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Bartender, Please

I Cheated




At the time, I was tending bar at night and working on my law degree by day. It was a tough slog, but my husband was incredibly supportive. Tim was done with school already and was working as a data scientist. He took care of all the housework, grocery shopping, and cooking. We both already had a mountain of student debt, hence my job bartending. We figured out that I could make way more money serving drinks in a pair of short shorts than he could at any part-time second job he would be able to find. I was reluctant at first. It wasn’t that I was embarrassed by my body. On the contrary, I was proud of it. I just didn’t see myself as the kind of woman who would play on her looks for money. I wanted to make my way using my brain. But Shawn, one of Norman’s childhood friends, owned the bar. He made me feel more comfortable and promised he’d look after me. It also didn’t hurt when he told me that because of the girls that worked there and what they wore, bartenders could make several hundred dollars per night.

"Sara," he said. "As gorgeous as you are, you’ll make really good money. I promise."

Even with a good barback, it was hard work. If I hadn’t been so young, there’s no way I could have done it and made it through school as well. With half bare asses hanging out and cleavage everywhere, the bar was usually packed with horny, divorced, middle-aged men. Shawn wasn’t lying. The money was fantastic. On a good week, I was making close to what Tim was bringing home. And despite my initial reluctance, I found myself showing more and more skin. My shorts got shorter. I tied my button-down white shirt higher and higher on my midriff. My necklines got lower and lower until my tits were practically popping out. I took to leaning across the bar so my customers could tell me their orders in my ear and get a good look down my shirt, and smell my perfume. Sometimes I let my long, wavy, blonde hair cascade down over my sizeable breasts. Most of the time, because it got in the way otherwise, I put it up in a ponytail. When I was feeling particularly playful, I would do pigtails. I got on my tiptoes to reach things that I didn’t need to reach. I bent over to pick up things that didn’t need picking up. I didn’t complain when they tried to covertly take a picture of me, and I always complied when they were bold enough to ask for one outright. I knew it might be a bad idea given that I was planning on being an attorney one day. But I needed the money, and if I’m being honest, I really didn’t mind the attention. I treated every poor, horny, balding, desperate customer like he actually might have a shot with me. And my bank account thanked me. Every night, at least a few guys slipped me their number. I always let them see me tuck it into my bra. They never saw me throw it in the trash after closing time. Some were bold enough or drunk enough to proposition me. Some were sweet. Others were not. Never once was I tempted to accept any of their offers. Lewd or otherwise.

Shawn ran the place extremely well. He didn’t tolerate bullshit, but he treated all the girls fairly, and I never saw him flirt even once. Another thing I liked about the way Shawn ran the place was that he closed early. Most of the bars downtown were open until two in the morning. Shawn closed at midnight. He said he learned early on that even though he made a little more money, the trouble he was inviting after midnight in that atmosphere wasn’t worth it. It was too dangerous for the girls. As a result, people got used to the hours and usually started leaving on their own accord in the last hour before closing.

One night, about four months into my tenure, a younger man walked in twenty minutes before closing time. He stuck out like a sore thumb. He was younger than the middle-aged divorcees but older than the twenty-one-year-old frat boys. He dressed nicely, wearing tailored dress slacks and a white button down. His shoes were expensive. All of the girls noticed him. Whoever he was, he was extremely handsome and, by all appearances, had money. He sat at the end of my bar and quietly ordered a bland domestic beer. He paid cash and put a tip in my jar, but not a big one. He didn’t flirt. He didn’t gawk. He just sat there sipping his beer and casually looked around. When he finished his beer, he got up and left.

One of the waitresses came up to me and asked, “Who was that?”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Fuck, he was hot.”

I just nodded and kept working. She wasn’t wrong. Tall. Thick, dark hair. Tan complexion. A chiseled jaw covered with two-day stubble. Piercing blue eyes. “If I weren’t married,” I thought, and went back to prepping for close.

The next night, he came in again. And then the next. And the next. Always ordering the same, boring domestic beer. Never saying anything. Just sipped his beer and people watched before leaving as quietly as he came in. My curiosity was piqued. Why on earth would a man as good-looking as him come to a bar like ours every night at closing and have only one drink, not speak…not flirt…not do anything? Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore.

I let him get halfway through his beer with about ten minutes until closing. “So, what’s your deal?” I asked.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, you come in here every night. You’re too young to be divorced. You’re too old to be a frat boy. Despite having shoes that cost four hundred dollars, you drink exactly one bottle of the worst beer we carry. Any one of these waitresses would go home with you in a heartbeat. And you know that. But you don’t even flirt. All you do is drink your one cheap beer and go away.”

“What about you?”

“What about me?”

“Would you go home with me in a heartbeat.” I could tell by his tone that he wasn’t propositioning me. It wasn’t even clear that he was even flirting.

“I’m married.”

“Why no ring, then?”

“Better tips.”

“Ah.”

“So seriously? Why here?” I could tell he wasn’t sure he wanted to tell me.

“Motivation,” he finally said.

“Motivation?” I repeated both curiously and sarcastically.

“Yup.”

“For what.”

