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HIS BEAUTIFUL WIFE

She starts the video recorder. Pleasure shivers through her as her coworker touches her. It’s so naughty and wrong.

When Roni’s marriage hits a dry spell, a gorgeous coworker’s flirting gets her juices flowing. Tall and well-built, Asher is all alpha male and far too tempting. Determined to satisfy her needs, she comes home early to surprise her husband.

Only she’s the one surprised. Steve’s a cuckold who wants to watch another man take her. Roni can finally indulge in her own fantasy and seduce Asher.

She never imagined how steamy it would be to give in to the forbidden.


+++

“Hey, Roni. Got any exciting plans this weekend?”

Roni spun her chair around to face Asher and caught his eyes roving over her for a split second before he jerked them up to her face. She fought down the instinct to preen under his attention, curling her fingers into her armrests to keep from running them down the skirt that clung to her thighs.

God, she was horny.

He leaned one large shoulder against the edge of Roni’s cubicle wall and grinned wide and sure, his blonde hair catching the light. Asher towered over her, and in more than just height. The man clearly spent a great deal of time lifting weights, giving him an enviable build. She flashed back to the last company picnic when everyone decided to play volleyball even though the temperature was in the nineties. All of the men had stripped off their t-shirts, but Asher had been the one all the women watched, his well-defined muscles bunching and sliding under his skin as he moved.

“Yes,” she chirped. “Steve and I are going out for a lovely dinner tomorrow and then to a club.” It was lies, all lies, but damned if she’d give this man any encouragement.

No matter how much she wanted to.

“You like to dance? I go to Seventy Below most Saturdays. Maybe I’ll see you.”

“Sure.” She smiled brightly while deflating inside. The city’s hottest new club was the last place she’d be.

Steve had been so distant these past few months. They didn’t go out. They didn’t see friends.

They didn’t have sex.

Everyone said marriages went through dry spells, that it was completely normal. But they were still in their twenties and had only been married a couple of years. It had been way too long since he’d reached for her in bed, and every time she’d tried to get things started, he rolled away, claiming he was too tired.

They had been working a lot lately, and he’d especially been putting in long hours trying to get his startup off the ground.

That’s got to be it, she told herself. After all, her looks hadn’t changed, and she still got enough attention from other men to know many of them found her attractive.

As Asher walked away, his fine ass filling his jeans, Roni suppressed a groan of want and glanced at the time. 11:30 am.

Standing abruptly, she leaned over the top of the divider to look down at Catherine in the next cubicle. “Can you cover for me?” She let a note of annoyance enter her voice. “I need to run an errand, so I have to take a long lunch.”

“Sure.” Without looking up from her monitor, Catherine waved one elaborately manicured hand, the tiny rhinestones catching the light.

If only Catherine knew what Roni had in mind! As the queen of office gossip, she regularly held court at the break room coffeemaker, the other women gathering around her in small groups of whispered chatter.

Roni’s heels beat out a quick tempo on the laminate floor as she hurried for the door.

If long hours and tiredness were Steve’s problem, then a little surprise sex in the afternoon might be just the thing! He was telecommuting today, so she knew exactly where to find him.

Her idea so excited her that her hands trembled as she struggled to shove the key into her car’s ignition. Fortunately the tiny side street was empty as she peeled away, driving quicker than usual in her hurry to get home.

+++

Roni trotted up the sidewalk in front of her house. Asher’s flirting had gotten all of her juices flowing, and it was high time for Steve to get a taste of them.

If he even wants to, a little voice whispered.

She muttered, “Shut up,” but couldn’t completely squash her worry. What if it was more than tiredness?

Shaking the thought from her head, she quietly tried the front doorknob, turning it gently until the latch clicked. Steve’s home office stood right off the entryway, so if she wanted to surprise him, she needed to be quiet. She swung the door open slowly, then slipped out of her heels to pad across the wooden floor on bare feet.

All for nothing. The office was empty, the ergonomic chair pushed away from the desk, the twin computer monitors that dominated his desktop dormant for long enough that their screens had gone black. She frowned.

The bright yellow kitchen was empty. The only signs of occupation their cereal bowls and coffee mugs sitting in the stainless steel sink. Ditto the living and dining rooms.

His car was in the drive. Where could he be?

She hated the niggle of doubt that filled her as she crept upstairs, careful to skip the third step, which always creaked.

The master bedroom stood at the end of the hall, its door closed. Her toes dug into the blue carpet as she inched forward, the pounding of her heart thumping in her ears. She pressed her ear to the white-painted wood.

Moans. A woman’s moans!

Her heart skipped as heat flushed through her, balling her hands into fists. All these months the asshole’d been cheating on her! And in their bed!

She unclenched one hand just enough to turn the knob and fling the door wide.

Steve lay sprawled on his back on the bed, naked, his hand fisted around his cock. He jerked and sat up. “Roni! What?”

Another moan.

She whirled. The television. He wasn’t cheating, he was watching porn. Some of the heat left her, her shoulders dropping.

No wait. She squinted at the screen. That’s wasn’t porn… that was her! Her with her college boyfriend, Doug.

She turned to Steve and fluttered a hand at the screen. “What? What is this?” She’d forgotten all about the old video they’d made, wouldn’t even know where to find the flashdrive it was on in her boxes in the attack.

He clicked the remote, killing the video. “It’s not what it looks like.”

“Funny. Because it looks like you masturbating to me having sex with my ex without asking me if it was okay to watch a video that most would consider private. A video you must have gone through my personal things to find.” She scowled. “So what is it I got wrong?”

“Okay.” He dropped his eyes and swung his legs over the side of the bed to sit with his feet on the floor. “It is what it looks like… but I can explain.”

She waited… and waited.

“Steve?”

He shook his head, setting his dark curls moving, refusing to look up at her. His shoulders hunched inward, and his erection had deflated as well.

As angry as she was, she hated seeing him like this. After walking over, she sat down beside him. “Hey. Whatever you have to tell me, it’s got to be better than what I was thinking before I opened that door.”

He looked up.

“I thought you were cheating on me,” she said.

“No, never.” He shook his head vehemently.

“So tell me.”

He grimaced. “You’ll hate me.”

“I love you.” She tipped his chin up until his green eyes met hers.

As if a dam broke, his words came out in a rush: “I like the thought of you with other men.” He swallowed. “I really like it.”

Shock coursed through her. “Okaaay.”

“I want you to be with other men.”

So it really was about him and other women. Her stomach sank. She had to force the next words out, her tight throat threatening to clamp shut. “You want to open our marriage?”

His eyes widened, his thick dark eyebrows arching. “God no!” He grasped her hands. “I don’t want anyone but you. I just… want you to be with other men.” His fingers squeezed tight. “And I want to watch.”

She reared back. “What?”

“I don’t have to be in the room,” he blurted. “You could tell me about it, or make a video.” His eyes darted toward the television screen.

Roni stared at him. She could be with other men… and he’d like it? “You want this?”

“I really do.”

“I… I’ll think about it.” Asher flashed into her thoughts, the dirty, dirty thoughts she’d long been suppressing.

Delight brightened Steve’s face. “Really?”

She nodded.

“That’s fantastic.” He raised her hands up to rain kisses over them. “You’re fantastic.”

+++

Roni could never be quite sure how she got through the rest of her work day, but she must have pulled it off because she didn’t get any side eye from Catherine.

Still, the sight of Asher across the office sent her pulse racing. If she did this, it would be him.

Maybe it wasn’t a good idea to play so close to home, but the man had long made his interest plain, and if she were going to be with someone other than her husband, it might as well be someone she wanted, right? Besides, they weren’t in the same department and neither had any position of authority over the other.

He could destroy her with gossip, only he didn’t seem the type. One of Sophie’s other friends had hooked up with him after last year’s holiday party. As far as Roni could tell, Asher had never breathed a word of it at work.

She pulled out her phone to text her best friend. So, Debra and Asher. Was it serious?

Seriously fun, but no strings.

So if someone else was interested in him, she wouldn’t mind? Roni and Debra weren’t close, per se, but Roni didn’t want to do anything to jeopardize her friendship with Sophie.

You dirty dog! You’re not going to cheat on Steven!

No, it won’t exactly be cheating.

Girrrrl. I need details. Now! Sophie added a winking emoji.

Drinks? 5:30 at our usual?

Yes!

She looked up to find Asher staring at her from the photocopier, sunlight pouring in from the window behind him turning his light hair into a halo of gold. Instead of turning quickly away as she’d been doing for months, she met his gaze and smiled. He stood up straighter and grinned back, his expression far from angelic.

+++

Roni paused just inside the doorway to Edgerton’s, letting her eyes adjust to the dim interior. The small bar was nothing special, just a series of booths filled with wooden tables topped by a good half inch of scratched up lacquer. Still, it was halfway between their workplaces and quiet enough for a conversation, which couldn’t be said of the sports bar that offered the only other alternative in the area.

Sophie jumped up from their favorite booth and threw her arms around Roni. Once they’d settled across from one another, her friend shoved over the glass of beer she’d already got her and said, “Spill.” Her brown eyes danced with mischief, brightening her pretty face.

Roni took a welcome gulp, buying herself a bit of time. She’d thought about it all afternoon, but still didn’t know how to say it. “This stays between you and me.”

“Of course.”

“Remember the dry spell we’ve been having? Well, I found out today that there’s something Steve’s into.”

Sophie leaned forward.

“It’s…” She huffed out a breath. “He wants me to be with other men.”

Sophie’s eyes narrowed. “And let me guess, he gets to be with other women?”

“No.”

Sophie whooped and pointed at her. “Girrrl, you just won the husband lottery! One who’ll let you play around while he stays true. Mmm mmm mmm. I’d tell you to put a ring on it, but you already did.”

Roni took a gulp of her beer to give herself time to think, the liquid cool and refreshing. So this was okay by Sophie, but then, her friend had always been the more sexually outgoing of the two of them. A knot of tension eased from her stomach.

“So you don’t think it’s weird?”

“People are into all kinds of shit, and if they’re all consenting adults, who cares?” Her friend waved a dismissive hand then pulled out her phone. After tapping at the screen for a few moments, she held it out. “Look, this kind of thing is so common there’s even a website you can use to arrange this kind of hookup.”

She took the phone and stared at its screen for long moments, scrolling up and down the search results. So many sites, so much info. This really was common. Another knot of worry untangled.

“So? Are you going to do it?”

She met her friend’s gaze and smiled. “I think so.”

“And that’s why you’re asking about Asher?”

She nodded.

“Man is seriously steamy, and Debra hinted he’s got skills. I’d say he’s a good start.” Sophie raised her glass. “Here’s to being a hot wife.”

Roni tapped it to hers with a clink, and they both took a drink.

+++

With the day off, Roni spent all of Saturday morning in bed with her laptop reading everything legitimate she could find on hot wifing and cuckolding.

