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Chapter One

I swirled the pink dregs of my Cosmo around the bottom of the glass, wondering if I should order another one. The first three still glowed in my stomach, and I thought maybe I should hold off. Instead, I took another look around the bar. James had picked a nice place; classy without being snobby. The music was loud enough to dance to if you wanted, but not so loud that you couldn’t have a conversation. Recessed fixtures in the high ceiling gave just enough light to see the people around me, but still leave some mystery when I spotted a guy across the room.

I shifted on my barstool, tugging at the hem of my short black skirt, absolutely sure that everyone could tell I wasn’t wearing panties. The thought of all these people focused on my bare pussy made my face heat with embarrassment, but also made my belly heat with excitement. James and I had argued about it before we left home—I thought I looked sexy enough already, but he said it was about how it would make me feel. And of course, he was right. All the way over in the car, I’d had to resist the urge to slip my fingers between my legs and tickle my freshly-shaved slit.

My excitement had cooled a little when we’d arrived at the bar, and I actually had to walk around in public. My skirt was really tight and had a bad habit of riding up whenever it felt like. Again that was James’s idea. He’d picked out all of my clothes for this adventure, including my shimmery gold top. It covered my braless boobs completely, but it shifted when I moved, exposing a lot of flesh down the front or through the sides. And the silk lining was doing a number on my nipples, dragging over the sensitive skin, making them pucker into hard points. I was sure that every guy in this place could see what a slut I was.

But of course that was the whole point. That was why James had dressed me up, and taken me to this place two towns over, where no one would know us—so that I could show all of the guys in the bar what a slut I was. And so James could watch.

I checked on him with a sideways glance, pretending that I didn’t notice him. He was in a tiny booth against the wall, sunk into the shadows. His pale hand toyed with his drink, just like I was doing with mine, and I caught the glint of his platinum wedding ring. Mine was at home, on the bathroom counter.

“Looks like you need a refill.”

I shook my head to wake up from my daydream. I’d seen this guy before, across the bar. He was kind of short for my taste, but handsome, with close-cropped brown hair and really wide shoulders. Maybe ex-military? He had that kind of physical confidence. Anyway, I’d already included him in my mental “maybe” list. I resisted the urge to look over at James, and instead turned to smile at my new friend.

“Looks like I do,” I said. He leaned against the bar, instead of taking the stool next to mine, so when I swung around toward him, my bare thigh brushed against his leg. I looked into his eyes, and almost laughed when I saw that his were focused down the front of my top. It had taken me a while to get used to things like that, but the more that James and I had talked about exploring this new side of our relationship, the more I’d desired the hungry looks of other men. I leaned forward a little bit, letting him get a better view.

He must have liked what he saw because he shifted nervously on his feet like he was trying to ease some discomfort in his pants. I wanted to check him out, but his dark slacks, the low light, and the hang of his suit jacket hid his bulge. It wasn’t time yet to just reach out and grab it, but if things went well, I’d know what I was dealing with in a couple minutes.

We were both forced to look up as the bartender came over. My new friend ordered me another Cosmo and a neat single-malt for himself. That was a good first step; I loved the smoky, manly taste of kissing a guy who drinks scotch.

“I’m disappointed,” he said. He leaned forward so I could hear him clearly over the music, but also so he could put a hand on my bare knee. His hand was warm and slightly rough, and a little shudder went through me at the contact. My pussy tingled, and I wondered how embarrassed I would be if he could smell my excitement.

“Disappointed in what?” I said. I’d already heard this line before from someone else, but I wouldn’t hold that against him. Guys had a hard enough time approaching women, I was sure. Plus, he didn’t know how easy I could be—in every sense of the word—if he just skipped this part and got right to the point.

“In the entire male gender,” he said. “They should be lining up to talk to a girl as pretty as you.”

“You think I’m pretty?” I asked.

He hesitated, since I wasn’t following the script. I should have blushed and giggled, and thanked him for saying something so nice, but I wanted to see him think on his feet. “No,” he said.

My mouth opened in surprise, and I was about to hit him with my “go away” look when he squeezed my knee and leaned in even closer.

“You’re stunning,” he said. “Beautiful.”

I clamped my mouth shut, and sat up a little straighter, pushing my tits out to give him a show, as a reward for the compliment. He took my offer, and looked down my loose top, seeing a good portion of smooth skin, and maybe a puckered pink nipple. He crowded in closer, and this time I felt what was hiding in his pants as it pressed against my thigh.

I touched his arm, feeling the bulge of his bicep through the suit jacket, and then running my fingertips over the fine wool, down to where his hand rested on my knee. He looked straight into my eyes, and I felt a heat in my belly that wasn’t from the drinks. I could definitely see myself taking this man somewhere, letting him undress me, and kiss me, and push that hard cock into my wet pussy. That’s why I was here, after all—to find someone who could fuck me in ways that James couldn’t.

I opened my knees, and tugged on his hand, pushing his fingers between my legs. He got the hint, and while I picked up my glass and took a sip of my drink, he ran his hand between my thighs, headed for my dripping cunt. He took it slow but didn’t hesitate, his rough fingers scraping over my soft skin as he reached the hem of my tiny skirt. Plunging under the fabric, he finished the journey, his blunt fingertips finding the swollen lips of my pussy.

I gasped, and almost spilled my drink, as he pressed into my soaked entrance. It didn’t take him long to get one finger through my lips and into my wet hole, then press another one up against my tender clit. I put my glass down and clutched at his shoulder, watching his face as he explored my bare snatch. He smiled at me—a bad boy smirk that made my pussy juice even more.

He leaned down, and I thought he was going to kiss me, but instead, he wrapped his other arm around my waist, holding me in place while he got his knee between my legs. He wedged my thighs open, giving him room to attack my sensitive cunt. I felt like such a slut, but I was so ready for this. After sitting here for hours, dreaming about dicks and getting all worked up, I was ready for some relief.

He pried my lips open and worked two, then three fingers inside me. Maybe a little fast, but I wasn’t in charge anymore, and I groaned as my pussy stretched. The air was thick with the smell of horny woman, and I was worried for a moment about what the other men in the bar were seeing. And what about James? Was he enjoying the show, seeing his slut wife getting mauled by a stranger?

Then I forgot all about the rest of the bar, as my new friend shoved into me, hard. He put his mouth against my ear, and I smelled the scotch on his breath.

“Horny little bitch…you’re not not even going to put up a fight, are you? You want me to take you somewhere right now, don’t you? You want my cock.”

I bit my lip to keep from moaning, as his fingers worked in and out of my hole, but I managed to look up and nod.

His grin this time wasn’t just selfish, it was positively greedy. He knew that he’d just hit the lottery; that I was ready to let him do whatever he wanted, with no strings attached. Well…maybe one.

I reached down to rub the front of his pants, oblivious to what anyone saw or thought. He pushed his hips forward, and I traced the outline of a good-sized cock under the fabric. Maybe not as big as I’d been dreaming about, and certainly not as big as the dildo I used at home when I fantasized about doing this. Still, it was bigger and harder than James could muster, and I knew it would feel incredible buried deep in my cunt.

His wonderful, warm fingers suddenly left me, as he pulled his hand away. Cool air rushed in over my wet skin, and I shivered. I wanted to yank his hand back into place and tell him not to stop until he’d finished the job, but he was straightening himself up, getting ready for us to leave. I thought about finishing myself off with my own fingers, but decided that my needy hole would have to wait. There was something I needed to do first.

“Before we go,” I said, “there’s something we need to talk about.”

His look of triumph vanished, as he figured out this might not be an easy lay after all. “What else do we need to discuss? You’re horny, and so am I. Let’s just go somewhere and take care of our problem.”

I wouldn’t call being horny a problem, but I ignored that, since this was the most delicate part of the evening. “Just a minute,” I said. “First of all, I should tell you that I’m not here alone.”

“What, did you come with another chick? You want her to come with us? Or does she need cab fare, or what?”

I wished this guy would shut up, since every time he talked I liked him less. Still, he was probably my best bet for what James and I had in mind. “No, not another girl. I’m here with my husband,” I said.

He looked around, probably expecting to see some huge guy glaring jealously at him. When he didn’t see anyone nearby, he turned back to me. “Is this a joke?” he said. “Some kind of tease that you do? Get guys worked up and wanting it, and then you say ‘nope, I’m married’ just to fuck with them?”

His voice was getting harsh, and he looked annoyed. Since I’d never done this part successfully before, I took a deep breath and tried to get myself together. “No, it’s nothing like that,” I said, taking one of his hands in mine so he wouldn’t stalk away. “I want you, really. I want you to take me out of here and do all of those things that you were thinking about at the bar.”

“But you want your creep husband to…what? Watch? Jack off in the corner? Try to lick my ass or some shit?”

“No…no. You don’t understand. It’s—”

“It’s fucked up, is what it is. Later bitch. I’m out.” He jerked his hand away and stalked toward the door.

I wanted to cry. Partly from his rejection, but partly because I was so fucking horny, and my chance at satisfaction had just left.

James must have seen what happened, but when I glanced over at his table, he was still tucked into the shadows. Screw him. Even if he couldn’t get it up for me, at least he could come over and give me a hug or something.

That was the second time that I’d struck out tonight, but the first time the guy hadn’t gotten upset like that. The tall guy with the goatee who’d bought me my second drink of the evening had gone as far as getting his hand on my bare ass, but when I’d brought up James, he’d simply said no thanks, and went back to the other side of the bar. The truth was, I had no idea about the right way to do this.

James had done some research, getting into the whole cuckold scene online, but I hadn’t really wanted to know. I’d never even thought of cheating, even after years of frustration. But now that I’d come around to the idea, and was excited about finally getting a hard cock to play with, it was more difficult than I thought.

Deep down, I just wanted my husband, even if he’d turned out to be something…less…than I’d hoped for.

If I was honest with myself, my real issue was that I wanted to start a family. I wanted a baby before I hit thirty—at least one, but maybe more. I’d thought James would make a great dad since he was so considerate and caring, but there was just one problem: he couldn’t stay hard during sex. Something about being inside me just shut down his penis. We could fondle each other, and masturbate—he loved to watch me on the bed, in my sexiest lingerie, playing with myself—but when I got his semi-hard cock in my mouth or pussy, it just wilted. He said it wasn’t anything about me, it was him.

Personally, I thought it was his mother’s fault, the crazy bitch, but it really didn’t matter. He said he loved me, and he wanted me to be happy, so he’d started pushing me to find another man to satisfy my needs. I’d told him that I didn’t need anyone else, but after a while, I’d realized that wasn’t true. I liked sex—actually, I loved sex—and the last three years had been disappointing. My vibrator could only keep me happy for so long. I hadn’t brought up the baby thing to James either, since that would just lead to more pressure and more frustration.

So here we were, trying to find a suitable man to give me something I hadn’t had in years: a good fuck. When James had suggested that I go find a stud to pound my pussy, I’d been ashamed. Not for me, but for him. He told me that he was fine with it, but I didn’t see how that could be true. Everything I thought I knew about men said that they were possessive and jealous. How could James just give up his wife to go screw some other guy? I’d thought that he would resent me if I went off by myself to have an affair. So I did what I’d thought was right for his ego and for our marriage: I promised him that I wouldn’t fuck anyone without him there.

Now, after my second rejection of the night, I was starting to think that I shouldn’t have been so quick to make promises. It would have been so much easier to find some guy at the grocery store, or the gym, and convince him to go to a motel for a night. This whole production with the clothes, and the out of town bar, and James watching from the sidelines had seemed exciting for both of us, but the reality was turning out to be a drag.

What I really hoped, was that going through with this would give James the stimulation he needed to fuck me himself. Seeing some stranger slamming their hard cock into his wife would hopefully stir something in him—some hint of masculine rage that would keep him hard long enough to take me home, throw me down on our marriage bed, and seed my waiting womb. I didn’t want to resort to clinics and needles to get my baby, but reality said that if tonight was a bust, I would call my doctor on Monday.

I gathered myself and grabbed my clutch to head for the bathroom. I needed to pee, but I also needed to clean up my leaking pussy. I was surprised that I wasn’t dripping down my leg, after that guy’s fingers had done such a good job of opening me up.

I was checking my face in the bathroom mirror when I felt a pinch on the left side of my belly. A little tremor of a cramp followed it, and I grimaced at my reflection. Perfect. I was ovulating, right at this moment, and instead of taking my husband home and fucking him—getting him to cum inside my fertile pussy and get me pregnant—I was about to go back out into the bar and try to pick up another random stranger. I double-checked the strip of condoms in my purse, just to make sure they were there when I needed them. If I needed them.

I left the bathroom and went out into the dark hallway. Before I turned the corner to go back into the bar, something came over me, and I just stopped. I couldn’t face going back there and jumping on that rollercoaster of need and shame again. Whether it was fertility hormones, or just being overwhelmed by the whole situation with James, I felt drained. I leaned against the wall, thinking I might want to cry, but the tears wouldn’t come. I didn’t know whether to be excited, or frustrated, or mad, or embarrassed, or…anything really. I just felt lost.

I knew I should get going—the night was wasting away, and James was waiting for me to do what I’d promised—but I couldn’t get my feet to move. I wanted someone else to do the moving for me. Someone to take care of all the thinking, and let me just be.

That wasn’t going to happen, though. No one would solve my problems for me. I’d chosen this path, as twisted as it seemed, and I needed to face my responsibilities. I—

Hands circled my waist from behind. Big hands. Strong hands. I felt them clamping down, keeping me from turning around.

“Don’t move.”


Chapter Two

The voice was so deep and so smooth, that I thought for a moment it was the song coming from the speakers on the wall. But then something rustled my hair, and a stubbled cheek brushed against my ear. “I’ve been watching you.” He smelled like scotch.

I should have freaked out at some anonymous man grabbing me from behind, but I’d already been mauled by two strangers that night, and for some reason, this guy’s strong grip felt comforting, and his voice made me shiver.

“So…so what have you seen?” I asked. My voice cracked, and I ran my tongue over my suddenly dry lips.

“You. Your husband in the corner. Your clothes. Your attitude. I’ve seen it before.”

“Seen what?”

“Your type. A hot woman like you, looking for a man. Someone who can do all of those things that your husband can’t do…or won’t do…or likes to watch you do.” He pressed closer, his hard body like a wall behind me. He was tall—when he stood straight, his chin was at the top of my head.

My mind was split on what I should do. On the one hand, I should be struggling to leave. This man was totally unknown to me. I hadn’t seen him so I couldn’t tell anything about him. On the other hand though, I really didn’t want to leave. Whoever he was, his voice and his attitude were getting to me. So was the fact that I had no idea what he looked like. He had strong hands and a sexy voice—and he was tall, couldn’t forget that—and he was totally anonymous.

Of course, I was already horny, and a little drunk, so my mind wasn’t thinking rationally. But I was here looking for a man. Someone to take the place of my husband, and—like my stranger had said—do all of those things that James couldn’t do.

I sighed in frustration, and without thinking, leaned back into my nameless companion. “I’m so confused,” I said. It may have sounded like whining, but it was true. I closed my eyes and tipped my head back, relaxing against his hard body, soaking up his warmth.

“No you’re not,” he said. “You’re looking for a man who’s better than your husband, and when you find him, you’re going to take him somewhere and let him fuck you.”

I shivered. Even though I’d been thinking it all night, that word sounded so dirty when he said it out loud. James never said it, neither did I. It was always “making love,” or “having sex,” but when I heard his anonymous voice saying it, I knew that it was exactly what I was looking for: I wanted to fuck. “And are you that man?” I asked. Without thinking about it, I pushed my ass back against him, my short skirt riding up over my hips with the friction. I felt his cock, hard against his leg.

One of his hands left my waist, and slid up my back, until his fingers tangled in my hair. He tugged my head back, just enough to let me feel it. His lips tickled my ear. “Yes, I am.”

Oh, god. I melted, sagging back against his firm body. He let go of my hair to get both hands back around me and hold me from sliding down to the floor. My chest heaved with my ragged breathing. He gripped me tight, letting the emotions wash through me without trying to interfere. I wanted to turn around and bury my face against his strong chest, but I also didn’t want to break this spell. All thoughts of James, and our plan for tonight, faded from my mind.

When his grip on my waist loosened, I held perfectly still, waiting to see what he would do.

His fingertips slipped over the hem of my skirt, and down onto bare skin. He traced a path down the front of my thigh, touching me so lightly that it raised goosebumps on my leg. When he reached my knee, he started back up. I held my breath, shaking with anticipation as his hand moved higher. When he reached the edge of my skirt again, he slid under the fabric, pulling it up. His whole hand caressed my hip. His palm was dry and warm, callused but not rough.

“Please,” I whispered, without even realizing that I’d said it out loud.

“Please what?”

“Touch me.” I reached down and put my hand over his, finding out for certain how big his hands were. I pulled at his wrist, dragging his fingers toward my bare pussy. He let me guide him, his thick middle finger making first contact with the top of my slit. I groaned as I slid him over my clit and down, between the moistening lips, then gasped as his fingertip found my entrance, and he teased me open.

I’d never been so horny. He was like night and day compared to the other two men who’d gotten under my skirt tonight. He teased my lips, coating his fingers in my wetness, exploring every inch of my tingling pussy. Every touch was firm and sure, ramping up the warmth in my belly, and making me shiver in anticipation of what was next.

He knew I was ready, and his thick finger sank into my cunt. The blunt tip pried open my entrance, and he circled inside the rim, stretching me and getting my juices really flowing. When he’d teased me long enough, he pressed deep, making me gasp as little shocks of electricity ran through my pussy and up my spine. I opened my legs wider giving him more room to play with me.

I reached back and gripped double-handfuls of his pant legs, pulling him against me so I could grind my ass against his muscular thighs. I felt something waiting for me back there, and I sent my fingers searching for it. I found the bulge of his cock under the fabric and gave it a rub. He responded by pressing deeper into my wet hole, and washing his thumb against my clit. I groaned, but never let go of what I’d found in his pants.

After years of dealing with James and his on-again, off-again erection, touching the iron bar of my stranger’s cock was like opening my eyes and seeing the real world for the first time. I’d watched porn with James, and seen the giant, stone-hard dicks on the screen, but I thought those guys must be mutants of some kind, or it was an editing trick, or they were on special porn drugs. And yet here I was, in a regular bar, in a regular town, running my fingers over a giant, stiff, porn-sized dick. It seemed to never end, bulging out from his crotch, and all the way down his leg. I tried to imagine him stuffing it inside me, and had to wonder if that was even possible.

I came back from my fantasies when his fingers left my pussy, drawing a wet trail across my hip as his hand went back to my waist. He clutched me hard, with both hands. “I’m going to give you what you came for,” he drawled in my ear.

Suddenly, reality intruded on me. I was about to protest—to tell him about James, and our deal—when he pressed his dick against my ass, and pulled me back to grind against his hardness. I remembered what I’d felt under my fingers, and all thought of James disappeared again. I relaxed in his strong grip and nodded my head.

He pushed, and my feet stumbled forward, but he kept me from falling. We spun in the narrow hall and headed back toward the rear of the bar. He kept me facing away, not giving me a chance to see his face. I could have looked over my shoulder and caught a glimpse, but for some reason, I didn’t want to. The anonymous voice and disembodied cock behind me were all I needed.

We shuffled past the men’s room and the ladies’, to the end of the hall, and stopped in front of a featureless door. No one had passed by us the entire time we’d been standing there, but I still got nervous as we paused in the hallway. What if someone came to use the bathroom and saw me with half of my ass exposed? What if James came looking? What if I went through that door, and ended up alone, in a locked room, with a strange, faceless man. This was more risk than I’d ever taken in my life, and I trembled a bit as it overwhelmed me.

He must have felt me shake. “It’s all right,” he said, and for some reason I believed him. “Go ahead.”

I turned the knob and pushed open the door. The room beyond was a windowless office, with a dark wood desk, and comfortable looking leather chairs. Definitely a man’s space, and I felt a little nervous as he steered me through the doorway. James had never felt the need to have his own man cave at our house—his idea of decorating was almost more feminine than mine—so I was entering uncharted territory as I looked over the leather-bound books on the shelves, and the stocked bar in the corner. It smelled like leather and spice, with hints of my new friend’s musky cologne—plus the strong scent of horny woman coming from under my skirt.

Two wall sconces glowed behind green glass shades, and the desk light was on, making the room almost like the bar outside—bright pools of light in a sea of shadows. I didn’t see anything like a bed, but the big leather couch looked like it could serve the purpose. My pussy was slick now with anticipation. I was going to get fucked. Finally, after all this time. And by a giant, faceless, cock. I reached down and stroked the backs of my lover’s hands, just to reassure myself that he was real.

He was still steering me through the room, and I almost said something as we passed the couch. For some reason, though, I didn’t think I was supposed to talk. We had entered his realm, and my stranger was in charge now; it wouldn’t feel right to question him. Besides, there wasn’t really any need for conversation—he knew that I was willing and horny, and I knew that he was tall and strong, with a giant cock. The rest seemed trivial.

