root of his cock.
“Mrs. B.,” he breathed against her ear. “Who would have thought you’d be so fucking tight?”
She gasped again at the lewdness of the question. At how he called her Mrs. B. like she was his proper teacher and not just a tutor. It was all so wrong. It was so wrong that she was on her back with this young man between her legs, his cock inside her.
Brian’s at home. Brian’s grading papers while another man’s cock splits me open.
The thought detonated something primal in her chest. Her husband sat in their bedroom, probably thinking about her, maybe touching himself to the idea of what she might be doing. And here she was, legs spread for a twenty-one-year-old client, with every thick inch of him deep inside her pussy.
Kaden withdrew slowly, then thrust back in. The rhythm started gentle, almost sweet, his powerful body moving in steady strokes above her. She watched his muscles flex with each stroke, the definition in his chest and arms heightening her arousal.
He picked up speed and she felt her breasts bounce with the impact. Her nipples ached, hard and tight at the peaks of her breasts. Begging for attention she couldn’t give herself because she needed both hands gripping his back.
She kicked her legs up, hooking her ankles over his lower back, and caught sight of her feet swaying in the air with each of his thrusts. The visual stimulation made her pussy clench around him.
“Yeah,” he groaned. “I want to feel that pussy come all over me.”
She moaned. Her wedding ring caught the light as her hand slid down his sweat-slicked back. That simple gold band somehow made this filthier.
I’m married. I’m forty-five years old and married and being fucked by a man half my age.
The forbidden nature of it pushed her closer. Kaden adjusted his angle and suddenly he was hitting something deep inside that drove her wild. Her mouth fell open and desperate sounds spilled out that she barely recognized as her own voice.
Whimpers and moans and guttural grunts urging him to fuck her faster.
“That’s it,” he said, his rhythm never faltering. “Let me hear you. Let it all out.”
She obeyed without thinking, moaning louder as he drove into her again and again. The wet sounds of their bodies joining filled the room, obscene and perfect.
Her nipples throbbed, so sensitive now that even the air felt like too much. The pressure built low in her belly, coiling tighter with each thrust. She could feel it coming, could feel her body preparing to surrender completely and climax for him again.
“Kaden,” she gasped. “Oh god, Kaden!”
The orgasm welled up from in between her legs and knocked the air out of her chest.
Her pussy clamped down on him, squeezing rhythmically as waves of pleasure crashed through her. She screamed, nails raking down his back, body convulsing beneath him.
He didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, prolonging the climax until she thought she might break apart.
When the spasms finally eased, she collapsed boneless against the mattress, gasping for air. He slowed but didn’t withdraw, staying buried deep inside her trembling body.
She felt him pulse and realized he was close. His movements grew urgent, desperate.
He locked eyes with her, his face inches away. “Where?” The word came out ragged. “Where do you want it? Where do you want the big fucking load I’m gonna give you?”
Her eyes widened and the thrill of it, the perverted, disturbing heart-thumping thrill of what he was asking made her ears ring.
“In me,” she heard herself beg. “Come in my pussy. Please.”
His rhythm shattered. Three hard, deep thrusts and then he groaned, burying himself completely as he emptied inside her. She felt the hot rush, felt him throb as he filled her with thick ropes of his release.
She groaned and tightened her arms and legs around him as she started to feel his semen seep from her stretched crevice.
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Brian was standing in the front hallway when she stepped into the house. Wearing a dirty white t-shirt and flannel pyjamas that seemed supported more by his rigid erection than the elastic around his waist. 
His eyes slowly fell down her body and they widened as his gaze settled somewhere just above her knees. His jaw fell.
It felt almost cruel coming home like this. She would have felt horrible if she hadn’t known this was what he wanted.
She watched him staring at her. Staring at her legs and the drying trails of Kaden’s semen running down the inside of her thighs.
She’d dabbed away what she could in Kaden’s bathroom and put her panties on to try and contain it inside herself but there had just been so much of it. So much cum released from those heavy black balls of his into her tight space.
A smile began to form at the corners of her mouth and that felt a little cruel, too. She had to remind herself again that Brian had fully consented to this. That he’d encouraged this. That he’d wanted his wife to come home to him debauched.
“Hey baby,” she whispered.
He blinked. His mouth closed and opened again but he couldn’t seem to pass any air over his vocal chords to say something. She let her purse strap slide down her arm and walked slowly towards where he was standing.
She raised her hand and wrapped it around the back of his neck. Feeling his familiar body close to her again was reassuring. It was so much different than Kaden’s. Brian kept himself fit but he carried none of the power of Kaden’s athletic build.
He would never be able to fuck her the way Kaden had.
She looked over his body, then his face, then met his gaze and smiled a little wider. On the drive home she’d thought maybe she was spent, maybe she was too tired to play this game any more today. Not anymore. Seeing Brian, seeing his reaction, had her juices flowing again and her heart beating high above it’s resting rate.
Another man’s cum was still swimming inside her as she stood in front of her husband.