Over and over, she returned to one of the forum threads were numerous women talked about how it had revitalized the sex life they had with their husbands.

“Tom’s just so horny all the time now. I love it!”

“Jovan got it up three times in a row after my last encounter with another man. Three!”

Desire spiked through her at the thought. So she’d not only get to have Asher, but also the Steve she’d been missing? Win-win.

Steve tiptoed around her, clearly anxious yet willing to let her find things on her own. He hovered in the doorway now, a cup of coffee in his hands. When she looked up, he said, “For you,” and brought it over to the nightstand.

She stared at his dear face, at the pinch of worry between his dark brows and made a decision. “I’m willing to try it to see if it works for me, for us.”

“Really?” His green eyes lit with delight.

“We can try tonight. That guy from work… he told me what club he’d be at.”

“Asher?”

She’d told him about how the other man flirted with her a month ago, hoping to spark a little jealous interest. Would that be a problem now? “Yes.”

“He’s perfect,” he said. “Now what are you planning to wear?”

+++

Seventy Below throbbed to a deep bass beat. Roni felt herself unconsciously start to move in time as she pushed through the thick wall of bodies skirting the dance floor.

Asher hadn’t been at the bar, so she’d downed her gin and tonic and moved on to the next place to look.

So many people out on a Saturday night. So many possibilities. Lights flashed across the dark, highlighting people for a second before moving on. A hundred different perfumes and colognes combined with the smell of warm, sweating humans to form a potent blend.

Men looked at her, even more so than they usually did. But then, she normally didn’t wear a micromini so short that if she leaned forward, she’d flash the entire club. Roni smoothed a hand over her hip, the metallic silver of the skirt slick against her fingers. Steve had picked it out, had picked out her entire outfit. A skintight black top with a cutout showing lots of cleavage and tall black boots completed the look.

She’d have put her hair up so it didn’t get in her way while dancing, but he’d had her leave it down, running his fingers through the long, straight strands. “Trust me. Men will imagine it spread out around you on the bed.”

It seemed he was right, as yet another guy stepped into the space in front of her, smiling and trying to catch her eye.

She turned and moved left around him, wishing she were taller so she could see over the crowd.

Steve was here somewhere. He wanted to watch her pick up Asher, but needed to stay out of sight for their plan to work.

Once she worked her way into the center of the dance floor, the strobing lights reflected off a familiar blond head, and Roni elbowed her way over to an area six feet away. Then she danced, letting proximity do the rest. The beat took her, and she threw up her arms, shaking her head until her hair swirled around her, the one drink she’d had warm in her belly. She laughed, the sound lost in the noise of the club. Even if nothing else came of tonight, it was good to be out, to be moving.

But her idea worked. In only a few minutes, a hand caught her arm, and she looked up to find Asher hovering over her.

He leaned down to yell in her ear. “I didn’t think I’d see you. Where’s your husband?”

Here was her first lie, but a little one. “He had to go away for a work emergency.”

“You here with the girls?”

She shook her head, sending her hair flying.

He smiled down at her, the expression bordering on a smirk.

They danced, his large body moving with the same easy athleticism she’d so admired during the volleyball game.

The first time their arms touched, she tried not to read too much into it: it might have been an accident. Then they brushed again and again. She didn’t move away.

Asher squared off in front of her, stepping closer. He gazed down at her, eyes hot, and ran a deliberate hand down her arm.

Fire raced across her skin, and she shivered.

He moved even closer, his legs occasionally brushing hers, his jeans rasping deliciously against her bare thighs. His hands touched her waist, then settled there, pulling her against him. He was all hard muscle, and a spurt of lust shot through her core.

After the extended techno song segued into the next, he said, “Can I get you a drink?”

She shook her head. As a bit of a light weight, the one she’d had put her at her limit. Another, and she wouldn’t be able to enjoy the evening.

“Want to get out of here?”

This was it. Fluttering filled her stomach. “Yes.”

She paused at the doorway to glance over her shoulder, but Steve wasn’t visible. While Asher went to get his car, she pulled her phone from her clutch and sent a quick text. We’re leaving.

Good. I’ll wait for your call.

Asher pulled up in a sporty red SUV and even got out to come around and open the door for her.

“Such a gentleman,” she teased.

He grinned, his eyes snapping to the top of her thighs when the short skirt rode even higher as she sat.

Excitement shot through her, and she clenched her legs together.

He loped around the car and peeled away from the club so quickly it pushed her back into the seat. “Where to?”

“My place okay?”

He glanced over, brow creased. “You sure?”

“Yes.”

“Alright.”

Roni gave him directions and stretched her legs out in front of her, enjoying the way he kept looking over at them.

The twinkling lights of the city at night rushed by in a blur as he drove down the highway well over the speed limit.

As they coasted down the off ramp, she let her hand drift up his forearm with a light, teasing touch until she reached the edge where his shirt sleeve stretched tight over his bicep. Her fingers dipped under to continue their exploration, and he sucked in a breath.

When the car slid to a stop at the last red light before her subdivision, he said, “I can’t believe this is finally happening.”

“Believe it.” She pulled him to her, and his lips were hot as they opened over hers, his tongue teasing until she opened her mouth.

A honk broke them apart, the light green.

Asher laughed, and the SUV shot forward, taking the turn onto her street with a squeal of tires.

He jumped out and hurried around to open the door for her, watching avidly when her skirt rose as she slid from the high seat, giving him a flash of bright red panties.

His lips parted, and she wanted to plaster herself to him then and there, but there were the neighbors to consider. A man visiting was one thing. A man kissing her in clear view was another.

Instead she hurried up the walkway, digging her key out of her clutch as she went so she could open the front door quickly.

It slammed shut behind Asher, and his hands were on her, gliding up her sides to pull her close. Even in heels, she found herself rising on tiptoe to kiss him, her body buzzing with electricity.

They broke apart, gasping.

“Where?” he asked.

“Come on.” She led the way upstairs, giving her hips and extra twitch as he followed behind, his eyes glued to her ass. She didn’t stop until they got to the master bedroom, the bed already stripped down to sheets in preparation.

Asher’s eyes darted around, taking in the photos, the mix of her and Steve’s things on the vanity. “Is this your room? The one you share with him?”

“Does it bother you?”

“It’s hot.” He came forward, using his large body to back her towards the bed. His voice dropped to a growl. “I’m going to fuck you right here, where he does.”

His words made her wetter. This kind of scenario seemed to have perks for everyone involved.

She dodged his kiss to say, “Know what would make it even hotter? If you let me film us.”

“You really have been hiding a wild side.” He smirked. “I’m game as long as it won’t be put on the internet or anything.”

“Strictly for personal use, I promise.” Not a lie, even though that personal use included her husband.

As they kissed, she reached backward without looking, her hand scrambling until it found the remote on the nightstand. She clicked record, and the video camera set up on the dresser across the room whirled to life. The remote hit the carpet as she let her hands clutch at his shoulders, pulling herself flush with his front. Roni rubbed her chest against him, gasping at the pressure on her nipples, and felt the welcome press of his erection against her stomach.

His fingers slide up the outside of her thighs. “This is such a short skirt. Drives a man crazy.” He teased the sensitive skin along the bottom crease of her ass cheeks, moving steadily until he brushed her underwear.

Her pus clenched, and she nipped at his lip.

With a groan, he picked her up and spun them around before falling backward onto the bed. She landed on top of him, laughing down at his wide grin.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said. Then his hands tangled in her hair, pulling her close for another hot kiss, his tongue insistent against hers.

She straddled him, squirming to press her clit against his bulge, so hungry for sensation after months without. The short skirt bunched at the top of her things, hiding nothing, and his strong hands hooked into the top of her panties to tug them down.

When they barely budged because of her spread legs, he ripped through them, flinging them aside.

“Oh!” She reared up, hands braced on his chest. His fingers slipped between them, sliding through her wetness to tease at her entrance before circling her clit. Electricity shot through her, and her hips jerked.

“You’re so god damned wet.” He brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked on them. “And sweet.”

It was the hottest thing she’d ever seen.

No more waiting.

She sat up and stripped off her top in one quick move. Then her hands dove under his shirt, pushing it up, wanting skin and all those glorious muscles. He did a half crunch, raising his back from the bed as he hauled the shirt off, his abs outlined in sharp relief at the move.

His jeans fell open under her impatient hands, and his erection sprang free. Asher went commando. Of course he did, she thought, wrapping a hand around his thick length. He hissed, and his large cock bobbed.

“Condom,” she said.

He pulled one from his front pocket, tearing the packet open with his teeth. She took it from him to roll it down his length.

Hovering over him, she grasped his base and slid him along her slit, sparking fire as he grazed her clit. Then she held him upright, lowering until his head stretched her entrance, the pressure so delicious.

He let her set the pace, and she moved slowly, taking him in a little more with each surge downward. He was big, bigger even than Steve, who wasn’t small, and she was so tight after months of inactivity. It burned, but felt so good.

He shoved the cups of her bra aside to pinch at her nipples, doing another crunch up to lick a hot tongue across first one, then the other. She gasped each time, moving a little faster.

Then her mound pressed down against him, and she paused, holding him deep.

Asher groaned and pulled her down flush to his chest to roll them over. As he raised himself above her, she spread her legs wide, inviting him deeper still, her tall boots making a pretty picture with her heels pointed toward the ceiling.

He pulled back, then plunged deep.

Sensation shot through her. “Oh!”

He smirked and plunged again, then again, setting up a pounding rhythm that had her whimpering.

Her hands scrabbled across his chest, feeling all that hot, hard muscle, and she licked her lips, tasting salt and Asher.

He hooked one of her knees up over his shoulder and straightened up, pulling her wide open. His hips pistoned forward, and the angle change hit something deep inside her.

Tingling coiled in her center, building and spreading outward with each thrust. “Yes,” she begged. “Yes, yes, yes.”

Her eyes fluttered closed, and he said, “Look at me. I want you to see that it’s me fucking you, making you feel this.”

And she did. It was Asher, the man she’d dreamed of for over a year. She looked down to where his cock slid in and out of her. Her orgasm flashed through her in a wave of fire that had her screaming.

Asher grunted, hips slapping forward to bury him deep. He collapsed onto her, his heavy weight pushing her into the mattress.

It was nice for a few minutes, then grew to be too much. She gave a little shove against his shoulders, and he rolled to the side to sprawl on his back, one hand making sure the condom went with him.

Roni slid off the bed and grabbed the remote, clicking off the video camera.

Asher stood, hand still grasping his cock. “Bathroom.”

She pointed, suddenly shy, and used his time away to smooth her skirt back down and pull her bra back into place. She put on her top and hovered near the hall doorway. How did one end such as assignation?