We approached the large desk, and he stopped me before my legs bumped into the edge. Twisting his hands out from under mine, he captured my wrists, and pulled my arms forward, placing my hands on the edge of the desk. I was bent over in this position, my top gaping at the neckline, and my tits swinging free under the loose fabric. My ass pushed back into my lover’s crotch again, and I wiggled back and forth, trying to find his steel rod. I was disappointed when he pulled away from me, leaving my bobbing butt twerking in the empty air.

He pressed hard on top of my hands like he was sticking them to the wooden surface. “Don’t move,” he said in my ear, and then he was gone.

I panicked a little bit when he left me. He’d had his hands on me since the hallway, and I’d gotten used to the strength of his grip, and the sure way he steered me wherever he wanted me to go. Now he’d left me alone, but he’d also left me with one command: not to move.

But why was I listening to orders from a faceless man? If some stranger came up to me in public and told me not to move, I’d tell him to go screw himself. I knew this guy didn’t have any real hold over me—that If I wanted to, I could leave. I could go back to the bar and find James. I could plead that I had a headache, and we’d go home. Next week we might be back to try again, or maybe he’d come up with some other way to go through with his plan.

If I went ahead with this, I would be cheating on James; going against all of the commitments of our marriage vows. But for some reason, not having him know seemed like a better idea than having him in the room watching. I’d resigned myself to having sex in front of him at some point, but I wasn’t ready to show him how his loving wife had submitted so completely to a pair of strong hands and a faceless cock.

I held perfectly still, hands on the desktop, bent at the waist, with my ass sticking out behind me. My short skirt had ridden up to the point where I could feel the air on my wet pussy. Normally I would have tugged it down to cover up, but that would mean taking my hands off the desk, and I wasn’t about to do that. He might be watching; getting an eyeful of my shaved cunt but testing me at the same time.

I was testing myself as well. My resolve was hanging by such a slim thread that if I broke now—turned my head or adjusted my clothes or even dug in my bag for a breath mint—I knew I’d chicken out completely and run back to the bar. I’d tell James that this whole thing wasn’t going to work, and that we’d have to find some other way to get our thrills as a couple.

But so far, I was still here; still holding onto the polished wood. I listened carefully, but couldn’t hear anything. No creaking floorboards, or breathing, or anything to say that he was still there. Just the faint drone of music from the bar. My nervousness returned. Had he abandoned me? Was he out calling his ten buddies to come gang-bang the horny slut he’d found? Maybe he was sharpening his axe, getting ready to chop me to pieces? I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, driving all my wild speculations away. There was something about my mystery man that told me none of my fears were true. He was here for me, and me alone. He wanted me, and he knew that I wanted him. My anxiety died away, and I opened my eyes again.

With nothing to do but wait, I looked down at the desk. It had an old-fashioned blotter, and a set of pens in a lacquered holder. A copper banker’s light with a frosted glass shade lit up the dark wood. The chair beyond was high-backed and plush, the black leather soft and comfortable-looking. I imagined my faceless man leaning back in that chair, casually stroking my hair as I knelt between his legs and sucked on his beautiful, hard cock…

My daydreams vanished with a clicking noise behind me. The light dimmed in the room as one of the wall sconces shut off. In a few seconds, the other one went dark, leaving the desk light as the only illumination in the room. I knew my lover was coming to me, and I desperately wanted to turn around, but he’d told me not to move. For some reason obeying him turned me on almost as much as the thought of his cock slamming into my cunt. As if to prove my point, I felt the tickle along my thigh as a drop of moisture leaked from my hungry pussy. God, where was he? I needed him to—

I yelped as a fingertip brushed behind my knee, barely managing to keep my hands on the desk. I shivered as the finger moved slowly up the back of my thigh, but I didn’t turn around.

“Good girl,” he whispered in my ear, and my pussy twitched with joy, knowing he was back and that he was pleased with me.

His hands slid onto my hips, pulling my skirt up until it bunched around my waist, leaving my ass completely bare. Desperate for his touch, I spread my legs apart and arched my back, pushing my butt back toward him like the horny slut I was becoming.

“Fuck me.” The words came out as barely a whisper.

Only when I heard his disappointed sigh did I realize that I’d made a mistake. I hadn’t been given permission. His hands left me again, and fear welled up inside me. Would he disappear for good this time, leaving me needy and naked in a strange office?

“Don’t move your hands,” he said.

I was just about to open my mouth and apologize for what I’d done wrong, when a loud crack sounded in the quiet room, and fire exploded through my exposed ass. I yelped as the pain flared, and then slowly faded. For some strange reason, I didn’t spin around in outrage. Instead, I bit my lower lip and kept my eyes focused on the desk in front of me.

My ass was hot where he’d spanked me, but my face was even hotter with the shock of it. I knew that I’d made a mistake, but I certainly hadn’t expected that kind of punishment. Then again, what had I been expecting? This was all new territory for me, and I was just going by instinct. For all I knew, strong men always spanked their women, and I hadn’t realized it before because I was married to James. He’d never had the nerve to do anything like that—anything that might be mistaken for disrespect or abuse. In his mind, women’s bodies were meant to be worshipped, not slapped. Even if I’d begged him for it, I’m not sure he would ever—

Smack.

My knees buckled as that big, hard hand came down on my other cheek. I bit my tongue to stop from yelping in pain and surprise. My hands clutched at the edge of the desk to keep my balance. So my punishment wasn’t over. What was the proper number of spanks for a slutty, cheating wife who had disobeyed her anonymous alpha lover? Five? Ten? Could I stand there and take it? My ass stung, but the heat that followed the pain seeped right through my skin and flowed to my lonely, untouched pussy. My lower lips swelled, and my juices flowed, at the same time my whole body tensed and waited for the next strike.

And waited. What was he doing? Why was he holding back? As crazy as it sounded in my own head, I was looking forward to the next swat. I craved the contact, even if it did hurt for a moment. I was starting to enjoy the feeling of helplessness that came with it—I had brought this on by breaking the rules, and now my fate was completely in my mystery man’s strong hands. I wanted to push my ass back, to beg him for the next spank, but doing that was what had gotten me in trouble to begin with. My legs and shoulders trembled with tension as I held my place. Maybe he would—

Smack.

Harder than the last time. Louder in my ears. My ass burned with pain…and I moaned.

I couldn’t help it. A low groan of pleasure leaked out between my lips. My pussy tingled as the sensations moved through me—I couldn’t believe I was getting off on being spanked. Of all the things that would never happen in my own bedroom, getting spanked was near the top, but why was that? James not having the balls to do it, or me not having the balls to demand it? I had a feeling that if I’d asked my husband to smack my ass, and if he could ever force himself to do it, the result would have been a poor copy of what I was getting from my mystery man. He knew exactly how to treat a slut like me…one who—

Smack.

I yelped as the sting sparked the already-sensitive nerves in my ass, then moaned even louder than before as the heat and the pleasure flowed into my pussy. My clit throbbed with need, but I wasn’t allowed to touch. My nails dug into the wood of the desk as I gripped it tighter.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

Three quick strikes in a row had me gasping in pain, and sagging on my trembling legs. Would he blame me if I collapsed to the floor? No, I couldn’t do that. I was giving in to his demands, but that didn’t mean I was weak. I needed to show him how strong I was—how worthy I was of his attention—by taking whatever he threw at me. I got my legs under control and stood firm, waiting.

“Good girl.” His voice made me jump, then I twitched again as I felt his touch. His hand moved over my ass, caressing the sensitive skin. His rough palms felt like sandpaper, but the praise he’d given me had my desire surging in my chest, and deep in my cunt.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I mean, this whole night had started out crazy and then gotten weirder from there, but what I really couldn’t believe was how fast I’d fallen into this submissive role. I’d had no idea that I even had this side to me. There had been some surprises like my tender ass was reminding me, but there was also something really satisfying about giving up control, especially to someone as strong and confident as my mystery man. For some reason, I was trusting him to do what was right for me.

His hands left my burning cheeks, and I heard him shuffling around. The music from the bar still thumped quietly through the wall, but my hearing had become hyper-tuned to what was happening right behind me. I tossed my head to get my hair away from my ears, hoping I could pick up some clue to what was next. There was the distinctive jingle of a belt buckle, followed by the slow growl of a zipper pulling down. The suspense was killing me, but it was also causing my pussy to heat up in anticipation. I knew I was about to get a cock inside me—a real hard cock for the first time in years.

His footsteps drew closer, until I could feel him—feel the heat of his presence against my exposed skin. I snuck a glance down my front, past my hanging breasts and my open legs. Between my shiny black pumps, I could just make out the tips of his shoes. Polished and expensive looking. I smiled to myself as I saw the size of his feet.

Without warning his breath puffed on my bare neck. His hand caressed my hair, down over my bare shoulder, sending shivers through me as he gripped my elbow and pulled my right arm away from the desk. I kept the left one firmly in place, supporting myself as he took my free hand and pulled it behind my back. I wondered if he was going to tie me up, or handcuff me, or something like that. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that, but I didn’t have much choice. Still, why tie me up when he had me basically bound to the desk in front of me? I’d already proved that I wasn’t going to run away.

He pulled my arm further back until I felt…oh.

Oh, shit.

My fingers brushed over the hot, smooth skin, as he guided my hand to his cock. When I got a firm grip around his shaft, he took his hand away and left me to explore. What I felt in my hand almost made me cum without being touched. I made a noise of pure, sluttish delight as I wrapped my fingers around the hot, hard shaft.

Hard. That’s what I kept thinking, as I gripped him. Rock hard. Iron hard. After years of James’s semi-erections, it was incredible to feel the real thing again. Memories stirred, of lovers I’d had before James, before I’d made the choice to trade a hard dick for my husband’s other qualities as a partner and companion. I wouldn’t say that it had been a bad decision—I loved my husband—but I hadn’t realized how much I had missed the feeling of rough, sweaty sex.

My fingers couldn’t meet around his thickness, and I tried to imagine what that girth would do to my poor pussy. Whatever it did, I was sure I’d love it, even if it hurt at first. I pumped his shaft, sliding the loose skin back and forth over the rigid core. When I held him tight, I felt his pulse through the engorged flesh.

If his thickness was impressive, I was completely stunned as I stroked him from the base, all the way to the tip. This was a cock designed to reach my unexplored depths. Could I even fit something that long all the way inside? I was certainly going to try.

I rubbed, and pulled, and stroked my mystery man’s cock, getting to know every bulge and crease. I desperately wanted to spin around and taste it, but I knew that would destroy everything that had been building up between us since he found me in the hallway. I swirled my fingers over the smooth round tip, teasing the slit at the end, and was rewarded by the flow of his slippery precum. I rubbed it between my fingers, coating them with his essence before sliding my fist over his knob. I heard him suck in a breath as my tight fist stroked him. More fluid leaked from him until my hand made delightfully rude squishing sounds as I jacked his monster dick. I could imagine my tight pussy making the same sounds when her turn came.

His cock jerked, and he grunted. I glowed with pride as he plucked my hand away—I’d had him on the brink. He’d been just as worked up as I was. While he took deep breaths to calm down, I lifted my hand to my face, and sniffed at my sticky fingers, before plunging a couple into my mouth. If I couldn’t suck on his cock directly, I could at least taste him. Salty and earthy, just like I imagined. He tasted like a man.

Before he could object, I pulled the wet fingers out of my mouth and sent them searching for my cunt. When I found my swollen lips, they were already soaked, but I swirled my fingers over the slippery skin, mixing our juices together. I pressed my clit and rubbed my folds, but didn’t go inside—I was saving that for what was coming next.

Something rubbed against my hand, and I reached out to capture his cock. He’d slid his spear between my open legs, and I took charge of it, pressing it against my pussy, soaking his length in my leaking juices. One flick of my fingers and I could have him inside me, but that wasn’t how I wanted this to go. I would get him ready, hot and hard and wet, but the rest was for him to do. I wanted him to take me, like the horny slut I was.

“Oh, god…” I moaned, as his cock glided against my clit. I knew I’d spoken without permission, but I had a feeling that the rules were relaxing a bit.

Both heavy hands gripped my hips. “Tell me what you want.” I hadn’t heard him speak in so long, and it vibrated right through me.

“Mmm…I need that inside me,” I said. “I’ve got condoms in my bag if you…”

My voice trailed away as my lover plucked my hand away from his cock. The way he yanked away from my pussy told me that I’d fucked up again. Was that it? Was it over? Should I turn around and apologize? Pull down my skirt and slink out the door like the failed slut I was?

Obviously it was the condoms, but honestly, who could object to a condom in this day and age? I mean, I didn’t know anything about him, but he didn’t know anything about me either. How could he be sure that a woman like me, trolling a bar for random hook-ups, was clean?

“I don’t know how to answer you,” I said. No sense being timid now.

All I heard was his soft breathing, barely louder than the dull thump of the music coming from the bar.

God damn it, this was so fucking confusing. I didn’t know how to play these dominance and submission games. I’d just been trying to do something brave to help my marriage, and somehow ended up in this crazy situation. “No condoms…is that really one of the rules?”

Still no answer from my mystery man. I guess his silence was the answer, but I wasn’t sure I liked it. Hadn’t I just felt the pinch that said I was ovulating right now? If my lover’s sperm got anywhere near my pussy, I could end up pregnant…from an anonymous hook-up in a bar. What a story to tell my kid.

My kid. Hadn’t that been my dream for so long? To have a life grow inside me? To be a mom, and have a little part of me that I could nurture and guide, teach and love? When James and I had gotten married, I’d always imagined us having a big family, even if his problem had already started becoming an issue in bed. I’d actually hoped that going through with this cuckolding stuff, would spur him to finally impregnate me, but in the back of my mind, I knew that wasn’t going to happen.

I had all of these arguments about why I shouldn’t let my mystery man fuck me raw, but tonight had been full of completely new experiences—things that had thrown a lot of my old expectations right out the window. If I thought about it from the other direction, what were the arguments in favor of getting fucked by his massive, unprotected dick?

First of all that it was a massive dick. Rock hard, and ready to plunge into my wet and ready pussy. That was something I hadn’t felt in so long that my body literally ached for it—I could feel the cold knot of his rejection attacking the flames of desire that my anonymous cock-god had stirred in me, making my stomach hurt with my inner conflict. I deserved that dick after everything I’d been through, and to let a disagreement about a stupid condom get in the way was…well, stupid.

And so what if he came inside me? Next week would be doctors and clinics and tests and probably thousands of dollars for some procedure that might not even work. I’d had a sinking feeling for a while now, that James’s sperm would disappoint, even if it wasn’t delivered in the traditional way. And that would mean going to a sperm bank, and getting some anonymous guy’s genetic material—exactly the same thing that my strong, confident, big-cocked stranger was willing to provide right now. Free, and in a much more enjoyable way.

Maybe it was the hormones from ovulating, or maybe it was just that I’d been so fucking horny for so fucking long, but everything in my mind aligned with what my body was feeling, and I made the most reckless decision of my life. Getting a firm grip on the desk, I shoved my ass back, offering my dripping, needy pussy to my new man.

“Do it…please…take me…”


Chapter Three

I waited, shaking…trembling.

Something brushed against my ass, and I sighed in relief. He hadn’t left me. He still wanted me. And I was desperate for him.

I put my hand back, sliding over my smooth cheek until I found him, rock hard and throbbing just like I’d left him. I got my hand around his thick shaft and without any hesitation, steered the smooth, round head right into my drooling cunt. I rubbed him up and down, coating him in my leaking juices and sending jolts of fire through my pussy. As good as it felt, I didn’t linger. I had a purpose now—to get this monster inside me—and I wasn’t going to hesitate. Pushing my ass back a little, I set the tip of his cock at my entrance. Even that little bit of pressure told me that my pussy would have to stretch more than ever before, to get his cock where it belonged.

Once his cockhead was firmly seated in my hole, I let go and got my hand back on the desk. This was the position I wanted to be in when he fucked me. His lovely big, rough hands came back around my waist, and he shuffled his feet, getting ready to take my slut pussy.

This is how it should have gone when we first stumbled into the office. All of my hesitation and indecision had been pointless. I should have listened to my instincts, and just let my mystery lover take control. He would already be pounding my hungry cunt if I’d just recognized that from the start. Well, I’d learned my lesson, and now it was time for the final exam.

I sucked in a ragged breath as his hands tightened, and his cock pressed just the slightest bit deeper. Relax, I told myself. If I tensed up, it could hurt. I was nervous, but not frightened anymore, so I was able to tell myself to open up—to relax and accept that I was about to be fucked by a real cock for the first time in years. If I just—

“Oh god yes…”

He was inside me. His beautiful hard cock pierced my swollen lips and forged its way into my tight tunnel. The muscles of my entrance protested as they were stretched apart, but that was lost in the exquisite feeling of his smooth shaft sliding over sensitive nerves, sending electric sparks shooting to every corner of my body. My pussy throbbed, my nipples puckered, even my toes curled in my five-inch heels. Here was the thing that had been missing from my life—the incredible feeling of a hot, hard cock, doing what it was meant to do.

For years I’d done nothing but worry. Was my pussy tight enough? Was this position the best one to keep James hard? Should I kiss him to help him stay excited, or leave him alone to concentrate? And after all of my worry, came the inevitable letdown as his thrusts would slow, then stop. His limp cock would slip out, and the apologies would start.

Not this time. The way this anonymous cock forged relentlessly into my pussy, opening me up like never before, I wasn’t worried about a thing. In fact, I wasn’t sure my mind was capable of worry. My brain was filled with nothing but bliss. Not just from his cock, although that was doing most of the heavy lifting. I had missed feeling like a woman, rather than a coach and a sex therapist. This wasn’t soft, tender lovemaking—I wasn’t expecting a romance novel—but that didn’t stop me from feeling incredibly feminine; cherished and valued as my body provided pleasure for my lover.

“Oh!” Something happened as my new man filled me completely. When his hips pressed against my ass, shoving me against the desk, I felt something else deep, deep in my belly. A dull ache…a pressure that I’d only felt once before. Jesus, was he so big that he’d bottomed out in my cunt? The end of his iron cock was bumping the entrance to my womb. What had I gotten myself into?

Into feeling fucking incredible, as he started moving inside me.

The pressure against my cervix relaxed as he pulled back. The feeling of his thick, veined shaft sliding through my swollen lips had me biting my tongue so I wouldn’t scream. The pressure against my walls was so intense that my pussy was twitching around him, the muscles spasming, clenching him even tighter in my grip. The fullness was a little uncomfortable at first, like my hole didn’t know it could stretch that wide, but as his thick shaft slid back, the void he left behind—the emptiness—was even worse. That was more like being with James. If I had to pick one, I would choose getting stuffed every time. I just wished he would hurry up and—

“Ahhhh…” I got my wish, as he slowly, relentlessly, returned to fill my belly. He didn’t bump my cervix this time, and I wasn’t sure if I was disappointed or not. Still, my pussy was pleasantly stuffed, as his warm skin pressed against my ass, and his strong hands held my hips. My nipples throbbed as my breasts swung loose under my top. I felt like such a slut, being taken from behind with all of my clothes still on.

“Are you ready to get what you came for?”

Was I ready? I was a babbling, twitching mess, and he was telling me that he hadn’t even started?

“Do it,” I said. “Fuck me.”

I heard him chuckle—a low rumble that vibrated right through me. His fingers dug into the hollows of my hips, pulling me back against him so that his cockhead bumped against my womb again. I lowered my head between my outstretched arms, my hair hanging all around me, trying to relax for what I knew was coming. I’d never been more excited for something in my life, not even my wedding.

“Oh, god, yes…” I gasped, as he pulled back. He was sealed so tight inside me that it felt like he was sucking my pussy inside out. He didn’t hesitate at the end of his stroke, but came bursting back into me like a freight train…like a bulldozer, plowing through all of my weak resistance…like a…like every big, powerful, irresistible force I could imagine, all rolled up into one giant dick. And it was mine. For the first time in years, I had a hard cock all to myself, and all of my late night fantasies were creeping out from the hidden places in my mind.

He pulled away, then slammed back home, his hips slapping against my ass in one of the most incredible, obscene, delightful sounds I’d ever heard. That smack against my tender cheeks was my proof—I was getting fucked by a real man. His cock stuffed my pussy on each stroke, stretching my insides and filling me with his presence. My lonely clit wasn’t getting any attention, but the feeling of his shaft sliding over my sensitive inner flesh was stirring up sensations that I’d never felt before. His cockhead rubbed over places deep inside my cunt that sent sparking, spitting jolts of pure electricity through me.

A warmth built in my belly, followed by a sudden attack of anxiety. His cock was churning up so much ecstasy in my pussy that I could cum at any time, but was I actually allowed to cum? I didn’t know the rules. Was I supposed to wait for permission, or was I supposed to grab as much pleasure as I could? He had to suspect that this was my first real fuck in ages, right? And even though he was stern, he couldn’t be so cruel that he’d deny a starving woman a taste of bliss?

