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		Part One

		

		Dex

		

	
		

		Prologue

		

		Thirty-nine is a very dangerous age; or at least it was for me. I had been married to the same man for nineteen years and I was beyond bored!

		

		I was also feeling that--if I had to sit through another lackluster meeting at my not-very-exciting job, host another backyard barbeque for friends I had known since high school and didn’t really have much in common with any more or watch another shoot-‘em-up, car-chase movie; the kind my husband never seemed to tire of--I’d quietly slip into the bathroom, draw myself a warm tubful of water, lie down in it, and open the veins in my wrists.

		

		Not that I’d ever really do that! I wasn’t brave enough for one thing.

		

		And death seemed so…final somehow; far too permanent a solution to mere boredom. Actually committing suicide also seemed far too melodramatic for someone like me as well: I wasn’t by nature a drama queen.

		

		I had always been that quiet girl nobody really noticed; just a pound or two this side of chubby, a dishwater-blonde instead of a spun-gold-blonde; the one who almost won the spelling bee back in grade school, coming in second to some braniac who could actually spell pterodactyl—where had that fucking “p” come from anyway?

		

		Next year, in twelve short months, I’d turn forty; the big “four-oh”--the absolute end of my youth; that was for sure. It was the first step toward much-dreaded old ladyhood, and it was just around the corner!

		

		So what did I intend to do about it? Sit on the couch, next to my husband, Kevin, watching Sly Stallone and some other old men who should have known better blow up things and pretend to perform stunts onscreen that no one their age could have possibly done, and act as if I was enjoying it as much as he was?

		

		No way, I told myself! It was exactly one day after my thirty-ninth birthday.

		

		Instead, I joined a gym and lost the twelve pounds that had stopped me from becoming a size eight for so many years.

		

		Several months later—after the intense sessions at the gym had worked their magic on my waistline—I splurged; eager to celebrate my success, and had my hair and nails done at a ritzy salon; a day spa which was much more elegant and far pricier than the plane-Jane, neighborhood salon I usually patronized.

		

		And, when the ladies at the spa suggested a bikini wax, I decided to go the whole nine yards: I got a full Brazilian!

		

		It had hurt like hell while it was happening but, standing naked in front of the full-length mirror behind our bedroom door a few days later, I admitted to myself that I really liked the results. Not a hair showing anywhere, from my toes clear up to my new, sleeker belly!

		

		And the hair on top of my head was now a show-stopper as well. I had also sprung for a complete make-over at the day spa; including a new blonde dye-job. It wasn’t platinum; that would be a little over the top for a girl like me.

		

		But no longer was it the dull, brownish-blonde color it had been all my life! My hair was now a luxuriant, golden-blonde tangle of long, wavy curls which came spilling down onto my shoulders.

		

		The ladies at the spa had done a little something with my eyebrows and make up too. The girl staring back at me in that mirror on that triumphant day was no longer an ugly duckling—she had clearly become a…swan!

		

		I simply couldn’t believe my eyes at first. I’d been almost pretty for my whole life.

		

		Now, instead of looking heavy and ponderous in the mirror, my large breasts suddenly seemed full and sensuous instead! My recently toned-up ass—which had always hovered precariously close to being too big—now seemed round and sumptuous and looked downright…alluring instead!

		

		What gives with this? I asked myself incredulously as I stared into that mirror. Twelve pounds isn’t so much; is it? I haven’t lost THAT much weight, have I?

		

		But something about the way I looked definitely was different. And I loved it!

		

		Little did I realize that this change in both the way I saw myself and in the way others did too--was about to alter my whole life irreparably!

		

		It was a combination of things, really; the alteration in the way the world perceived me; the newfound boldness that my new make-over seemed to infuse into my hitherto reserved personality, and the fact that Janet Bolger—for all her analytical skills—proved to be a real ditz behind the wheel of a car!

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		“Janet was in a car wreck?” I asked incredulously.

		

		“A bad one, from what I heard,” my best friend at work, Daisy Monroe, answered somewhat cattily, “Janet was apparently texting something to her boyfriend while she was driving home last night; at least that’s what the State Troopers seem to think.”

		

		“But she was supposed to be the lead girl on the audit team leaving for San Francisco next week,” I responded. “Who are they going to get to replace her?”