When he came out of the bathroom, he must have read her mood, because he snatched his shirt up from the floor and pulled it over his head, muscles rippling. Only then did he step close. “You okay?”

Was she? Her body felt great. And as long as Steve loved this as much as he’d said he would…

“Yes.” She smiled up at him. “Thank you.”

“No. Thank you.” He stepped close to press a soft kiss to her lips. “This doesn’t have to be a one time thing.”

“I’ll let you know.” Her heart skipped. She wanted more, but needed to see how things went with her husband. “We have to be cool at work though.”

He held up a hand. “Scout’s honor.” Then he smirked. “Besides, I wouldn’t want to do anything to stop you from letting me do this again.”

With that, he clattered down the stairs, his big body moving easily. She followed more slowly, hampered by her heels.

Again he made it easy, giving her another quick kiss and leaving without a lot of fanfare. The man clearly had experience with this sort of thing.

Roni grinned, remembering the feel of his cock. Yes, lots and lots of experience.

+++

By the time she made it back upstairs to find her phone, Asher’s SUV was gone from the driveway, and she texted Steve: The coast is clear.

Only minutes later, the front door slammed and loud footsteps ran up the stairs. Her husband burst through their bedroom door, panting, his eyes eager as they darted about, taking in the mussed bedclothes. “Did you do it here?”

“Yes.”

“And he let you film it?”

“Yes.”

His hands trembled as he picked up the video recorder. In seconds, he had it plugged into the television.

She held her breath. This would be it, when she’d see how okay her husband truly was with all of this.

The screen filled with her and Asher, his big hands touching her, his kiss hot and demanding. Steve groaned, his eyes transfixed. When Asher picked her up and fell back on the bed with her, Steve sucked in a deep breath. He paused the video and fell onto the bed, digging his nose into the sheets, moaning.

Then he slid to the floor, pulling her in front of him. He nuzzled the inside of her thighs, pushing her legs apart until she had to sit on the edge of the bed or risk falling over. Steve buried his face in her crotch, tongue laving at her frantically.

Her already sensitive clit buzzed with delight. He knew exactly what she liked, and it had been so long since he’d gone down on her. Too long.

She buried her hands in his curly dark hair and held him in place. He fluttered his tongue over her sensitive bundle of nerves for long minutes, but pulled away as she started getting close.

Panting, she looked down at him. “You evil, evil man.” Their old banter, unused for too long.

He grinned. “I’ll make it up to you.” With a click, he started the video again, his eyes latched to it as he stood and stripped out of all of his clothes. His cock bobbed, full of vigor, and the last of her worry left her.

Steve peeled off her shirt right after she removed it in the video, but when she went to unclasp her bra, he said, “Leave it. I want you to be just like you were with him.”

He groaned when she first lowered onto Asher’s cock. “Oh, god. He was big. Did it feel good?”

She nodded, but his eyes hadn’t left the screen, so she said, “Yes.”

When she’d finally taken Asher all the way in and he rolled them over, Steve jerked into motion. He eased her back onto the bed to the same place she’d been only a half hour before. After climbing on top of her, he said, “He sees how beautiful you are. He wants you so much.”

His erection nudged at her entrance, and she tipped her hips until he slid inside.

“My beautiful, beautiful wife.”

He plunged into her, timing his thrusts with Asher’s.

Pleasure shot through her as she clung to him.

Steve seemed harder than ever, bigger even. He hadn’t been this excited since their early days of dating when everything was fresh and new.

Would it always be like this after another man?

A woman could get used to this.

All the sensation he’d built by eating her out returned, then doubled. When he got to the part where Asher threw one of her legs over his shoulder, he repeated the move, using the increased access to graze a thumb over her clit.

Fire flashed along her nerves in a heady spiral that swirled out to overwhelm all her senses. She couldn’t even scream, only gasp.

Steve finished in time with Asher, and when her husband collapsed on top of her, she held him tightly to her, his weight welcome.

He eventually stirred, rising up enough to catch her eye. Easing her hair out of her face, he beamed at her and kissed her long and slow. “I love you.”

“I love you.”

“Thank you for doing this for me.” He cleared his throat. “Do you think… is it something you’d be willing to try again?”

She traced her fingers over his cheek. When had he last looked so happy? It made her answer easy. “Yes.”

She’d have Asher again. Then maybe someone else.

Followed by an especially horny husband as well.

Her body clenched as the aftershock of her orgasm tingled through her.

Yes, she could get very used to this.


ONE BEAUFITUL LIE

Her coworker’s huge body holds her pinned to the wall. Lust shoots through her. Anyone could see.

When Asher asks Roni if her husband suspects anything, she lies. “He knows nothing.” Yet Steve knows everything about Roni and Asher’s hook up. He’s watched the video of them multiple times.

So Roni cooks up a plan that will let Steve watch alpha male Asher take her in person.

She never dreamed sex in public would be so hot. She aches with want, knowing her husband watches every forbidden touch.


+++

Roni stood from her car and smoothed her tight skirt over her thighs. It was a little fancy for a Monday morning, but she wanted to look good. She’d be seeing Asher for the first time since their tryst on Saturday night.

He’d played it so cool, leaving her house with a quick kiss and no fuss. But how would he be at work? Her stomach gave a little niggle of worry.

What’s done is done, she told herself. Then she squared her shoulders and marched for the front door, her heels giving her butt a little extra swing. The humid damp of summer morning air transformed into the dry chill of air-conditioning against her bare legs when she stepped into the office building.

As Roni passed the break room, Catherine lifted the coffee pot and called out, “Morning, Veronica. I just made a fresh pot.” The rich scent filled the air. Even cheap coffee always smelled so good.

She’d asked the entire office to use her nickname more than once, but Roni knew when to pick her battles. “Thanks, Catherine. I’ll be right there.” Catherine controlled office gossip. Pushing the matter would only get on her bad side.

Besides, she was in too good of a mood to worry about petty annoyances. Her body ached in the very best of ways, every step sending a twinge through over-stretched inner thigh muscles. Steve had been so horny ever since she’d been with Asher. He’d even spent an hour the night before going down on her, muttering happily about licking where Asher’s cock had been.

She’d come three times. Her core clenched just thinking about it. After months of a lack of libido, her husband’s had roared back to life because she’d been with another man.

And what a man.

Asher exited an office down the hall from her. Tall and well-built, he carried a lot of muscle and moved with the ease of someone who knew what to do with all of it. Dark blond hair framed his handsome face, which smiled as he caught sight of her. “Morning, Roni,” his deep voice rumbled.

She swallowed, mouth suddenly dry as she remembered the feel of his cock, the delicious size of it. “Morning.”

“Have a good weekend?” His eyes glinted with mischief.

She grinned. “I had an excellent weekend.”

“Good.” He moved past her, and even though they didn’t touch, she could feel the heat of him against the bare skin of her arm. Goosebumps shivered to life across her body.

She forced her legs to keep walking. The cubicle farm stretched out in front of her in a series of gray partitions. After ducking into hers, she stuck her purse in a drawer and went back for coffee.

Asher’s acting had been perfect. He’d been friendly, as he normally was, but not too friendly.

She’d been a little awkward, but she’d often been that way around him in the past. Roni’d spent months torn between desiring him and trying not to seem encouraging since she was married.

We really might pull this off, she thought and smiled.

+++

By week’s end, Roni had all the confirmation she needed that Asher’d kept his word and not told anyone at the office about their liaison.

It came via the fact that Catherine treated Roni exactly as she had for the past few years: pleasant if a little patronizing due to their age difference, Roni being at least a decade younger.

If he’d talked, the gossip-queen would have been the first to snub Roni for “cheating” on her husband, and she’d have spread it throughout the entire office in a flash. Any explanation of Steve approving of the extramarital sex would only have made things worse. Thank god she didn’t have to deal with any of that.

Roni let go of the last bit of tension knotting her stomach and let out a relieved breath as the workweek wound down on Friday afternoon.

“Hey, Roni. Got any exciting plans this weekend?”

She spun her chair around to find Asher’s eyes roving over her legs. She’d worn an above-the-knee pencil skirt, which displayed a nice amount of skin when she sat, the hem rising to expose a few more inches of thigh.

He leaned one large shoulder against the edge of her cubicle wall, his shirt stretched tight to show off the muscles of his chest. He grinned, handsome as the devil, and she fought to keep from squirming, even as her panties grew damp.

She sounded a little breathless as she said, “I’m not sure.”

“I was thinking of hitting Seventy Below on Saturday night. Decent drinks, good music, and a really great group of people.” He lifted an eyebrow in emphasis.

“Sounds like fun.”

“Oh, it is.” His eyes heated. “I promise.”

With one final smirk, he pushed off the wall and walked away, his ass looking as fine as ever in his jeans.

She hadn’t discussed the specifics of when she’d have another encounter with Steve yet. But that would have to wait.

Roni’d texted with Sophie throughout the week, but had promised her best friend a full dish session during their normal Friday evening drinks.

She pulled out her phone to text Sophie. We still on for 5:30?

Her phone chimed with a quick response. Hell, yes, girl. You got some talking to do!

Roni laughed.

+++

Roni paused just inside the doorway of the small bar so her eyes could adjust to the sudden drop in light. Edgerton’s was nothing special, just a series of booths along one wall and a bar running the length of the other. The old wooden tables were topped by a thick coat of scratched up lacquer, and the whole place smelled like beer. Still, it was a quick drive for both her and Sophie and quiet enough to talk without shouting.

Since she’d gotten there first, Roni ordered a couple of beers and carried them over to their favorite booth. Before she could sit, the door slammed open, letting in a bright wash of sunshine before closing just as quickly. Then Sophie trotted up and threw her arms around Roni with a delighted squeal. “I cannot wait for you to tell me everything!”

They settled across from one another, and Roni took a big gulp of her beer, the light ale smooth and delightfully cold. If Sophie had her way, she wouldn’t have time for another drink for ages.

“Spill.” Sophie’s wide grin brightened her pretty face. “No detail is too small.”

Roni faked a grim tone. “It was…” Then she dropped the act and broke into bright happiness, waving her hands for emphasis. “A-ma-zing!”

Sophie whooped and clapped. “Girrrl, you are one lucky woman.”

Roni outlined the research she’d done, explaining that Steve’s kink fell somewhere in between cuckolding and hot wifing. “He loves it when other men want me and likes for me to dress sexy to get their attention. And he really, really loves watching me with another man. It completely turns him on. Our sex life this past week…” She fanned her face with one of her hands. “It’s better than it’s ever been.”

“Even better than when you first hooked up?”

“Way better.”

“Dayumn.” Sophie’s tone held wonder. “And Asher?”

“Asher’s hung like a horse and knows how to use it.”

They broke out laughing, and Sophie raised her class for a clink, then they drank.

Roni said, “He asked if I’m going back to the club tomorrow night.”