“I like beautiful women and possibly my worst nightmare is ending up like…” he motioned to a table full of middle-aged golfers with beer guts. “…one of those guys. It’s the carrot and the stick.  All in one place.”

“I understand the stick. Why aren’t you chasing any carrots?”

“Who says I’m not?”

I still couldn’t tell whether or not he was flirting with me. “At any rate, you’ll have to get your carrots and your sticks tomorrow night. Time to close.”

“Fair enough,” he said. “What’s your name?” he asked, extending his hand.

“Sara,” I replied, politely giving him mine.

“Sara. I’ll remember that,” he said sliding off his barstool.

“What’s yours?” I had to ask as it didn’t seem he was going to tell me otherwise.

He took out his wallet and produced a business card. “Patrick Williams Enterprises,” I read aloud. He watched me put his card in my pocket. Later on, he didn’t see me put it in my purse.

As I closed the bar, I found myself unable to stop thinking about Patrick. He was so mysterious. So handsome. It wasn’t like me to think about other men, no matter how appealing they were. I was very much in love with my husband. I decided that a big part of the problem was probably that Tim and I hadn’t had sex in weeks. My schedule was so busy that we rarely had time to be together. Over the course of my law school career, our sex life had tapered down to the point that it was practically nonexistent.

By the time I got home that night, I was soaking wet with desire from thinking thoughts I shouldn’t have been thinking. Tim was asleep, as usual. I didn’t bother showering. I just stripped down at the foot of the bed. I pulled the sheets back over Tim’s body. I carefully crawled up over him on all fours until my head was over his crotch. I pulled his pajama pants down over his flaccid cock. I wrapped my lips around him and started sucking and flicking with my tongue, feeling him grow hard in my mouth. Tim started to stir.

“What the fu..” he muttered, trying to figure out what was going on.

“I need you,” I panted and got back to his burgeoning erection.

It didn’t take Tim much longer to grasp the situation. Once he was fully erect, I straddled his face and continued to suck his cock.

“God, you’re soaking wet,” he proclaimed as he started licking me. His tongue felt so good. I started moving my ass along his face, helping him bring me to a quick, much needed orgasm.

“Jesus, what got into you?”

“Nothing. It’s just been too long. I need you. I need you inside of me.” I turned around and straddled Tim’s crotch. He gripped me by the waist and held on as I rode him. It had been too long since I’d felt him inside of me.

“Fuck, yes,” he groaned.

“Don’t come yet,” I begged. “I want to come again.”

“Fuck, I can’t…”

“Don’t come inside me!” I quickly hopped off his lap and watched Tim finish himself with his hand.

“Sorry,” he said meekly. “I couldn't help it. It’s been too long.”