“You gonna say something?” she asked him.
He opened his mouth again, then shook his head. “I don’t know what to say,” he replied, his voice gravelly. He looked down at her legs again.
The sheer power of her position gripped her and wouldn’t let her go. There was no cruel or mean intent behind it. She had no need to control or dominate him. The excitement came from the novelty of this kink they were embracing.
She scratched her fingers gently against the back of his neck. “He came inside me,” she whispered.
Brian’s jaw dropped and his stomach muscles clenched, sucking in his tiny paunch.
Her words, and his reaction, sent a potent thrill ripping down her spine that ended in her toes tingling.
She wasn’t sure how she could make this any hotter but the inclination was there inside her. She wanted to bring him to his knees with what she’d done.
Stepping away, she stuck a hand up her skirt and tugged her panties down her legs. She bent over and daintily stepped out of them, lifting them up in her hand so he could see some of the mess still draining from her.
His eyes dropped to her hand and widened again. His upper lip curled slightly in horror at what he saw. Kaden’s yellowish seed covering the delicate fabric of her underwear.
“Oh my fucking god,” he whispered.
She held them out watching him stare at them. Letting the erotic charge build inside herself until she couldn’t stand it any longer. She tossed the panties onto the ground, wrapped a hand around his neck again and pulled him into a deep kiss.
He moaned as she plunged her tongue into his oral cavity.
She knew he could smell and taste the musky residue of Kaden’s manhood on her lips. She felt his tongue exploring her mouth, the mouth that had just an hour ago had another man’s cock inside it.
She let one hand fall down between his legs and she stroked her palm over his solid erection. It twitched under her touch and he moaned into her mouth again.
She fed his hungry kisses for a few more moments, then pulled away and looked into his eyes.
Excitement whipped through her again as she stepped around him. Pressing up against his back, she reached around and wrapped her hand around his cock. “I have something special I want to do for you,” she whispered.
She felt a shiver run down his back.
She turned him and led him towards the bedroom, matching his stride and gently caressing his cock. She led him to the small armchair in the corner and turned him and sat him down in it.
Kicking off her shoes, she sank to her knees and pulled his pants off his waist and down his legs, along with his underwear.
His cock was a raging red colour and it flexed as she leaned in and licked a line up the underside. She flicked her tongue against his glans, then looked up at him.
Smiling, she opened her mouth and let his cock slip past her lips and glide along her tongue.
She’d never been particularly turned on by sucking him off but this time was different. This time she felt her pussy slickening with her own juices as she pulled at him with her mouth.
He must have been masturbating before she got home because she could already taste the salty fluids of his excitement start oozing from him as her tongue played at the tip of his prick.
She pulled her mouth off of him and grinned.
This was the state she wanted him in. This reality-suspending condition of total arousal. Where his attention would be fully focused on what came next.
She put her hands on his knees and pushed herself up to stand again.
“Wait, what?” he balked.
A giggle escaped her as she walked to the closet. She pulled the door open and reached up and pulled two ties from his tie rack, then walked back to where he was seated.
He watched in shock and confusion as she wrapped them around his forearms and tied them around the arms of the chair. The immobilization was more symbolic than anything. He could easily have wriggled free. But this would make the game more fun for both of them.
“I want you to sit right there, okay?” she said.
He looked up into her eyes and gave a few nods, along with a blank stare.
She smiled again, delighted at being able to do this for him. She slowly raised her hands and undid each of the buttons of her blouse. She watched his eyes sink to her breasts as she pulled the sides of it open.
The wonder and hunger in them was intoxicating. He looked like he was seeing her for the first time again.
She pulled the blouse off of her shoulders and let it fall to the ground behind her. Stepping forward, she bent at the waist and leaned over him and kissed him, a little more gently, more romantically this time.
She brushed her finger against his cheek as she pulled away. “Stay right there,” she whispered.
She stood up and turned and walked out of the bedroom and down into the hall. Another little thrill sent a tremor up her back. She walked to the front door and turned the handle and eased it open.
Kaden was leaning against the outside wall, scrolling on his phone. He turned and looked sideways at her and grinned. “All set?” he asked.
She bit down on her lower lip, smiled and nodded. She pulled the door open wider to let him in.
He sauntered in and looked around the place, then shrugged his jacket off and hung it up on one of the hooks on the wall.
Before she could react, he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her into a tight embrace. His lips pressed against hers and he thrust his tongue into her mouth.
She melted in his arms, her body already readying itself to take him again. Except this time it would be in front of Brian. In their marital bed with Brian sitting tied to the chair and watching this powerful man enter his wife. She let out a slight whimper against the kiss.
“Tanya?” Brian’s voice came from the bedroom.
Kaden pulled his mouth away with a soft smack. His hands slid down her back and squeezed her ass possessively. “You ready to show hubby how you take this black dick?” he asked.
The question stole her breath for a moment. She nodded, a girlish excitement rippling through her. Her pussy was already aching again.
