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  Chapter one

No sooner had she stepped into the room than she immediately wished she could step back out: her control faltered just stepping over the threshold. A deep, upsetting wave of nervousness gripped her. 
And that was a feeling she was definitely not used to.
This was her world, after all: rich people at cocktail parties hobnobbing, walking around in impossibly high heels, being flawless and perfectly coiffed. A stolen glance in a full-length mirror she passed confirmed that she looked as elegant as always. Her black cocktail dress was sexy but suitably prim; the hem came to her knees, the material was expensive, and it showed. The fabric clung to her expensively toned body, but not so much that it looked like a hooker's costume.
She was a surgeon, and she was a serious person, she reminded herself, slowing her usual gait a little.
There was no reason for anyone to think otherwise.
She smiled and picked up a flute of champagne, smiling with closed and gracious lips at the catered waiter. She stopped there to squirm as invisibly as possible with her hand on the champagne flute.
No one at this party, aside from Obinna, had any reason to suspect that anything was any different. Not even Phil, whom she searched for casually with her eyes as she sipped the tea.
No one had any reason to suspect that the perfect blowout she now wore had been, less than two hours ago, half-wet with sweat and clinging to the gluey splatters of semen on her lips and cheeks. In her own head, she heard the wet, sloppy pop of her mouth as she had leaned back to take a gasping breath before getting her lips wrapped around Obinna's cock once again. A dirty, filthy sound, wet and cyclical, squeaking beneath her own panting as her hand worked his shaft, squeezing the hard flesh and the turgid veins.
She blinked, sipping her drink, as she remembered the hot ropes of cum that had escaped his cock and sprayed all over her face just as she had gone back in to suck Obinna harder. Pearly drips had fluttered in her eyelashes, the briny liquid slippery on her tongue, the pulse of his spray tickling at the back of her throat. The smell of his cum everywhere: deep in her nostrils, at the back of her throat, his cock pulsing hard underneath the pressure of her lips.
The feel of Obinna's hand on the back of her head, his fingers tussling all of her hair, her face pressed deep against his pelvis, his balls at her chin, her nose smashed into his pubic bone. The slight - unexpectedly slight - sting of his cum as she rolled her eyes open and upwards to stare into his eyes as she swallowed his load.
And no one here, she reminded herself, as heat crept up from between her breasts and at the nape of her neck - no one here knew what was in her -
"Oh, Dr. Ackerman!" a voice said next to her. She turned to see someone she recognized - a man, almost certainly from hospital administration. She knew him, she thought. His eyes looked concerned. "You seem flushed."
Composure was what was needed. Lydia gave her hair a preparatory toss over her shoulder and willed herself into a steady state. There was no use denying it: she knew perfectly well she looked flushed. The heat at the base of her neck was spreading now across her shoulders and creeping up to her cheeks.
He couldn't know that she was thinking about the heap of cum-soaked flesh she'd been just hours ago. Or that she, Lydia Ackerman, renowned and serious cardiologist, married, mature, professional woman, was flushed because she had a small plug in her ass at the moment.
And she was enjoying it. Immensely.
"I am, actually," she said, fanning herself.
"Ah," the man said.
Lydia wasn't sure what he thought he'd figured out by that, but he seemed satisfied. Temporarily.
"Dr. Ackerman, tell me seriously, and don't lie... but have you had work?" He was grinning, and a sleazy wink twitched in his left eye.
Ah yes. She remembered now. Plastic surgeon.
"You must have at least done lip fillers. Very subtle. Who did it for you?"
Her lips suddenly felt enormous. They were, in fact, quite swollen: she'd sucked so much cock all afternoon that they had remained that way even as she applied her makeup for this very party. Something inside her desperately wanted to confess. Not lip fillers, swollen from so much cock between her lips.
She smiled politely. "You know I would never tell," she said, as cryptically as possible.
"I am a little disappointed," he began, "that you -"
"Oh, here we are," a familiar voice said behind her.
His voice.
Chills raced along her spine as she turned to see Obinna standing behind her with Phil at his side. Obinna maintained his perfect composure. "I believe this man is looking for you, Dr. Ackerman."
She leaned in to kiss Phil.
If things were ordinary, if these were ordinary times, she would have whispered sharply in Phil's ear to introduce himself. She didn't have a clue what this other doctor's name was.
But she wasn't thinking straight. She was letting the chills of sexual pleasure ride up and down her spine with the lilt of Obinna's voice. He was talking now, saying something, but she couldn't think straight enough to even hear the words. Phil felt good, his jaw against her own as she kissed him on the ear, and impulsively licked the curled edge of it, mouth open, breath wet and hot.
Phil was momentarily stunned. She shrugged at him. No one saw.