“I know, baby. It’s not your fault.” And it wasn’t. It had been far too long since we’d had sex. Generally speaking, Tim was a perfectly good lover. However, it would be safe to say that no one ever said the words, “Take me home and fuck me like a data scientist.” More importantly, though, Tim was a wonderful man. Handsome. Kind. Thoughtful. Responsible. I knew he would make an excellent father one day. And even though he didn’t set the bed on fire, he certainly got the job done most days. That particular day just wasn’t most days. I got Tim to sleep and masturbated with a toy so I could get my head clear and ready for school the next day.

~~~~~~~~

The next night Patrick was back. I served him his beer without him having to ask for it. “Hello, Patrick. Tough day of entrepreneuring?”

My abuse of the English language amused him. “It was just fine. Yours?”

“Good,” I replied. In my head I joked that I should thank him for getting my husband laid the previous night. “Here for your daily dose of motivation?”

“You know it.”

I leaned in a little but not like I did for tips. I was being discreet. “You know, I happen to know a few carrots here tonight that wouldn’t mind you taking a bite out of them.”

“Is that right?” Patrick said smoothly.

“Sally over there seemed a little curious.”

“Don’t you think she’s a little bit young for me?”

“I thought guys liked younger women.”

“I said I like carrots. Not baby carrots.”

“Fair enough. How about Trish over there?”

“She’s cute. But no. I was thinking someone a little more blonde.” Patrick looked me dead in the eye. “And a little more bartender-y.”

“Ah,” I sang. “I’m married, though. Sorry.”

“That doesn’t bother me at all.”

“No?” I said feigning incredulity. “My marriage is of no importance to you?”

“No,” he said flatly. “People cheat all the time, Sara.”

“Well, it just so happens that I love my husband. And I would never cheat.”

“Good girl. I won’t push it. Just know that you are the most attractive woman in this place. And you are the only carrot I am interested in chasing.”

I couldn’t believe how forward Patrick was being, especially knowing I was married. I could feel myself getting worked up again. “You can chase all you want,” I replied. “My husband is the only one that gets to bite me.”

Patrick smiled slyly. “That’s okay. I enjoy the chase, too.”

I smiled back. “Naughty boy.” As I walked back to the other side of the bar, I bent over to pick up a bottle top that didn’t need picking up.

I went home that night and woke Tim up again. He was able to finish the job that time.

Patrick kept coming every night that I worked. I found myself looking forward to his flirting. Tim found himself getting used to being woken up at one in the morning. I kept waiting for him to ask why. As Patrick and I got more familiar with each other, I told him about law school and why I was working nights to pay of student loans. I was surprised to find out that Patrick never went to college. He started his first business at fifteen.

“I could help you get your finances in order so maybe you wouldn’t have to work here much longer,” Patrick offered.

“But then you wouldn’t get to see me,” I replied, putting my elbows on the bar, and giving Patrick a perfect view of my chest. I’d become more or less hooked on flirting with Patrick before going home every night to fuck Tim.

“We’d just have to see each other somewhere else.”

“Nice try.”

“What? You can’t have friends? Is your husband that controlling?” he argued sarcastically.

“If my husband was that controlling, he wouldn’t let me prance around half naked for tips.”

“Friends it is, then,” Patrick declared. “For now.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “You don’t quit, do you.”

Patrick slid from his bar stool. “Nope. At any rate, my offer stands. Do you still have my number?”

I thought of his card, secure in my purse. “Yes,” I nodded as he walked out the door.

As I cleaned the bar that night, I couldn’t stop thinking about Patrick, as usual. But this time was different. I had a moment of clarity. What had I been doing? I kept his card when I shouldn’t have. I flirted with him every night, not for tips, but for my own gratification. I would be livid if Tim was doing the same with another woman. I resolved to go home that night and confess everything.

Tim was already hard when I woke him up. I guess his body had been trained like Pavlov’s dog at that point. At first, he was confused that I wasn’t slobbering all over his cock. I confessed everything. I minimized the part about how attractive I found Patrick, but otherwise disclosed every detail.

“So, let me get this straight.” Tim was a data scientist. He liked to summarize things. “You flirted with a guy at work where it is, in all fairness, your job to flirt. This gets you turned on. And you subsequently come home every night and have sex with me.”

“Yes. That’s pretty much it.”

“Has he touched you?”

“No.”

“Have you taken him in back and shown him your tits or anything like that?”

“God, no.”

“Has he been rude?”

“No. He’s actually pretty nice. He just flirts pretty hard…..and I flirt back.”

“Is he tipping you like crazy?”

“Actually, no. It’s decent, but nothing crazy. He’s not trying to buy me, if that’s what you mean.”

“So, this guy, Patrick is his name?”

“Yes.”

“To summarize. Patrick drinks his beer. Politely flirts. Tips you. And goes away. Twenty minutes a night. It makes you horny. And then you come home and have sex with me.”

“Yes. Are you mad?”

“Honestly…no. I mean, you haven’t really done anything wrong. I think the problem is largely in your head. I mean, on a more visceral level, I kind of want to thank this guy. Before him, we never had sex. Now you come home every night you work and fuck my brains out. I kind of wondered if something like this was going on, but I didn’t want to stop getting laid.”

“You knew?”

“I didn’t know. But I wondered. I trusted you, though. I know you’d never cheat on me. You’re just not like that. And besides. I trust you.”

I almost started crying. “Thank you, baby. I would never cheat on you. And I’m sorry I flirted.”

“It’s okay,” Tim reassured. He reached into his pajamas and pulled out his hard cock. “It doesn’t seem to bother me, does it?”

“Oh my god,” I looked down in surprise.

Then, Tim did something he had never done before. He gripped me by my ponytail and pushed my head down to his cock. I. Fucking. Loved. It.

When I took his cock in my mouth he let go of my hair. I grabbed his hand and put it back on my ponytail. Tim started forcefully guiding my mouth up and down his shaft. When he let me up for air, I had just enough time to grunt, “Fuck, yes,” before he pushed me back down. Then he bent me over and pulled my tiny jean shorts down to my thighs. I guided his cock inside of me.

He started fucking me. Fucking me like he never had before.

“You like flirting with another man?” he taunted.

“Yeah,” I panted.

“You like it that Patrick wants to fuck you?”

“Yes!”

“You like knowing he jerks off thinking about you?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Fuck yes!”

“You think about him while you’re fucking me, don’t you!”

I couldn’t respond. Tim was fucking me hard now. I was on the verge of coming.

“You think about his hard cock fucking you, don’t you!”

“Fuck!” I cried as I came.

Tim grabbed me by the shoulders and pounded me.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I chanted until he pulled out and came all over my ass.

We both collapsed to the mattress.

“Fuck,” Tim muttered, out of breath.

“You okay, babe?”

Tim nodded. “You?”

I nodded back.

“Fuck that was hot,” he panted.

“What got into you?” I asked incredulously.

“I don’t know, but I think I liked it.”

“It was awesome,” I agreed, rolling over and resting my head on his chest. We cuddled naked until we fell asleep.

~~~~~~~~

The next morning, Tim surprised me again. “I want to watch.”

“What?”

“I want to watch you flirt with him.”

“For real?”

“Yeah.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about the prospect of Tim watching me flirt with Patrick. But I didn’t feel like I could deny him, given that I was pretty sure some of my flirting was getting out of line. Our exchanges at the bar had been gradually escalating.

“Are you sure? It’s one thing to talk about how I flirt with him. You might feel differently if you see me in my little getup flirting to another man.”

“It’s making me crazy. I need to see it.”