She reached around and grabbed his arm and twisted herself out of his embrace, then dragged him towards the bedroom.
Just as they were about to step in, Kaden spun her around to face him. He grabbed the clasp of her bra and unhooked it and pulled the straps down her arms, exposing her breasts.
He leaned down over her and slurped a nipple into his mouth.
A gasp, then a moan escaped her at the way he pulled hard at her tit.
“Tanya?” Brian asked, his voice a little shakier now.
Kaden let go of her breast and moved to the other, suckling the nipple in the same way and pulling hard.
She put a hand on the back of his head and closed her eyes, savouring the sensation that stretched from her stiff nipple to her pussy lips.
Kaden pulled away, spun her around again and marched her into the bedroom.
Brian gasped and pressed his body into the armchair when he saw the large black man looming over her, his mouth planting a line of kisses against her neck.
Kaden’s hands slipped up her stomach and cupped her breasts, squeezing them.
The reality of the situation slammed into her harder than she could have imagined. She looked down at the dark hands fondling her breasts, then up at Brian’s shocked expression.
Her pussy moistened immediately. A part of her wanted to turn and run, to escape Kaden’s hungry grasp and insistent kisses. The thought of her husband watching her be defiled by this man kept her rooted in place.
“Hey, boss,” Kaden growled at Brian over her shoulder.
Brian turned a deep shade of red as his cock twitched in his lap. He turned his head to the side, obviously deeply embarrassed.
Kaden chuckled behind her. “Don’t worry, dude. We’re gonna go real slow at first, alright?” He fondled her breasts again.
She felt him tug at the zipper of her skirt, then felt the fabric fall away. Suddenly she was standing totally naked in front of her husband. Totally naked and with this young black man’s hands roaming all along her body.
It took a moment for the shock of it to wear off. As it did, she was filled with the most intense arousal, the most insane need to do the dirtiest things. She gasped when she felt Kaden’s hand between her legs.
She looked down to see his dark fingers slide out from between them, then glide along her slit. Her pussy lips were oily with lubricant again and the remnants of his ejaculate.
When she looked up she saw Brian’s gaze locked on Kaden’s hand between her legs. His cock was twitching rhythmically in his lap and redder than she’d ever seen it.
Kaden had one hand on her breast, the other gliding along her seam, fingertip twisting around her clit whenever he touched it. He seemed completely uninhibited and totally in control of the situation. “You two ready to have some fun?” he asked.
She could hear him grinning.
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Chapter 13


Tanya placed her hands on Kaden’s chest, feeling the rigid muscle beneath her palms. She turned to look at Brian, tied to the chair, his erection straining against his pants. 
“Watch.”
She pulled Kaden’s shirt out of his pants and lifted it up his body.
He raised his arms and pulled it up over his head.
Her fingers traced the definition of Kaden’s pectorals, following the hard lines downward to his abs. She glanced back at Brian. His mouth hung slightly open, eyes locked on her hands as they explored another man’s body.
“He’s beautiful, isn’t he?” She circled Kaden’s nipple with her fingertip. The younger man’s breath hitched. “So hard everywhere.”
She pinched lightly and smiled as she felt Kaden’s cock start to twitch to life against her leg.
“Tanya...” Brian’s voice cracked.
She ignored him, lowering her mouth to Kaden’s chest. Her tongue flicked across his nipple before she sucked it between her lips.
Kaden’s hand came up to cradle the back of her head.
“Oh my god,” Brian whispered.
The raw need in those words sent electricity through her. She switched to Kaden’s other nipple, her teeth grazing the sensitive flesh.
Her husband couldn’t look away. He didn’t want to look away. Every movement she made commanded his complete attention. Tthe same desperate focus she remembered from high school boys who’d worshipped her from afar, unable to do anything but stare.
Except Brian was her husband. And she was making him watch.
She sank to her knees, fingers hooking into Kaden’s waistband. The zipper came down slowly, tooth by tooth. His pants dropped to the floor.
“Take them off,” Kaden ordered.
She peeled his boxer-briefs down, revealing inch after inch of his semi-erect, thick cock until it sprang free. Kaden stepped out of the fabric, standing naked and magnificent before her.
Tanya wrapped her hand around the base, angling it toward her face. She looked at Brian.
His chest heaved. Sweat beaded at his temples. His eyes darted between her face and Kaden’s cock, unable to settle, unable to process what he was seeing.
She owned him completely.
Her tongue extended, flat and wet, and she licked from Kaden’s balls to the tip in one slow stroke.
Brian made a strangled sound in the chair.
“You like this?” She kissed the head. “Watching me taste him?”
“I…” Brian’s voice failed him. He sat stunned and staring as she took another man’s cock into her mouth in front of him.
She did it again, maintaining eye contact with her husband. The power thrummed through her veins, totally intoxicating.
Brian’s world had narrowed to this. Her mouth, Kaden’s cock, the betrayal unfolding inches from where he sat bound and helpless.