		

		“No one knows yet,” Daisy--who was short, far too rotund, and made it her business to know everything in our office as soon as it happened--said. “Maybe they’ll have to bring in someone from New York, since Janet was far and away the sharpest knife in this drawer.”

		

		I resented that! I had always felt I was in Janet’s league as an accountant, even though no one else in our office seemed to share my assessment.

		

		“Well, San Francisco is a real mess,” I answered, shaking my new golden locks for emphasis as I spoke, “at least that’s the rumor. Whoever makes the trip out there will be gone at least a week; that’s a given.”

		

		“Yeah, I sure couldn’t afford to be away that long,” Daisy agreed. “Who would take care of Dave and the kids while I was out of town?”

		

		The big boss, Arthur Smith, chose that moment to stick his head out of the door of his office and say, “Ah, there you are, Madison. Would you kindly step in here for a moment, please?”

		

		He didn’t sound angry--a lot of the time, when you were asked to ‘step into’ Smith’s office for a moment, it meant you were about to get your butt chewed about something you had done; some mistake you had made. Curious as to just why I was being singled out for his attention this morning; I gave Daisy a parting eye-roll and stepped reluctantly into his office

		

		Smith occupied a large cube-shaped room made of glass but equipped with blinds on all sides, so you couldn’t see into it from the outside if he desired some privacy. The blinds had all been drawn this morning. As I stepped inside, he closed the door behind me.

		

		There was another man seated in one of his client chairs and he rose to his feet as I entered the room. He was a little younger than me, and God, was he ever a honey?

		

		Six-foot, three-inches tall to my five-seven, he dwarfed me in every way. His massive shoulders looked to be a mile across underneath that custom-tailored, navy-blue suit he was wearing, and he appeared to have no waist at all; his impressive build tapering down to a “vee”.

		

		“So this is the lucky girl, huh?” Mr. Hunky asked in a velvet-smooth baritone.

		

		He thrust out his right hand and added, “I’m Dex, Dexter Harrison from the home office, and I’m going to lead the audit team that’ll be going to San Francisco.”

		

		“Madison Greaves,” I replied, shaking his offered hand automatically.

		

		“We want you to replace Janet on the audit team,” my boss, Smith, chimed in just then. “How would you feel about doing that, Maddy?”

		

		My heart seemed to stop. Was this really happening? After all these years of being number two to girls like Janet; was I now suddenly being promoted to number one?

		

		Immediately, my thoughts turned to my husband Kevin and how he would take the news of this little out-of-town auditing junket. Not well, I was guessing.

		

		Kevin was a creature of habit. He liked to watch the same television shows each week, grousing when one of them was cancelled or otherwise ended. He even grumbled when the networks chose to switch the night on which one of his favorites was shown.

		

		Whatever would Kevin do if I left him on his own for a whole week? I asked myself nervously.

		

		Our daughter, Carrie, normally could have filled in for me in the past, but she was now enrolled in a college a couple of states distant. And Kevin wasn’t good in the kitchen: he’d probably burn the house down, attempting to cook himself the simplest of meals!

		

		“Well, do you want the assignment or not?” Smith asked somewhat petulantly, glancing over at Dexter Harrison in an apologetic fashion, obviously disconcerted by hesitation.

		

		Harrison said to me in a challenging tone, “Maybe she’s not the girl for this assignment after all. I want someone heading up my team who’s decisive, not wishy-washy.”

		

		I saw the opportunity of a lifetime slipping away, due to my own reluctance to make a quick decision! I cleared my throat and managed to croak, “I’ll do it! I’d be happy to do it! When do we leave?”

		

		“At the start of next week, bright and early on Monday morning,” Dex Harrison said, turning the full force of his considerable, hazel-eyed charm on me. “That gives you all weekend to set your house in order.”

		

		He glanced down at my left hand and said, staring at my wedding ring, “How’s your husband going to feel about you being gone all week?”

		

		“He…he’ll be fine with it!” I lied.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		I took the precaution of making Kevin’s absolute favorite meal for dinner that evening; broiled steak, mashed potatoes, and steamed broccoli. And the wine I picked up on the way home was way more expensive than the one I usually purchased when I fixed this meal.

		

		Maybe I should spend the whole weekend cooking; making things for him to microwave while I’m gone, I thought nervously as I set the table, awaiting Kevin’s arrival.