“Are you?”

“I don’t know. Steve’s been so happy that I haven’t yet asked more about how all of this works. How often, how many different men…” She shrugged. “There’s still a lot I don’t know.”

Sophie pointed at her. “Just make sure you only do what you want to do.”

“Of course. I made the decision to do it. Steve didn’t push, and he let me pick Asher.”

“Good.” Sophie’s brown eyes danced with mischief. “Now, about those details…”

+++

“Honey, I’m home!” Roni called from the entryway.

“In here, babe!” Steve yelled from the kitchen in the back of the house.

The return of their use of pet names over the past week served as yet one more sign of their rejuvenated happiness.

She slipped out of her heels and padded through to the kitchen, the rich smell of garlic and tomato heavy in the air. Steve telecommuted on Fridays, and often used the extra time to make homemade pizza with the crust made from scratch.

“Almost done here.” He stood at the stove, stirring a bubbling pot of tomato sauce.

She looped her arms around his waist and hugged him to her, nuzzling her nose into the soft cotton of his dark-green t-shirt. “Have I ever told you how happy I am about your Italian heritage?”

He snorted in amusement. “Only when I make you pizza.”

“Well, it’s good pizza.” The crust and sauce were old family recipes and far better than any other she’d ever had.

“How was work?”

“Fine. I finished the latest report for the Clemmons account. You?”

“I got final approval on my mockup of the new website from Jerry.”

“Great!” Jerry ran the startup Steve worked for and had been nitpicking everything lately.

Yet as much as she wanted to bask in his success, her other concerns refused to be quiet. She slid around his side to lean her hip against the kitchen counter, wanting to see his face. “Asher mentioned that I should go to the nightclub again tomorrow night.”

He looked over at her, his beautiful green eyes sparking with excitement. “What did you say?”

“I said maybe. We haven’t talked…” She waved a hand back and forth between them. “… about how all of this is going to work.”

He sat down the wooden spoon and took the pot off the burner, then turned to face her. “How would you like it to work?”

“I’m not sure. You… you know a lot more about all of this.” Her stomach gave a little flip, and it all came pouring out of her, all the things she’d read on the internet whirling through her mind. “I mean was last Saturday night enough? How often do you want me to do it? Does it always have to be a new guy? Are videos good, or do you want something more? What do—”

“Hey now.” He grabbed her shoulders and gave a little squeeze. “It’s okay. We can work it all out.”

The timer beeped, and he looked into her eyes. “Give me a sec.”

She nodded, and he turned to pull the partially baked crust from the oven, the smell of yeasty bread filling the air. Then he poured her a glass of red wine from the bottle sitting open on the counter, the deep burgundy liquid splashing into the glass.

Roni took a gulp, then a slower sip to enjoy the hint of blackberry and pepper on her tongue.

Steve pulled the two tall stools out from under the kitchen island, and they sat, turned inward toward each other. Her right hand played with the stem of her wineglass, so he picked up her left and held it sandwiched between both of his. “There are a lot of things I want, but I think we need to start with what you want, what you’re comfortable with.” He gave a lopsided smile. “After all, it’s you doing the extra work.” The words “extra work” got an eyebrow wiggle.

She giggled, more from stress relief than at his antics, and he grinned.

She took another drink of wine to give herself the chance to gather her thoughts. “Let’s start with how often.”

He nodded. “As often as you want.”

She lifted her index finger from the glass stem to point at him. “That doesn’t tell me anything about what you need.”

“I…” He ruffled a hand through his dark hair, mussing the thick curls. “Some of this is new to me too. I never had a girlfriend I could talk about this with. I think… once a month?”

Roni knew her husband. That questioning tone meant he wanted it more often, but was trying not to push.

“So you didn’t do this with anyone in the past?” she asked.

“Well, there was Sheila.” He’d told her a little about his longest previous relationship. It hadn’t ended on the best terms. “She cheated, regularly, thinking I didn’t know. But I did. I used to follow her, watch her pick up guys. It’s how I figured out what I liked.”

She made a “go on” sound.

“The longer it went on, the more I wanted to see. I got careless, and she caught me watching her make out with this guy at a party.” His lips twisted. “She’d thought she’d been getting away with it, and when I told her I’d known about the cheating all along she was furious. We broke up.”

“So what did you like best? That she was with a lot of different guys?”

He shook his head. “The thought of her with any other man. It didn’t matter how many.”

She swirled her wine, staring into the dark liquid. “If there were one thing that would have made last Saturday night even better for you, what would it be?”

“To have been able to watch you in person. I love the video, and I’m so glad I have it, but to see it as it happens…” He blew out a breath. “That would be something.”

“Okay.” She had a lot to think about, but she made a quick decision, wanting to break through some of the uncertainty that had been plaguing her. “I want to go to Seventy Below tomorrow.”

His expression brightened.

“I’m not promising anything, but I want to see what happens.”

He raised the hand he still clasped in one of his to his lips and kissed her knuckles. “Whatever you want.”

+++

Roni spent Saturday afternoon on the computer again, but with a different research topic as her focus. After long minutes of staring at various Google street views, she found what looked like the perfect spot.

The she dug through her closet to find the ideal outfit. The bright-red top had a full back, but plunged into a deep V in the front, showing off lots of cleavage. The black and red plaid skirt was short and pleated, and could be flipped up and gotten out of the way. She finished it off with her calf-high black boots. Their heels gave her a little extra height, and she could dance in them. Plus they made her legs look good.

Leaving everything laid out on the bed, she hurried downstairs to find Steve slouched on the couch in the living room watching a football game. He sat up straight when he caught sight of her, picking up the remote to mute the television.

“I have an idea for tonight.” She sat down beside him and rested her laptop on her thighs, opening a couple of the web pages she’d bookmarked. “Here’s what I’m going to try to do.”

+++

As soon as Roni stepped through the door, the deep bass beat of the club thrummed through her chest, setting her heart racing as it strove to match pace. People, gorgeous and scantily clad, filled Seventy Below with the thick press of sweat-slick bodies illuminated in brief flashes of spinning laser lights. Perfumes, colognes, and the musk of numerous humans created a heady mix that shot straight to a more primitive part of her brain, signaling sex.

This time, she lingered by the bar, sipping slowly at her gin and tonic, enjoying the herby bite of juniper berry followed by a hint of sweet.

Roni’d decided to try to answer one of her own questions tonight: could she choose another guy? Asher’d been easy. She’d known him—and lusted after him—for over a year. Would an unknown man work?

She’d always had trouble with that in the past, too nervous with strangers to relax and feel sexy. While it seemed everyone else in college had skated through a series of one-night stands, she’d had none.

Yet she’d been a lot younger then.

You can do this, she thought. You’re a sexy woman who plenty of guys want.

So she leaned an elbow back against the bar, letting the angle play up her chest. It didn’t take long. She rebuffed a couple of guys she didn’t find attractive by carefully keeping them from being able to catch her eye.

Then a new man walked up, dressed in a gorgeous deep blue silk shirt that looked set to slip from his body if only a couple more buttons were undone. The chest on display was nicely toned with muscles standing out in sharp relief.

Only a little taller than her, he had one of those beautiful faces like a debauched angel in a pre-Raphaelite painting, all pouty lips and sultry eyes set off by wickedly sharp cheekbones. His skin was a lovely medium brown, his hair long and straight and black, inviting fingers to run through it. He smiled, slow and knowingly, as his dark eyes traced her body. “Buy you a drink?”

She lifted her mostly full glass up for him to see.

His smile widened. “The next one then.”

She didn’t disagree, though she wouldn’t have another. Liquor always hit her hard enough to stop at one if she wanted her wits about her.

And she most definitely did.

“I’m Varun.”

“Roni.”

They made small talk as they finished their drinks. Then he ran a finger down her arm to snag her hand, giving a little tug. “Come dance with me.”

Roni set her empty glass down on the bar and followed him through the crowd to the dance floor, squeezing between the tightly packed bodies to find a space. Varun was a good dancer and moved confidently to the fast club music. She let herself go, throwing her arms up and flinging her hair about in a swirl as her hips gyrated.

Yet no matter how hard she tried, the flutters in her stomach were nerves instead of sexual excitement. Varun was gorgeous—easily the best-looking man she’d seen outside of a movie—but too much an unknown. If she couldn’t get hot for him, then it seemed strangers were still off the table. It hadn’t been something she’d grown out of after all.

Roni gave him a regretful smile and motioned toward the bathrooms before easing away. As she got to the edge of the dance floor, she glanced back over her shoulder to find him already surrounded by three women all vying for his attention. She snorted at her worry: Varun would clearly be fine.

After a quick refresh in the ladies room, she reentered the club, standing on tiptoe to try to catch a glimpse of a familiar tall shape in the mass of bodies and flashing lights.

Steve came up beside her to yell in her ear, “He’s over there!” His arm pointed to the back of the dance floor, and she followed the line of his finger to find Asher.

“Remember the plan?” she asked.

Steve grinned and nodded before fading back into the deeper shadows near the wall.

Roni pressed forward, bouncing to the beat as she was swallowed by the seething crowd. It took long minutes to reach where he danced, his large body moving with the athletic grace of an apex predator. A sinfully tight white t-shirt hugged his frame, outlining the width of his shoulders narrowing to the tight V of his waist. Jeans, even more fitted than those he wore to work, stretched across muscular thighs and made a shadowed outline of his bulge.

Instead of pretending not to notice him as she’d done the week before, she moved close and caught his eye.

She saw the moment Asher noticed her, enjoying the hot look in his eyes as they took in her outfit. They took their time trailing over her bare legs, up her torso, and lingered on the shadowed line of cleavage displayed by the low-cut top. His grin grew wide and feral.

“You made it,” he yelled into her ear. “I’m glad.” He stepped close, the muscle and heat of him seeming to surround her, tingling across her skin in animal awareness.

They moved to the beat, dancing closer and closer until his thighs brushed hers, sending little shocks of electricity through her with each contact. One song morphed into the next, and Roni made sure to touch Asher’s body: his arms, his chest, the flat plain of his stomach.

His hands found her in turn, stroking along her side, grazing her hip, and palming her ass as she twirled, arms high in the air.

She let the heat between them build, stoking it higher and higher. She caught his eye and bit her lip. She leaned forward, using her arms to plump her breasts high and exposed almost to the nipple. She turned around and shook her ass at him until his arms clasped her to him, and he ground his erection into her.

Her panties were soaked.

Asher leaned over to growl in her ear, sending delight shivering through her. “Want to get out of here?”

She nodded and let him use his size to push a path through the dance floor.

As they spilled out the front doors, a pleasantly warm wind teased her flushed cheeks. Keys jingled as Asher pulled them from his pocket, but she stopped him with a hand on his arm. “I don’t think I can wait that long.”