My whole body rocked with his thrusts. My breasts swung inside my top, rubbing my hard nipples against the fabric. My pussy gushed with wetness, the trails running down my legs as each hard jolt squeezed out more. The air was full of my harsh breathing, the sound of our slapping bodies, and the smell of primal fucking. His cock was so huge, and even as my arms got tired and my legs trembled with strain, he just wouldn’t slow down…driving in and out of my cunt like a machine. It shot right to the bottom of my hole, sometimes kissing the entrance to my womb. My head spun with the sensations that seemed to come from everywhere. It was getting harder and harder to think, but easier and easier to just let go and—

“Unnnnhhh…oh, god…oh…fuck!” Screw asking for permission. My whole body went tense as the knot of pleasure in my belly swelled, until I couldn’t contain it anymore. It exploded through me in great, crashing waves. I forgot how to breathe. My arms and legs shook, and my pussy clamped tight around his invading cock. He held himself still inside me, as deep as he could get, his warm hips pressed against my ass. His strong arms kept me up as I twitched and trembled out of control.

After long seconds, I remembered how to breathe again, and sucked in great gulps of air. My head sagged down, my hair brushing over the desk as I rode out the waves of rapture coursing through me.

How the fuck had I lived so long and never felt anything like that? My whole definition of sex, of fucking, had just been shattered by that atomic orgasm. I was so in love with my mystery man at that moment—him and his giant, perfect cock.

“Oh!” His hands tensed around my waist as his beautiful dick started moving again.

After cumming so hard, I felt relaxed and open as he got back into his rhythm—not loose though, as his shaft still stretched open my tunnel with every thrust. It was more like I trusted him, and his dick, and I was willing to let them work their magic on me without the worries that I’d held before. This had already been the single best fuck I’d ever had, and I had a feeling that there were more good things on the way.

He was back up to speed again, slamming against my butt, driving that hard spear right into my core. I heard his steady breathing and wondered how long he could keep going. Was he excited at all about fucking me? Was he feeling any pleasure from my cunt? Sudden paranoia hit me, that I wasn’t doing a good enough job, and that at the end of the night, he would call me a lousy lay. I’d been so focused on these new sensations that he stirred in my body, that I’d ignored my new partner’s needs. He seemed so in control that I just assumed he was taking what he wanted from me, but that still didn’t mean I had to stand there like a lump and not help. He’d given me the greatest orgasm of my life—the least I could do was try to act like I appreciated it.

Being married to James had done wonders for my muscle control. How many Kegels had I done, trying to make my pussy tight enough to keep him hard? I knew I could give my new lover a surprise, but I had to do some planning before I could put my skills to use. I wasn’t used to being so full, so stretched. It took me a few seconds to figure out how to handle his hard, thick pole, rather than a thin, squishy worm. Biting my lip in concentration, I focused on his rhythm, waiting until his shaft was all the way inside me, and the head brushed my cervix. Just as he started to pull back, I flexed my inner muscles, tightening my pussy so that it gripped his entire length.

While the move was supposed to please my lover by making me even tighter, it also had me gasping in pleasure, as his slick shaft rubbed even harder against my inner walls. The friction was mind-blowing, like my cunt had clamped onto his cock, and if he pulled back much harder, he would turn my pussy inside out. When he was just at my entrance, with just the blunt head of his cock holding me open, I relaxed my grip, leaving my tunnel soft and open, and ready to take him back to the hilt.

I gripped his cock on every withdrawal, trying to milk his shaft like I had him in my hand instead of my pussy. I felt him slow down each time he pulled out, savoring the grip of my talented cunt.

“Good girl,” he said.

His words sent a flush of pleasure through me. I knew then that I wasn’t totally pathetic—I could bring something to this party other than being a wet hole for him to fuck. The whole situation with James—coming to this bar to practically beg strangers to fuck me—had done some damage to my self-esteem, so knowing that I’d given my mystery man some pleasure felt really good. I straightened my back and got a firmer grip on the desk, as I focused all my energy on squeezing his cock as he kept up his relentless fucking.

“Yes…please…harder!” I was just starting to feel another orgasm building in my belly, when for some reason my lover’s thrusts started slowing down. I tensed with worry as he eventually stopped, his cock soaking deep in my pussy. Behind me, I heard the faintest sigh.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. Please don’t let it be another rule that I broke. I didn’t want to deal with any more rules…

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to keep fucking me. Please. I want to feel like this forever. And I want to please you—to make you feel as incredible as I do.”

His cock twitched in my cunt, but he didn’t start up again. “Pleasure isn’t a goal,” he said. “Not a real one. What do you want from this? Why did you come to this bar? Why are you here? Say it out loud.”

Pleasure isn’t a goal? It certainly felt like one to me. My goal was to cum at least three more times before he…before he got his own release, and filled my pussy with his cum. I’d forgotten all about that last part, with all of those new sensations assaulting my brain. Obviously, he knew what he wanted, when he’d refused to wear a condom before sticking his beautiful dick inside me. And at the time, I’d agreed with him, buying into the whole idea of fucking him raw and taking his sperm. The question was, did I still want that?

Yes. Yes, I did.

I shivered as I realized exactly how much I wanted it. I wanted a baby. I wanted to get pregnant. And this might be the most natural, most memorable, most enjoyable way for it to ever happen. I couldn’t see myself going through life childless, so sooner or later I would have to make the choice. I might not have my mystery man’s medical history, or what ethnicity he was, or even what he looked like, but I was coming to realize that it didn’t matter. I wanted a baby, and my instincts were telling me that I had a good candidate for a father right here—already plugged into the right place to get the job done. All I had to do was get him to the finish line.

“I want you to cum inside me,” I said, surprised at how easily I admitted it. “I want you to get me pregnant. I want a baby, and my husband can’t do it.”

I felt him tense—his hands tightened around my waist, and his hips shifted against my ass. I waited, quietly. I’d put my trust in him, and now, like a proper alpha male, it was his decision if he wanted to breed his submissive slut or not. I held my breath, sensitive to any sound he might make.

One of his hands left my waist and reached up to brush my hair back. While I stood there, hands on the desk, plugged full of his iron cock, he leaned over and kissed me tenderly on the neck. The feel of his lips made me shiver, but it was the soft growl that rumbled up from his throat that made my pussy flutter. Nothing had changed about him, but suddenly he seemed more powerful, more primal, more masculine, than ever before. I’d given him control over my future, and he was telling me that he accepted my challenge.

At the same time he got more dominant, I started feeling more submissive. I felt tiny in his big hands, and at the mercy of his cock as he started sawing it in and out of my conquered pussy. I knew he could do whatever he wanted with me, but I also knew from that one tender kiss that I wasn’t just being used. I was cherished by this powerful man, and that thought made the warmth in my belly glow even hotter. My belly that would soon receive his fertile cum. My belly that would soon swell up with the baby that I’d always dreamed of.

His cock was driving deeper, pressing against the entrance to my womb with almost every thrust. The feeling was uncomfortable at first, but then it became part of the pleasure of fucking this giant cock. I realized how considerate he was being, making sure that his sperm would go exactly where it was needed.

Overwhelmed by what was happening, and what was about to happen, I didn’t think that I could hold myself up anymore. My arms felt like rubber from supporting myself against his constant pounding. Without asking for permission, I lowered myself onto the desk, my tits squashing flat under me, and my cheek pressing against the cool wood. I raised my arms over my head, stretching out on the flat surface until my fingertips found the opposite edge.

“Good girl,” he said from above me, and I smiled to myself that I’d pleased him again.

His hands moved from around my waist, caressing my back and down my spine, until they rested warmly on the cheeks of my ass. He pressed and kneaded the soft flesh, molding me into new shapes as his cock continued to drive home. My new position had turned my cunt into a long, slick tunnel, perfectly aligned with his driving cock. His hips slammed me harder and faster, his dick pistoning deep into me as he crushed me against the edge of the desk. I knew my thighs would be bruised tomorrow, but I didn’t care. All I wanted was to feel his cock as it bottomed out on each thrust.

“Oh, god, do it please…cum inside me.” Now that I’d surrendered to the idea, it was all I wanted. I wanted his cock to swell up inside my pussy, and start spitting warm, thick cum right into my ripe womb. There was no way I could ever settle for labs and test tubes after feeling this aching desire to get fucked pregnant.

He’d been so relentless when fucking me, like a machine, but as he pounded into me harder, I heard the ragged panting of his breath, and felt the little lapses in his rhythm. He wanted it as much as I did, and his excitement was breaking through his anonymous, emotionless façade. His wonderful cock was stirring up my pussy again, getting my juices running and starting that thrilling climb to my next peak.

I was tempted to turn my head just a little more and sneak a look at him. Not just to see what he looked like, but to watch the expression on his face as he enjoyed my body. I’d had a fantasy—late at night when I’d been forced to take care of my own pleasure—of staring right into my lover’s eyes as he unloaded inside my fertile pussy. I’d imagined that I would actually feel the warm cum seeping into my womb. That I’d recognize the exact moment when his wriggling sperm met my waiting egg, and a new life was created inside me. I’d dream of smiling up at my man, letting him know that we’d done it—that we’d made a baby. That was usually when I’d cum, trying not to make any noise as James slept beside me.

While that had been a great fantasy, it was quickly being replaced by the one I was living right now. Being taken from behind by a stern, big-dicked alpha male—bred by a faceless cock, while I gave up all control—was suddenly the hottest thing I could imagine. Instead of trying to see my bull, I closed my eyes and focused on the feelings in my well-fucked pussy. My hole had been battered open by his cock, not putting up any resistance now as he pounded into me, but the sensations as he slid back and forth against my sensitive flesh had me hovering on the brink of ecstasy.

I could hear him panting behind me, and feel the rhythmic flexing of his hands on my ass. Some primal instinct told me that he was close—that the moment I wanted more than anything was about to become real. I held back on my own pleasure, denying myself the bliss building inside me, waiting for him like a proper submissive slut; like his “good girl.”

His thrusts got harder and sharper—a chaotic pounding against my ass that started moving the heavy desk under me. The constant battering against my cervix made me wish that the stubborn ring would just open up and let him in already. That’s where his cock wanted to be after all, delivering its load of creamy sperm directly into my womb. His angle changed as he got closer, forcing my hips down so that my mound pressed against the hard desktop. Lightning shot through me as my forgotten clit felt the pressure. I couldn’t hold back any more…it was all too much. I needed to—

“Rrrggghhh!”

The feral growl reached my ears just as the universe exploded. My lover stabbed his cock deep inside me, and held it there as his shaft swelled and throbbed. His fingers dug painfully into my skin, grabbing handfuls of both cheeks as he held me pinned to the desk—not letting me escape my fate.

My fists pounded on the desk, and a high-pitched howl escaped from my throat as my own orgasm slammed into me like a meteor from the heavens. Both legs came off the floor, by calves flexing and my toes curling in my stilettos with the sudden tension, like I’d been hit with an electric shock. My body spasmed, my tits smashing flat against the desk as the waves of pleasure rolled up from my quaking cunt.

As I rode the rollercoaster of spasming muscles and twitching limbs, I tried to get my mushy brain to focus on what was happening in my pussy. This was the moment I’d waited for—that I’d confessed to my anonymous lover—and I wanted to remember every instant.

His big body jerked against my ass, shoving his cock deep with every pulse as he sprayed warm cum at the entrance to my womb. I felt like my whole body had opened up to take his big dick and the flood of semen it pumped into my waiting hole. There was nowhere that my timid little egg could hide from the relentless army of sperm invading my body. She might try to resist for a little while, but we both knew that her fate was sealed.

The thought that I was getting pregnant at that very moment sent a new wave of ecstasy through me. I wanted to curl up in a ball and feel every little thing as it happened, but I was still pinned to the desk by a giant spike of hard cock. The pulsing of his shaft and the grip of his strong hands had lessened a bit, although it seemed like he’d been spurting inside me forever. Did he always cum this much, or had he been saving up for a hot, fertile slut like me? The squishy sounds coming from my overflowing cunt would be embarrassing in any other situation, but at that moment they were like music to my ears.

This had all been so incredible, and so unbelievable, and so overwhelming, that it was hard to imagine it was over. My legs dropped back to the ground, heavy as lead. My body sagged onto the desk, all of my energy draining from me as the fire cooled in my veins. My whole consciousness was centered in my belly, where my pussy still gripped weakly at his cock, and my womb overflowed with his cum. How many nights had I ended up tense and frustrated, listening to James apologize, and listening to myself telling him that it was all fine? Now that I’d felt this deluge of pleasure and emotion, how could I ever go back to what I’d had before?

How could I not? I was married to James. We’d made promises to each other. While this had been amazing, it had all been a fantasy, and it was over now. I needed to accept that in a moment my lover’s big cock would shrink, and slip out of my cunt. He would leave, and I would leave, and we’d both go back to our normal lives. I had no illusions of starting anything with my nameless stud—he had more lonely, desperate women to please, and I had a marriage to endure.

While it all sounded so hopeless, I actually had a smile on my face as I rested against the cool surface of the desk. Two things kept running through my mind: the memories of this night that I would carry with me forever, and the possibility that I had a more permanent reminder growing inside me at that very moment.

Even with how loose he’d made me, I could feel his cock losing its iron hardness. His hands rubbed gently over my back, making mindless little circles. After the hard pounding that he’d given me before, I was surprised by how gently and carefully he eased his beautiful, magic dick out of my clutching hole. I groaned in real disappointment as I felt the void he left behind. I’d been full of his thick, warm presence for so long that it felt like the way it should always be. When his cock finally popped free, a stream of wetness poured out, dripping down my legs and spattering on the floor. His cum and my juices made a runny mess.

“No, wait,” I said, and snaked a hand under me to cup my battered and swollen pussy. I didn’t want to lose any more of his precious sperm.

I suddenly felt very self-conscious, realizing what a disaster I must be. My hair was sweaty and stuck to my face. My skirt was nothing but a strip of cloth tangled around my waist, and my shiny gold top was twisted, leaving one breast completely exposed. Of course, the worst part was the sticky stream that seeped through my fingers. What a sight I must have been.

I heard the sound of his zipper, then the jingle of his belt. I was tempted one last time to turn around and see the man that, in less than an hour, had changed my entire life. Would it be better to know his face, or just remember the perfect thrill of that anonymous fuck? Which memory would do the most good, the next time that James couldn’t get it up, and I had to drag out my trusty vibrator? Should I thank him? Should I say anything at all? Did he expect me to come back to this club again, or was this really it?

I felt the brush of cloth against my bare skin. He kissed my shoulder softly and then pulled away. “Good girl.”

A shiver ran through me. God, how did I become this person? In just one night, I’d gone from straight-laced suburban wife, to the kind of submissive slut who melts inside at the smallest compliment from her mystery lover.

The office door clicked shut, and I was alone.

No more fantasies, no more magic. Back to being practical and sensible. I needed to get myself together, and…oh, shit…James!


Chapter Four

I was in the laundry room folding towels when the doorbell rang. It was just before noon on a lazy Saturday, and I wondered who could be at our door. Someone selling Jesus, maybe? Nobody else actually bothered to ring the bell.

“Who is it, James?” I called out, but he didn’t answer.

Curious, I put down the towels and headed out through the kitchen toward the front of the house.

James was just ushering someone inside. I stopped at the entrance to the living room, peeking through the arch at our visitor.

For a moment the entire doorway was filled as a tall, handsome, very fit black man stepped through. He stood in the foyer, looking around curiously as he towered over my husband. He didn’t appear threatening in any way, but he looked like someone who should be taken seriously. His clothes were weekend casual but fit him very well, like they were tailored for his wide shoulders and narrow hips. His charcoal grey shirt was open at the collar, showing a thick gold chain around his neck. Diamonds sparkled in both ears, and circled the face of his chunky gold watch. I glanced through the front window and saw a sleek black S-Class parked just behind our Camry.

Who was this guy? Other than being very handsome, something about his face seemed familiar. I tried to remember how many tall, striking black men I’d met recently. A few, but none that looked like—

Oh, shit. My memory was still hazy, at least about those first couple of hours, but he looked an awful lot like the bartender from that night. The one who had served me so many Cosmos while I’d paraded myself around, looking for some stranger to…

But what was he doing here?

“Honey? Can you come here for a minute?” James turned to look back toward the kitchen, and I ducked behind the corner before he caught me spying.

My stomach fluttered as I tried to figure out what to do. Why was he here? How had a bartender from a club two towns over figured out where we lived? And how was a guy who worked for tips able to afford a car like that? He hadn’t shown any interest in me that night, other than serving me drinks. I hadn’t shown him my ID, and I hadn’t paid for anything. What the hell was going on here? How could—

“Honey?”

I heard James coming closer. In a second he would discover me hiding. Only one thing to do. “Coming, James,” I said, stepping out around the corner.

My husband almost ran into me. “Oh, there you are. There’s a man at the door who says he knows you. He wouldn’t tell me what he wanted. Any idea?”

I looked over his shoulder at the gorgeous giant in our foyer. “Nope. Are you sure he asked for me?”

“He knows your name,” James said. “Why don’t you come ask him.”

Part of me wanted to turn around and hide, but another part of me was starting to feel something…exciting. I flashed back to that night three weeks ago, and how I’d felt showing off my body, and having men look at me so openly. And this man had been there, watching me too. Maybe he also knew what had happened after that, when I’d disappeared into the back for so long, and emerged looking like a freshly-fucked little slut…

I pushed past James and headed for our guest. He watched me approach, and a dazzling smile lit up his face as I got close.

“Hello, Theresa.”

My knees went weak, and if I hadn’t put out my hand to brace against the wall, I might have fallen right on my face. That voice. I would never forget that voice as long as I lived. “I’m going to give you what you came for,” the voice had told me, just before I’d had the fuck of my life in a darkened office.

James’s hand gripped my shoulder. “Honey, are you all right? Do you know him?”

“Yes, she knows me,” my mystery lover said. “She’s just never seen me before.”

“What are you talking about? Does she know you from the internet or something?”

“Quiet now, James. No more questions. Theresa, stand up.”

Just like before, that voice went right through me, stirring my body to move at the same time it vibrated right down my spine to my rapidly heating pussy. I pushed away from the wall, my legs deciding to hold me upright for now as I stood straight, hands at my sides like I was at attention waiting for my next orders.

“I’m not sure I like being told to shush,” James said from behind me. “I just wanted to know how my wife knows—”

“It’s OK, James,” I said. “Just hush for now.”

His hand stiffened on my shoulder, but my husband did as he was told.

I took a step toward him. “It’s you,” I said. It was all I could think of.

His smile returned. “Yes, it’s me.”

I took another step until I was right in front of him, craning my neck to look up at his perfect face and his dark eyes. I remembered how tall he was, from when he’d first gripped me from behind. My eyes dropped to look at his hands. Large, powerful hands, just like the ones that had driven me crazy that night, teasing my wet pussy, squeezing my tits, holding my hips as he…

“Why…why are you here?” I asked.

“I wanted to check in…see how our project is coming along. It’s been three weeks, so I figured you would know by now.”

“Project?” What was he talking about?

“Our baby. The one you and I tried so hard to make that night.”

I closed my eyes, too overwhelmed to do anything.

“Your what? What the heck, Terri?” James’s voice had hit the squeaky registers. Whenever he got upset, he sounded like a chipmunk sucking helium. “Theresa! This isn’t funny! Someone needs to tell me what is—”

“James.” He didn’t shout, but he was loud enough, commanding enough, to cut through my husband’s hysteria. “I need you to be quiet. Right now. It looks like there are some things that Theresa needs to explain to you. I’d hoped that she’d done it already, but since we’re all together here, we’ll do it now.”

“But…”

“What did I say, James? Quiet. Answers are coming. But in the meantime, maybe we could move out of the doorway? Invite me in, Theresa.”

What? Was he talking to me? Oh, right…where were my manners? “Please, come in…ah…”

“Devon,” he said. “Devon Kelsey.”

Devon. So now I had a name to go with the face…to go with the strong hands and the hard cock. Devon. Did he look like a Devon? With his giant, looming presence in the room, he could probably be named Sally and still pull it off. He carried himself with such confidence that it seemed like a celebrity had invaded our humble living room. I found myself rushing in to stand next to the best recliner, like some kind of maitre d’ seating an important guest. Jesus, I needed to get myself under control. I needed time to think…time to absorb the fact that the guy who’d bent me over that desk, and treated me with such delicious force, was the same one about to sit down in my living room.

“How did you find me?” I heard myself ask.

Devon stood in the middle of the living room, surveying the surroundings. He declined my offer of the recliner and instead sat dead enter on the couch, his big frame taking up most of its width. He patted the cushion next to him while looking at me, but spoke over his shoulder to my husband. “James, come on in here. Have a seat over there.” He still patted the cushion beside him, lifting an eyebrow while he looked at me, like he was curious why I hadn’t sat down yet.

I didn’t really know what else to do, so I moved the couple of steps to the couch and sat down at the end—as far as I could get from his big hands.

“Actually, I didn’t find you, Theresa,” he said. “I found James. You never paid for a drink, but your husband bought five on his credit card that night.”