Obinna held his hand out to the doctor. "Obinna," he said, with the tone of an introduction.
The doctor seemed delighted to hear this. "Mr. Obinna!" he said, sounding suddenly like a frat boy. "Man, have I been wanting to talk to you. Chance Thede, plastics." He extended his hand eagerly.
Obinna regarded him coolly and chuckled. "I assure you, Dr. Thede, I have no need for your services just yet."
"Oh, don't be too sure of that," he crowed, with excitement. "I'm sure someone in your life..."
Lydia lost interest almost immediately and turned to Phil, a sudden sexual urge overtaking her.
How? Why?
All afternoon, Obinna had used her like a sex toy. All of her control and composure reduced to a messy, heaving, filthy slut begging shamelessly for more. Letting him do things to her that she could not believe. And now, here she was, and rather than feel ashamed of all that she was... getting wet again? Ready to jump on her husband.
It made no sense. It was not like her, and she felt out of control. She felt even more out of control than she had ever felt, right now, right at that very moment when she was dressed in her tidy cocktail dress at a very public party with her colleagues present. Now was not the time to be thinking about the plug in her ass, or the cum in her pussy, or the feel of Obinna's veins pulsing on the roof of her mouth and beneath her lips.
But that's what she was thinking about.
As Dr. Thede rattled on to the semi-amused Obinna, Lydia gripped Phil's jacket, scrunching it up violently in her fist to pull him toward her so she could talk to him in a low voice. "I have something to tell you about," she murmured.
Then she released him, because she was being unsightly. Obinna was watching her, amused. Dr. Thede was still chatting away, trying to sell plastic surgeries of some kind to Obinna. Lydia squirmed. Each movement of her body made the object in her ass press on a different part of her. She was loath to admit it, after all the protesting she had done, but she liked it. She liked the feel of it. It was making her think about Obinna's cock, about the whimpering sounds that escaped her throat, and it was making her wildly lustful. Craving to be depraved. Craving Obinna's mastery of her body and all of the filthy things that he had promised to do to her, and craving to show them to Phil just to get fucked again.
It was ludicrous. She knew this. This went against everything she had believed she ever stood for or believed about herself. But when she looked down at Obinna's hands, it made her ass clench around the plug, and her pussy drip into the panties that she was certain would never be the same again.
"Phil," she said, abruptly, interrupting Obinna mid-sentence. Obinna cocked an eyebrow. "Do you mind coming with me? There's something I need to show you."
Dr. Thede was staring at her now. She knew he could see there was something wrong with her, something different. Probably, he could sense that she was losing control. Normally, this would have horrified her. But her desires were overwhelming her.
"Um... yes, well," Phil stammered. He shrugged at the two men. Obinna chuckled softly and sipped a drink offered to him by a passing caterer. "Don't be long, Dr. Ackerman," he said. "I have a few pointers for your form."
Lydia turned away from Dr. Thede's astonished face, heard Obinna saying something about riding lessons, and pulled Phil along with her to the stairs, so she could seek out a more private bathroom to show him what she wanted him to see.

      ***"What is...?" Phil said, grinning almost boyishly as he locked the door behind him.
Lydia was slightly frantic as she entered the bathroom. She fidgeted, squirmed, feeling the plug. What did she intend to do up here with Phil? Surely not fuck? That would be too obvious, too crazy. She paced and looked at herself in the mirror. Phil was still standing by the door. "Lydia?"
He seemed almost afraid of her.
Good, she thought. Her eyes went to his cock. "I want to show you something," she said. She was practically panting. She felt like a caged animal. The truth was, she felt like she couldn't make it through this night: the pulsing of her own blood even felt sexual. God, what was wrong with her? Had she ingested drugs without knowing it? She felt high.
"Lydia, what is going on-" Phil cut himself off as she held up a finger to his lips.
"I want to show you something. I want you to fuck me after you see it."
Phil stared at her.
She grabbed his neck and pulled his face to hers. She licked his lips, just with the tip of her tongue. Her hand moved down to his cock, which was coming to life. Interest was certainly glowing in his eyes. "I did bad things today," she whispered, pulling him with her toward the expansive counter.
Bad things. Phil looked a little mystified.
She knew why: she was being aggressive, behaving insanely.
She didn't care. Her pussy was throbbing. The plug in her ass was shaped like a very small phallus, with a crown and a ridge that she knew would stretch her hole as it was pulled from her ass. She wanted to feel it moving in and out while she thought about Obinna fucking her from behind. She wanted a cock in her pussy, she wanted to hear all the cum already inside her slosh around some more. She didn't have an explanation for it, and she didn't care about that, either.