I had to relent. “Okay. But promise me that if you get upset, you won’t make a scene. That job is gonna make us debt free. If you get pissed, just leave, and talk to me about it later. Deal?”

“Deal.”

~~~~~~~~

Near the end of closing, Tim came into the bar. It was the first time he’d been there since I’d started working. Tim had insisted that he sit close enough to hear Patrick and I talking, so per my instructions, he sat just around the corner from Patrick’s spot barely within ear shot. Ten minutes later, Patrick walked in right on schedule.

“Hey, sweetie,” I smiled as I put his beer in front of him.

“Hey, baby,” he replied. I wished I could see the look on Tim’s face when another man called me “baby.” I knew it would drive him crazy. And I was hoping it would make him want to fuck me like he did the night before.

“How was your day?” I asked.

“It was good. It’s better now that I get to see you.”

“You’re sweet.”

“When are you going to let me take you out, Sara?”

“Still married.”

“Still don’t care.”

I smiled through a little laugh.

“You really don’t quit, do you?”

“Not until I get you in bed.”

“Patrick!”

“Or bent over this bar.”

I leaned forward on my elbows using my cleavage to taunt him. “What makes you think you could handle me?”

“Well, I’ve been rehearsing in my mind for a while now. I’m ready for anything. My only concern is that you might be intimidated by me.”

I stood up straight and crossed my arms, pushing my breasts up and furrowing my brow. “Intimidated?”

“Yes.”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Well, what’s the biggest cock you’ve ever had?”

“Jesus, Patrick!”

“Well, I feel it’s only fair to warn you ahead of time.”

I shook my head and walked off to tend to a customer at the other end of the bar. On my way back, I checked in with my fake customer, Tim.

“You doin’okay?”

“I’m good,” he nodded.

“Let me know if you need anything. We’re closing in about fifteen minutes.”

“Will do.”

I moved back to Patrick. Without saying a word, he produced the tube from an empty roll of paper towels and defiantly sat it upright on the bar in front of him. He had apparently stolen it from behind the bar while I was away.

“What’s that?” I asked.

He gestured toward the tube with a playful expression and shrugged. “In all fairness, I cut it down to size.” I was guessing it stood at about eight inches. He examined the tube closely with his eyes. “Yeah. That’s about right.”

“Bullshit,” I argued. “You wish.”

“Well,” Patrick shrugged. “You’ll never know.” He looked me in the eyes and smiled. “You’ve got my number. Goodnight.” He walked away, leaving his homemade phallus sitting on the bar. I picked it up and tossed it behind the bar where Tim couldn’t see it didn’t go into a trash can.

“So? Are you good?” I asked my husband.

He nodded. “Is that pretty much how it goes?”

“Well, the paper towel thing was new.”

“Yeah. I was wondering at first what the hell he was doing. That was pretty impressive. How do you feel about that?”

“Like he said. I guess I’ll never know,” I shrugged and smiled coyly.

“I’m gonna fuck you as soon as you get home.”

“You better,” I grinned.

~~~~~~~~

True to his word, Tim practically attacked me when I walked through the door. Pulling my shorts down to my ankles, he pressed his face into my crotch. He licked me through my wet panties. “I knew he made you wet,” he growled as I stepped out of my shorts. Tim pulled my panties aside and slid his tongue along my slit. He wasn’t wrong. I’d been wet since Patrick walked in the bar. I put one leg over Tim’s shoulder. He found my clit and went to work. As he was on his knees, I couldn’t stop imagining Patrick’s cock. If it was anything close to what he was claiming, I wanted it. I’d only been with one really well-hung man in my life, and he was an asshole. But I missed his cock. The best sex I’d ever had was with him. But I made life decisions with my head and my heart, not my libido. I was completely lost in a dream of being fucked by Patrick when Tim made me come. We looked at each other, both of us panting. Both of us knowing what I had been thinking about.

Tim stood up and pushed me to the floor on my knees, taking his cock out. He was already hard.  I could tell he had been for some time. His cockhead and underwear were saturated with precum. I took him in my mouth.

“You want to suck that big cock of his, don’t you?” he growled.

I didn’t respond. I just continued stuffing my mouth.

“Don’t you?” Tim demanded, grabbing my hair, and pulling me off his dick.

“Yes,” I confessed, knowing what he wanted me to say.

“Say it.”

“I want to suck his cock,” I gushed.

Tim pushed me back onto his dick.

“Was he right? Do you have his number?”

I nodded, Tim’s cock still in my mouth.

He pulled me off again.

“Hand me your phone.”

“I’m not gonna suck his cock, Tim.”

“I know that. Just hand me your phone.”

I unlocked my phone and handed it to him. “What are you doing?”

“I kind of want to see it. Don’t you?” he smiled wickedly.

“Tim, I don’t know.”

“What’s his number?”

“It’s not in my phone. I’ve never called him.”

“Then where is it?”

“In my purse. Tim, are you sure?”

“Yes.”

I reached for my purse and dug out Patrick’s card. I held it out for Tim. I pulled it away as he reached for it. “Last chance.”

“You want to see it don’t you?”

I handed Tim the card.

I watched over his shoulder as Tim texted Patrick from my phone. It was only one word. “Bullshit.”