We both looked over at James, who had just perched on the edge of the recliner. He refused to meet our eyes and looked down at the floor. I didn’t know what went through his mind at that moment, but it couldn’t be as overwhelming as what was going through mine. I turned back to Devon and appraised him again. He leaned back on the couch, both arms extended along the back. The muscles bunched where his neck and shoulder came together, the dark skin looking like it covered stone instead of flesh. Even his jaw had muscles, I noticed—when he smiled at James, places along his jawline flexed and relaxed with the movement.

He smelled wonderful, too, which was only leading to more confusion in my mind. Scent was such a strong sense for me, and in a flash I was right back in that dark office, smelling our sweat, and the scotch, and his aftershave, and the leather from the chair and the books, and of course my own scent as my excitement filled the space around us.

“So,” Devon said, bringing me back to the reality at hand, “you haven’t told James what happened that night. I think it’s time.”

“I…uh…” I felt trapped, but relieved at the same time. My story was finally going to come out.

After the high of my anonymous fuck—after cumming four times and getting my pussy filled with Devon’s sperm—I’d dreaded returning to the bar to face James. I’d cleaned up in the bathroom as best I could, even stuffing some tissues in my abused, tender hole so I wouldn’t leak cum everywhere. Once I was presentable, I’d gone out to face my husband, still not sure whether to tell him or not. We’d gone to that bar specifically looking for what had happened, but what I’d experienced with Devon had been so far beyond our timid conversations about cuckolding. I wasn’t sure exactly how to explain it to James. How could I admit that I’d fucked a faceless, nameless man—broken my marriage vows with a complete stranger—and not even thought of him the whole time? Or allowed him to see how much I’d enjoyed my first hard cock in years?

He’d rushed up to me as I returned to the bar, nervous and worried, peppering me with questions. I’d decided right then that he wasn’t capable of understanding what I’d just done. Maybe later I could come up with a way to explain it, but at that moment, I’d decided to keep the most incredible sexual experience of my life as a secret from my husband. I’d told him that I felt sick, and that I’d been in the bathroom the whole time. Maybe it was the drinks or maybe it was just nerves. James’s face had shown his disappointment that our plan hadn’t worked out, but he’d quickly shifted into concern for me, taking my arm, and telling me we were going home.

I’d been too lost in my own thoughts to realize that he probably shouldn’t have driven, but he managed to get us home without an incident. When we got there, I’d abandoned him at the front door to run upstairs and jump in the shower. I’d scrubbed every clue of my mystery lover off me, even spraying my tender pussy with the detachable shower head to wash his cum out. It had seemed exciting at the time—in the dark, half-drunk and horny—to think about getting knocked up by my mystery man, but back in the reality of my home and my marriage, I hadn’t been so sure.

“Theresa.” Devon’s voice knocked all of the dread and self-pity right out of me, replacing it with…anticipation. I was waiting for him to tell me what to do; to command me like he had that night. I looked into his eyes, trying to memorize every curve and crease of his face. He was real, and he was here, and I wanted to be perfect for him.

“Yes…ah, Devon,” I stammered. Would it be so bad if I called him Sir? Master, maybe? Not yet. Not in front of James. Not until we’d sorted everything out.

“Your husband is waiting for an explanation.”

“Right.” I turned to face James, seeing the man I’d married as he shifted nervously in his chair. His whole body was a busy beehive of anxiety, twitching and tapping. I thought it was because he didn’t want to face what I had to tell him, but when I tried to catch his eye, I saw that he was staring somewhere else. It looked like Devon was the cause of his agitation, and in a moment of insight, I understood why—James was facing his exact opposite in almost every way. Not just skin color and muscle tone, but in everything that could be described as manly…masculine. Devon was cool, confident, and commanding as he sat on our couch, like a king on a throne. While James…I actually felt sorry for him at that moment, because I understood what he was feeling. Women felt this kind of anxiety all the time, in the presence of overbearing men. It was odd to think of James as a woman, but after a little reflection, I realized it wasn’t much of a stretch, even without his failures in the bedroom.

“Honey,” I said, getting him to look at me finally, “when we were at the club that night, do you remember the guy I talked to, just before I went to the bathroom? You know, he was kind of short, with the crew cut…?”

I had James’s full attention now as I spun my tale. I tried to keep it strictly to the facts, and not get into the delicious feelings of submission, or the fire that Devon’s huge cock had ignited in my belly, or how I’d cum four times. I really tried, but the truth kept slipping out. With Devon sitting so close, I didn’t feel right downplaying the things he had done or how he’d made me feel. Even when I got to the part about wanting to get pregnant by my anonymous lover, I couldn’t lie.

I was looking at James as I talked, but I was staring right through him, not even registering how he was taking the news—I was too busy reliving that night in my head. Of course, I’d done that so many times in the past three weeks, that it was etched in my brain. Lying in bed, or in the shower, or even standing at the stove cooking dinner I could call up the sights and sounds and smells of that night. None of my other fantasies ever got me so wet so quickly, and as I talked about how deep Devon’s cock had driven into my tight pussy, I could feel my pussy stirring again at the memory.

“…and then I went back out to the bar and found you,” I concluded. I sat back on the couch, my hands folded in my lap, trying not to rub myself through my shorts. As the silence stretched out, I finally got out of my own head and focused on my husband.

James had also sat back in the recliner, his hands in his lap. I almost smiled as my new revelation solidified in my mind. Everything he did reinforced the feeling that my husband was more like me than he was like Devon. His face was an open book, as clear to me as if I was talking with one of my girlfriends. Nothing had changed in my feelings for James—I loved him just as much as the day we got married—but I knew that our relationship had just shifted forever.

“So…” James twirled his hands in his lap as he tried to absorb everything I’d told him.

“I’m sorry, honey, that I didn’t tell you all of this before. I was just so…overwhelmed by it. And then…well, I never expected my mystery man to show up at our house.”

“You should have expected it,” Devon said. “I couldn’t just let you go, without knowing how things turned out.” The grin he turned on me was like a wolf staring at his next meal. “And if it hadn’t happened yet, then I thought this would be a good time to try again.”

“Oh, god…” I gasped. I really, really wanted to tell him—to spill my guts and confess that I was a week late—but I hadn’t wrapped my head around it myself, and I didn’t think James could take the shock just then.

“Wait a minute,” James piped up. He hadn’t quite made it to his feet in outrage, but he sat very stiffly at the edge of the recliner. “You mean you came all the way to our house looking for…for more sex?”

“Yes, James. Sex is how you make babies. Hard cocks in pussies. It can also be very enjoyable when it’s done right.”

Whatever outrage had puffed up in James’s chest hissed out in a slow exhale as he deflated. Devon hadn’t insulted him directly, but all three of us understood what he’d meant. My husband turned to look at me, but I couldn’t meet his eyes. I stared at my toes while the silence stretched out.

“It’s a warm day out,” Devon said suddenly. “I could use a glass of water. Or maybe an iced tea?”

“Excuse me?”

“I was just saying, James, that it’s considered polite to offer your guests some refreshment.” Devon’s voice had the same hint of steel that I’d heard when he’d ordered me not to move my hands from the desk.

I watched James struggle with himself. He wasn’t a strong man, and always had trouble with confrontation. If this wasn’t happening in his own house, he probably would have retreated by now. “James, dear, maybe you can get us something to drink. I’d like to speak with Devon for a moment. Please, baby?”

He turned at the sound of my voice, and I braced myself to face him, but the look he gave me wasn’t full of hurt or betrayal like I’d expected. He just looked…unsure.

“Really, baby, everything will be fine.” I tried to put all of my love and support into my voice, like I often did when we were in bed and things didn’t work out as he wanted.

His breath puffed out, like he’d been holding it the whole time. He glanced quickly at Devon, then turned back to me, giving me a quick nod, and a flash of a private smile. Without a word, he boosted himself out of the recliner and headed for the kitchen.

Now that we were alone, I wanted to be mad at Devon. First of all for tracking us down like some stalker, and then for showing up at our door and acting like I was a project that needed checking. I was trying to summon my arguments when his arm slipped off the back of the couch, and his big hand fell on my knee. I stared at his dark skin as his fingers splayed over my white capris. He squeezed my leg in a way that felt reassuring and possessive at the same time. All of my budding anger just flowed away, leaving me with the warmth of his hand.

I couldn’t believe he was really here. I’d given up the fantasy of ever “seeing” him again, or feeling his sure touch. Memories were all I thought I deserved.

“How are you, Theresa?” he asked.

I looked up to meet his eyes. Everything about him was so new, yet so familiar. Before, all I’d had was his voice, his scent, and his touch. Now that I’d seen his face, my brain was filling in the missing parts of my memories. I could picture him now, standing behind me in that dark office, saying all those nasty things, his eyes roaming over my exposed body. Those same eyes were roaming over me once again, in the middle of my living room. “Huh?” It was all I could come up with.

“How are you? After that night, did you and James have any…issues? Have you been OK here at home?”

Why was he acting so concerned? “Issues…? Uh…no. Nothing like that. It was…we really didn’t talk about it.”

“So I gathered. Are you happy to see me?”

What a loaded question. “I’m…uh…not sure. I didn’t think I’d ever know who you were.”

“Yeah, that was the point—you looked like you needed a good, anonymous fuck. It was only later, when I thought about you, and how you’d talked about wanting a baby. That’s when I looked you up. I decided that if you were going to get pregnant, then I was the one that would do it. Did it work? From that night?”

He decided? What about what I wanted? I mean, there was confidence and then there was arrogance. I felt a little knot of anger building, but at the same time, I was feeling his talented fingers massaging my knee. It was all too confusing, and I got up from the couch, trying to collect myself. “I don’t know. If it worked, I mean. I…I’m late. A week late. And I bought a test, but I haven’t used it yet.” It was in the back of my lingerie drawer, a place James never looked.

I thought Devon might be mad that I’d pulled away from him—he hadn’t put up with any defiance when he’d bent over that desk—but he looked as cool and imperturbable as ever.

“Are you worried about finding out?”

“I…guess I am. It’s a huge thing…a huge change. And I know what I said, but I’m not sure if I really feel that way, or if it was just the…emotions of that night.”

I stood in front of him, wringing my hands and shifting from foot to foot while he sat on our couch like an emperor. He was an absolutely gorgeous man if I was being honest, and his confidence—his power—just radiated from his giant, muscular body. All of the things that I’d felt that night, physically and emotionally, came flooding back, and a warm flush spread through me, flowing straight from my traitorous pussy.

He didn’t seem upset that I’d pulled away from him. It was really hard to tell what he was thinking. He sat so calm and still, like a Buddha, but his presence just took up so much space in our modest living room. His eyes raked up my body, from my toes to my tits, then he caught my eye and smiled again. “Why don’t you go upstairs, right now, and use that test. Then we can all find out together, and we can move on from there, OK? Theresa? Theresa.”

God, how did he do that? He didn’t yell, but his voice cut through all of the babble spinning in my head and suddenly my attention was completely on him. “Yes?”

“Go upstairs and take that test. Right now. I’ll wait here…James and I can have a talk when he comes back. Do you understand?”

He was talking to me like I was a five-year-old, but anything more complicated than that, and I might not have absorbed what he was saying. Take the test…yeah, I could do that. “Mmm-hmm.” I nodded, but didn’t move. Not until I saw his tiny smile of approval. He made a shooing motion with his hand, and then my legs were working.

I didn’t remember climbing the stairs, or retrieving the box from my drawer, but then I was in the bathroom, tearing open the plastic wrapper. Luckily, the instructions were in a big chart with lots of pictures—that seemed to be my mental speed at that moment.

What would happen if I did this, and it came back positive?

“Get ready for some big changes in your life,” I said to my reflection in the bathroom mirror.

For all of the emotional weight attached to that little plastic stick, the actual process was over and done before I knew it. I put the cap on the end and set it on the counter to wash my hands. How long would it take? The instruction chart said five to ten minutes. Should I hide up here that whole time, or was I supposed to bring it downstairs? “We can all find out together,” Devon had said, so I figured he wanted me to bring it down.

I was at the top of the stairs when I heard Devon and James talking. Or rather, I heard Devon talking—I didn’t think I would hear much from my husband.

“…saw you in that booth, and Theresa by herself, looking for a hookup. I’ve seen it before, you know. I’ve been in this business for a long time.”

“Bartending?”

Devon laughed. “Not bartending, although that’s how I got my start. I was just filling in that night. I actually own that club.”

“You do?”

“Yup, and three others. Two restaurants. An apartment building. Plus some other things.”

“Oh.” I could almost see James’s face as he was bested once again by this complete stranger.

“I’d seen couples trying to pick up strangers before, but I’d never seen anyone as gorgeous as your wife doing it. She must love you a lot, to go through that for your marriage.”

“She, ah…well, I think she does. I love her very much, as well.”

“I’m sure you do.”

The hits just kept on coming. So my anonymous man wasn’t just beautiful, he was rich. That office and that desk were his. He’d seen me in my desperation, and led me right into his lair. How many other women had he taken back there?

“Theresa, come down here please.”

Shit. Had he caught me eavesdropping? However he knew, I couldn’t linger anymore. Clutching the test stick, I crept down the stairs. James was back in his chair, and Devon was still occupying the entire couch with his bulk. A tray on the coffee table held three glasses of iced tea, but none of them looked like they’d been touched. Both men looked up as I slinked into the room. I hid the pregnancy test behind me, not wanting to bring up the subject until I knew what had happened between them.

“So how long do we wait?” Devon asked.

I refused to look at James. “Ten minutes,” I said.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw James squirm with curiosity, but he didn’t ask what we were talking about. I knew I couldn’t keep it hidden forever, but I was hoping to drag it out as long as I could. I didn’t want to see my husband crushed by the news that his wife had gotten pregnant during a secret affair with a handsome, strong black man. When I got closer, I casually set the test stick on the side table next to the couch, but I did it in a way that shielded it from James’s view. He might notice it or he might not, but at least the damned thing was out of my hands.

“So if it’s positive, then what? Are you going to leave? Mission accomplished?” I said. I didn’t know where my vitriol was coming from. How could I feel so afraid of being abandoned, when I hadn’t even known who he was ten minutes ago? I’d thought that leaving the club that night had been a clean break—I would never see my mystery man again, so whatever consequences there were, they were mine to face. But now he was here, and he’d suddenly become a part of my life. Whatever fantasies I’d had about being with him again could actually become real…if he didn’t run off. Once again, confusion threatened to overwhelm me—did I want him to go, or stay?

“Let’s wait and see,” he said, still unperturbed.

I knew, deep in my gut, that I was getting away with things that he normally wouldn’t tolerate. If I’d shown such attitude that night, my ass would have been bright red from the spanking. That, or he would have just left me there, naked and horny. Maybe it was because of James? Or maybe he was just being lenient, to allow for the shock of seeing him for the first time. I caught my hand unconsciously moving around to my butt, remembering the sharp pain, followed by the spreading warmth, and the tingles it sent through my pussy.

“Yes,” I said, “let’s make sure.”

“Make sure of what, honey?” It seemed that James couldn’t handle the secrets anymore.

“I…remember when I told you that Devon didn’t use a condom? How I was begging him to get me pregnant?” James’s eyes fell into his lap again. At first, I thought he was embarrassed because I was bringing up that night again, but then I saw his hands move to…to hide the bulge that tented up his khakis. That little perv. “Well, what I left out…and I’m sorry I didn’t mention it, baby…was that I was ovulating that night. So there was a pretty good chance that…that it might have worked.”

James’s hands tensed in his lap, and he bit his lower lip like he was…holy shit, like he was trying not to cum. Was he really turned on by my admission that Devon might have knocked me up? I knew he’d really been excited by the whole cuckold thing when he’d been “doing research” for our plan, but this was beyond anything I’d expected. What kind of man wants to find out that some alpha stud has impregnated his wife?

Obviously, the kind of man that James was turning out to be.

To be fair, now that I was seeing it right in front of me, I realized that I’d always known. James was my comforter and confidant, which is mostly why I’d agreed to marry him. After three bad relationships in a row, capped off by a really bad breakup on the last one, I’d needed someone who wasn’t such a…man. I’d had lots of girlfriends to confide in, but James had seemed to understand what I needed even more than they had. The problem was, eventually I’d outgrown that particular need, while James hadn’t. When I’d asked him to become someone he wasn’t, he’d tried for my sake, but it just wasn’t in him.

So here we were, facing the consequences of our choices.

“But there’s a chance it didn’t work, too, baby. We don’t know for sure yet.”

Over on the couch, Devon snorted in amusement. We both turned to look.

“It doesn’t really matter, Theresa,” he said. “Whether it worked or not, I heard you that night—how much you wanted to get pregnant. If that test comes up negative, then we’ll just have to try again. And again, until it works. You really don’t want to settle for clinics and needles, do you?”

“Well, we haven’t even talked about our options,” I stammered. “I was going to mention it this week.”

Devon laughed, his eyes crinkling in real amusement. “Oh, come on. You know you can’t go back to the way it was before.”

“I—”

“You loved having my hard cock inside you. Getting fucked. Surrendering your fertile pussy to me made you feel complete. Right?”

Oh, god, if he kept it up, I could cum right there, without even touching myself. The warmth in my pussy told me that my panties were soaked. His eyes bored into mine…he wanted an answer. “Yes,” I said, keeping my eyes on his, resisting the urge to look down at my toes.

James gasped. Quietly, but the house was so still that I could hear everything. Including my pounding heart.

Devon nodded, happy with my answer. “You haven’t stopped thinking about it, have you?”

“No.”

“So even if that stick doesn’t turn blue, you don’t want any other options. You want to fuck me as many times as it takes. Right?”

God, would I. “Yes.”

Devon’s smile was dazzling. He picked up the test stick from the end table and stuffed it in his pocket. Then he patted the couch next to him. “Good. Come over here.”


Chapter Five

I took a step closer, standing right at the edge of the couch. My leg bumped Devon’s knee, and I shivered at the contact.

“Take out my cock,” he said. No smile. Not even a blink

“Hey, now,” James said. He didn’t get out of the chair, but he leaned forward in a way that was almost aggressive. After all the things we’d said, I didn’t know why he’d choose now to get riled. Maybe he’d realized that the talking and fantasizing were done, and it was about to get real…right here in his living room. There were no dimly lit clubs, high heels and short skirts. This was us on a normal Saturday afternoon, until the clothes started coming off.

“James, this isn’t the time or the place to start protesting,” Devon said. “You’re the reason for this. We all know it. You started Theresa on this path, and now you get to see the consequences. Isn’t that what you wanted…to see your wife getting fucked by a real man, with a big hard dick?”

James’s attempt at resistance was doomed from the start. With every word the dominant black man said, in his deep, confident voice, my husband wilted a little more. At one point he looked up at me, pleading, but I didn’t have any reassurances to give him. Eventually, he sank back into the chair, staring down at his hands. The excited little bulge in his pants had disappeared.

“Theresa.”

My head whipped around; my full attention back on Devon. He just sat there, not giving me any encouragement or direction. What did he want me to do, again? Oh…right.

I sank to my knees between Devon’s open legs. He loomed so large and solid in front of me, that I felt tiny by comparison. Delicate. I ran my hands up his legs, over the soft fabric of his pants. His thighs were solid muscle as I moved higher. I actually yelped in surprise as I found the bulge of his cock hiding under the dark cloth. My fingers traced the tip, feeling how it swelled up into the fat, hard cylinder that continued up his leg. I glanced up at his face as I stroked his shaft, but his expression was just as unreadable as before. Did he like this? Was I allowed to play first, or was I just supposed to follow orders and get down to business? With no clear directions, I just did what felt natural, rubbing and squeezing along his length as I kept moving up his leg, but all my senses were alert, searching for even the tiniest reaction.

When I reached his lap, I didn’t fool around. I got his belt open and unbuttoned his pants. As I tugged down his zipper, there was nothing but smooth, dark skin; he’d been so confident that he hadn’t bothered with underwear. The bare skin finally gave way to the bulge of his cock. My heart beat a little faster as I saw it for the first time. This was the dick that had pounded my pussy into a gaping cum-filled mess just three weeks ago. Literally the dick that had changed my life forever.

Jesus, it was big. I remembered with perfect clarity how it had felt in my hand, and how it had stretched my tight hole, but there was something about seeing it that finally made it real.

Holding my breath, I reached in and wrapped my fingers around the shaft. He was so warm, and his skin was so soft. I held open his fly with one hand, and with the other, I dragged out inch after inch of hard black dick. When the head popped free, I got my other hand around him, and held his cock in front of my face, my eyes absorbing every bulge and wrinkle. It was beautiful, in a way that I’d never thought a penis could be. Generally, they weren’t anything to look at—it was the feel of them that was the real attraction.

I held him like I was holding a live snake; like I was afraid to let it go for fear that it might attack. With both hands around him, I stroked him from base to tip, feeling the soft skin sliding over the rock-hard center. After years of handling James’s on-again-off-again erection, I was amazed at how something made of flesh and blood could get so firm.

Thoughts of James made me flush with embarrassment. I was glad that my back was to him so he couldn’t see how much I was enjoying the feel of Devon’s giant dick.