She turned to face the mirror and leaned over the counter as soon as she got there. She looked at her face in the mirror. She did look like she'd had lip filler, a little. She didn't care about that, either. She bit into her lip, placing two hands on the counter. Phil was looking at her ass, still mystified, his hands floating out at his sides, anxious to touch her but unsure of what she wanted.
"I went to riding lessons today," she breathed. She was trying to help him along, make him figure it out for himself, so she wouldn't have to explain all this. Her heart was beating very fast now. "Push my dress up."
"I..." Phil looked behind him at the door.
"Do it," Lydia insisted. She swiped at some loose hair falling in her face and growled with impatience. "Do you think you can fuck me, now, right here, very fast?"
Phil was no longer interested in the door. "I think..."
Lydia impatiently hiked her skirt up and hastily pulled at the panties until her ass was bared. She saw that Phil's attention went immediately to the center of her ass, which pleased her because it meant he might shut up and do what she wanted.
"I want you to move it around while you fuck me," she told him.
Phil had no questions about what she was talking about. He was still staring.
"Lydia," he began.
Oh God, what did it take to get laid around here?
"He put it in me," she said hastily. "Move it in and out, move it while you fuck me."
Phil was still staring at her ass, his fingers moving toward her pussy. She knew that her own juices and a load of cum were trickling onto his fingertips. They slid easily into the wet, swollen mush of her pussy, and his eyes widened. He sucked in and met her eyes in the mirror. She bit her lip.
A finger moved inside her, and she mewled very softly. She hopped a little, impatient. "Phil, please, I want you to do this, I can't stop thinking about it."
He finger-fucked her with one finger, staring down at his hand. She sighed impatiently. "Phil. Get inside me. Fuck me now."
Startled as he may have been, his fingers got to work on his belt. "Lydia, what...?"
Losing patience, she turned, putting a hand over her flank to find the lip of the plug, and the ring affixed to it that allowed her to pull it. She started to pull it out. It made her pant even more and tip her head back in perverse pleasure. "Like that," she said, as the bulbous head moved inside her and made her whimper in delight. "Do this. While. You. Fuck me."
"Did you fuck Obinna already?"
She laughed, even though she was getting more impatient as time went on. "God Phil, yes. He fucked me. Yes. Over and over, and I can't get enough. My pussy is sore. I promise to tell you about it, but right now I want you to fuck me. Please, Phil, we don't have a lot of time."
She let out a purr of pleasure and rolled her eyes into her eyelids when Phil, finally - thank fuck - got the message and curled his fingers inside of her. "Mmmm," she murmured, moving her hips. "Okay, good, but I want your cock."
He obliged and slid in with ease because she was so lubricated. She tipped her forehead into the mirror as the heat between her legs built up pleasantly. Her husband couldn't stretch her - not after everything she'd done this afternoon - but his cock pressed into her tender flesh, and it was just enough of a thrill to scratch her itch.
She let him fuck her for a bit, the heat building. But she wanted something else; she wanted to imagine something else, feel something else.
She was sweating now, squeaking, her eyes closed, and her head tipped down at the counter. She rolled her head to look at Phil, who looked shocked more than anything. "Move it," she panted. "Fuck me with it."
He looked startled. "With the -"
She threw a hand back and sought the plug with her fingers. She tugged at it. "Pull it in and out, fuck me with it!" She was practically snapping at Phil now.
But at least he got the message. The slender plug began to move in and out of her. She vaguely heard Phil asking questions (like this? All the way?), but she was ignoring him. The glide of the object took all of her attention: the sharpness when it stretched her anus, the roughness of its return to her ass.
She rolled her head so that she was facing down again, her hands and her forehead on the mirror. She was using her hands to brace herself and push back against Phil, making sure that her body moved over his cock. He was too hesitant; he had too many questions. She just wanted to be fucked.
She closed her eyes and imagined getting fucked the way Obinna had fucked her pussy - but in her ass. Not that she'd do it, not that it would be like this... but.... as the orgasm built in her pussy, in her throbbing, sore clit, she could imagine it more easily. She started to mewl; her mouth fell open. She was so close.
"Oh God, Lydia," Phil began.
"Don't..." she mewled, fucking him harder, faster. "Don't you dare. Come. Until I do." Their thighs were slapping together, wet now with sweat. "Fuck me with that plug," she reminded him. There it was, she was getting there... she opened her eyes and watched a big glob of spit fall from her mouth.
"Oh, god, oh, I'm so... so.... close Phil.... keep fucking me, oh my god -"
She squinted her eyes closed and tried to contain the shriek that she wanted to let out. Her ass clamped hard on the object inside it, and her orgasm shook her violently. This felt so good with the plug in her ass. She threw a hand back to grip Phil's hand fiercely, because he was still moving it. Now it was too much, too much to take.
It was almost too much to take him
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