We stood there for a moment, Tim with his pants and underwear around his ankles, his hard-on jutting out in front of him. And me, with nothing on but my panties from the waist down. We held our breath. Nothing. Gradually, the moment was lost. Tim’s cock retreated. I got thirsty and fixed us each a glass of ice water.

“Looks like he’s full of shit,” Tim declared.

“Maybe,” I half-heartedly agreed, secretly hoping he was wrong.

Tim and I went to sleep unfulfilled.

~~~~~~~~

Tim was at work, and I was in class when my phone buzzed the next morning. It killed me to wait, but you don’t check your phone in the middle of class in law school. As soon as we were dismissed, I stood in the back of the classroom where no one could see over my shoulder and unlocked my phone. I held my breath and checked my notifications. The buzz was a text. And the text was from Patrick. No words. Just a photo. All I will say is that Patrick wasn’t lying. If anything, he was underestimating the magnificence of his cock. I exhaled deeply. I knew I was going to see him at work that night. And I knew it would be different.

I saw Tim briefly before heading into work. “Did you ever hear anything from Patrick?” he asked, trying to sound like it was a run of the mill question.

I was afraid of where it would lead if I showed Tim the photo. I was starting to get concerned that all of the flirting was getting out of hand. “No,” I replied. “Not a peep.”

~~~~~~~~

It was an unusually slow night at work. I would have much preferred it to be busy enough to keep my mind off Patrick. By the time he walked in, I had run through a dozen scenarios of ruining my marriage. Patrick’s eyes locked on mine the moment he walked through the door. I set his beer in front of him. “How was your day?”

“Good. How about you? Anything interesting happen today?”

“Not really,” I replied.

“No big news?” he probed.

I shook my head.

“Nothing sizeable?”

I shook my head again, trying not to laugh.

“Nothing substantial to report?”

I couldn’t help but start laughing. “Well, somebody sent me a picture of their penis.”

“Really? How was that?”

“It was nice. I can’t be sure whose it was, though. Couldn’t see his face.”

Patrick fiddled with his phone, seemingly distracted. He held it up in front of my face. “I thought you might say something like that.”

On the screen was a picture of Patrick taken in front of a mirror. He stood shirtless, with his pants unbuttoned. He posed his cock for the camera, gripping its base in his hand. “I wasn’t going to text you a picture with my face in it.”

I exhaled. “Wow. I must concede. That is a nice cock you’ve cock there.”

“So, do you want to fuck me now?”

“Still married.”

“That’s not what I asked. Do you want to fuck me?”

I put my elbows on the bar, my cleavage in his face, and my mouth to his ear, just like I do with my big tippers. “I’m not going to fuck you, Patrick.”

Patrick, in turn, put his mouth to my ear, close enough that I could feel his lips brush my skin and feel the humid warmth of his breath. My mouth started watering, and I held my breath. “That’s not what I asked. I asked, ‘Do you want to fuck me’?”

Patrick brushed his cheek along mine as he retreated, putting his face in front of mine, our lips barely an inch apart. My chest started heaving. I licked my lips and swallowed. “Yes.”

Patrick stared into my eyes. “You should. I could make you happy.”

“I can’t. I’m married.”

He made his way back to my ear. “My cock is hard right now, thinking about what I’d like to do to you,” he whispered. I knew he could feel my breath on his neck. He could feel it deepening. “Are you wet?”

“Yes,” I nodded hypnotically.

“Go to the bathroom and take your panties off. Bring them back to me. If I can’t fuck you, I want to at least taste you.”

I eased back and looked Patrick in the eyes. I knew it was wrong. I knew it was crossing a line. I also knew that I was going to do as he asked. I picked up my bag from behind the bar and sauntered to the bathroom. I took my shorts and panties off, putting the panties in my bag and my shorts back on. I wanted desperately to masturbate, but I knew I didn’t have time. I walked back to the bar and put my bag down close to where Patrick was seated. When I was confident no one was looking, I reached into the bag and quickly handed my bunched-up panties to Patrick.

“Thank you,” he smiled.

I pointed my finger at him. “Not a fucking word.”

“I’ll keep all your secrets,” he replied.

I felt overwhelmed by everything. Seeing a picture of Patrick’s dick. Then another. Then willingly handing my damp panties to a man that was decidedly not my husband. “Now go away. I have to close.”