“Tell me to stop.” She swirled her tongue around the tip. “I promise I will if you tell me that’s what you want,” she teased, grinning.
Brian’s lips moved but no sound came out from between them.
She smiled and parted her lips, taking Kaden’s thickening organ into her mouth. She sank down, watching Brian’s face contort with anguish and arousal. She bobbed slowly, deliberately, making sure her husband saw every detail of her performance. The way her lips sealed around Kaden’s girth, how her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him.
“Fuck,” Kaden groaned above her. “Your husband’s watching you suck my dick.” Something in his tone made it clear he was enjoying the taboo thrill of it as much as she was.
She moaned in response, the vibration making Kaden’s hips jerk forward. Brian’s cock twitched and hardened. He gripped the arms of the chair and his hips came up, as if his body was trying desperately to reach out for her.
She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to Kaden’s cock. “You can’t look away, can you, baby?”
Brian drew in a desperate breath of air and shook his head.
She smiled at him again before running her lips along the side of Kaden’s prick.
Kaden shifted, stepping to the side so his body formed a profile to Brian’s chair. His hand came down on the crown of Tanya’s head, fingers splaying wide across her skull like he was palming a basketball.
“Watch me fuck your wife’s face.”
He gripped her head and pulled her forward onto his cock. Then back. Then forward again, setting a rhythm that had nothing to do with her and everything to do with his pleasure.
Tanya’s hands fell behind her back, fingers lacing together. She opened her throat and let him use her. Just a hole. Just a warm, wet place for him to thrust into while her husband watched.
The thought sent a fresh wave of arousal flooding between her legs. She wasn’t a person right now. She was a toy. A plaything for this powerful young man who held her head in one massive hand and drove his cock past her lips again and again.
Her pussy clenched, aching and empty. Wetness seeped from her, drizzling down along her inner thighs.
Kaden’s breathing got heavy. His pace grew erratic and desperate. He yanked her head forward hard, burying himself in her throat.
“Fuck,” he grunted.
He pulled out abruptly, his cock popping free from her lips with an obscene sound. His chest heaved as he stood there, cock glistening and pulsing in front of her face.
He grabbed his shaft and smeared the wet head across her cheek, leaving trails of saliva mixed with his own pre-cum. Across her other cheek. Over her lips. Marking her face with her own spit and his arousal.
“Up.”
His hands gripped her upper arms and hauled her to her feet. She stumbled, legs unsteady, but he steadied her with those same powerful hands that he’d used to raise her.
He walked her forward until she stood directly in front of Brian’s chair. Her husband stared up at her, eyes wide and glassy, taking in her saliva-streaked face and swollen lips.
Kaden’s hand pressed between her shoulder blades, bending her at the waist. She caught herself on the arms of Brian’s chair, her face now level with his.
Their eyes locked. She could see every emotion flickering across his face. The shock, the shame, the desperate arousal and love all twisted up together.
Behind her, Kaden positioned himself. She felt the broad head of his cock slide through her wetness, coating in the lubricating juices flowing from her.
“Give hubby a kiss,” Kaden said.
She leaned forward, bringing her mouth to Brian’s. His lips parted for her.
The head of Kaden’s cock pressed against her entrance.
“Yeah. You two lovebirds keep making out while I put this thing into you,” Kaden muttered.
She kissed Brian deeply, tongue sliding into his mouth just as Kaden pushed forward. The thick crown breached her, stretching her open, and she gasped into her husband’s mouth.
Kaden sank deeper. Inch by inch, stretching her wider and wider then, finally, filling her completely while her tongue tangled with Brian’s.
She broke the kiss, panting against Brian’s lips.
“I love you,” she whispered, the words barely audible. She reached up and put her hands on his cheeks. She tipped his head to one side and drew him into another hungry kiss as Kaden’s full girth filled her and she felt his ball sack tap gently against her clit.
Kaden withdrew slowly, then pressed back in. It pressed her mouth back against Brian’s lips.
She moaned into the kiss. Her tongue worked against his as Kaden picked up a rhythm behind her.
Brian kissed back frantically, his bound hands useless, his whole world reduced to her mouth and the thought that another man was taking her.
She reached down between them. Her fingers found the rigid length of Brian’s cock. She wrapped her hand around him.
“Oh fuck,” Brian gasped against her lips.
She stroked him in time with Kaden’s thrusts. Working him towards the edge of a release while Kaden’s cock filled her.
Brian’s hips lifted off the chair, chasing her hand. His eyes rolled back.
“Please,” he whimpered. “Please, Tanya!”
She kissed him harder, swallowing his pleas. Her hand worked faster. She felt his cock throb, felt the warning pulse that meant he was close.
She let go.
Brian’s eyes flew open, wild and desperate. “No!”
“Not yet, baby,” she whispered. She traced one finger up his length, watching him shudder. “You don’t get to come until I say.”
Behind her, Kaden’s fingers dug into her hips. His pace increased, each stroke hitting deeper, harder. The wet sounds of their conjoining drifted up from behind her.