Devon must have read my mind though. “James,” he said, “come over here. This was what you went to see at the club that night. I wouldn’t want you to miss it.”

I gasped in shock, and tore my gaze away from his cock to look up at Devon’s face. He met my gaze, but his face was like stone, and his eyes were dark pools that didn’t reflect any hint of what he was thinking. I heard a noise from behind me, and looked over my shoulder to see that James was out of his chair, and moving around the side of the couch. His eyes went wide and his mouth dropped open as he got his first look at Devon’s dick.

There was no way I could hide things from him anymore. No use pretending that I was anything more than the black cock slut that Devon had made me. I leaned back to give James a good last look, then crowded closer to get a grip on my perfect dream dick. Stroking his length, I pulled Devon’s cock between my breasts, annoyed that I hadn’t thought to strip off my t-shirt and bra. The feel of him between my tits was great, but what really got to me was the smell of him as I jerked his cock right under my nose. There’s something about the scent of a man that just flipped all of my switches.

While the room had already filled with the subtle hints of his cologne, the part of him that I held in my tiny fists was all natural. Earthy and clean, with a sharper, musky note as I coaxed a drop of precum from the tip. I stared cross-eyed at that clear bead of fluid as it swelled, then rolled down the head and onto my stroking fingers. I licked my lips in anticipation, but then caught myself before I did something against the rules. I looked up at Devon.

“Go ahead,” he said, with just the slightest hint of a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. Just that tiny bit of approval made my pussy flutter.

I was like a racehorse about to leap from the starting gate, when I heard a noise from beside me. I turned to see James with his mouth closed and his cheeks puffed, like he was holding his breath.

“I never got to taste him, that night at the bar,” I said to James, like that should explain the maniacal look of lust that must be plastered on my face. He didn’t look like he understood—maybe guys weren’t as turned on by smell and taste as women were. I remembered the earthy, sexy scent from that night, as our bodies overpowered the leather and cologne in the room. It had been like inhaling lust, the smell going straight to my brain. And as I watched the dark skin slide under my fingers, my mouth watered in anticipation of getting that fat head between my lips and licking up all of that tasty juice leaking from the tip. My pussy pulsed, like it was waiting for a taste as well.

With no more worry about James, I dove onto Devon’s cock. My tongue met him first, getting in three or four good licks around the tip before I pursed my lips tight and fucked my mouth onto the end of his monster dick. He forced me open, just like he’d done with my pussy that night. There was no way to escape, but I really didn’t want to. My jaw opened wide, and the warm smooth flesh of Devon’s cock was back inside me, where I knew it belonged. I lapped up all the slippery, salty fluid from the tip, swirling it on my tongue before swallowing, then locked my lips just behind the flared head, and sucked so hard that my cheeks pulled in.

Back at the club, a major part of the thrill had been not seeing his face, and not being able to see his reactions. But now that I knew what he looked like, I didn’t feel a bit guilty about sneaking a peek, just to see how he responded to my hot mouth on his dick. Would he be the cold, stern master like he’d played that night, or would he be more open, and let me see the pleasure I was bringing him? Either way sounded incredibly hot.

I tried to look up without being obvious, but then I almost choked as I saw him staring right back at me. I’d been caught, and I felt a flush of excitement—would I be punished? All my bravado about not caring just evaporated, and I shivered as Devon raised his huge hand over me. Then I melted as his hand dropped gently on my head and he stroked my hair. “Good girl,” he said.

I could have cum right there, just from hearing him say that again. He was petting my head like an obedient animal, but I loved it. Just like I loved the way his cock made my jaw ache as he propped my mouth open.

Even when I could see him, I was still on pins and needles wondering what he would do, just like that night. Would he keep stroking my hair, or would he tangle his fingers in it and force my head down further on his cock? The anticipation was killing me, but making me so horny at the same time.

I decided not to wait for him. Taking a breath, I lowered my head, my lips nibbling along his shaft as I took more and more warm dick into my mouth. My jaw opened wider than I thought possible, as I tried to keep my teeth away from his sensitive skin. I stroked him with both hands, to make it feel as good as possible. Spit pooled in my mouth and ran out between my lips as I slobbered over his pole. Another quick glance showed him smiling down at me. I moaned around his thickness and tried to go even deeper.

When his cock wedged into the back of my mouth, I fought down my gag reflex and pushed harder. I had no idea if I could take him all the way into my throat—I’d never had a cock that I’d wanted to try that with—but I wanted him to fill my mouth with as much of his warm flesh as I could cram inside.

When the fat plug of his dick cut off my breathing, I panicked and tried to back away, but I discovered that I couldn’t move. Even though Devon’s hand wasn’t forcing me down on his cock, he wasn’t about to let me abandon my duty. His fingers flexed as they tangled in my hair, and I knew that I couldn’t break his grip. He wanted me here, so here I would stay.

Once I stopped fighting him and went back to focusing on his cock, my fears started to slip away. Of course Devon wasn’t going to choke me with his dick...he was just showing me that he could, and that my mouth, my tongue, and even the tightness of my throat belonged to him if he wanted them. I moaned around his cock, a whole set of new feelings stirring in me.

I licked at the underside of his dick, exploring every inch, wanting to burn more memories into my brain. I got so involved that I hardly noticed that he’d relaxed his grip, and that I could breathe again. I pulled back a bit, only to push back down, sucking hard as I wedged him back into my throat. I wasn’t afraid of him anymore—if I’d ever been afraid in the first place. Now I just felt free to attack his cock with everything I could muster.

I hummed happily around his shaft, bobbing my head, licking and sucking like a maniac. Devon kept my hair pulled back, and let me do my thing. At one point I snuck another look up at him, and he had his head tipped back, eyes closed. I wanted to shout with joy that I was making him feel so good, but instead, I just sucked harder at his stiff pole. Lubed by all the spit leaking from my mouth, my hands slid up and down his shaft like a machine.

A noise from beside me reminded me that James was watching. I had a brief thought that I should be ashamed at the way I was worshipping another man’s dick, but the feeling didn’t last. It was actually his fault that I was acting like such a slut. How many nights of disappointment had I lived through, trying to coax a reaction from his cock? All of that pent-up frustration was coming out now as I attacked Devon. I was trying to make up for hundreds of disappointing blowjobs by putting everything into this one.

My jaw ached, and my tongue was getting tired, but I kept going, driven by my need to please the big black man sitting above me. My head was filled with lust, and my body was tingling with need. I hadn’t touched my pussy or my tits, but I felt like I could cum at any time. I’d suck on him for hours if could keep feeling this good.

Of course, that wasn’t up to me. Lost in my own world of pleasure, I’d forgotten who was in charge. Devon groaned, and I had a wild hope that he was going to cum in my mouth—that I’d get to feel his cock unload his hot cream onto my tongue—but he seemed to have a different idea. His fingers tangled in my hair again, and he pulled me all the way off his dick. I licked my lips and worked my sore jaw as I stared down at the dark, shiny head, but he didn’t let me go after it again. Instead, he pulled me up until I was staring into his dark eyes.

“Good girl,” he said, and I moaned. He let go of my hair, and then plucked my hands away from his shaft. “Get those clothes off,” he said.

Yes. What a great idea. I needed to be naked so I could use every bit of my body to please him. I grinned at him—probably looking like a love-struck idiot—and got to my feet.

“James, go sit down.”

My husband retreated to his chair while I stood in front of Devon. When his attention came back to me, I felt my face heat with embarrassment. I’d just got done sucking his dick, but for some reason revealing my body was making me nervous. I took a deep breath and tried to get my emotions under control.

Devon lounged on the couch, both arms stretched out along the back, his thick cock still standing tall in his lap. His face was unreadable. The way he sat totally at ease reminded me of a king or a sultan—someone who just expected to be obeyed. I felt more on display than ever, as I reached for the buttons on my loose top. Suddenly the act of taking off my clothes had a lot more importance than it ever had before. How many beautiful women had stripped for Devon before me? Would he judge me against them? And what if I didn’t measure up?

“Theresa.”

Oh, shit. I’d been so caught up in my own head that I’d stopped working on my buttons. Did Devon look annoyed, or was that just the expression he always had? My hands fluttered as I tried to pick up where I’d left off. For some reason, I felt like I was on the verge of a panic attack—like a dozen different emotions were warring in my head, and the battle would reduce me to a blubbering pile of goo if I didn’t...

“Theresa, look at me.”

I dropped my hands to my sides and looked up at Devon. I wanted to sob in frustration, but his calm gaze held mine, and the urge faded away.

“Show me that beautiful body,” he said.

His deep, commanding tone silenced all the nervous voices in my head. I had my orders now, and getting flustered wasn’t going to help in any way. I reached for the buttons again, watching him watching me. Did he think I had a beautiful body? Did it really matter as long as I offered up my mouth and pussy for him to use?

No. That was the same kind of thinking that had made me almost break down a minute ago.

It all came down to whether I trusted Devon. It had been a shock to see him at our front door, and everything felt so much different here, in my own living room with the afternoon sun shining through the curtains. Back in the isolated darkness of the club, it had been easier to trust him; to give him control over what we did. It had been his home turf after all. But now, in my house, there seemed to be so many other factors complicating things, not the least of which was James, sitting on his favorite recliner, like he was watching TV instead of watching his unfaithful wife stripping for the pleasure of another man.

I took a quick look over at James, not meeting his eyes, and then looked back at King Devon, sitting so confidently on the throne of my couch. All of the doubts and fears seemed to fall away. So what if he was here in my house? Nothing had really changed. Devon was in charge, with his commanding voice, muscled body and hard cock showing his dominance over everything...including James. And I was still the same horny slut, desperate for the touch of those big hands...the feel of that perfect dick inside me.

I felt the change in me as all the complications evaporated, and I surrendered to the simplicity of my new reality. I trusted Devon, and I would do what he told me. In return, he would give me the pleasure and the emotional security that I’d wanted for so long.

I had my focus back. My hips rocked to some tune I couldn’t hear, and I found myself pushing out my chest as I worked the buttons on my shirt. I got down to the final one, and took both sides of the open shirt in my hands. I remembered the dull thump of the music coming through the walls of the club, all those weeks ago, and I danced to its rhythm. I teased Devon by peeling open my top to flash my bra-covered tits and rolling belly. I shrugged the top off my shoulders and let it fall to my waist, leaving me bare except for my plain weekend bra. I was disappointed that I hadn’t worn something sexier, or better yet, nothing at all, but who could have imagined this happening on a lazy Saturday?

I shook my tits in their cream-colored satin prison. Devon’s eyes tracked me as I moved, and I realized that he hadn’t seen me from the front last time—not that he hadn’t seen plenty, including my bare ass and soaked pussy—and while he’d fondled my tits with his strong hands, he hadn’t seen them in the flesh.

My pussy tingled at the thought of showing him my body. I locked my eyes on his standing cock as I reached behind me to unhook my bra. When the cups fell loose, I sucked in a tense breath at how wicked it felt, baring my tits in the middle of my living room. I leaned forward, and the straps fell off my shoulders. As my bra hit the floor, I got my hands over my breasts, palms rubbing against my hardening nipples. I looked up at Devon’s face, seeking any reaction. When I caught him licking his lips, a rush of pleasure went through me. I was sure my skin was flushed as I posed for him.

My nipples throbbed under my hands. I massaged my breasts until I couldn’t take it anymore, and got both fat nubs between my fingers, pinching and pulling them as I moaned with pleasure.

I felt like such a slut doing this in front of Devon and James, but I didn’t feel cheap in any way. I wasn’t some pole dancer trying to excite guys for a dollar; I was showing Devon my need and trying to please him at the same time.

I worked my tits as I kept rocking to the beat of that far-away music, but eventually, it wasn’t enough. I needed to be naked in front of him, and not just because he’d ordered me to. I slid my hands down my stomach, to the top of my plain white capris. Devon nodded in approval as I opened the button and tugged down the zipper. Once again, I was disappointed that I’d worn my everyday underwear. I wanted to show him something sexier than Calvin Klein cotton panties, but I was determined to work with what I had.

I spun around, shaking my hips as I peeled down my shorts. At least I’d worn a thong, so I could show him my ass. I worked hard at the gym to get buns this tight. My breasts jiggled in front of me as I worked the shorts over my thighs. When I got them down past my butt, I felt the cool air of the living room hitting my overheated pussy. I knew I was wet, but I couldn’t tell if my excitement was showing through the sky blue cotton. Could Devon see how much he turned me on? I hadn’t even worn panties last time. I bent at the waist as I tugged my capris all the way down, spreading my ass and giving him a close-up view of my covered mound.

I turned back to face him and groaned as I saw his big hand slowly stroking his cock. I stopped swaying and just stared, trying to hold back from dropping to my knees and going after it. I caught Devon’s eyes again and saw the lazy smile spreading across his lips. He was enjoying this as much as I was, which sent another shiver of lust through me.

I hooked my thumbs in the sides of my panties, and slowly pulled down one side, then the other, pausing when the hem was just above the top of my pussy. After this, there would be nothing left between me and Devon’s hands…or his mouth…or his cock. Which was exactly what I wanted. I did another straight-legged bend, dragging the fabric down my legs. My breasts felt so heavy, hanging under me, jiggling as I stepped out of the panties. I held them steady with both hands as I stood up, totally naked in front of my big, black lover.

Another wave of insecurity ran through me as I posed there, totally vulnerable. A handsome, wealthy guy like Devon had to have dozens of hot women just waiting to jump into bed with him. So why was he here, watching me strip in our plain suburban living room? His other girls were probably like, lingerie models, or yoga instructors. And probably ten years younger than me...

Stop it.

Devon had driven all this way just to find me. He’d wanted me enough to track me down, not even knowing what he’d find when he arrived. But he’d risked it because he wanted me. I watched him as he watched me, and he didn’t look bored, or disappointed. And if the state of his cock was any clue, he liked what I was showing him.

I pulled my hands away from my tits, letting them fall naturally...not too much sag for a woman my age. My doubts were starting to fade, and I was feeling sexier by the second. I could almost feel James’s eyes boring into me from behind, and the fact that he was there to witness how hot his wife was, how much she was exciting her new lover, just doubled the thrill. I put a hand on my hip, and pushed out my chest, feeling good, and ready for whatever Devon wanted next.

He crooked his finger, calling me closer. I took the couple steps until I was right at his knee. His eyes never stopped moving, roaming over my body with a presence that I could almost feel. My nipples tingled and hardened even more. My pussy heated, as my pounding heart sent more blood to swell the puffy lips.

Devon gripped his cock at the base and waggled it back and forth in an obvious invitation. I licked my lips, ready to drop to my knees and inhale his entire length. He had such a beautiful cock. Memories flashed through my head, of the first time I’d reached behind me to feel his size, and later, when I’d wrapped my fingers around his bare flesh, exploring by touch, but never seeing him.

That had been a real moment of awakening in me, realizing how much it turned me on to be...”Controlled” was the only word I could think of. I’d been so frustrated trying to set up the scenario to please James, and when Devon had found me sobbing in that dark hallway, he must have seen something in me that I hadn’t known myself. I remembered the excitement as he took me into completely new territory, and the thrilling fear as he showed me the consequences of disobeying. My ass tensed as if I could still feel the sting of that first, shocking spank.

An idea came to me, as I stood in front of my stern lover—a wicked thought that sent a shiver of anticipation through me. While Devon wagged his cock at me, I put my hands on my hips and tried my best to match his devilish grin.

“No,” I said.

His hands moved so fast that it scared me for the briefest moment. The flash of fear sent a chill up my spine, that turned into delicious warmth as he caught my wrists and dragged me down. I fell across his lap, squirming and struggling in fake resistance.

“Sit down James!” Devon’s voice broke my fantasy. I turned to look at my husband and saw him half-way out of the chair, his fist clenched at his side. If I’d been scared before of Devon’s violent movements, I was terrified now by what he might do to my husband. It was sweet of James to react that way, but totally unnecessary.

“It’s all right honey,” I said. “I want this. I deserve this.” I had disobeyed after all.

James still looked unsure, but he’d folded on every other occasion, and this time was no different. With a puff of exasperation, he sank back into his chair. I saw him try to hide it as he adjusted his small hard-on, and gave him a sympathetic smile before I turned back to Devon.

I didn’t look at him, since that would be another breach of the rules. I lowered my head between my outstretched arms, until my forehead was on the cushion, and then shook my naked ass in his lap. I heard Devon’s soft chuckle, even while he was pulling on my hips, getting my rear end positioned on his lap. I kicked my feet in the air, like a damsel in distress, until he growled and caught both ankles in one big hand. I tried to break free, but ended up gasping as he clamped down, his grip unbreakable. He lowered my legs to the couch, and then just sat there.

I trembled with impatience as I laid across Devon’s lap. My hips were high over the thickness of his muscular thighs. My tits were wedged between the couch and his leg, and my face was buried under my loose hair. I could feel the air on my bare pussy as it peeked out from between my legs. Devon’s cock was warm under my stomach, but not a real threat at the moment. What I was worried about was—

Smack.

I yelped, as one of Devon’s hands slapped down across both raised cheeks. I crushed my hips against him as pain flared through my ass, followed by that special warmth that I’d only felt once before. Deep in my belly, I felt a glow, like pleasure building in my womb. I sucked in a harsh breath, waiting for—

Smack.

This time, he’d come down hard on one cheek, and I gasped as the shock drove the breath out of me. I squirmed, trying to ease the burning, but his hand pushed harder on my back until I held still. From the other side, I heard what could only be called a whimper, coming from James’s chair. Was this upsetting him, or turning him on? I knew my husband would never have dreamed of doing something like this, but...maybe he was imagining himself in my place? Hmmm...I’d have to explore that later if we—

Smack.

“Oh, god...” I gasped. The pain rushed through me again, but I was learning to ignore it...to wait for the...ahhh...the rush of warmth and pleasure that followed the hurt. My ass still throbbed with pain, but that was just on the skin. Deeper down, it felt...comforting.

I knew that was a little weird, since I was technically being punished. I should be “learning my lesson” from the sting of his hand, but my brain was turning it into something different. I loved the way I was trapped and helpless. I loved how Devon’s strength let him take whatever he wanted from my body, and I loved the freedom of giving up control to him. I was learning to become a perfect little submissive toy, and it wasn’t the pain that was teaching me. Biting my lip in anticipation, I wagged my butt in the air, silently begging for—

Smack.

“Mmmm...” My pussy throbbed, even though he hadn’t touched it yet. My juices welled up until they ran down my legs and soaked into his pants. The emptiness in my cunt was an ache—so different from the sharp sting of his hand, but just as distracting.

Smack.

This time I struggled to raise my ass higher. “Please...” I moaned.

Devon’s other hand—his spanking hand—came down gently on the small of my back.

“No...!” I squirmed as he held me down.

“I think you’re enjoying it too much,” he said. “This is supposed to be your punishment.”

“Please...I’m learning my lesson, I swear.”

“I think you’re lying to me Theresa,” he said. His hands were like vices, keeping me pinned helplessly on his lap.

A chill ran through me at his words. Was I really lying, just to get my own pleasure? Was I that selfish? I had deliberately refused his command, just so he would bend me over his lap, and...

“I’m sorry,” I sobbed, suddenly full of doubt and guilt. I’d assumed too much, and gotten caught. What was he going to do now? Would he come up with some harsher punishment, one that didn’t feel nearly as good? Or would he just get up and leave? He’d threatened that before, back at the club. I didn’t think I could handle it if he did that. I was so worked up right now, that if a strong breeze blew over my pussy, I’d probably cum.

I needed him. I knew deep down that “need” was a strong word, especially since I’d only been with him that one time, but I hadn’t realized the depths of my own emptiness. I was like a drowning swimmer who’d been offered a life preserver, or a desert wanderer stumbling onto a lush oasis. My eyes had been opened, and I didn’t want to close them ever again.

When I spelled it out like that, it all sounded like some girly, emotional crap. Like I was some weak-willed rag doll, doing anything and everything for a little bit of emotional connection. And some of that might be true, but definitely not all of it. I knew I was strong when necessary, and caring and intelligent. And my emotional needs weren’t that simple, able to be satisfied by just anyone. Otherwise, why would I still be in love with James, at the same time that I found myself falling for this virtual stranger. It was like my needs were a puzzle piece, and James had only fit on one side. Then Devon came along and fit the other three, suddenly and without me even looking for it. So when he threatened to take all that away—when my own selfishness threatened to make him go away—the end result was as close to terrifying as I could remember.

“I don’t like you lying to me,” Devon said. I tensed, waiting for him to throw me off his lap, zip up his pants and leave. Instead, he stroked my hair, sending me into another whirlwind of confusion. “There’s no trust if you lie.”

“Please...don’t leave...!” I said. I wanted to grab ahold of him, but the way he had me pinned, I couldn’t pull my arms down.

His fingers traced absent circles over my bare back. ”Hmm...”

He seemed lost in thought, but what was he thinking? How to get away from me without causing a scene? Had he been freaked out by my outburst? I was a little freaked out myself, that I would say something so raw and vulnerable to a guy like him. Something that he could easily use against me if he wanted to be cruel. I still trusted him, though and wanted to believe...