“See you tomorrow,” he smiled.

~~~~~~~

On the way home, my phone buzzed. I was proud of myself for waiting for a stoplight to check it. As expected, it was Patrick. It was a picture of his cock, wrapped in my panties. “You taste so good. Are you still wet for me?” I heard a horn honk. The light had turned green. I tossed my phone into the passenger seat and hit the gas. I was passing a grocery store. The lot was empty that time of night except for a few cars. I parked in back, far from the others.

“Yes,” I typed into my phone. I paused without pressing “send.”

I looked at Patrick’s cock, wrapped in my black lace panties. “Fuck,” I whispered to myself. “You shouldn’t be doing this, Sara.” I pressed the send button.

Patrick texted back almost immediately. “What are you doing right now? Where are you?”

“I’m in a parking lot,” I typed. I paused again. “Goddammit, Sara,” I cursed myself. Then I typed one more word. “Masturbating.” I pressed send before I could think about it anymore. I reached into my shorts and made my text truthful.

Barely a moment later, my phone startled me when it rang. It was a video call. I answered. Patrick’s cock appeared on the screen. It was wet and glistening. Patrick stroked it slowly. He angled the phone up so I could see his face in the background. My panties were in his mouth. I rubbed my clit slowly with my middle finger.

“Oh, god,” I whispered.

“I want to see you.”

“Hold on,” I replied. I set my phone in the passenger seat. I lift my ass and slid my shorts down to my thighs. I reclined my seat as far as it would go. One hand found it’s way back to my wet pussy, the other to the phone. I raised the camera so Patrick could see my shaved mound and my finger buried in it.

“Show me your pussy,” he directed. “I want to see.”

I lowered the phone and spread my legs to make room for the camera. “It’s dark. Can you see?”

“Yes. It’s beautiful. Like you.”

“I want to see your cock,” I replied.

Patrick moved his phone so that his cock filled my screen. “Is that what you want?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Sara?”

“Yes?”

“If I was there with you now, would you let me taste you?”

I paused. “Yes.”

I flitted my finger faster along my clitoris.

“Are you thinking about that now? Are you thinking about my tongue?”

“Yes.” I could feel myself building to an orgasm. “Tell me. Tell me what you want.”

“I want to kiss you, Sara. I want to taste your sweet pussy. I want to hold you close in my arms and bury my cock inside of you.”

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, my phone shaking in my hand.

“I want to make love to you, Sara. I want to pleasure you until you are completely satisfied and collapse into my arms.”

“I’m gonna come!” I cried.

I could hear Patrick’s voice quietly urging me on as I stared at his hand stroking his shaft. “Come for me, Sara. Come for me.”              I fingered myself to orgasm, staring at Patrick’s cock, imagining him inside of me. I curled up in the fetal position sideways in my seat, my hand pinned between my legs.

Patrick spoke quietly. “Sara?”

“Yes,” I answered, still winded.

“If was there with you now, would you get on your knees for me?”

“Yes.”

“If I was there with you now, would you let me inside of you?”

“Yes.”

I saw my panties come into view. Patrick wrapped them around his shaft as he jerked off. “Let me see your face,” he directed. I watched him stroke his cock as he watched me staring, mouth open.

“Tell me,” he exhaled. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want to suck your cock.”

“Yes!” he grunted.

“Say my name!”

“I want to fuck you, Patrick. I want to fuck your beautiful cock.”

With those words he had been laboring for weeks to hear, Patrick erupted, filling my panties with his load.              My creamy cock-filled panties left frame and Patrick’s face came into view. “See. That wasn’t so bad, was it?” he asked, smiling from ear to ear.

“You’re so bad,” I giggled coyly.

“It’s getting late. You’d better get back to your husband.”

“You’re right.” That reality hit me like a ton of bricks.

“See you tomorrow?”

“Yup,” I nodded and hung up the call. “Fuck, Sara. What have you done?”

~~~~~~~~

Fortunately, Tim was asleep when I got home. The next morning at breakfast, he asked about Patrick for the first time in a while. “He came in last night, but things quieted down after that text,” I responded dismissively.

Tim didn’t even look up from his phone. “Guess he was all talk then.”

“Guess so.”

And that was the end of it.

That night, Patrick came in carrying a brown envelope and handed it to me.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“Your panties from last night. I was hoping to exchange them.”

“Do you have a receipt?” I asked.

“No.”

“What condition are they in?”

“I’m afraid they’re a little…broken in.”

“Hmm. I don’t know,” I teased.

“I’d be happy to take you shopping for more.”

“I’ll see what I can do.”

And that became our routine for the next few weeks. I would give Patrick my panties to take with him. He would call me on my way home from work and we would have phone sex. I nearly got caught in the parking lot once, but it only added to the thrill. I suppose it was mostly true before, but it certainly became the case that my entire libido was consumed by Patrick. The way he talked to me made me melt. His boldness. His praise. His compliments. His dominance. His direction. I had it bad. Even though what I was doing would easily be considered cheating by most, I knew I was losing the battle to remain technically faithful to Tim. And I felt powerless to stop it. It was like watching someone else walk toward the edge of a cliff.

After a few days off from the bar, I was anxiously awaiting Tuesday. When it finally arrived, I was crestfallen when twenty minutes until close arrived and no Patrick. My mind started racing. Had I done something wrong? Fifteen minutes until close. Did he find another girl that would sleep with him? Ten minutes until close. Fuck it. I shouldn’t have been fooling around with another man anyway. It serves me right. And then, there he was. Five minutes until close. I tried to play it cool.

“A little late, aren’t we?”

His tone was strange. “Not really.”

“You’re not going to have time to drink your beer.”

“I’m not here for the beer.”

I was getting worried. Was he going to break up with me?

“What about my envelope?” I asked.

Patrick locked eyes with me. “Well, I figured this time I’d hang around – take them off myself.”

I got weak in the knees. I stared back into his eyes. “Okay,” I said simply.