She watched and waited until the intensity in Brian’s gaze and the tension in his body had ebbed. Then she gripped his cock again, pumping with renewed vigour.
Her own arousal had been building and she could feel the tight pressure coiling in her belly. She felt something snap in her mind. This was all so dirty and wrong but she wanted it to be even more wicked.
She spat into her palm, then wrapped back around Brian’s prick. She jerked him faster, watching his face contort with need. She could feel a massive climax looming over her.
“Come for me,” she breathed.
Brian’s body tensed. His mouth fell open. His eyes locked on hers as the orgasm closed in.
Biting down on her lip, she released his cock and grabbed the arm of the chair to steady herself against Kaden’s pounding thrusts.
Brian’s roar of anguish filled the room. His cock pulsed in the air, thick gushes of cum oozing out of the head without any stimulation, dribbling impotently down his shaft instead of the explosive release his body craved. His hips bucked, his body seeking friction that wasn’t there.
He let out a heavy breath and stared down at his twitching cock.
The sight shattered her. The power of it, the cruelty, the absolute control she wielded over him as another man fucked her. It all crashed together and tore through her.
“Kaden!” She screamed his name as the orgasm detonated. 
Kaden grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her, holding her hands at the small of her back.
Her pussy clamped down on his cock, spasming and gripping him as wave after wave rolled through her. “Oh god, oh fuck!”
Kaden groaned behind her, his rhythm faltering as her body milked him. 
Wave after wave of orgasm rolled through her and she moaned and sobbed as she came. The feeling of Kaden’s cock gliding into her coupled with the sight of her husband’s ruined face drove her wild with pleasure.
“That’s it,” Kaden grunted. “Squeeze my fucking cock.” He released her arms and gripped her hips, driving himself into her harder and faster.
She collapsed forward onto Brian’s lap, still trembling, still clenching around Kaden’s length as the aftershocks rippled through her.
“Oh baby,” she whimpered, putting a hand on the back of his neck. “Baby I’m sorry. I love you. Oh god. He’s still fucking me baby.”
Brian nodded. He looked down at his cock and she followed his gaze. It was still hard. Still bright red and now covered with a sticky film of his ejaculate.
“Baby,” she whispered.
He looked up into her eyes again.
“Baby, he’s gonna come inside me and then you can have me again. He’s gonna fuck his come into me and then I’m gonna be yours all yours again. You’re gonna put your cock into me and make me yours okay?” she said, her voice desperate and pleading.
Brian nodded. His face was red.
“Yeah,” Kaden groaned. “Fucken take it, Mrs. B.”
She gasped as she felt his cock flex and plunge deeper into her. Her eyes widened when she felt the first hot spurt of his seed coat her insides.
Brian’s eyes popped open wide too and she knew he knew. She could see it. He knew Kaden was coming into her. That he was dumping a fat load of black baby seed deep into her pussy.
She closed her eyes, pulled on his neck and pulled him into another dirty kiss, plunging her tongue deeply into his mouth as Kaden continued to unload into her pussy.






  
  Chapter fourteen












Chapter 14


At some point during the calming of her orgasmic storm Kaden withdrew from her. The emptiness he left demanded to be filled again immediately. 
When she opened her eyes and pulled her mouth away from Brian’s she found him staring at her looking like he was back in his state of shock.
Reality began to intrude on her brain and she didn’t want that. Not yet. She didn’t want to process what had just happened with her conscious mind just yet. She wanted to keep them suspended in this state so she could enjoy the re-coupling with Brian.
When she turned to ask Kaden to leave, he was already gone. When she turned back to Brian she found him staring at space between her legs. “Baby,” she whispered.
He looked up into her eyes.
Her insides warmed at the desperate stare he gave her. A smile curled the corners of her mouth up. “Oh, baby,” she said again. She pulled open the ties around his arms.
The knots had been loose enough that he could have easily wiggled out of them. He hadn’t. He’d played her game and she loved him for going along with it.
She put her hands in his and pulled him from the chair and to the centre of the room.
They stood there like that for a moment. Naked and staring into each other’s eyes as she searched his face for clues about how he was feeling. “Are you okay?” she finally asked.
“Tanya that was so fucking hot,“ he whispered back. His eyes roamed down her body and she could see the hunger in his stare.
She bit back another smile and led him to the bed. She turned him around and gently eased him down to sit on the edge.
His eyes sank to her sex again and he glared at it.
She wanted to immerse him fully in his craving. She lifted her leg and put a knee on one side of his legs, then crawled up to sit on his lap and hung onto his neck as she leaned backwards and rolled her hips up so he could stare at her pussy.
His cock was throbbing and twitching just a few inches from it. His eyes were glued to the salty, pearly fluid oozing from it. Kaden’s fulsome payload that had been injected into her sacred depths by his fat black cock.
“You like that, baby? You like seeing it coming out of me?” she asked.