“I won’t leave if you promise not to lie to me. Deal?”

I sagged in his lap as my tension fled. I turned my head and spit out a mouthful of hair. “Deal.”

He didn’t say anything else, but his hands kept caressing my back. I waited for him to do something else, until the old feeling of unease started creeping back.

“Well?” Devon said.

Well, what? What was he expecting? Jesus, I was a smart woman, but sometimes he was so cryptic that I didn’t think anyone could figure him out. I’d just promised not to lie anymore, but what was he—

Oh. “I love it when you spank me,” I admitted out loud. “It hurts, but it feels good, too. I disobeyed you on purpose so that you’d put me over your knee.”

Across the room, James gasped in shock. My husband was finding out what a slut he’d married.

Devon stopped caressing my back. One hand gripped the back of my neck and squeezed, not hard but firmly. The other disappeared.

“Good girl,” he said.

I felt a glow of pleasure, hearing him say that. His hand pressed my head down onto the cushion.

Smack.

I yelped as his other hand came down, harder than he’d ever spanked me before. As the pain jolted through my nerves, I knew that I was getting my real punishment. After this, I’d remember not to lie.

I groaned and squirmed through five more epic smacks of Devon’s hand. My ass was on fire, but deep in my belly, that same glow had returned. My pussy felt swollen and hot, and more of my juices dripped into Devon’s lap. Under my stomach, I felt his cock twitch.

When Devon thought I was sufficiently contrite, he let go of my neck, and his other hand rubbed gently over my red cheeks. Every touch was soothing and painful at the same time, but what was even more maddening was the careful way he avoided getting anywhere near my cunt.

“Thank you,” I said. With my face still pressed into the cushions, it came out as a muffled sound, but he must have understood the meaning. He pinned me down again, with a hand in the small of my back, while his other hand—

“Oh, god...!”

With no warning, Devon’s thick thumb slid right through my wet crease, pushing aside the swollen lips and gliding right into my flooded hole. He drove deep, stretching open my surprised pussy, but I was so wet that it didn’t hurt. The rest of his fingers delved down between my thighs until he found my startled clit. Pleasure slammed through me as his thumb wedged into my sensitive hole and his fingers swirled like a tornado over my clit. He got me hard and fast, and it was just what I needed. I didn’t even have time to react before my stomach cramped, and my legs shook, and my whole body erupted in ecstasy.

I screamed into the couch cushions, my nails clawing at the fabric, and my feet kicking at the armrest. Devon kept me firmly in place, playing with my responses like a maestro. Just when I thought it was over, and I could relax, he’d pump his thumb in and out of my pussy, or press my clit with his blunt finger, and another wave of pleasure would rip through me.

“Please…please…no more…” I panted, trying to wriggle away from the ecstatic torture he was putting me through.

Eventually, he relented, and his thumb slid out of me with a wet sucking sound. The pressure on my back relaxed as he stopped holding me down. His hands glided over my skin from head to foot, softly caressing every bit of my naked body. I was still catching my breath, otherwise I would have been purring like a cat being stroked. When the last aftershocks were done, and I could focus again, I looked over my shoulder, just to get the lay of the land…to find out what was next.


Chapter Six

Devon looked cool and confident as usual, but his lips quirked up in a brief smile before he reached under my shoulders and lifted me off his lap. Instead of sitting up next to him on the couch, I curled up at his side, leaning against him with my head dangerously close to his standing dick. When I’d moved off his lap, his cock had sprung up, as hard and beautiful as ever. I wanted to reach out and touch it, but I didn’t have permission, so I stared at it, thinking of all of the things I wanted to do when I got ahold of it.

The air was filled with the scent of my horny pussy. Devon’s pants were soaked with the juices that had run from my cunt during my spanking. My ass still tingled where it pressed against the sofa cushions, and I knew I’d be feeling that raw ache for quite a while—Devon had made sure that my lesson stuck with me. I rubbed my cheek against his arm, feeling the hard muscles underneath the soft fabric of his shirt.

I glanced quickly at James, just to get an idea of how he was handling things. He’d sunk back into the recliner, with his hands on the armrests. His eyes roamed about, but he wasn’t moving otherwise. Either he’d been so shocked by his wife’s behavior that he was paralyzed, or else he was trying his hardest not to be noticed. Either way, he’d given up on affecting anything between me and Devon, which was fine by me. He could sit and watch how a real man turned his wife into a quivering, submissive slut.

Devon’s arm went around my shoulders, and his hand covered my breast, just holding it in his warm palm. I looked up at him, excited for more, but still nervous about what my next command would be.

“James,” Devon said, and both of us looked up, startled from whatever thoughts we’d been lost in. “When you’re having trouble performing, do you make it up to your wife by licking her pussy?”

I gasped in shock, while all the color drained out of my husband’s face. He looked like he wanted to sink right through the cushions of the recliner and disappear.

“I’ll take your silence as a yes,” Devon said. He gave my boob a little squeeze, then looked down at me. “Is he any good?”

What a question to ask, and right in front of James. I looked up at Devon’s handsome face, torn between my newfound need to obey him in everything, and my older need to defend my wedding vows and my husband. Devon tensed beside me, and I saw his mouth turn down. What was I supposed to do?

“You promised to never lie, Theresa. Remember?”

Yes, I remembered. My sore ass was a constant reminder. I turned to look at James, but Devon took my chin between his thumb and finger, and turned my head back toward him. The look in his eyes got to be too much. “Yes,” I blurted out. “He’s very good.”

“That’s what I thought,” Devon said, his tone going back to normal, like nothing had happened. With a last squeeze of my breast, he pulled his arm away, and slid toward the end of the couch, opening a gap between us. I sat there, not knowing what to do, until Devon started pushing and pulling at my body, arranging me in some way that only he knew. He pushed my hips forward until my ass rested on the edge of the seat. One foot flat on the floor, while the other was up on the couch, opening my legs and exposing my bare pussy to the room. He pushed on my shoulders until I slouched against the back of the couch, tilted so that I was propped up on one elbow.

When everything was to his liking, he leaned over to kiss the top of my head, then got up from the couch. His pants sagged down around his thighs, while his beautiful cock bobbed in front of him. He stepped back and looked at me, like he was admiring a painting that he’d just finished. I smiled back, but behind the smile, I was full of doubts.

“James, I’m sure you’ve figured out that I’m going to fuck Theresa before I leave, but before I do, she needs your help. She can’t take my cock if she’s not ready, and I don’t want to hurt her, so I need you to do us both a favor. Help your wife, James, and get her ready for me. Put your talents to use.”

My mouth dropped open in shock. I knew Devon was direct, but that was too much. Or was it? Just because I’d spent my life tip-toeing around topics like sex, that didn’t mean that the rest of the world did. In fact, I’d started to wonder: if I’d been more direct with James early in our relationship, would things have turned out differently? We’d spent years trying new things, but never really discussing the root of our problem. He’d been ashamed and I’d been embarrassed, and together we’d ended up here.

James was huddled in the recliner, perfectly still like he was trying to vanish from Devon’s view, but my new alpha male wasn’t going to be ignored.

“James, if you don’t want to help, that’s fine, but that means you’re no use to us, and you’ll have to leave.”

“But...but this is my house...” James’s voice warbled, but Devon’s ultimatum had gotten him moving at last. He slid to the edge of his seat, hands in his lap, looking up at Devon while trying to ignore the bouncing black dick sticking out from his pants.

“It’s Theresa’s house also,” Devon said, “and she wants what I’m going to give her. Remember why you were in my club three weeks ago? You wanted to watch your wife with a real man. I’m giving you the chance, but it’s not a free ride. Do it for your wife, if nothing else.” He pointed at me, posed on the couch.

I hadn’t dared to move, and I flushed as both men’s eyes raked over me. James’s gaze settled on my bare pussy, and he licked his lips. That was the moment when I knew that Devon had conquered him, just like he’d conquered me. It was strange that I would feel so much love for my spineless husband at that moment, but I did. We shared something now, and it made me feel even closer to him.

I didn’t have permission to speak, but I tried to pass my feelings along to James with my eyes, and my expression. Just do it, baby, please...

I let out a sigh of relief as James levered himself out of the recliner. Instead of standing up, he sort of spilled out onto the floor. I hadn’t expected him to actually crawl in front of Devon, but that’s how he chose to cross the distance between us.

My legs trembled with anticipation as he got closer. To make up for all of his shortcomings in bed, my husband had become a world-class pussy-licker. His full lips and long, agile tongue were veterans of my wet cunt. He could make me cum faster with his mouth than I could do for myself with fingers or toys.

I watched his face as he got closer, looking for signs that he really wasn’t OK with what was happening. It would be hard, but I would call a halt to the whole show if we were crossing a line that would hurt my husband. His eyes were glued to my pussy, not looking down in shame or disgust, and his cheeks were flushed with excitement. He licked his lips again as he got within a foot of my exposed cunt.

He didn’t dive right in, taking one last pause to gather himself. He caught me watching him, and gave me a tight smile.

“I love you,” I said. It was breaking the rules, but Devon didn’t have control over the bond between James and me.

“I love you too, Terri,” he said. He took a deep breath, and then closed the distance between my open thighs. I tensed up as I waited for—

“Oh, baby...”

The very tip of James’s tongue found my pussy, prodding at my swollen lips, and diving into the damp crease between them. I felt a new flush of warmth deep in my tunnel as my juices started flowing again. I wanted to grab James’s shaggy hair and pull him hard into my hole, but Devon had gone to such lengths to arrange my body, that I didn’t want to break my pose.

“Very good, James. I’m proud of you.” Devon’s voice intruded on the tenderness flowing between James and me, but his words seemed to have a real effect on my kneeling husband. With a burst of enthusiasm, he licked my pussy from the bottom right up to the top, and then buried his face in my slit, jabbing his tongue deep inside me. I groaned and closed my eyes as the feelings washed through me. When I opened them again, I glanced up at my big, black lover, and felt a new kind of attraction welling up in me.

Not only had Devon introduced me to real fucking with his giant, rock-hard cock, but he seemed to have banished all of the conflict and resentment that had existed between James and me. By taking control over both of us, he’d put us on common ground, letting our real feelings for each other come back. Without even addressing the topic, Devon had somehow magically made everything better.

While James worked his own magic on my pussy, Devon was slowly stripping off his clothes. He wasn’t trying to be sexy about it, but I couldn’t take my eyes off him. Every new bit that he revealed had my heart beating faster. When he dropped his shirt over the back of the chair and turned to face me, I almost came on James’s face. He looked like a professional athlete, or a bodybuilder. Corded muscles flexed and shifted under smooth, dark skin. Veins bulged, tracing crazy patterns over his arms. If there was a template for god-like perfection, it was standing right in front of me. His tight abs bunched as he bent down to take off his pants. When he stood back up, totally naked, with that hard cock pointed right at me, my toes curled and my stomach started to cramp. With James nibbling at my clit, I was ready to explode. My excitement must have been written on my face, because Devon suddenly scowled and took a step toward me.

“Don’t you dare cum, Theresa,” he growled.

His voice startled James, who pulled back from my pussy. I made a panicked noise that came out like a squeak. Whatever need had built up inside me dried up and blew away.

Devon stood over us both, his cock waving above James’s head. His massive hand tangled in my hair, and he pulled back, forcing me to look up at him. “You don’t cum without my permission, is that clear?”

I tried to nod, but he held me too tight. My mouth was suddenly dry as I tried to answer. “Y...yes...”

His angry face transformed like he’d pulled off a mask, and I had to wonder how upset he’d really been. Was controlling my pleasure that important to him?

“Good,” he said. Without another word, he turned his hips so that his dick grazed over my lips. “Open.”

I opened my mouth, and welcomed his cock back inside me, moaning with a new kind of pleasure. This was going to be impossible, controlling my orgasms with James’s face buried in my cunt and Devon’s delicious cock in my mouth.

“That doesn’t mean you can stop, James,” Devon said. I yelped around my mouthful of dick as a tongue fluttered over my clit.

Devon got one foot up on the couch, angling his cock so that it shot straight into my waiting mouth. With his hand still in my hair, he pumped his hips, driving the blunt crown over my tongue and into my throat. I didn’t panic like the last time, relaxing to let the warm head push into the tight space. When he pulled back, I made sure to swipe my tongue over the tip and suck hard enough to hollow my cheeks.

As Devon pumped in and out of my mouth, a strange feeling came over me; it was like James’s tongue was somehow connected to Devon’s cock. Every time the thick shaft pushed into my mouth and squeezed into the back of my throat, a jolt of pleasure would shoot up from my pussy. My two holes felt like they were one, as James and Devon found their rhythm. I focused on Devon’s cock, doing everything I could to please him, and a reward, my pussy was getting James’s best effort.

My husband must have studied somewhere to get so good at eating pussy. He teased my swollen lips and circled his tongue just inside my hole, where every nerve sang his praises. Once again, I felt the build-up of a massive orgasm, and with a moan of disappointment, I got my hand in James’s hair and pulled him away. As much as I wanted to cum, I had my orders. When I relaxed my grip, James, bless his sympathetic heart, understood my dilemma and toned down his intensity, keeping me at a slow simmer so I wouldn’t boil over. With his hands on my knees and his face buried between my thighs, he feasted on my pussy with long, slow licks.

Devon’s cock never paused, pushing relentlessly between my lips and knocking on the tight constriction of my throat. I wished that I could just open wide and take him all the way in, but I had no idea how to do that. What I did instead, was focus on his rhythm, and how it felt every time he pushed deep. I tried to imagine the tight muscles relaxing, surrendering to their cruel tormenter and opening wider.

I wasn’t suddenly able to deepthroat his monster, but I felt a flush of real pride as I felt him slip deeper and deeper on each thrust. The sensation was so new; exciting and frightening at the same time. The muscles in my neck were protesting, telling me that it wasn’t natural to take a thick tube of solid flesh down my throat, but the pleasure coming from my pussy, and the feelings of lust and love bubbling through my brain quickly drowned them out.

Devon’s hand was still in my hair, ready to correct me if I made another mistake. His other hand stroked my cheek, then his fingers found the point where his cock slid in and out of my mouth, and he paused there, feeling his own shaft gliding through my stretched lips.

I rolled my eyes up to see his face, but he had his own eyes closed. He stood like a granite statue, an enigmatic smile on his lips as he enjoyed his domination over us; the white slut and her submissive hubby.

Wanting to prove just how much of a whore he’d made me, I let go of James’s hair and got my hand on Devon’s rock hard ass. His skin was so warm under my hand as I pulled at his hips. I didn’t know if I was really ready to take more of his cock, but I was going to give him the chance to try.

His eyes snapped open, and he looked down to find me staring. He was always so unreadable; I couldn’t tell if he approved of me taking such liberties or not.

His hand loosened in my hair, and he stroked my head softly. “Good girl,” he said.

If I wasn’t afraid of breaking the rules, I could have cum right at that moment. I sobbed in joy around his dark cock, and pulled even harder on his tight ass. His cock drove deeper than ever before; penetrating the ring of muscles so that the head was fully embedded in my throat. My eyes watered, but I still hummed happily, knowing that I was pleasing him. His one hand kept petting my head, while the other slipped down to cup my breast. He pinched lightly at one nipple, then the other, staring deep into my eyes as I did my best to swallow his cock.

The taste of him changed, getting saltier, and I wondered if he was getting ready to cum in my mouth. He hadn’t mentioned that as his plan—he’d told James he was going to fuck me—but I wasn’t about to question him. Maybe he wanted both. He could probably fill my stomach with gallons of cum and still have more left over for my pussy. I suddenly had a need to taste his cum, and sucked harder on his thrusting shaft.

Devon chuckled at my enthusiasm, but then his fingers were tangling in my hair again, and he was pulling his cock away from my hungry mouth. I gasped for breath as a flood of saliva leaked from my lips and dripped onto my heaving tits. His hand was there to rub it into my skin, while I stared cross-eyed at the tip of his cock, bobbing in front of my eyes.

With my focus off Devon for the moment, James’s work on my pussy came screaming back. His tongue had never stopped. My cunt was a lake of our mixed fluids as he slurped and sucked. I knew he could go for a long time without complaint, but I felt like I’d been taking advantage of him; more interested in Devon’s cock than I had been with his ministrations. I ran my fingers through his hair, and glanced down at his bowed back and the top of his head between my spread legs.

He didn’t seem to notice, his tongue still working on my slit like a machine. It was only when I looked closer that I noticed something new.

His hands had left where they’d been holding my knees apart, and now they were in his lap. His shoulders moved and his hips rocked at the same time he was pushing his face into my pussy. I’d only seen it happen a couple times in our marriage, and it took me a moment to figure out what he was doing. James was masturbating!

I knew it wasn’t just me causing it; he usually ended up eating me after his cock had failed him, and he never got his erection back just from munching on my pussy. It had to be Devon, and the situation he’d been forced into. Whether it was the domination, or the humiliation, or both, something was turning my husband on to the point where his cock had come to life.

Down past his bobbing head, I could see his arms moving as he rubbed himself with both hands. I wanted to cheer him on, or reach down and help him, but I had more than one man in the house with me, and the one who wasn’t my husband was the one in charge.

“James, Theresa wasn’t allowed to cum before, so what makes you think you’re special?” Devon’s deep voice made James jump. His tongue stopped slithering through my wet slit. He didn’t look up from where his face was buried in my mound, but I could see his shoulders trembling with fear. He’d been caught, but he didn’t know what to do next.

“Sit up, Theresa,” Devon said.

I looked up at him, not sure what he meant. He took my shoulder and pushed me forward until I was sitting straight up on the edge of the sofa. James had picked up his head to see what was going on, but he wouldn’t meet my eyes, or Devon’s.

The cushions shifted as Devon climbed up on the couch. He got behind me, his hands on my shoulders, and then he sat down, opening his legs on either side of my butt. He wedged himself between my back and the back of the couch, until his hard body was pressed against me, and the pipe of his cock was squished between us.

He kissed me on the neck, then reached past me on either side and grabbed me behind the knees. James shuffled out of the way, as Devon pulled my legs back, opening me wide. I leaned back into his warmth as he got us arranged. My soaked pussy lips split open as he tugged my legs wider. I gripped his thighs for balance, as he presented me in all of my sluttish glory in front of James.

“You can’t cum until she does. Do you understand me, James?”

My husband finally looked up to meet Devon’s gaze. His eyes flickered down to my exposed cunt, then back up. “Yes,” he said, dipping his head down toward his target.

“Wait,” Devon said. “Just so we’re clear, from now on, your pleasure is going to depend on your wife’s, and Theresa’s pleasure is going to depend on me...on what I allow. Do you understand?”

I wasn’t sure I liked Devon issuing ultimatums to my husband. Ordering me around was one thing—it was what I’d begged for back at the club—but should James be bound by what I’d promised? He was—

“Yes, sir,” James said.

I gasped in shock at my husband’s total submission. James gave me a tiny smile. “I love you,” he whispered, before he bent his head to tenderly kiss my pussy.

Behind me, Devon chuckled, his whole big body shaking.

James’s breath was hot and heavy on my cunt as he panted in renewed excitement. His hands disappeared into his crotch again, as he took his first gentle licks. I jumped like his tongue was electric, the entire situation suddenly making me hot and hypersensitive. I looked at Devon’s dark, muscular arms as they held my legs apart, and felt the solid warmth of him against my back. He was the reason that I was here...that James was here...that I was feeling so much pleasure...

It was the most improbable story ever—the way that we’d reached this moment—but I wouldn’t trade it for anything. As new and astonishing as it was to surrender my pleasure to a big, black stranger, it felt so right that I wasn’t having any doubts. Even the strangeness of having him hold my legs open so my husband could lick me to orgasm was fine with me as long as I believed in Devon, and his ultimate plan for my pleasure.

James worked at his dick through the fabric of his pants, moans of lust escaping from him as his tongue fluttered over my pussy. I was almost as excited to hear his sounds of pleasure as I was to feel his mouth on my sensitive flesh. It had been so long since both of us had been swept up in ecstasy at the same time. Most often, what started out with high hopes devolved into stress and apologies. Devon had peeled all of that away, leaving both of us to simply enjoy what was happening. I felt happy for James, that he’d found a way to get what he deserved without guilt. But at the same time, I felt a new sense of responsibility for him: now, his satisfaction was tied to mine, and mine was tied to Devon’s whims.

It was an awesome burden, and the weight of it kept me from enjoying any of James’s expert pussy licking, at least for a little while. My husband was just too good though, through long hours of practice, and long familiarity with every inch of my pussy. I tipped my head back against Devon’s chest and closed my eyes, as James made his way slowly and agonizingly from the delicate skin right above my asshole, to my tender, aching clit.

I bit my bottom lip as his tongue wormed its way between my slippery lips and into my hole. He circled the ring of my entrance, lighting up my nerves and making my legs strain against Devon’s grip. He jabbed his warm invader as deep as he could, lapping up my juices as they poured out of me.