He smirked down at her. “My place isn’t any closer than yours, so what did you have in mind?”

“Come on.” A line of people waiting to get into the club snaked away to the left. She tugged at his arm and took off to the right, the heels of her boots tapping on the sidewalk in a fast rhythm as she hurried along. When they reached the corner of the building, she pulled him into the alley.

“What—?” He came to a dead halt.

Instead of speaking, she stood on tiptoe to flick her tongue across his lips. Then she took off down the alley.

Asher soon followed. “The more I learn about you, the wilder you are.”

She grinned over her shoulder. “Is that a problem?”

“Hell, no. It’s seriously hot.” As they moved away from the street, he said, “Did Steve leave town again?”

“No.”

“He let you go out alone? He doesn’t suspect anything, does he?”

“He knows nothing.” She kept facing forward so he wouldn’t see her grimace. Roni hated lying. But her plan was working, and saying anything else could ruin the only idea she had for how to give Steve his deepest desire.

The lie also meant Asher would get what he wanted, and so would she. It’s for the best for all of us, she thought.

The light from the street eventually dropped off enough to create a semblance of privacy, but the alley wasn’t completely dark. Once her eyes adjusted, she could see fairly well, and the same should be true for Steve.

Roni stopped and leaned back against the brick wall of the building. The bass beat of the club vibrated into her. She crooked a finger at him.

He didn’t need any more encouragement.

Asher swarmed her, his big body plastering against her. She had a quick second to be glad her shirt kept her back from scrapping on the rough brick just as she’d planned. Then his mouth covered hers, hot and insistent. He nipped at her lips until she opened for him, then his tongue plunged inside to tangle with hers.

She moaned and rubbed her chest against him, sparking her nipples to hardness.

They parted, panting, and Roni caught a hint of movement in her peripheral vision. She glanced over and saw Steve wave his baseball cap in their prearranged signal. Then he ducked back into the deeper shadows.

Time for the next part of her plan. She hadn’t liked lying to Asher earlier, so she’d offer him a partial truth now to give him a choice in what came next. “Someone’s watching us.” She tipped her head over to where Steve made a darker smudge about fifteen feet away.

He glanced over, a frown creasing his brow. “Want me to do something about it?”

“I think it’s kind of hot,” she said breathlessly. And it was true. Knowing Steve watched her and was getting turned on made her ache with want.

He smirked down at her. “You just get better and better.” He cupped her breast in his hand, pinching her nipple until she squirmed. “Let’s give them something to see. Show them how a real man fucks.”

“Yes.”

She traced her hands down the hard muscle of his chest and across the ridges of his abdomen to curl her fingers in the waistband of his jeans. He sucked in a breath, his eyes intent.

Roni popped open the button and slid the back of her fingers down his length as she lowered the zipper. In seconds, Asher’s hot cock filled her hands. She squeezed, and his hips bucked forward.

Then his big hands glided down her sides until they reached the bare skin of her thighs. Goosebumps broke out across her skin as he teased them upwards, lifting the front of her skirt, all that extra fabric giving him easy access just as she’d planned.

He stroked across the tiny strings holding up her bikini, his fingers finding one of the knots. “What do we have here?”

She smiled up at him. “Give a tug and find out.”

He pulled one bow free, then the other, and her panties slid free. Asher quickly stuffed them in his jeans pocket. Then his fingers slid along her crease. “God, you’re so wet.”

He flicked her clit, sending a flash of sensation through her. His fingers slid further back, teasing her entrance before plunging inside. She mewed, shifting her hips restlessly back and forth, riding his hand.

Asher circled her clit a few more times. She fisted her hands in his t-shirt as her knees weakened. His other hand slid under her thigh, nudging her leg up until she’d wrapped it around him.

Then he rustled in his back pocket, pulling out a condom packet he opened with his teeth. He handed it to her.

Roni rolled in onto him in one quick move, taking a moment to stroke one hand back over his balls until he groaned.

Then he slid his other hand under her ass and picked her up. She lifted her other leg to wrap it around his waist. Her hand guided him to her, and his head teased her entrance, then slid in.

The delicious pressure of being filled overwhelmed her. She mewed again, pinned to the wall by his huge cock.

Asher grunted and began to move, plunging in and out of her as sensation built ever higher. She squeezed her legs tighter, holding him close so his cock stayed deep inside. Then she clamped her internal muscles so his head scraped her g-spot over and over. Asher groaned. “You’re so tight. God, I love fucking you.”

Roni forced her eyes open, seeing the darker shadow of Steve, knowing he watched. Her vag clenched even tighter, and delight coiled outward from her core in a flash of fire as her orgasm overwhelmed her, her fingers digging into the firm flesh of his chest, her mouth thrown open in a silent scream.

With a grunt, Asher buried his cock even deeper, his hips jerking as he came.

They stayed like that for long moments, panting. Then he slid from her as he allowed her legs to drop to the ground. Roni stayed leaning against the brick wall, needing its support, her knees all wobbly.

Asher took care of the condom and fastened his jeans. “That was one nice surprise.” He glanced over at where Steve had been, though he’d left sometime in the last few moments. “Hope our audience liked it.”

“I’m sure he did.”

“He? How’d you know it was a he?”

She quickly covered, starting to babble, “Or she or they or whatever.”

He laughed and kissed her, hot and fast.

Roni pushed off the wall and made sure her skirt had fallen back down to cover everything. She held out a hand. “Panties?”

He smirked and patted his pocket. “I think I deserve a little souvenir.”

And somehow it made the whole thing even hotter to walk out of the alley and past all those people without underwear. I just had sex with another man in front of my husband, she thought. A laugh bubbled up out of her.

Asher insisted on walking her to her car, but didn’t push for a goodbye kiss since they were in public. He was still so cool with all of this, leaving without any fuss. “I’ll see you on Monday.” He gave her a little wave and walked off to his SUV on the far side of the lot.

Roni started the engine and turned on the lights but waited for Asher to drive away before going to pick up Steve.

+++

Her husband vibrated with energy as he slid into the car. Steve threw his arms around her, his mouth hungry and hot on hers. When they finally broke apart, he said, “Babe, you were spectacular!”

A honk brought them back to reality. He slammed his car door shut, and Roni took off, gunning the engine so the car leapt forward.

Steve’s hand traced circles on the inside of her knee, then his fingers drifted higher. He groaned when he found her without underwear and slicked a finger through her wetness, only to pull it out and pop it in his mouth. He moaned. “I want you now. I can’t wait until we get home. Park somewhere.”

“Where?” She didn’t know this part of town that well.

He pulled out his phone and opened a map app, then talked her through a few turns until they pulled into a wide alley between two closed businesses.

In a flash, he was out of the car and opening her door. Steve pushed her back against the cool cinderblock wall, then fell to his knees. He ducked his head under her skirt, but she pulled the fabric up so she could see him.

With a moan, he licked up her inner thigh, then buried his face in her mound and took a deep breath. His tongue, so hot and knowing, teased her clit in exactly the way she liked. Desire coiled in her belly as each lick sent pulses of pleasure straight to her core.

Roni dug her hands into his thick hair, needing something to cling to. He smiled up at her, his eyes so full of love and lust that her heart skipped.

“You evil, evil man,” she whispered as he sucked on her sensitive nub. Tugging on his hair, she pulled him upward. She wanted more of him and she wanted it now.

Their heights were a good match, and years of occasional shower sex helped as well. Roni kept one foot on the ground while the other curled around his hips.

Steve slid into her in one sweet, long press. She whimpered as his hips pistoned forward, his excitement making him set a furious pace.

“He was so strong, able to hold you up off the ground. Did you like it when he fucked you against a wall like this? Was it good?”

She moaned, barely able to say, “Yes.”

His cock was gloriously hard, and he bent his knees a bit to change the angle, hitting a delicious spot inside her even as his thumb slipped down to rub at her clit.

“Yes,” she whispered, her head falling back. “Yes!”

Her orgasm built like a wave, growing ever higher as he pounded into her. Then he gave one last tweak of his thumb, and the wave crashed over and through her, pulling her under into the depths of pleasure. Her vag spasmed around him, and he buried his face in her neck to muffle his shout as he came.

They stayed like that, clutched together, regaining their breath. Then the grumble of a car engine grew close, and a bright light swept over the alley. They jerked apart and ran for the car, Steve yanking his jeans up and holding them closed. Roni gunned the engine to life and took off down the alley, pulling onto the street at the end with a squeal of tires.

Once they’d made it back to the highway without being pulled over, she asked, “Do you think it was the cops?”

“Yes.”

They laughed, giddy as a couple of teenagers.

Steve picked up her hand and kissed her knuckles. “My beautiful, daring wife. I love you.”

Roni stole a glance at his beaming face. “I love you, too.”

The happy Steve of the past week seemed here to stay, which filled her with joy. And all the smoking hot sex she was having with both him and Asher only sweetened everything.

She could indeed get used to this.


HER BEAUTIFUL LIFE

Her gorgeous coworker bends her over the end of the couch. She squirms with lust. Her husband’s only a few feet away.

After their bout of public sex, Roni knows alpha male Asher doesn’t mind performing while being watched. But he doesn’t know it was her husband who did the spying.

She needs to come clean about her previous lie to get more of what she wants.

And she wants both men. One after the next. It’s the hottest sex of her life.


+++

Roni passed Asher in the entrance hall of work on Monday morning. He looked especially handsome in a royal blue dress shirt that offset his dark-blond hair perfectly. It also didn’t hurt that the shirt fit so well, outlining his wide shoulders and trim waist. Even in her heels, he towered over her, and she could feel his physical presence like a pressure on her skin even though they were careful not to touch.

She shivered, remembering the effortless way his large body held her up against the alley’s brick wall as he pounded into her.

He smiled, but didn’t do anything to give them away, and Roni was pleased he continued to maintain a normal demeanor while at work.

Yet in some ways it made her feel even worse that she’d lied to him. He had no idea the man who’d watched them have sex on Saturday night was her husband Steve. What would he think if he found out?

She stowed her purse in her desk and wandered back to the break room for coffee, barely registering how many people were already there. Roni’s thoughts so distracted her that it took a couple of moments to realize Catherine had been calling her name.

“Hmm? Good morning,” Roni said, looking at the older woman.

Catherine flicked her intricately manicured nails, making the inset gems sparkle. “Where is your head this morning, Veronica?”

“I know,” Jacinda from accounting said. “She’s got that far-away look a woman gets when her handsome young husband gives her a good weekend.” She elbowed Catherine in the ribs while grinning at Roni. “Am I right?”

Asher straightened from pulling a bottle of orange juice from the refrigerator and smirked. “Yes, Roni. Is she right?”

“Yep.” She nodded vigorously, anxious at being put on the spot. “That’s exactly it.”