Her insides warmed again when he looked up at her. She hadn’t felt this close to him in years. Naked and sitting on his lap like they were a couple of young lovers just starting to explore each other’s bodies again.
“Am I crazy? Is there something wrong with me?” he asked. “Because I do like it. I fucking love it,” he said, his voice quiet.
She understood now what Arnelle and Sam had been talking about. About this wild thrill of being with another man, then going back to their husband to reaffirm their relationship was stronger than ever.
She got it now.
She pressed her pointer and ring fingers against her messy pussy lips and pried them apart, then dipped her middle finger into her opening and pulled it out coated in Kaden’s sperm.
A shiver travelled down her spine. When you started getting close to fifty not much felt forbidden anymore. This did. This was the kind of naughty she’d thought only young people could feel. But now she felt it, too. They both did.
“I want you to put your cock in me,” she said. She laughed quietly when she felt Brian tremble. She reached out down between them and pulled his hard cock towards her wet nest, then shuffled forward and slipped him into herself.
She drew in a slow breath and tipped her head back at the feeling of him gliding into the mess Kaden had left inside her.
“Oh my god,” Brian groaned as his cock slid deeper into her.
The slickness between them was obscene.
Every time Tanya rolled her hips forward, more of Kaden’s release squeezed out around Brian’s shaft, coating his cock and dripping down onto his balls. She could hear it. The wet, squelching sounds their bodies made as she moved on him. The sticky warmth spreading between her thighs.
It was filth but she’d never been so turned on in her life.
“Tanya,” Brian breathed, his voice strangled.
She looked down at where they joined and watched the white fluid oozing out with each shallow thrust. The sight made her stomach flip. She was riding her husband’s cock while another man’s cum leaked from her pussy. What kind of slut did that?
The wrongness of it sent electricity racing up her spine.
Brian’s fingers dug into her hips and she felt his whole body go rigid beneath her. His cock swelled inside her and she knew he was seconds from exploding.
“No,” she whispered, lifting herself off of him.
His cock slapped against his stomach, angry and purple and slick with her and Kaden’s combined fluids. A desperate sound came from the back of his throat.
“Not yet, baby.” She cupped his face and kissed him slowly, tasting the desperation on his lips. “I need more from you first.”
She guided his head down to her breasts. He latched onto her nipple immediately, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. His other hand came up to palm her other breast, kneading the flesh as his tongue worked circles around the sensitive bud.
“Now touch me,” she commanded, spreading her knees wider on either side of his lap. “Put your fingers in me.”
Brian’s hand slid down her stomach and between her legs. She felt him hesitate for just a second when his fingertips met the slippery mess there, but then he pushed two fingers inside her.
The wet sound made her cheeks burn. She was so stretched and loose from Kaden’s cock. So full of his seed. Brian’s fingers slipped in easily, squishing as he pumped them in and out of her ravaged pussy.
“God, you’re so full of him,” he murmured against her breast. His fingers curled, finding that spot inside her that made her clench around him. She moaned and rocked her hips, riding his hand as the pleasure built. His thumb found her clit, slippery with Kaden’s fluids, and circled it with just the right pressure.
“Oh fuck,” she whimpered. “Oh fuck, Brian.”
Her thighs started to shake. She was getting close but she didn’t want to come like this. She needed him inside her again. Needed to feel his cock where Kaden’s had been.
She pulled his hand away and lifted herself up, positioning his cock at her entrance again. This time she sank down slowly, taking each inch of him as they both watched. More of Kaden’s release bubbled out around his shaft, coating the base of his cock in milky white.
“Please don’t come yet,” she whispered, beginning to move again in slow, deliberate circles. “I want to feel you inside me a little longer.”
Brian’s jaw clenched but he nodded, his hands gripping her ass as she rode him at that slow and gentle pace.
She leaned forward and kissed him again. A sweet and romantic kiss this time, not the frantic hungry sucking from when Kaden had been inside her.
Brian kissed her back but his body stayed stiff as a board and she nearly burst out laughing knowing how hard he must have been concentrating on not blowing up into her.
She just needed a little bit more of him.
She pulled away and sat up a little straighter in his lap, then pulled his mouth back down against her breast.
He obediently pulled her nipple into his mouth and started sucking and circling again.
She closed her eyes and rolled her hips, riding him and trying to make his cock press the right buttons inside her without making it fire off. The feeling built in the base of her belly.
It wasn’t as charged as it had been with Kaden. Brian had a good cock but after being stretched out by Kaden’s monster she wasn’t nearly as sensitive to it as she normally would have been.
But she got herself close and Brian managed not to pop and she pulled him off her breast and tugged his hair gently so he looked up into her eyes. “Okay, baby,” she whispered. “I want you to fill me up now.” She smiled at him.
He grunted and his abdominal muscles clenched and his cock went rigid inside her.
She wanted to give him a little something extra so he’d remember this moment forever. So they both would.