“To be clear, Sara. I’m not going to just take your panties off. I’m going to have my way with you. I’m not here to drink beer. I’m here to make you come.”

I felt a tingle radiate from my spine out through my arms and legs. My vision tunneled.

Patrick continued. “I do care about you, Sara. So, I’m going to ask you this one time. Are you still married?”

“Yes.” I whispered.

“Do you care anymore?”

I shook my head. “No.”

“Good.”

“People are going to be around. You’ll have to come back a half hour after we close. Everyone will be gone by then. I’ll let you in.”

After everyone left, I stood behind the bar in the dark, anxiously watching the glass doors to the sidewalk outside. At exactly twelve-thirty, Patrick arrived. I unlocked the doors and let him in. Neither of us spoke. I led him upstairs to a smaller, more private room that was home to small bar and a few pool tables. I had left the light above one of the pool tables on. Patrick followed me to it. I leaned against the edge of the table, resting my hands where the wood met the felt.

We had been getting each other off for days, but never really touched. Patrick moved into my space. I could smell him. He put his mouth to my ear. I wanted him to kiss me.

“Take off your shorts,” he whispered.

I turned around and unbuttoned my low-rise denim shorts. I arched my back and presented my ass as I slid them down along my thighs to my knees, letting gravity take them the rest of the way. I stepped out of them and kicked them to the side. Patrick kneeled down and placed his hands on my calves. Slowly, he ran them up the back of my legs to my ass. Slipping his fingers under my little black G-string, he lowered them down my thighs, to my calves, and over my little white canvas walking shoes.

I felt his lips on the back of my thigh. He kissed his way higher, spreading my cheeks with his hands. Ever so slowly, closer and closer he came to my throbbing sex. He was making me wait. “Please,” I whispered.

Finally, I felt his thumbs spread me wide and his tongue lap against my slit.

“Oh, god,” I moaned. I bent further down onto the pool table, almost bumping my head on the light. As Patrick licked me, I untied my shirt and started on the buttons.

“What is your husband doing right now?” Patrick asked.

“Sleeping,” I replied, wishing he wouldn’t stop his business between my legs.

“Does he have any idea that another man is tasting his wife right now?”

Something about the way he said it made me even hornier. Patrick burrowed his face back between my cheeks. “Fuck,” I moaned. “He has no idea.” Patrick stood up and turned me around, propping me on the picnic table, spreading my legs. He got back on his knees and went to devouring my pussy. With his hands, he reached up and cupped my breasts. I worked to finish unbuttoning my shirt. I reached behind my back and unclasped my bra. Looking down and knowing that a man other than my husband was between my legs turned me on way more than I expected. I knew how much I wanted Patrick. I hadn’t known how much I wanted to cheat. “How does that married pussy taste?” I teased.

Patrick glared up at me. “Adulterous.”

Patrick gradually worked a finger inside of me, finding my spot while he continued teasing my clitoris with his tongue. “You’re gonna make me come,” I whispered passionately. Patrick acknowledged me only with his tongue and his finger, both working magic on my body. “Fuck,” I whimpered. “Yes…yes…fuck!” I pulled Patrick’s head firmly against me and trapped him with my thighs as I came. Slowly I released him as I recovered. He didn’t complain.              

While Patrick was going down on me, he had been slowly undressing. He was now standing between my legs shirtless. I could see the bulge in his pants. I leaned forward and felt his cock through his pants. “Mrs. Jackson?” he asked, using my last name for the first time. He could tell the fact that I was cheating was somehow making me even hornier for him.

“Yes,” I replied.

“When did you get married?”

“Three years ago.”

“And in those three years, have you ever sucked another man’s cock?”

“No.”

“Would you like to suck mine?”

“Yes.”

I slid off the pool table onto my knees at Patrick’s feet. He already had his belt unbuckled and his button undone. I went straight for his zipper. At long last, I had Patrick’s cock in my hand. I had wanted it ever since I stood in the back of my classroom seeing it on my phone for the first time.

“Bigger than Tim’s I bet?”

“Much,” I replied, licking his cock for the first time, tasting his soft skin.

“Nicer, too, probably?”

I licked him again and nodded.

“I knew from the first time I saw you that I wanted you on my knees in front of me. I knew I’d do anything it took.”

“Yeah? Was this your fantasy?” I taunted, licking his cock again and taking the tip in my mouth, gently nibbling it. “Did you dream of seducing a married woman and making her get on her knees for you?” I wrapped my lips around his girth and bobbed my head up and down.

“Oh fuck,” Patrick grimaced and held my head in his hands.

“Do you like that? Do you like how I suck your cock with my married mouth?”

“God, you’re even more amazing than I dreamed.”

I sucked his meaty cock with abandon, savoring it. It had been years since I’d had such a big one. I was desperate to have him inside of me, but first I wanted to give him a show. I wanted him to see what I was capable of. I felt his eyes on me as I licked, sucked, and slurped.

“Do you suck your husband’s cock like that?”

“I can’t. He doesn’t have a cock like yours.”

Patrick pulled up on my ponytail, forcing me up from my knees. He turned me around and bent me over the pool table. I felt his hand on my ass and his dick pressing at my entrance.

“What’s your anniversary?”