I moaned, softly at first, then louder as James ramped up the speed of his tongue, the suction of his lips. I yelped in surprise as he kissed my swollen clit, then sucked it hard between his pursed lips. Devon sat like a warm statue behind me, pinning me in place, holding me open for my husband’s attention. His cock throbbed against my back every time I squirmed in his grip.

Slowly, the tension built. My stomach tightened, and my toes curled as James went after my clit again. I was so wet, I could hear the sloppy, slippery noises as he mashed his face against my cunt. I’d hoped that he would add a finger or two down there, but that wasn’t my husband’s style. I didn’t know if he had some aversion to penetrating my body, or if it just wasn’t his thing. His tongue felt wonderful as it wriggled in my tunnel, but it could only go so far, and I was feeling an ache much deeper inside me.

That ache would have to wait until I got Devon’s big cock. For now, I’d just have to enjoy what James could offer. The glow of pleasure grew in my belly. My nipples tingled as they responded to the pleasure from my pussy. I was getting close.

I’d been moaning non-stop, but now I amped up the volume, and strained against Devon’s strong arms, letting him know I was almost there.

“Are you ready to cum, Theresa?” His deep voice entered my ear and went right down to my clenching pussy. I bit my lip as I struggled even more.

“Please...yes...” I gasped.

“If I let you, you know what that means, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“It means you’re mine. Your pleasure belongs to me. Say it.”

“I’m yours. I belong to you! Please...let me cum...”

That admission was almost my downfall. The flood of emotions it released almost sent me over the edge. I wanted to yell in frustration, as James’s tongue worked my overheated cunt. I might die if something didn’t happen soon.

“Good girl,” Devon growled. “Cum now.”

“Oh...my...god...!” I screamed. I grabbed the back of James’s head and crushed his face into my pussy. My world exploded. Lights danced in front of my eyes as my whole body clenched tight, then released like I was coming apart at the seams. A strange feeling gripped me like I had to pee, and as my pussy spasmed, I felt warm and wet between my legs.

James’s tongue was deep in my cunt, and his nose rubbed at my clit as I squirted for the first time in my life. A flash of worry went through me, embarrassed that I was being so messy—gushing in his face like that—but the length and depth of my orgasm was just too overwhelming for it to upset me for long.

Devon’s hands held my trembling legs, and his warm body supported me as I lost all sense of myself. I was a mass of quaking flesh and rocketing emotions. My only disappointment came from the fact that Devon wasn’t inside me, sharing this moment of perfect pleasure.

“Oh god, Terri...it’s...unngh..!”

James’s voice intruded on my bliss, and I almost snapped at him until I realized what his words meant. I tried to focus on my kneeling husband. He’d pulled away from my flooded pussy, and his hands rubbed at the bulge in his pants, while he rocked on his heels. He looked…strange, and it took my fuzzy brain a moment to realize that it was what my husband looked like when he came. It was as rare a sight as a unicorn.

“Ohhh...thank you, sir!” James groaned. He doubled over, his back and arms trembling.

My legs flailed in the air as Devon held me. Every tremor that rippled through me, he would tense his arms to hold me steady. I felt so exposed, shaking through a massive orgasm for everyone to see. I wanted to touch my pussy, rub my clit to keep the pleasure rolling, but I didn’t have permission. It looked like I was only going to get one orgasm at that moment, but I wasn’t disappointed—I knew there would be more coming.

James sat up, red-faced and sweating. He looked awful, with his hair plastered to his head, from my sudden gush of juices, but he was smiling, bigger and more naturally than I’d seen in a long time. When he moved his hands away from his crotch, his khakis were stained with dark patches. Not a huge wet spot, since he never really came that much, but it was still evidence that he’d gotten his, just like I’d gotten mine. I smiled back at him, like we were accomplices working together on a larger plan.

Devon lowered my legs to the couch, as the last tiny shiver ran through my belly. He leaned down to kiss my damp neck. “I think you’re ready now.”


Chapter Seven

Devon stood up, lifting me into the air like a child. James scrambled backward, retreating back to his recliner. Slowly, Devon lowered my legs, until I got my feet under me. When he let go, I spun around, frantic that he was leaving me. He put a hand on my shoulder and held me at arm’s length, not letting me wrap myself around him like I wanted. My legs trembled with the effects of my last orgasm, and I gripped his arm to steady myself.

“Can I? Please?” I said, looking down at where his cock bobbed between us, looking for attention.

Devon chuckled. “Not yet.”

A drop of clear fluid leaked from the tip of his dick, and I wondered if he was close to cumming. I wanted to grab his shaft with both hands and pump until he spurted all over my stomach, but I knew that was completely against the rules. Besides, if I had a choice, I wanted all of his cum inside my pussy where it belonged.

Devon looked over my shoulder, and I turned my head to look as well. James was slumped in the recliner, his stained pants twisted around his hips. My husband’s shirt was wet, and his face was a mess from where I’d squirted on him.

“James, go get cleaned up,” Devon said.

My husband perked up, hearing his name, but then his face fell as he heard Devon’s command.

“You can still watch,” Devon said, “just hurry back.”

James jumped up from the chair, and the way he dipped his body was almost like a servant bowing to his king. Hitching up his pants, he rushed for the stairs.

When he was gone, I turned back to Devon, looking up at his handsome face. Anticipation was taking hold, making me breathe a little faster. My leg shook as excitement started to build. I was alone with my perfect man, just like I’d been at the club. Alone with him and his giant cock.

Devon’s hand dragged down off my shoulder, over my breast, and down my stomach. I tensed as his fingers got closer and closer, then moved my legs apart to give him room. His thick finger slid right down the middle of my slit, and without hesitation cruised right up into my wet hole. I was so slippery from cumming that all I felt was the sudden fullness.

Devon grunted like I’d passed his test, and then his finger was gone. I looked up when he touched my cheek, and he pressed that same finger between my pursed lips. I smelled my scent on his hand, and tasted my juices as I sucked his finger into my mouth. Swirling my tongue around, I licked him clean. When I was done, I sucked hard, bobbing my head and taking his finger like it was a cock.

“Good girl,” he said.

I didn’t know how he’d done it, but in just the few hours that we’d been together, he’d managed to train me so well, that I felt a flush of pleasure every time he said that. Like a bitch being praised by her master. I moaned around his finger, and sucked harder, then groaned in disappointment as he took it away.

He left me standing as he sat down in the middle of the couch. His cock jutted up from his lap like a flagpole. His dark skin rippled with the movements of his muscles. It didn’t look like he had an ounce of fat on him. Other than his fat cock, I thought with a grin.

He crooked his finger to call me over, just like he’d done before. This time though, he stretched his legs out, and as I got closer I straddled them. His thighs were so thick that I could feel my pussy lips opening as I spread my legs. When I was at the edge of the couch, my open cunt was right in front of him, waiting for whatever he wanted to do next.

Both big hands went around my waist, and with no warning, he lifted me into the air. I was fascinated by the cords of muscle moving in his shoulders and chest as he pulled me closer. What would it be like to have that much strength?

My spread pussy was right at eye level. I gripped his steel forearms for balance as I waited for what would come next. When my mound was inches from his face, and my hips were over his lap, he started lowering me. Glancing down, I knew exactly what was about to happen, and I hummed with happy anticipation. His beautiful cock was aimed right at my gaping pink lips.

Noises came from behind me, and I watched Devon’s eyes track James as he came back into the room. The creak of the recliner told me that my husband was in a perfect position to watch as his slut wife took another man’s cock.

I was so horny that I was shocked I wasn’t dripping all over Devon’s lap. A thousand different emotions rolled through me, but they blended into pure happiness and deep satisfaction. Everything just seemed so right, even having my husband in the room watching. I was so overjoyed that I’d ended up in this place, in this position, that I felt like I could cum at any time. My body was primed and ready for all of the pleasure that his big black dick promised.

I opened my legs wider, as Devon lowered me onto his cock. My pussy gaped open, ready to be filled. I held my breath, waiting...waiting...then letting out a disappointed groan as Devon stopped, his cock just barely kissing my cunt.

“Put it in,” he said.

Perfect. The thought of grabbing his cock and shoving it into my pussy while James watched...it was perfect. Slutty and naughty and perfect.

I reached down between my legs and found his dick, hot and hard. I stroked him with one hand, while the other slid into my pussy, opening the way for his thick invader. I peeled open the swollen lips, and dipped a finger into my hole, testing my wetness just like he’d done. Everything was ready. I dragged the head of his dick into my slit, coating it in slippery girl-juice. The touch of his cockhead was like an electric shock through my pussy. I nestled him into the ring of muscle at my entrance, and twitched my hips to make sure he was seated in place.

When everything was ready, I let go of his dick and lifted my hands up to Devon’s shoulders. I stared right into his dark eyes, trying to say without words what I’d already panted out before: I belonged to him.

“Good girl,” he said, and then lowered me onto the thick column of his cock.

I was pretty sure that I screamed, but I didn’t remember anything besides the feeling of his dick stretching me open. I’d lived for the last three weeks on memories of that feeling, and now it was back, live, in the flesh. I bit my lip as his tip forced me open, my pussy not nearly ready for the way he stretched my hole.

He went slowly but never stopped. Totally in control. I would have been a frantic mess left to my own devices, but Devon was always cool and in charge; doling out pleasure in small, excruciating bits. I kept my eyes locked on his as my body was impaled on his dick. l was full almost from the start, and the pressure just grew, as more and more dark cock filled my poor, helpless pussy.

The only hitch came when he reached that spot—that same deep landmark that only his long cock had ever been past. My pussy clenched like it was afraid to allow anything that deep, then it relaxed as I called up all the memories of last time; the wild pleasure that I’d felt from having that virgin territory conquered.

I’d wanted to lose myself in Devon’s eyes as his cock claimed my body, but the pleasure and the crazy lust I was feeling for him made me moan and squeeze my eyes shut. In the dark, the feelings from my pussy took front stage; the tingling pleasure running up my back and down my legs. My nipples throbbed in sympathy for what was happening down below. I gripped Devon’s rock-hard shoulders as my whole body got in on the action. Hot flashes ran through my nerves. The muscles in my legs trembled as they were forced wider and wider, the lower I got.

It seemed like it took an hour for my tight cunt to devour his cock, but eventually, my butt settled on his thighs, and I sighed with both pride and relief. Another sigh came from behind me, as James saw his wife stuffed to the hilt by thick black cock.

Devon let go of my waist, and I settled that last little bit onto his lap. His thighs felt so warm and solid under me as I rocked gently. I opened my eyes again, and drank in the hard, dark body of my lover. I felt so small and helpless next to his bulk, but at the same time, protected by his strength, and cherished by his warmth. The emotional surge of it went beyond even what I’d felt at the club. That had been an awakening, but this was like I’d found a home.

I smiled at that—the idea that being split in two by a rock-hard dick was “home”—but there was no other way to describe it. I’d found the thing that I hadn’t known I’d been looking for. I grinned at Devon, and wiggled my ass on his lap, clamping down on his cock as best I could. He grinned back, but also gave me a light swat on my butt so I wouldn’t get carried away. He was still in charge.

I settled down and waited for what was next.

Devon reached up to cup both of my breasts, pinching my nipples in a way that sent pulses right down to my cunt. He played with my tits for a while, squeezing and molding the firm flesh, while his cock soaked in the warm, wet clutch of my pussy. The feeling of being stuffed faded a bit as my hole got used to being stretched.

When he decided the time was right, Devon’s hands slid off my tits and ran up my arms. He took my wrists and pulled me closer. Our faces were an inch apart as he looped my arms around his neck, then wrapped his around my back. I knew what was coming, and opened my lips just as he crushed me to him. Our mouths met, and immediately I was wrestling with his tongue. Just like everything with Devon, he took what he wanted from our kisses, and I held on for the ride. My tits mashed against his hard chest, and I rubbed my belly against his abs. He gathered me close, his arms wrapping my entire back. All the while, his thick cock throbbed inside me.

He sucked hungry kisses from my mouth. His warm breath puffed into my lungs as we locked our bodies together. I twitched my shoulders to drag my hard nipples over his chest. My hips rocked to grind my clit against the base of his cock. Devon’s rough hands roamed over my smooth skin. Every once in a while, his fingers would dip into the crack of my ass, and I’d jerk like I’d been shocked when he’d press against the soft resistance of my exposed asshole. He didn’t force anything though, and after teasing me for a moment, his hands would wander away.

It was wonderful straddling his lap, getting so much attention from my new man, but I was getting...did I even dare think it?...impatient. I’d expected to already be taking his hard, body-smacking thrusts, feeling his cock tearing apart my tender pussy. Was he teasing me, or was he really enjoying this intimate position? The only thing I knew for sure was that Devon would act when he’d decided it was time, so rather than worry about it, I tried to accept that my hard fuck would come when he was ready.

Still, that didn’t mean I couldn’t try to move things along. I flexed my legs and lifted up the tiniest bit. Devon’s cock shifted in my belly as I dropped back down. I did it again, lifting higher this time, feeling his shaft sliding through the wet lips of my pussy. I gasped into his mouth as I dropped back down, stuffing myself full again. His hands cupped my ass, and the next time I raised up, he encouraged me with his fingers.

My legs were split so wide by his thick legs that I didn’t have a lot of leverage, but I managed to pump up and down, getting enough movement to feel the friction of his shaft sliding against my inner walls. My clit mashed against him every time I dropped back into his lap. His tongue still explored my mouth, and our lips stayed locked together, but we were moving now; if not exactly fucking, then at least getting close. My pussy tingled as my juices flowed, and I hummed with happiness as his giant black dick moved inside me.

Devon broke our kiss, and I stopped rocking on his lap, waiting for him to make the next move. I stared into his dark eyes, and he gave me another bad boy grin. He held my ass still as he took over, lifting his hips to drive his cock up into my cunt. Just a little bit on each stroke, but he was finally fucking me. I groaned with pleasure and tipped my head back, closing my eyes to savor the feeling. Each thrust was sharper and harder than when I’d been riding him, but it still felt like he was teasing me.

After one deep stab, he gripped my ass so tight that I winced. I waited for the next thrust, but without any warning, the earth moved under me. It wasn’t an earthquake though, it was Devon standing up, with me still clinging to him. I hugged tighter around his neck, my chin on his shoulder, and my legs wrapped around his waist. The angle of his cock changed inside my pussy, and I gasped as he hit a spot that sent tingles through my nerves.

His big hands cupped my ass, and he moved around a little bit as found the most comfortable way to hold me up. I had no fear of falling with his strong arms supporting me, but I still clung tight to him. Once again I felt weightless; like a tiny doll in his grip. I didn’t like heights and felt nervous even getting up on a ladder, but I felt rock solid in Devon’s arms. I giggled as I imagined that even his cock was helping to hold me up; the big spike supporting me like a bolt in a socket. If I let go with my arms and legs, his thick cock would probably still hold my weight. Not that I wanted to test the theory and possibly damage his beautiful cock.

He stood in the middle of the floor like a sturdy, dark tree, while I clung to his thick trunk like a tiny squirrel. If I hadn’t been locked to him by his dick, I could have climbed even higher into his branches.

He flexed his arms and lifted me up, his dick sliding out of my hole until just the wide tip held me open. I was scared that he might drop me down suddenly, letting that thick pole tear up inside me, but when he lowered me back down, it was just like before; slow and intense. My tits dragged over his chest as I slid lower, and his cock pushed aside the walls of my cunt, reclaiming his place inside me, occupying my body once again.

A tight groan from behind me reminded me that James was still there, and still watching. In fact, he probably had a better view than before. My ass and pussy were right in front of his eyes. If he was a bolder man, he could have reached out and touched me, but instead, he got a perfect view of Devon’s cock stretching the pink lips of my cunt. As I was lifted up again, I wiggled my ass, letting my husband see how much I was enjoying being used by Devon’s dick.

That’s pretty much what was happening, as Devon lifted and lowered me over his iron pole; he was using my entire body as a warm sleeve around his cock, masturbating with my tight, wet pussy. Not that I blamed him, since I was sure my cunt felt better than a hand. To make it even better for him, I tried to tighten my muscles every time he lifted, so my cunt would milk his cock. He grunted the first time I did it, then went right back to his steady rhythm.

I closed my eyes and kissed his bull neck, letting him do what he wanted with me. What else could I do? I was a leaf in a hurricane, swept along by a force it was impossible to resist.

Devon’s full length drove into me, touching those places that only he could reach. As he pounded me faster, the tip of his cock found that magic spot, grazing over it with every thrust.

“Oh, god...right there...oh, fuck...!” I panted in his ear, my whole body twitching every time he rammed up against those super-sensitive nerves.

Devon’s chest rumbled as he growled, and gripped my ass tighter. Now that he had a target, he was relentless, working his cock like he was playing a game and shooting for high score. My legs lost all of their strength, flopping around as surges of electric pleasure ran through me. I was like a rag doll, every part of me loose and unresisting as a huge glowing ball of ecstasy grew in my belly. Even my pussy felt like an open cavern, taking Devon’s dick with hardly any friction. Every bit of me was focused on that spot, waiting for the next thrust...the next bolt of lightning that ripped through my belly and up my spine.

“Please...let me...let me cum...” Even with the pleasure overwhelming my brain, I remembered to ask.

Another growl in my ear almost sent me over the edge. There was nothing safe or civilized about the way he fucked me, and his primal grunts and growls were going straight to my brain. His raw masculine power was like a drug.

“Do it. Cum for me.”

For him. Yes, I would cum for him. Because of him. On the next thrust into my stretched and conquered pussy, his tip crushed against that magic spot, and the base of his cock mashed against my clit.

My arms and legs found their strength again, as I wrapped him up and squeezed tight. Contractions rippled through my belly, and my legs cramped as they locked around his waist. I muffled my screams against his shoulder so I wouldn’t shatter his eardrum. My pussy clamped down on his thick shaft, not letting it go anywhere until the tidal wave stopped crashing through me.

I saw nothing but white behind my closed eyelids.

Another one of the biggest orgasms of my life, this time from getting fucked in midair. No lover had even dared pick me up during sex before, but Devon had handled me like I weighed nothing, and pounded my slut pussy like I’d been flat on my back. This was getting to be my new normal; a position that I’d never tried before, followed by a giant, mind-wrenching orgasm. I wondered if I was getting spoiled.

With the rush fading away, my grip started to weaken. I definitely wasn’t as strong as Devon; able to hold myself in midair for that long. His hands shifted under my butt, and he took up more of the burden.

I forced my eyes open and focused on his handsome face again. How had I gotten so lucky that night at the club? I kissed him hard, trying to show him how much he meant to me. He let me suck on his tongue and nip at his bottom lip. I was happy and exhausted, but I knew that we weren’t done. Devon’s cock still throbbed in my well-used hole. He still needed his release...he deserved it after everything he’d done so far. The wonderful thing about Devon, compared to James, was that I didn’t have to do anything. I’d surrendered all my responsibility, and because of that, Devon wasn’t going to wait for me to offer him anything; he would take it.

I was straining to keep my grip around his neck, my tired arms on the brink of giving out. Devon spun around, and I felt myself falling as he bent over. I squeezed tight in panic, but he was totally in control, laying me down gently on the couch. I stretched my arms over my head and let my legs fall open, sinking into the soft cushions. Devon’s big body hovered over me, the constant pressure of his cock still pulsing inside me. I was tired enough that I could have drifted off to sleep if it weren’t for the giant club still splitting my pussy, but his presence reminded me of what I still needed to do...what I needed Devon to do.

“Please...fuck me...I need you...” My voice sounded husky in my own ears, full of the lust I was feeling.

Devon arched an eyebrow. “You need...?”

Oops. That did sort of sound like I was ordering him around. It wasn’t like I was Devon’s slave, abjectly begging for every little thing, but when it came to this...to sex...he was in charge. I’d given him that power willingly, and I couldn’t just take it back when I got too horny. “I want...” I said, correcting my error. “I want you. Please.” I squirmed around on the couch, trying to show him the level of my need. I would burst if he didn’t hurry up and do something.

“James, come over here,” Devon said.

I stopped moving, wondering what Devon was up to. A shadow moved across my eyes, and I looked up and back to see James next to the couch. He’d changed into a plain t-shirt, his thin arms hanging loosely from the sleeves.

“Hold her hands,” Devon said.

I tensed, almost pulling my arms back, but then my new “conditioning” kicked in, and I left them stretched above my head. Devon had a plan, obviously.

I felt the couch move as James sat down. His hands were tentative at first, caressing my wrists more than gripping them.

“Don’t let go,” Devon said, and suddenly my hands were pinned by James’s iron grip. He was more Devon’s slave now than I was. My husband had found something in being ordered around by the big, confident black man; something he’d probably needed for a long time, but that I’d never been able to give him. I tipped my head back and saw James watching me.

“I love you,” I mouthed, and he smiled. His grip tightened as he settled into position, determined to do exactly what Devon had ordered.

I’d felt helpless before, in Devon’s strong grip, but I felt even more vulnerable now, with the two men ganging up on me. I tested James’s hold on my wrists, but he wasn’t going to let me move. Devon’s big body crushed me into the couch, his weight between my open legs, and the spike of his cock pinning me in place.