Asher would assume she’d been daydreaming about him, and gossip-queen Catherine would spread the rumor that her marriage was still going hot and heavy. Which was true.  Adding Asher into the mix had revitalized Steve’s libido to amazing levels.

Everyone shot knowing glances at each other, and there were a flurry of whispers from the group around Catherine.

Roni’s hands trembled as she poured rich-smelling coffee into her mug. Asher might have been able to play it cool at work, but this level of scrutiny made her she worry she’d give the game away.

Asher stepped over to the sink to dump a scoop of vanilla protein powder into his juice, which put him right beside her. He capped the bottle and gave it a vigorous shake until the mixture inside turned a frothy pale orange. After a deep swig, he smacked his lips with satisfaction and caught her watching him. He bent his elbow until his bicep bulged, and he slapped it with his other hand. “Got to keep fueled up. Never know when I might have to lift something.”

He grinned down at her, his words immediately carrying her back to Saturday night, to how easily he’d held up off the ground as his cock worked her to a soaring orgasm. Heat flushed up her chest all the way to her cheeks.

He muttered, “I’ll distract them so you can get away.” Then he spun around, using his widest grin and pouring on the charm. “So, ladies, who wants to tell me all about her wonderful weekend?”

The women preened under his attention, and two started talking at once.

Roni eased around the edge of the room and darted back to the peace of her cubicle.

When Asher walked by minutes later, she mouthed, “Thank you,” and he gave a quick nod.

He really was an okay guy. One she lied to repeatedly. Her stomach lurched.

+++

Her head kept whirling with worry over what to do about Asher, making it hard to focus on work. So after lunch, Roni texted her best friend. Sophie, I really need to talk. They typically got drinks every Friday after work, but Roni couldn’t wait five days.

Hey, girl. You okay? I thought everything went well this weekend?

Weekend was great, she typed. Just need an outsider’s perspective on something.

Edgerton’s at 5:30?

Roni let out a relieved breath. You’re the best!

Don’t you know it!

+++

Never the busiest of bars, Edgerton’s was even deader on a Monday evening than their normal night. They pretty much had the entire place to themselves except for the bartender, and didn’t have any trouble getting their favorite booth.

Roni slid their beer glasses across the scratched lacquer of the dark wood table and settled onto the vinyl bench seat as Sophie sat across from her.

They each took long drinks of their beer, the ale light and refreshing on her tongue.

Then Sophie thunked her glass onto the table and pointed at Roni. “Okay. That’s all the patience I’ve got. Spill!”

As much as she trusted her best friend, saying this out loud was so very hard. She swallowed past the lump in her throat, her voice finally coming out as a wail, “Oh, Soph, I don’t know what to do!”

“Hey, now.” Sophie got up and came around to sit beside her, wrapping an arm across her shoulders and giving her a side hug. “I thought things were going great.”

“They are, and that’s the problem. Steve’s so happy, and the sex with him and Asher’s absolutely fantastic, but…”

Sophie squeezed her tighter. “But?”

“But it’s all based on a lie. Asher has no idea Steve knows, let alone that Steve was the one watching us in the alley.”

“I still want the details on that, but sorry, go on.”

“That’s it. That’s the problem.”

“So you tell Asher.” Sophie shrugged. “If he bails, you find a new guy.”

“Ah, okay.” She grimaced. “There’s another problem.” Roni picked up her beer and drained a good half of it, needing some liquid courage. “I tried to pick up a different guy on Saturday, before I found Asher. He was gorgeous. I mean seriously gorgeous, like a fallen angel sent to tempt women to sin levels of hot. And I couldn’t.”

“Couldn’t what?”

“I couldn’t even make myself kiss him. I used to be like this when I was younger. Strangers always made me… anxious. Too anxious to feel sexy. I thought it was because I was young, but it seems I’m still like that.”

“And that’s okay.” Sophie gave one last squeeze, then pulled her arm back to work her phone. “I’ve heard of stuff like this. Give me a second.” She pulled up a website and held up the screen so they could both read the definitions of different types of sexual orientations.

“That’s it!” Roni pointed at the demisexual entry. “ ‘Feeling sexual attraction only after having an emotional connection with another person.’ That’s what I am!” Other people were like this? There was even a word for it! The knot in her stomach eased.

“See, it’s not strange at all,” Sophie said.

“But how do I make that work with cuckolding? Steve wants me to be with other men, but I’ve got this.”

Sophie’s lips twisted as she stared into the distance for a moment. “It’s a bit of a puzzle, no lie, but I imagine you start by talking to him.”

“You make it sound so easy, but you’re right.” She took another sip of beer. “Now enough about me. How are you doing?”

“Evans hinted that I’m up for a promotion at work.”

“That’s amazing! Tell me everything.” Roni needed to hear some good news and welcomed the distraction.

+++

It took Roni another couple of days to work up the courage to approach Steve. On Thursday evening, she paused their most recent Netflix binge as the credits rolled on the first episode instead of letting it continue on to the next.

Steve stirred beside her on the couch.

She half turned to face him, pulling her knee up onto the cushion. “Do you remember how we started dating?”

“Of course. We met in Psychology 101. We joined the same study group because we were two of the only seniors who’d put the class off instead of taking it freshman year.”

She nodded. “But do you remember how you first asked me out and—”

“—you shot me down hard.” He slapped a hand over the middle of his chest and keeled over as if shot, then pushed back up to sitting.

She laughed, so happy to have her playful husband back, even as her heart skipped. She didn’t want to lose this! “We studied together all semester, and when you asked me out at the end I said yes.”

“I simply had to try again. When you said yes I felt like the luckiest guy alive.” His beautiful green eyes sparkled. “I don’t know what I did to change your mind, but I’m glad you did.”

“Well, it wasn’t exactly anything you did.” She fiddled with the hem of her t-shirt, looking down to where she rolled it between her fingers.

He reached out and took her hand, stopping the nervous movement. “Hey, what’s this about?”

“I… I figured out I’m demisexual.” She picked up her phone and held it out to let him read the entry she had open.

His eyes flicked across the text. “Okay.”

“Okay?” She glared. “Don’t you realize what this means? You want me to be with other guys, but I-I can’t. I tried last Saturday. There was this guy, this really gorgeous guy, and I couldn’t even kiss him!”

“And yet everything worked out.”

“Because I know Asher! But if it’s not him, I…” She fluttered a hand and stared at him, miserable, seeing no way to end that sentence. The last thing she wanted was for their marriage to go back to the joyless, sexless thing it had been only a few weeks ago.

“Then it’s Asher.”

“About that.” She looked away. “I don’t think I can keep lying to him.”

Steve’s fingers were warm as they cupped her jaw to turn her to face him. “Then we don’t lie anymore. We lay all our cards on the table and see what he says. Like I told you, I want this to be whatever works for you.”

“Even if it messes everything up?” Her bottom lip trembled.

“Even if.” Steve kissed her, his lips soft and gentle, then he wrapped her in his arms. “We’ll work something out. We’ve made it this far.”

Roni wished she could believe him.

+++

The next day at work, Roni called out as Asher walked by. “Asher, can you help me?”

He stepped into her cubicle. “Sure, Roni. What’s up?”

She stood and shoved her chair out of the way. “I think I’ve unplugged something to do with my printer, but my arms are too short to reach,” she said loudly so everyone in the office could hear. “I was wondering if you could take a look.”

They squatted side by side, and Asher murmured, “If you wanted me on my knees, you only had to ask.” He gave her a devilish smirk.

She choked back a laugh and whispered, “I wanted to ask you out, for Saturday.”

“It does seem to be our night.”

“But I wanted to do something a little different. I thought maybe we could skip the club, and you could come straight to my house. Nine o’clock?” It was earlier than they’d been meeting at the club, but she didn’t see any reason to put things off until later.

He raised an eyebrow, but nodded. Then he said loudly, “I think I see it. Okay, try it now.”

Roni stood and made loud clacking noises on her keyboard, then sent a test page to her printer, which hummed to audible life. “That’s it. Thanks!”

“Happy to help.”

She only hoped those words proved true once he knew the truth.

+++

Sophie grinned at Roni from across the booth at Edgerton’s. “So it’s on for tomorrow night?” She wiggled her eyebrows in a suggestive manner.

“There might not be any ‘it’ about it,” Roni says. “Asher might say no.”

“He’s been sniffing after for you for ages. He’s already come back for seconds, and I imagine that taste only made him want more.”

Roni whirled her beer glass around on the tabletop, spreading the condensation ring wider and wider. “Maybe.”

“Besides, you’re offering him a level of kink he can’t get just anywhere.”

“If he’s into it.” Asher’s comments seemed to indicate he liked her being a bit wild, but it didn’t mean he wanted to have sex with her in front of Steve.

“I don’t know. He seems the type to like showing off for another man. All alpha and well hung.” Sophie’s eyes went a little dreamy. “Imagine all the time he must spend lifting weights at the gym to look like that.”

Big solid muscle surrounding her, moving over her. The effortless way he’d lifted her for wall sex. Roni shivered as desire flared hot in her belly.

+++

By eight thirty on Saturday evening, Roni was a jangle of nerves, but she forced herself to finish getting ready. As she slid into her sexiest underwear set in ivory lace trimmed with black ribbon, she imagined Asher peeling it off her while Steve watched. Her vag clenched.

She smoothed her hands over the dark blue top she’d picked out. It wrapped across her torso, held closed by two little ties, one inside, one out. Perhaps it had been presumptuous to wear something easy access, hoping it would get used, but what the hell. Besides, it also had a wide, plunging neckline that did wonderful things for her cleavage.

Steve had helped her pick out her skirt—and it was always going to be a skirt since Asher clearly like them—a black micromini with built in stretch. It showed a lot of leg and also came off easily. She’d left her hair down and had gone lighter on the makeup than her typical clubbing look.

She completed the outfit with strappy black heels that made her legs look wonderfully long. As she reached the bottom of the stairs and walked into the living room, they made a confident clicking noise on the wooden floor, but it was a confidence she didn’t quite feel.

Steve came in from the kitchen carrying wine and two glasses. He poured the deep red liquid into one and pressed it into her hand. “You look beautiful.”

“Thanks.” She took a swig.

“Are you sure you want me to wait in the kitchen? I could be in here with you, help you tell him.”

She shook her head. “Let me try. I’ll call out if I need you.”

As if on cue, the doorbell rang.

He gave her a quick kiss and disappeared into the kitchen.

Roni took another sip of wine before setting the glass on the coffee table. “You can do this,” she whispered. Then she squared her shoulders and walked to the front door.

Asher stood there in a tight pair of jeans dyed the deepest indigo and a light-blue button up shirt. He’d rolled the sleeves up to show the strong muscles of his tan forearms. He looked wonderful.

His eyes roved over her, growing hot with appreciation.

“Come in.” She stepped to the side.