“July fifteenth,” I replied.

“Are you ready to break your vows?”

I panted for a moment. “Yes. Please. Fuck me.”

“What were they?”

“What?”

“Your vows. What were they? Say them for me and I’ll give you what you want.”

I struggled to recall my wedding vows. I’m not sure I could easily remember them on a good day, much less when most of the blood in my body was being diverted from my brain to other places.

“I, Sara…” I stammered. “…take you, Tim, to be my husband. And these things I promise you...”

I felt the head of Patrick’s dick pushing just barely inside of me.

“…fuck…these things I promise you. I will respect, trust, help and care for you,”

Patrick eased the tiniest bit deeper and then back out.

“…I will share my life with you…”

He teased me some more.

“I will be faithful to you…”

As soon as the word “faithful” was out of my mouth, Patrick slid his entire length inside of me in one steady, deliberate motion, filling me deeper than I had been since I had drunkenly fucked the stripper at my bachelorette party.

“Oh fuck! Yes!” I cried. “Fuck me!”

Patrick fucked me wonderfully. He didn’t just use his sizeable tool to jackhammer me. He read my body and my breath to guide him in giving me pleasure beyond words. Had I known he was capable of such mastery, I would have bedded him the first night we met.

“I’m gonna come, Patrick. Don’t stop. Please,” I panted.

Patrick did exactly as I asked, steadily moving inside of me until I finally came on his cock. My head and shoulders collapsed the rest of the way to the felt of the pool table. Patrick pulled me back up and turned me around, sitting me on the edge of the pool table. He supported me with one arm as he leaned me back and put himself inside of me. I wrapped my arms around his neck. He ushered me lower until I was lying down on the table with him on top of me. Not as comfortable as a bed, to be sure, but I didn’t care. Patrick had to be careful to avoid the light just above his head. He looked deep in my eyes as he slowly had his way with me. For the first time, he kissed me. It was a gentle, loving pecks at first. That soon escalated to deep passionate kisses.

“Do you love your husband?” he whispered, looking into my eyes, and teasing his cock just barely inside my pussy. I knew I couldn’t lie.

“Yes.”

“Do you love me?

I paused, feeling him inside of me. Feeling his breath in my mouth. “Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I love you,” I whispered, surrendering. My words cut the air like glass being shattered.

“Say my name.”

“I love you, Patrick.”

“Yes,” Patrick whispered lustfully, knowing he was taking not just my body, but my heart as well. He kissed me again resumed his steady pace, making love to me. It was an intense emotional and physical experience.

“Sara, is there anything you don’t let your husband do?” he whispered in my ear, still moving inside of me.

“Yes,” I whispered back.

“Tell me.”

“I don’t let him stay inside of me.”

“Never?”

I shook my head, ready to come.

“You’re gonna let me. Aren’t you? That’s how I’ll know you’re mine now.”

“Yes,” I submitted.

“I want you to the think back now, Sara. Think back to your wedding day.”

Patrick slowly fucked me harder as he spoke. I closed my eyes.

“Think back to that room full of people looking on. Picture the dress you choose so carefully. Remember looking into Tim’s eyes. Remember the song from your first dance as husband and wife.”

Patrick had me under his spell. I brought everything he told me into my mind’s eye as we made love.

“Remember your vows, Sara. Remember telling him there would be no others.”

I was panting like I was in heat.

“Now feel my hard cock inside of you. Feel your body embracing it. Feel the ecstasy of your betrayal.”

“Oh fuck,” I cried. “I’m gonna come! Fuck me!”

Patrick fucked me harder. “Tell me what you want!” he demanded as I came again, harder than before.

“Come inside me! Come in my married pussy!”

“Yes,” Patrick grunted. “You’re mine now. This pussy belongs to me!”

“Yes!” I whimpered.

I held on tight and felt Patrick’s body shiver and shake as he erupted inside of me, becoming the first man to do so since a pregnancy scare my freshman year. Never had my husband felt the pleasure of being inside of me as he came. Patrick kissed me. We laid on the pool table, our bodies still connected and intertwined. After recovering for a few minutes and letting the blood return to my brain, we ambled off the table and started gathering our clothes from the floor.

“Ah, ah, ah,” Patrick scolded as I picked up my panties. “I believe those belong to me.”

I smiled and handed them to him. He stuffed them in his pocket.

We quietly got dressed. I didn’t know what to say. I had anticipated that sex with Patrick would be good. I just didn’t have any idea it would be that intense. That unfaithful. I didn’t know what to do. Finally, I almost reflexively blurted out, “I still love my husband.”

Patrick looked at me. “I still don’t care. Love him all you want. I’m not jealous. But now, you’re mine.”

I nodded, acknowledging that I knew he was right. I loved Tim. But I also knew that I would let Patrick have me anytime or anywhere he wanted. Even in front of my husband if he demanded it. Even in front of everyone at my wedding on the alter, if such a thing were possible.

As Patrick and I walked out the front door and I was locking it behind me, something caught my eye that I hadn’t noticed or thought about in weeks. Next to the door was a placard that read, “NOTICE: Security Cameras In Use.”

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed yourself, please check out some of my other work. Links below...
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