I shivered as the helplessness slowly turned into pleasure. I loved being at Devon’s mercy, I realized. He would take care of everything. All I had to concentrate on was being the hottest, tightest, wettest fuck hole possible, and take his cock like a good girl.

Devon must have seen the change happening in me, because he gave another one of those deep, rumbling chuckles. His cock flexed inside my cunt, and his fingers stroked my face. I was close to hyperventilating as the tension built. I wanted to plead with him again, but that hadn’t worked the last time. Instead, I tried to spur him on by tightening my pussy around his thick cock. My muscles were tired from being stretched and used so much, but I gave it a good try.

Devon slid his hand down to pinch my hard nipple and then sat back on his heels. He got his hands behind my knees and lifted my legs up and out, spreading me wide enough that I felt the tension in my hips.

“I’m going to fuck you now, Theresa. Not because you need it, but because I want it. Is that clear?”

“Y...yes.” I nodded.

“Good girl.” He squeezed my legs in his strong hands and pulled his cock out of my pussy. I’d been full of him for so long that the sudden emptiness made me whine in protest. Devon gave me a stern look, and I clamped my lips tight.

I was so wet that his retreating cock unleashed a stream of my juices that ran down the crack of my ass and soaked into the couch. The fat head of his cock rested on top of my mound, waiting. I looked up at the giant who was claiming me as his, at the smooth dark skin, and the bulging muscles. The handsome face, and the dark eyes that penetrated me as deeply as his cock. I wanted to scream with just how...perfect everything was. I’d never have imagined this in a million years, and yet, now that it was happening, I didn’t want anything else.

Devon’s gaze devoured me as he held me open, my body ready to take his dick—the submissive suburban wife who’d become his cock-loving slut. With a flash of his white teeth, he drove his hips forward. His beautiful cock forced its way back inside my cunt, filling me up again.

The noise I made was somewhere between a sigh of relief and a gasp of pleasure. God, I loved his dick. Every big, hard, masculine thing about him, made me happy to be a woman.

He pulled back again, dragging my pussy inside out with the ferocity of his movements. Then he slammed back inside, and his hips slapped against my wet mound. Then out. Then in.

I settled my head back on the couch, between my stretched arms, and closed my eyes. Every thrust of Devon’s cock forced a moan from my open mouth. I felt the grip of James’s hands on my wrists, Devon’s hands holding my legs, the weight of my tits moving on my chest, the fabric of the couch under my back, but mostly I felt that big black cock cruising in and out of my open, receptive pussy. The way it bulled through the swollen lips and glided against the sensitive inner flesh sent electric sparks through me. My clit throbbed and my nipples puckered as my whole body lit up with pleasure.

Devon gave a hard thrust, and I yelped as I felt him deep inside my belly. A feeling that was half ache and half pleasure spread out from somewhere near my bellybutton. He did it again, and I gasped at the sensation. His long cock had reached the bottom of my cunt and was kissing the entrance to my womb.

Instantly, all of the thrilling, scary, forgotten thoughts came rushing back. The last time I’d felt him this deep, he’d flooded my hole with cum; drowned my unprotected womb with his sperm. All this time, I’d been so overwhelmed by Devon’s presence and the way he’d taken control over our house, that I’d forgotten his greatest act of domination. I might already be pregnant with his black baby, but if I wasn’t—if the test stick that I’d handed to him hadn’t turned blue—then he would make sure it happened this time.

And there wasn’t a thing I could do about it. Even my husband was making sure that I got knocked up, holding my wrists while I took a huge black cock into my fertile pussy.

All of the emotions that I’d gone through at the club came rushing back, triggered by the relentless pressure on my cervix. I’d been on the brink of going to the fertility clinic and getting pregnant artificially, until my anonymous lover had taken me raw, and made me beg for him to put a baby in me. It had been such a spur of the moment decision, but even afterward—even with the uncertainty—I hadn’t regretted it. I’d been nervous about taking the pregnancy test, mostly because I hadn’t known how to face James with the news.

Devon had taken care of that part in his own alpha way. Now, with no secrets between my husband and me, I’d reclaimed that primal need to feel a new life growing inside me.

Since Devon hadn’t let me see the test stick, I could imagine whatever I wanted, and at that moment I chose to believe that I was ripe and fertile, just waiting for my strong, gorgeous lover to put his sperm inside me, and make me a mom. Even now, a tiny, defenseless egg waited in my womb, blissfully unaware that she was about to be assaulted by millions of relentless little attackers. That thought brought a new warmth to my body; a new kind of lust that stirred my nerves.

“Oh, god…” I moaned, as Devon’s iron cock churned my wet hole. I wanted his cum. I needed it. “Fuck me…harder…please…cum in me…” I strained against James’s grip, wanting to get my hands on Devon’s butt and pull him harder and faster into my cunt, but my husband was obeying Devon’s orders and not letting me move. I opened my eyes so I could look back at him, and saw his eyes glued to the spot where Devon’s dark cock speared into my pink hole.

Devon pushed my knees toward my head, lifting my butt off the couch and changing the angle of his cock as it pounded into my slick channel. He leaned forward, his eyes bright as he crushed more of his weight into the gap between my thighs. The strain on my legs was uncomfortable, but in the same way that being spanked was uncomfortable; the line kept blurring between pleasure and pain. That delicious feeling of helplessness came back, but this time with an edge; no matter how much I struggled, there was no way I could escape being bred by my black stud. He had my fertile pussy trapped; I was going to be a mom, because he wanted it.

With my legs high, my pussy had become a long straight tube, and Devon’s cock pistoned into me with hardly any resistance. The slap of our bodies rocked the couch, sending my tits bouncing and flopping over my chest. Devon’s chiseled body glowed with a sheen of sweat as he flexed his hips over and over.

Even though I was folded up like a pretzel and my cunt was being jackhammered by a giant log, I still felt the glow building inside me. I was so focused on getting him to breed me, that I hadn’t worried about my own pleasure, but there was no way to escape what Devon’s cock was doing to me. After years of abstinence, my body craved it. The feeling of being taken, conquered, by a strong man was like a drug, and I couldn’t help responding. I knew I should be concentrating on him, but I was simply too weak to resist.

“Please…please…I want to…let me…” His thrusts rocked me so hard that I could barely catch my breath, let alone get out a complete sentence.

“Let you what?” Devon said.

“Cum...please...!”

He slowed down his frantic fucking, but each stroke now was deliberate and hard. He made sure that his cock hit my cervix on every stroke. “Let you cum? Again?” He didn’t sound mad that I’d asked. The way he looked at me, it was like he thought my request was...cute.

“Pleeeaassee...” I groaned. His cock was stirring up so many feelings in my pussy. My toes curled as the pleasure built.

“Hmmm. James, do you think your slut wife deserves to cum again?”

James cleared his throat nervously. I didn’t think he expected anyone to ask his opinion, at least until the sex was over. “I...uh...yes, sir. I think Terri deserves all the pleasure she can get.”

I grinned, hoping that James could see. Devon looked amused as well. “Good answer,” he said. I thought he would go back to pounding my abused pussy, but instead, he lifted my legs even higher until my ankles rested on his shoulders. He leaned down, forcing me back until my knees squashed into my tits, and my feet bobbed over my head. I thought I’d been helpless before, but in this position, I could barely twitch. Devon’s comforting weight rested on the backs of my legs, and my ass had curled right up off the couch. He put his hands down beside my head to take some of the pressure off, but that was only so he could lean down even further, until his face hovered just over mine.

“Yes,” he said. “You can cum.”

Even with all the strain on my body, I managed to lift my head and kiss him. He laughed, and then rammed his hips forward. Once again, his cock found a new angle and a new way to shoot sparks of ecstasy through my cunt. Now that I had permission, I let the waves of pleasure crash through me, each thrust of his beautiful dick adding to the roiling, surging ball of lust singing in my belly. I wouldn’t last another minute, but there was something that I wanted almost as much as I wanted to cum.

“Cum with me, Devon. Please...flood my womb...give me your baby...!” I remembered saying something very similar three weeks ago, and how it had made me feel—finally admitting what I wanted most.

James gasped, and his hands tightened around my wrists. Devon stayed silent, but I could see the new determination in his eyes. Not because I asked him to cum inside me—he would have done that anyway, permission or not—but because I’d finally turned into his perfect little white housewife whore. A good master knows when to punish and when to reward—I’d become what he wanted, and now he had to deliver on the promise of our relationship.

His lips peeled back from his teeth in a feral grin, and I actually felt a little shiver of fear as he showed his unleashed self. Not that he would hurt me, but that he certainly had the power to if he wasn’t so deliberate and controlled.

This time it was Devon who leaned down to give me a kiss. I groaned as he put more pressure on my stretched thighs, but I kissed him back with as much passion as I could.

His cock took over at that point, becoming my whole focus as he started moving again. In and out, sliding through my soaked, stretched hole. His body slammed into mine like he was trying to pound me right through the couch.

In no time I was right back on the brink, floating through the time between each of Devon’s thrusts, waiting for the next burst of rapture. I tip-toed on the edge, waiting for my lover; for the father of my baby. His breath was hot on my cheek, as his pounding thrusts got more chaotic. The muscles in his arms bunched and flexed. His eyes never left me as I became his only focus.

“Ready to be a mommy?” he growled.

That simple question carried so much weight, but I’d already put all of my trust into Devon and the relationship we were building. No need to think about the answer. “Yes!”

One last stab of his cock into my depths and Devon froze. He gritted his teeth, and the muscles of his neck stood out. His cock twitched and jumped inside me, the tip mashing into my cervix.

I pictured the deluge of white cum spitting from the end of his dick, pooling at the entrance to my uterus. I swore that I could feel the warmth spreading through me as he gave me his gift.

The idea that this could be the moment when Devon and I created a new life was too much for my overworked brain to handle. All of the passion that I’d been holding at bay suddenly burst through, and the room suddenly got brighter as light flared behind my eyes. My vision blurred as all of my senses overloaded at once. My stomach cramped and my legs shook, the vibrations running right down to my toes.

My exhausted pussy gripped at Devon’s cock, coaxing out her final reward. I imagined my cervix pulsing, swallowing great gulps of his seed, sending his swimmers on to their destiny. I strained against Devon’s weight, and against James’s grip, but the two men in my life held me firm. The tension on my muscles was delicious, like my arms and legs were joining in the pleasure coming from my pussy.

I was a shaking, trembling, exhausted, sweaty mess, but I’d never been so happy or so satisfied in my life.

Devon leaned down to kiss me again, the tension slowly leaving his muscles, as his cock pumped the last of his cum into my fertile hole. At some unspoken signal, James released my arms, and I immediately wrapped them around my lover’s neck, pulling him close. Devon slid my legs off his shoulders, letting my sore muscles relax. He settled into the cradle between my thighs, letting his cock soak in our combined juices.

Once again I felt so comfortable and content that I could have laid there forever. I loved Devon’s weight and security, and the reassurance of his cock inside me. I loved how he’d taken charge and shown James and me things that about ourselves that we never would have discovered on our own. I loved how he’d broken down all of my barriers and released the woman I wanted to be. I...

“I love you,” I said.

I felt him tense, and worried that I’d made another huge mistake. Was it against the rules to say that I loved him? Or was it that I’d only known him for maybe six hours total, and I was already claiming to love him?

It didn’t matter. If he couldn’t handle my sudden revelation, it was his own fault. He’s the one that had stripped away all of my false presumptions, and left me with the raw truth. I did love him, even if he didn’t feel the same.

I tipped my head back and held out my hand for James, who still sat behind me on the couch. “And I love you, too.”

He squeezed my hand. “I’ll always love you, Terri.”

I looked back up at Devon, wondering if he was ready to bolt. All of this mushy stuff probably wasn’t in his comfort zone. The look he gave me though, was full of tenderness. Not sappy like I was being, but more like a parent watching over a child as they say something precious. Still, that was enough for me.

I tried to pull him down to kiss me again, but he pushed himself up on his hands, looming over me. My whole front was wet from our sweaty acrobatics, and my nipples puckered as the air chilled my skin. I watched him, wondering what he would do next. Was he staying for dinner? Was he spending the night? Should I at least offer him a shower?

Devon gripped my legs again, and lifted them until my feet pointed up at the ceiling. Every time he moved, he was pulling further away from me. I started to wonder if this was the last I would ever see of him. Had my confession turned him off? Maybe he just did this with every slut housewife he seduced; knock them up, then leave. How many kids had he fathered while some cuckold husband looked on helplessly?

Stop it. I was letting my insecurity get the better of me. Devon hadn’t done anything that said he was that kind of guy. Still, as he held my legs, he slowly eased his shrinking cock out of my messy hole.

“James, come over here,” he said. My husband appeared at his elbow. “Sit here. Help Theresa keep her legs up.” Devon got up from the couch, still holding my feet. James slipped into the place he’d just vacated, and his hands took hold of my calves.

“Wait...” I struggled against James’s grip, trying to roll off the couch. Was Devon leaving?

“Stay there, Theresa,” he said.

I stared at him, wanting to beg, or protest, or do whatever it took so that he wouldn’t leave me. Leave us. I must have looked pretty pathetic, because Devon stopped looking around for his clothes and came back to where I was lying. His cock had lost its iron hardness, but it was still a long, thick tube hanging down his leg. Still wet from being inside me...from cumming in me...

“I need to get back. One of my club managers is out sick, and I need to cover for her tonight.”

“Oh. OK,” I said. I felt totally deflated, like all of the joy I’d built up in the last few hours had been sucked out of me.

“You should stay like that for a while, to give it the best chance. You’ll help her, right James?”

My husband nodded, but he looked almost as devastated as me. I took a long look at Devon’s naked body, trying to fix him in my mind in case I never saw him again. In case I needed to describe him to our child when they were old enough to ask about their father.

“Come to my restaurant tomorrow night for dinner,” Devon said. “My treat. And Theresa, you should bring some extra clothes, since you’ll be staying at my place after.”

I was so busy wallowing, that it took me a while to figure out what he’d just said. Dinner? Stay at his place? Just me? I looked over at James. I felt guilty about doubting Devon. He wasn’t abandoning us after all. But still, now that James knew everything was it right to exclude him again? Wasn’t there a way that we could—

“That sounds wonderful,” James said. “We’ll come early, so you’ll have more time after.”

“Great.” Devon had his pants on and was buttoning his shirt. I was still naked on the couch, with my husband holding my legs so that my lover’s sperm wouldn’t leak from my gaping pussy. The absurdity of it finally got to me, and I burst out laughing.

“Yes, that sounds great,” I said. “Should I...bring something special to wear?”

“Why don’t you have James help you pick something out,” Devon said.

The grin that James gave me spoke volumes. Somehow Devon knew my husband better than I did.

Devon slipped his shoes on with no socks, then dug in his pocket for his keys. He leaned down and gave me a tender kiss on the forehead, then headed for the door.

James and I didn’t move as the door shut, or when we heard the growl of the Mercedes starting, or the roar as Devon sped away. We stayed like that, each of us lost in our own thoughts, until I shivered from the cooling wet spot under my butt.

James carefully set my legs over the back of the couch, then jumped up. “Let me get you a blanket,” he said. “Stay right there.”

When he came back with a thick fleece throw, he laid it over me and tucked it around my hips. “Are you hungry?” he asked. “I hadn’t planned on dinner so soon, but it’s been a busy afternoon.”

“Yes, it has.” I rested my hands over my stomach, wondering what was happening under the skin. Devon had never revealed the results of the pregnancy test. Had I already been knocked up, or was his sperm doing the job even now? I’d been late, but did that mean if I wasn’t already pregnant, that I wouldn’t be ovulating until later as well? If that was true, then it would be a week or more until would be ready for—

Oops. ”Dinner sounds great, baby. Thank you.”

As James headed for the kitchen, I closed my eyes and tried to think of what lingerie Devon would like on me.


Epilogue

Stepping out of the shower, something caught my eye—a quick flash in the steam-fogged mirror. Nothing obvious, just the feeling you get when something so familiar suddenly doesn’t look the same.

My belly.

I turned sideways, looking intently at the curve just below my bellybutton. Was it there, finally? Was I showing? Had Devon’s baby grown enough inside me that it was pushing out my womb?

I pulled at the skin on my sides and hips, trying to figure out if it was just a trick of the light, or maybe the few extra pounds that I’d put on since I’d gotten knocked up. But no matter how much I tried to suck in my tummy, the bulge remained.

I must have laughed out loud, because James walked in from the bedroom, giving me a curious look. “What’s so funny?”

“Not funny. Happy. Joyous.”

“OK, what’s so joyous?”

“I’ve got a bump,” I said, turning sideways to him, and pulling the skin tight over my belly. “See?”

“Really?” He moved closer, leaning down to get a better look. “Are you sure?”

“Pretty sure,” I said. “Feel it.”

He stretched out a hand and touched my stomach. Of course, he was too timid to actually press on my belly, so I covered his hand with mine and arched my back to push out my bulge. He looked up at me, eyes wide. “Wow,” was all he could manage to say.

“Wow is right.” I uncovered his hand, and he straightened up. I turned back to the mirror, trying to find it again.

“Devon’s going to be happy,” James said.

“I hope so. I hope it doesn’t freak him out.”

“I doubt it. He’s not the kind of man that would go this far, and then run away.”

I turned to look at my husband and caught him eyeing my naked body in the mirror. He smiled at me, and I felt such love for him at that moment. I reached out for his hand and pulled him closer, turning so that I ended up in his arms, both of us looking at our reflection. I tugged his hands around to cover my belly, and pressed my ass back into his crotch. Through his khakis, I could feel the faint stirring of his dick. He set his chin on my shoulder as he hugged me from behind. “I love you,” I said.

“I love you, too.” He surprised me by moving his hands up, away from my proud new baby bump, and cupping my breasts. “Is it me, or have these gotten bigger too?”

“Oh, you noticed? Careful, they’re sensitive.”

He pulled away like I’d screamed in pain. I laughed and guided him back, covering his hands with mine as I helped him fondle my swelling breasts. “It’s OK,” I said.

We stood like that for a minute, comfortable in each other’s company. That’s how it had always been between the two of us, but it had taken that fateful night at the bar to figure out that comfort wasn’t enough to create a complete marriage. Instead, I’d needed the strong hand and hard cock of a man like Devon, while James had simply needed to please. He was a natural servant, getting such enjoyment from seeing to my comfort, that it had become his only goal. Well, not just my comfort…

“Baby, do you think you can help me get my plug in?” I said, rubbing my ass against him. “I’m worried that I won’t be ready by Friday.” As I pressed back, I could feel his small cock getting even harder. His erections were lasting longer, now that the expectation to perform was off him. He wasn’t up to getting it in my pussy, but that didn’t matter anyway, since that hole belonged to Devon. I’d tried giving him a blowjob just last week, but it seemed that he still had a way to go before he made it that far. In the meantime, he liked being teased, and when I’d worked him up to his hardest, he would take matters into his own hand.

“I can’t believe you’re letting him have you there,” James said. His face in the mirror wasn’t disapproving. In fact, he seemed as excited as I was.

“Sweetie, you know I don’t ‘let’ Devon do anything—he takes what he wants. And he let me know that he wants my ass. I’m actually excited to try it, but I want to make sure it doesn’t hurt. You know how big he is.” The idea of Devon’s giant cock forcing its way into my tender asshole actually started getting me worked up. My pussy heated, and my juices started to run. I massaged James’s hands over my swollen tits, feeling his palms rub over my hardening nipples.

My husband’s hips started thrusting—just the tiniest bit—rubbing his hard cock against my butt. He was getting as turned on as I was. Maybe I could try another blowjob? I wanted to do something as a reward for being so sweet. I reached back between us to massage his dick through his pants, and he moaned in my ear. His thrusts got quicker. His hands squeezed my breasts with surprising strength, when normally he treated me like I was made of glass. Our new situation was definitely changing him…for the better I thought.

“Oh, god…oh, Terri…!”

His cock pulsed against my palm, as his ragged breath puffed in my ear.

“Mmm…good job, baby,” I said. He sagged against my back, his hands leaving my breasts to rest lightly on my hips.

“Whew!” He pulled his crotch away, and I let him go. Even though I was getting horny myself, the moment had passed.

“Well, I need to get my hair dried. Jenna’s coming by in an hour, and we’re headed for the mall. Nothing I own seems to fit right anymore.” Especially my bras. I couldn’t wait to find something new and sexy for Devon to see on Friday. “I still need some help with…that thing. Before I go.”

“Sure,” James said. “You work on you, and I’ll go get changed. Then I’ll come back and give you a hand.”

“Thanks, baby,” I said, turning back to the mirror.

“While you’re out, I was going to head to the grocery store. Any idea what Devon might like for Friday night?”

“Hmmm. Something light I would think. It’s going to be a busy night, and I wouldn’t want him to get too full.”

James laughed as he headed for the door. “I think by the end of the night, you’ll be the only one who’s full…slut.”

I gasped in fake outrage and threw my hairbrush at his retreating back, then returned to admiring my new little bump.
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