Once the door closed behind him, he spun around and caught her in his arms, pressing a hot kiss to her mouth.

Her hands slid up his chest to clasp his shoulders, and she found herself rising on tiptoe, her body straining forward.

Asher growled, and the noise jolted her back to her senses. Reluctantly, she pulled away and walked into the living room.

He followed, a tiny frown creasing his brow.

Roni sat on the couch and poured the second glass of wine, using the bottle to gesture to the cushion beside her. “Join me?”

When he sat and picked up his glass, she grabbed her own and took a slow sip, buying a few more seconds of everything being perfect.

But the silence grew uncomfortable.

“Asher, I—”

He held up a hand. “Look, I get it. It was fun, but you want to end it. You’re worried about what’ll happen at work. Don’t be. I’m cool.” He went to stand.

“No!” She grabbed onto his arm to tug him back down. “I don’t want this to end.”

He sat, and a look of panic crossed his face. “You’re not about to tell me you’re madly in love with me and leaving your husband so we can be together?”

“No!”

He huffed out a relieved breath. She should have been upset at his rejection of a serious relationship, but it wasn’t what she wanted either, so there wasn’t much sting.

“Then what is it?”

“I…” She swallowed. “I haven’t been completely honest with you.”

He smiled. “Well, we’ve already dismissed the two worst-case scenarios, so how bad can it be?”

“It’s about Steve.” She looked him in the eye. “He knows about us.”

Asher’s body jolted, and he reached out to touch her shoulder. “Is he mad? Did he hurt you?”

“What? No! It’s the opposite.” She took a sip for courage, then upended her glass when the sip didn’t do anything.

He waited.

“Steve wants me to be with you. He likes it.” She continued at a whisper, “He likes to watch.”

Asher’s eyes widened. “So the video…”

She nodded. “And it was him… in the alley.”

He shot to his feet to pace back and forth between the coffee table and the television, running a hand over his hair repeatedly. “Let me get this straight. Your husband likes if you fuck other guys. Can he not get it up or something?”

She snorted a laugh. “It’s really not that. Our sex life is better than ever.”

“Any you’re telling me because…?”

“I didn’t want to lie to you anymore.” She gave a little smile. “Plus, I used my one idea for how he could watch us without you knowing last week. I figured it was time for the truth.”

He completed a few more laps of pacing. “What do you want from me?”

“What are you willing to do? More videos? Or… would you be willing to have Steve watch… in person?”

He came to a dead halt, staring at her. “Damn, woman. You just get kinkier and kinkier.”

She watched his face, butterflies flapping frantically in her stomach.

Then he burst into a huge smile. “I like it.”

Roni’s heart skipped as she jumped to her feet. “Really?”

“Really.”

Roni ran around the coffee table as fast as her heels allowed to throw herself on Asher.

His hands cradled her ass, pulling her high and tight against his hard body. His mouth opened over hers, his tongue plunging inside, insistent. Roni lifted one leg to coil it around his thigh, provoking happy callbacks to last weekend and allowing her to grind her mound against his growing erection.

“Knock, knock. It got awfully quiet in here.”

They pulled apart to find Steve leaning against the kitchen doorjamb.

“He said yes!” Roni called out happily.

Her husband smiled. “So I see.”

“You’re really cool with this?” Asher asked.

“More than cool,” Steven said. “Ecstatic.”

Asher pointed a finger at Steve. “I’m not into dudes.”

Her husband raised his hands. “This isn’t about that. This is about you and Roni.”

“And you watching.”

“If you’ll let me.”

Asher shrugged. “Hell, I’m game to try. If it’s not my thing, we can always do more videos.”

“Do you want to go upstairs?” Roni asked. She’d put fresh sheets on the bed, hoping things would work out.

“Why don’t we stay here?” Asher glanced around, taking in the size of the living room, which was much larger than the master bedroom. He pointed to the far end of the room and looked at Steve. “You stay over there.”

Without complaint, Steve grabbed a wooden chair from the dining room and settled into place, an eager gleam in his eye.

“Now, I want to unwrap my present.” Asher’s clever fingers tugged at the bow on Roni’s side, and half of her deep-blue top feel open.

She held the flap of cloth aside so he could untie the second bow, then with a shrug, the blouse slipped from her shoulders to fall the floor.

Asher’s eyes grew hot and dark, and they flicked to Steve and then back to her. He smirked. His hands slid around her hips and over her ass cheeks to find the skirt’s zipper. In a flash, he had it undone, and it slipped down her legs to pool at her ankles.

Roni set a hand on his chest to steady herself and stepped out of the bundle of fabric, kicking it out of the way.

Asher grasped her hands and held them out from her sides. “Aren’t you something.”

A hot flush rose from her chest to flame her cheeks, but Roni met his gaze.

He let go of her hands so his fingers could trace the edges of her bra, sending shivers racing across her skin and desire coiling in her center. “This is nice. Did you wear it for me?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

He stepped back. “Take it all off. I want to see you.” Their previous two encounters had both been partially clothed.

She unclipped the front clasp of her bra and peeled it open to shrug it from her shoulders. Then she slid her hands along her sides to push down her panties, feeling them leave a trail of dampness on her inner thighs.

Left in nothing but her strappy heels, she stood.

“Beautiful,” Asher growled, and in the second before he caught her up, she saw Steve, his eyes intent, his face filled with glee.

Then Asher was on her, his body hot and hard. Her nipples pebbled against his chest as his mouth took hers, his tongue demanding entry. The rough denim of his jeans scraped across her mound, but she kept rubbing herself against him, needing more.

She pushed away just enough to raise her hands between them, her fingers hasty as they worked at the buttons. She wanted him naked too. His muscles bunched as her hands stroked over his skin. His chest was so big! She dug her fingers in, loving the firmness of his bulk. Her hands scrambled to push the shirt from his shoulders, but his arms still held her, and he was too strong for her to make any headway.

He chuckled as they finally broke apart. “Let me.” He stripped away his shirt and toed off his shoes, kicking them aside.

Roni coiled her hands in the waistband of his jeans, the backs of her fingers caressing his hard abs and making him hiss. She popped open the button, and his erection seemed to push the zipper along, it slid down so easily. It sprang forward, barely contained by his blue boxers, and it was her turn to chuckle as giddy delight filled her. His cock was so gorgeously big and hard! If Steve being in the room bothered him, it certainly didn’t show.

With impatient hands, he shucked off his jeans, taking his boxers and socks with them and tossing everything onto the couch. Then he stood before her, gloriously naked, his cock jutting toward her, its head flushed dark. His thighs were corded with muscle, leading up to his toned waist. He even had the two vertical indentations framing his six-pack. Wide shoulders built on lots of solid chest and back muscle capped the effect. He was a statue of male perfection come to life.

Then that statue moved. Asher grabbed her hips and walked her backward to the end of the couch. With seemingly no effort, he picked up the end table and set it out of the way. Then he turned her around, pushing lightly on her upper back until she bent over, her hands braced on the arm of the couch, her body making a ninety degree angle that put her ass high in the air.

Wood scraped on wood as Steve dragged his chair sideways to get a better angle. Roni looked over to find him watching avidly, licking his lips and barely seeming to breathe. Lust tingled through her.

Asher demanded her attention, his hands insistent as they roamed over her body, leaving licks of heat with every touch. His fingers slipped between her legs, sliding through slickness to tease her entrance as he groaned, “God, you’re so wet.”

Pleasure shot through her as first one finger, then two, plunged inside, spreading her open as she gasped. His hand continued to work at her until she pressed back into him, her body demanding more.

With a dark chuckle, he withdrew his hand and draped across her back, his body hot and heavy as it pressed into her. His fingers dug at his jean’s pocket, pulling out a condom. He stood and ripped open the packet, then in a few seconds, she felt his fat head nudge her opening.

He pressed inwards, spreading her wide with delicious pressure.

Roni spread her legs, tipping her ass up to improve the angle.

Asher grabbed her hips and slid deeper, and tingling sensations built, causing her vag to clench tight around him. He hissed and his hips jerked, shoving him a few inches deeper. With another thrust, he hit bottom, buried within her, stretching her to her limits.

Roni moaned, the pleasure sharp.

He paused there, balls deep. “You like that, don’t you? My cock. The way it feels. The way I fuck you. Tell him. Tell him how much you like it.” Asher wrapped a hand in her hair and tugged her head up and around to face Steve.

Her husband hovered on the edge of the chair, looking as if he wanted to leap from it to get closer. But he hung poised, his eyes dark and intent, his jeans tented in excitement.

“I like it,” she said, voice high and breathy.

Steve shuddered.

Asher thrust harder, going even farther so that he hit a spot deep inside.

“Oh!” she called out. “Oh, god.”

He repeated the movement, wringing a cry from her each time until she became a writhing thing of want, the world reduced to nothing but the feel of his huge cock pounding into her.

Soon it all became too much, the exquisite feel of hot hardness deep inside combined with the press of Steve’s gaze. Pleasure climbed higher and higher, leaving her panting, her heart thudding. With a wail, she came, fierce delight flashing along her nerves, setting them sizzling as her internal muscles clamped tight.

Asher groaned, moving even faster for a last few strokes until he buried himself so deeply that he lifted her feet from the ground for long seconds. When he lowered her back to the floor and slid out of her, her knees gave out, and she tipped herself forward over the end of the couch to keep from hitting the floor.

Steve hurried over and smoothed her hair out of her face. “You okay?”

“I’m fantastic.” She grinned up at him as he helped her stand. He stripped out of his button-up shirt, leaving him in a tight t-shirt. He wrapped it around her and closed a few of the buttons. It hit her mid-thigh, but rode up as she collapsed onto the couch.

Asher returned from the bathroom in the hall, already wearing his boxers. He walked around to the couch from the far side from Steve and cleared his throat.

She looked up at him.

“My jeans.”

She was sitting on them. “Oh.” She hovered and fished them out from under her to hand them over.

Asher pulled his clothes on.

Steve propped himself on the arm of the couch and waved Asher into a seat at the other end, Roni in between.

It probably should have been awkward, but she had too many endorphins flooding her system for nerves.

Her husband cleared his throat, but his voice still came out a little horse. “I’d say that went well.”

Roni nodded, then looked over at Asher. “What do you think?”

“I’d like to keep seeing Roni.” He glanced at Steve. “I don’t know that I want you there every single time.”

“Fair enough. Would you be willing to make more videos?”

“They won’t go on the internet?”

“No. You have my word.” Steve sat a hand on her shoulder. “I’d never expose Roni like that.”

Asher considered, then nodded. “Okay.”

“How often?” Roni asked.

“Saturdays have been working well for me. I have… commitments on other nights.”

She should have expected as much, a gorgeous guy like him. But it didn’t bother her—she had Steve after all. Her demisexuality didn’t demand that she love Asher, just that she know him and feel comfortable with him.