“Imagine something for me, baby,” she whispered, running a thumb along his cheek. “Imagine we’re twenty years younger and just starting out again. Just got settled and finally ready to start our family.”
She saw his eyes widen and felt his cock harden even more inside her.
“Imagine I had this wild idea back then. That I just wanted to know one last time what another man felt like. And imagine you let me. Because you’re such a good and caring husband. And imagine I came home to you then and told you that I did what I did but that I could help myself. That we started with a condom but that I lost the plot and made him take it off and fuck me bareback. And he came inside me. And I’m so full of come just the way I am now. What would you do about it, baby? How hard would you fuck me if I did that?” she whispered.
She gasped at Brian’s strength as he hurled her off of himself and onto her stomach on the bed.
She felt his hand clutch the back of her neck, pressing her face into the mattress.
“You fucking slut,” he growled, just as he shoved his prick deep inside her.
She’d expected to gently nurse his climax out of him with her pussy and have a trembling orgasm as he came. His dominant aggression drove her wild. She moaned as he fucked her hard, using her hole the same way Kaden had. Pumping his cock in and out of her as he held her pinned to the bed.
A ferocious climax tore through her and at the height of the first wave she felt his cock go rigid and pulse as he roared and loosed his seed into her, mixing with what was left of Kaden inside her.
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Chapter 15


“Anything I can get you while you wait for your friend?” the waitress asked, smiling politely. 
“I think a round of mimosa’s would probably work,” Arnelle replied. “What do you say, ladies?”
Samantha nodded.
“That sounds about right,” Tanya said.
As soon as the waitress was out of earshot the two women turned to stare at her. “Looks like we might rebuild our little brunch club,” Arnelle remarked. “Amy just texted me she’s just running a few minutes late. Shouldn’t be long.”
Samantha glanced at Arnelle. “Should we get the good stuff before she gets here? You get a read on how she’s feeling about all this?” she asked.
“Well,” Arnelle began, leaning back in her chair. “I only just texted with her. She didn’t seem upset. And she did seem enthusiastic to meet up. Maybe she just needed some time to process things? She’s still pretty young and she’s got the kids around all the time. I remember it was hard trying to have adult thoughts when mine were that age.”
Samantha turned to look at Tanya. “Why don’t you just give us the synopsis and we can get a feel for where Amy’s at when she gets here.”
Tanya chuckled. “I didn’t realize I was going to be submitting a book report about it,” she joked.
The waitress came back with three drinks on a tray and they all went politely quiet as she distributed them. “I’ll keep an eye out for your fourth. In the meantime enjoy your drinks!” she said, before walking away towards the bar.
Tanya picked up the flute of champagne and orange juice and raised it over the centre of the table. The other women followed and gently clinked their glasses against hers. She took a sip, closing her eyes and savouring the boozy citrus flavour. She opened her eyes and smiled. “Well, I did it.”
A pleased smile stretched across Arnelle’s mouth as she leaned back in her chair and folded one leg over the other. “And?”
“And what?” Tanya asked.
“I’m assuming you’re still married with the way you’re smiling?” Arnelle said.
Tanya let out a small laugh and looked at Arnelle out of the corner of her eye. “He loved it,” she whispered.
Arnelle gave a knowing nod.
“I don’t want to be too gross or anything so tell me if this is TMI but, my god, he got so hard.”
Samantha blushed but seemed to understand by the way she was smiling.
“Did he get a chance to watch?” Arnelle asked.
Tanya nodded. She didn’t want to give up to many details. She wasn’t sure how Brian would feel about her divulging so much about their sex life. “Drove him wild,” she said.
“Why does that happen?” Samantha asked. “I mean, what about that could be so arousing to a man?”
“I have this theory,” Arnelle replied.
They both turned to look at her.
“So, we prize individuality so highly in today’s society, right? What do you want, how do you feel, what do you think? It wasn’t always like that. We needed each other much more for survival for most of human history. The group, the collective was what we worried about. Some societies are still like that. And in a society like that, wouldn’t it make sense, in terms of reproductive potential and offspring survival, that there would have to be some sort of mechanism by which a woman was exposed to maximal amount of…potential throughout her cycle?”
Samantha furrowed her brow. “You mean…”
“She means as many loads as possible for the greatest chance of conceiving. I didn’t realize you’d taken up anthropology as a hobby, Arnie,” Tanya teased.
Samantha wrinkled her nose in what seemed like disgust.
Arnelle shrugged. “I don’t know. I think about it sometimes. It doesn’t make sense, given that jealousy can be such a strong emotion in some men. But honestly, I think those are the men that just can’t face something like this head on. They’re too worried about the humiliation of being cuckolded to enjoy the finer aspects of watching their wife getting pleasured by another man.”
Tanya looked over Samantha’s shoulder as the door to the restaurant swung open and a burst of cold air swept inside. She smiled, raised her hand and waved until Amy saw her.
Amy returned the smile, said something to the hostess by the door and pointed toward their table, then cheerfully bobbed and weaved through the other tables to get to them.