“Saturdays it is then.” Her husband shifted beside her, and she could feel the energy vibrating in him. Steve had waited long enough for his own gratification. Roni stood, and both men jumped to their feet.

Asher leaned over to give her a kiss. “See you Monday.”

And just like that, they had an arrangement.

+++

The front door clicked shut, and Steve trotted back into the room to fall to his knees in front of her. He wrapped his arms around her and shoved aside the flaps of his shirt to bury his nose in her mound, breathing loudly. Then he looked up at her. “You are a goddess, my beautiful wife.”

“We did it!” She smiled down at him.

“You did it. Now let me show you how much I appreciate it.”

He propped her on the edge of the couch. Anxious fingers unbuttoned the shirt and shoved it open so he could flick his tongue over her clit.

“Ah!” Her hips bucked, her nub already sensitive from her previous orgasm.

He grinned up at her, delighted and devilish, and licked her again and again. His fingers spread her wide, exposing her clit to more direct stimulation as he teased and sucked and drove her crazy. He knew her body so well that he soon had her pleasure soaring, and he held his tongue against her and fluttered it over her nub with the perfect amount of pressure.

Her hips lifted, and her head tipped back in a scream as her orgasm crashed over her in a wave of sensation.

Before she could recover, he pulled her to the edge of the couch cushion and unzipped his jeans. Kneeling on the floor, he was the perfect height to slide right into her, his cock deliciously hard. Her walls spasmed around him, clutching at his erection greedily.

But he teased her, moving slow and steady, refusing to speed up even when she raised her legs to dig her feet into his ass, the heels giving her extra traction. His lovely green eyes watched her face closely. “You were so beautiful when he fucked you,” he said, his voice horse. “God, watching you with Asher tonight was the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen.” He pistoned forward until he was deep inside.

She whimpered, so sensitive.

“Did you like it? Did his big cock feel good?”

“Yes,” she whispered as he moved inside her, not exactly small himself. “Yes.”

Steve leaned in to capture one of her nipples in his mouth, and she squirmed as the wet heat sent electricity shooting straight to her core. He nipped in a sharp flash of sensation then switched to her other breast, ratcheting her desire ever higher.

When he straightened back up, he pulled her hips closer, changing the angle so his head pressed her g-spot.

She looked down to where their bodies joined, watching his cock plunge slowly in and out of her. “Please,” she said. “More.”

His thumb found her clit, swirling around it even as he refused to speed up. Yet that was perfect. The feel of him deep, then moving across her g-spot combined with his thumb teasing her sensitive nub pushed her pleasure even higher until she came, the world going black around the edges, her gasps leaving her too breathless to even scream.

Steven shouted enough for both of them, his head tipped back, face filled with ecstasy. How she loved seeing him like that.

He collapsed forward onto her, and they lay panting.

+++

When they could move again, he scooted her back and around on the couch and lay down beside her. “It’s been a while since I’ve come that hard,” he said.

“Me too.” She shivered as an aftershock gave her another little burst of delight.

“I love you, Roni.” He pressed a sweet, lingering kiss to her lips.

“I love you, Steve.”

As they lay entwined, basking in the afterglow, she ran a hand lazily through her husband’s thick, curly hair, enjoying the rasp of it against her fingers. Her body hummed in satisfaction.

It’s only been three weeks, but I’ve certainly gotten used to such great sex, she thought. In fact, I think I’m already spoiled by it.

But that was okay. Asher had agreed to be their bull, Steve was thrilled, and she was one lucky woman.

She really could have them both.

The End
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SECOND BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY

A BEAUTIFUL START

The stranger kisses her with heated intensity, his hands grasping her hips. She shivers with lust. This is exactly what she needs.

Monogamy is the one thing Sophie can’t stomach. She craves new men in her bed and lots of them. Yet she also longs for love.

Cuckold Trey could be the perfect answer to her problem, if he’s truly okay with her one-night stands.

As she tells him about the stranger, his hands grow hot and insistent on her body. This ride’s going to be wild.

A BEAUTIFUL SURPRISE

The stranger’s body pins her to the wall. She squirms with want. Being watched is the hottest thing she’s ever done.

Sophie surprises cuckold Trey. He gets to watch another man take her in person. Yet her plan involves sex in a public alley. She’s worried. For all her wild escapades, she’s never done it in front of an audience before.

She thought she’d only need to perform for her boyfriend. But more strangers arrive, making it extra dirty and wrong. She loves it.

A BEAUTIFUL FUTURE

The stranger’s dark hands trace hot across her skin. Lust races hot through her body, growing with every touch.

With a work promotion gobbling all her free time, Sophie’s itch for one-night stands isn’t getting scratched. She’s aching and restless. Cuckold Trey knows exactly what she needs. He invites her over for dinner complete with a surprise dessert: a sexy dark stranger. Trey watches from only a few feet away.

She never imagined she could have it all. But here she is, taken by one man after the other, her every desire fulfilled.

International readers, find the entire series here:

BEAUTIFUL SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.

Click below for your next story or check the following pages for full descriptions.

Domme Vera Femdom

OFFICE DOMME TRILOGY ONE: Three Femdom Stories

DOMME DISCIPLINE: A Femdom Story

OFFICE DOMME SISSY TRILOGY TWO: Three Femdom Stories

DOMME PUNISHMENT: A Femdom Story

International readers, find them here: OFFICE DOMME SERIES.

Kinky Stories

PADDLE TRILOGY ONE: Three Sexy Spanking Stories

PADDLE TRILOGY TWO: Three Sexy Spanking Stories

DESIRE TRILOGY: Exhibitionism, MFM Menage, Bondage

DOMME DESIRE TRILOGY: Three Femdom Stories

International readers, find them here: PADDLE SERIES or DESIRE SERIES.

Hotwife and Ménage

DOUBLE TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

SWINGERS MENAGE: First Time FFM, FFF, MFFM

FIRST BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

SECOND BEAUTIFUL TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

International readers, find them here: DOUBLE SERIES or BEAUTIFUL SERIES.


Other Stories by Rita Fury

Want kinky femdom stories?
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OFFICE DOMME TRILOGY ONE

OFFICE POLITICS – He lies bound before her, his smart mouth finally silenced. The improvised paddle is solid in her hand. Lust shivers through her.

OFFICE DOMME – Desire races through her as he squirms in discomfort. Her chastity command clearly chafes.

OFFICE SISSY – His face flushes red with humiliation as he shows off the lacy panties he wears. Lust spikes hot in her.

DOMME DISCIPLINE – The grip of the paddle fills her hand with a promising weight as he stands bound and helpless before her. She’s going to make him scream.

OFFICE DOMME SISSY TRILOGY TWO

SISSY MAID – He crawls before her. The short skirt of his frilly maid costume hides nothing. Anticipation shivers through her as she lifts the paddle.

SISSY PET – He’s on his hands and knees, a pretty little kitten all dressed in pink and white. His tail waves high in the air. Delight flashes through her.

SISSY STRAPPED – She bends him over the desk. Her new toy juts from her body, its firm weight ready for action. Lust coils in her belly.

DOMME PUNISHMENT – He lies bound and vulnerable. The large plug is heavy in her hand as she shoves it home. He whines, the noise high and sharp.

International readers, find the entire series here:

OFFICE DOMME SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


Want kinky femdom and exhibitionist stories?
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DESIRE TRILOGY: Exhibitionism, MFM Menage, Bondage

TANGLED DESIRE: An Exhibitionist Story – She’s suspended in midair, held open and ready for him to take her any way he wants.

BOUND DESIRE: An Exhibitionist Story – She stands bound before him, helpless with desire. He’s going make her beg.

TRIPLE DESIRE: An Exhibitionist MFM Menage Story – Sensation overwhelms her. She’s pressed between two men, both focused on her pleasure.

DOMME DESIRE TRILOGY: Three Femdom Stories

DIFFERENT DESIRE: A Femdom Story – She waits breathlessly as the dominatrix adds restraint after restraint to the man’s body, her entire being quivering with blossoming want.

DOMINANT DESIRE: A Femdom Story – He stands bound before her, his bare skin begging for a spanking. Her body tingles with anticipation as she raises her hand.

DOMME DESIRE: A Femdom Story – He’s spread eagle before her, bound and awaiting her touch. Lust shivers through her. She cracks the whip, the audience gasping in surprise.

International readers, find the entire series here:

DESIRE SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


Want sexy spanking stories?
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PADDLE TRILOGY ONE

PADDLE GAMES – Desire shivers through her as he touches her. But she wants more. Taking a chance, she hands him his paddle.

PADDLE ON – The position holds her splayed wide, ready for him. She squirms with want as he picks up his paddle.

PADDLE PLUS – As he slips a blindfold over her eyes, she aches with anticipation. What toy will he use first?

PADDLE TRILOGY TWO

PADDLE PRIMER – Blindfolded, she’s at his mercy. He’s going to use every toy this time.

PADDLE PURE – He’s teased her all day, leaving her squirming with desire. Now she’s finally going to get the attention she craves.

PADDLE PERFECT – He touches her in new places. Her desire sparks hot. It’s her first time… and it’s amazing.

International readers, find the entire series here:

PADDLE SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


Want naughty hotwife and ménage stories?

DOUBLE TRILOGY: Three Hotwife Stories

SEEING DOUBLE: First Time Hotwife – His callused hands glide across her skin, raising shivers. Want pulses through her. It’s the first time a new man has touched her in over a decade.

ON THE DOUBLE: First Time Rear Entry – He touches new places, setting her nerves alight. It’s her first time… and it feels glorious.

DOUBLE THE FUN: First Time Stranger – Desire spikes through her. The man touching her is a complete stranger. She doesn’t even know his name. And she wants it like that, all dirty and forbidden.

[image: ]

SWINGERS MENAGE: First Time FFM, FFF, MFFM

SWINGING TRIPLE: First Time FFM – Sensation overwhelms her. The man presses hot against her back as the woman kisses her passionately. Her husband watches every heated touch.

LESBIAN TRIPLE: First Time FFF – One woman licks her chest while the other caresses her from behind. She’s lost in sensation as desire overwhelms her.

SWINGING FOURSOME: First Time MFFM – Her husband presses into her from behind. She spreads the woman’s thighs, mouth watering for a taste. The other man moans as lust flares through them all.

International readers, find the entire series here:

DOUBLE SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


About the Author

I write steamy stories of women discovering the type of sex they crave with gorgeous men able to fulfill their every desire.

Thanks for reading! If you enjoyed this story, please leave a quick review on Amazon or Goodreads. Reviews mean a lot to independent authors and help other readers find stories they’ll like.

Website   TwitterGoodreads

Find all of my stories here:

US Amazon

For readers in other countries, this link will take you to your local Amazon Site:

International Amazon Sites
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