Tanya felt a pinch of jealousy as she watched Amy. Amy was over ten years younger and had a beautiful, curvaceous body with heavy boobs and a booty that matched them. She had no wrinkles at the corners of her eyes, pouty lips and perpetually rosy cheeks.
They all stood up and exchanged hugs, then Amy unbundled her winter attire and took a seat at the table.
The waitress appeared instantly with a warm, welcoming smile. “A mimosa for you as well?” she asked.
“Please!” Amy said, flashing her a cheerfully naive smile back. She clapped her hands together and shrugged. “I’m so happy we’re back here!” she said.
Tanya exchanged a glance with Arnelle, who uncrossed her legs and leaned over the table towards Amy. “We’re so happy you’re back,” she said. “I’m sorry about how things turned out. I really didn’t want to upset anyone.”
Amy blushed at Arnelle’s apology and shook her head. “I’m sorry too. I had a lot on my plate that week and I think it just took me by surprise and I didn’t know what to do with it. I really didn’t mean to come off as judgmental about it.”
“You didn’t,” Arnelle said, patting the back of Amy’s hand.
“Aw, thanks,” Amy said, smiling. “So what are we gossiping about?” she asked, letting out a gleeful chuckle.
Samantha and Tanya exchanged glances.
Arnelle smiled a little wider at Amy. “Tanya was just telling us about an…adventure she had recently.”
“Ooh! Adventure sounds fun!” Amy said, clapping her hands together again. “Where did you go?”
Tanya drew in  a breath and held it with a smile for a moment. “Amy, look. I don’t think any of us want to upset you again. But you’re an adult. I feel like we shouldn’t have to tiptoe around you, either.”
Amy’s excitement seemed to fade, her smile waning. “What do you mean?” she asked.
Tanya glanced at Samantha again, not wanting to be indelicate.
“What she means is that the adventure was sexual. Tanya just had her first experience with another man,” Arnelle said bluntly. She stared at Amy, as if gauging her reaction.
Amy flashed a shy and awkward smile and her blush deepened. “Yeah. I figured that,” she said quietly. “It’s kind of why I’m here.”
Arnelle raised an eyebrow. Samantha and Tanya both sat up a little straighter.
The waitress appeared and set Amy’s drink down in front of her. She scanned the four of them, then flashed a tight smile. “Do we need a little more time to decide?” she asked.
“Give us a few minutes hon,” Arnelle said.
“Of course,” the waitress said, making a tactful retreat.
“Okay, well this is an interested turn of events,” Arnelle said. “Go on girl. Dish.”
Amy blushed even hotter, picked up her mimosa and took a big gulp before swallowing it down. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand as she set the drink down.
Samantha and Arnelle glanced at each other and started chuckling.
“I didn’t know who else to talk to,” Amy said, her voice low. Her eyes darted to each of them in turn. “Mark’s been working this job out of town. He’s exhausted on the weekends. It’s not like we’ve never had a dry spell. But this one’s been going on for, like, almost a month.”
Arnelle and Samantha chuckled again and Tanya suppressed a giggle.
“What?” Amy asked, obviously taking the laughter personally.
“Oh, honey, that’s just…ah to be young again!” Arnelle said. “We’re not laughing at you. We’re happy for you. I did a month standing on my head once. Didn’t you, Sam?”
Samantha chuckled again, put a hand on Amy’s shoulder and rubbed it. “Don’t mind us. Keep talking,” she said.
Amy sighed. “I’ve just had all this time to myself to think. And my mind keeps wandering to that brunch. What was it? Like, around a month ago, right?”
“Something like that,” Arnelle replied.
“Yeah. Well, anyways. I keep wondering if maybe I tried something different, maybe if I suggested something like what you did, it might, like, light the spark again, you know? I just have no idea how to bring something like that up with him.”
Arnelle leaned forward and put a hand over Amy’s. “First of all, do not just bring something like that up with him. Not if he’s tired. Not if he’s overworked. Talk to him. Tell him you miss him and that you miss intimacy. Get a sitter or better yet give the kids to grandma and grandpa for the weekend. See if that works. You’re young. I don’t know Mark very well but it’s not the same for younger guys. There’s still a lot of testosterone to deal with. You can’t just hit him out of left field with something like this. Jealousy’s a thing.”
Amy nodded.
Tanya leaned over the table. “Amy…is there something else you’re not telling us here?”
Amy’s eyes went big and her face coloured an even deeper red. “Maybe,” she squeaked.
Arnelle and Tanya shared a glance.
“Oh,” Arnelle said. “You have someone in mind.”
Amy shrank back into her chair, staring at her lap. “Maybe,” she whispered.
The waitress swept up to the table, smiling cheerfully. “How are we doing here?” she asked, glancing at each of them.
“Eggs Benny all around,” Arnelle said. “And, uh, we’re going to need another round of these,” she said, tapping her glass.
END OF PART THREE
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