		

		I scuttled that idea almost as soon it popped into my mind. This weekend would be spent packing for a weeklong business trip—something I’d never done before—and I would be much too busy to cook a bunch of meals for the freezer.

		

		Kevin would just have to fend for himself while I was gone. Maybe he could eat out or order in most nights.

		

		Can a guy really live on pizza, beer, and McDonald’s for a whole week? I asked myself worriedly as I waited for him to get home…

		

		****

		

		“Man, this steak is just right, honey!” Kevin remarked enthusiastically, his mouth still stuffed with steak and mashed potatoes as he spoke. “What’s the occasion?”

		

		I fidgeted in my chair. The Moment of Truth was here: I’d never have a better opening than the one he’d just given me.

		

		“Uh…something happened at work today,” I started out tentatively.

		

		His head snapped back up from his plate. My husband looked at me in mild panic as he asked, “You didn’t get laid off or something, did you, babe?”

		

		“No, no, it’s nothing like that,” I quickly assured him. “As a matter of fact, what happened today may lead to a promotion for me, if I play my cards right.”

		

		Kevin’s broad face broke into a relieved smile as he said, “A promotion, huh? That’s great news! I was afraid for a minute there that we’d have to put off buying that new RV we’ve been talking about.”

		

		That YOU’VE been talking about, I corrected him mentally: I couldn’t have cared less about our buying a newer, even more expensive vehicle that we used just once a year.

		

		The new RV had become a sensitive point between us. Kevin loved to fish and I didn’t.

		

		Every summer, we spent one whole weekend cleaning up our current, smaller RV, in preparation for our annual trek up to some God-forsaken hellhole of a lake, so he could “wet a line”. I rarely went out in our boat with him, content to spend my time back at camp, reading a novel or trying to watch television on our undependable, satellite-dish based flat screen.

		

		“Yeah, well maybe we can afford to go on a real vacation this year, and buy the new RV,” I said, “if this promotion works out the way I hope it will.”

		

		A ‘real’ vacation to me was a trip up to the northeast to see autumn’s fantastic foliage, or us booking a flight to somewhere exotic and warm in the dead of the Illinois winter, like Mexico or Hawaii. It wasn’t getting feasted on by hordes of mosquitoes next to some remote lake up in Michigan, just so Kevin could catch a bunch of fish we’d end up throwing out next winter, when we came across them in the freezer out in the garage, all freezer-burned and inedible!

		

		“I’m going to have to be out of town for a while, in order to earn my shot at this promotion,” I warned him.

		

		“Oh, how long is ‘a while’, honey?” He asked casually, going back to his steak with gusto, clearly daydreaming about his new RV.

		

		“Approximately a week,” I replied softly, as if I was hoping that saying it quietly would help cushion the blow.

		

		“A week,” he exclaimed, forking a big piece of meat into his mouth, “that’s a long goddamn time, babe!”

		

		“It is,” I agreed, “but you don’t get something for nothing. I have to fly out to San Francisco as part of an audit team; lead girl on the team.”

		

		“California…the land of fruits and nuts,” Kevin mused, now lost in thought as he swallowed his mouthful of steak. “You’d better be careful out there, or you’re liable to meet some dyke who’ll turn you into a lezzy!”

		

		He laughed at his own crude joke and then went back to eating. I didn’t even smile, but he never noticed: he just kept shoveling in the food.

		

		Instead, I sat there wondering when the shy, handsome man I had married nineteen years ago had morphed into Archie Bunker…

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		“Monday,” he muttered disbelievingly, “this coming Monday; two days from now?”

		

		I reached over and turned out my nightstand light, plunging our bedroom into darkness. I had waited until just now to mention that my audit trip was coming up sooner, rather than later.

		

		Predictably, he hadn’t been pleased with that news either. At first, he had looked shocked; then he had acted hurt.

		

		Now disbelief had settled in. He reached over and put his hand on my shoulder, saying, “And what am I supposed to do about…this, while you’re gone?”

		

		His big hand moved down onto my nightgown, above my left breast. Kevin began to knead it gently through the satiny material.

		

		I know I shouldn’t have felt that way, but I was tempted to laugh out loud. Like most long-married couples, our sex life had dwindled down to a few unspectacular times a month, at most.

		

		If we made love tonight, Kevin normally wouldn’t have wanted sex again until well into next month!

		

		But I didn’t say that to him. I knew my husband and his fragile male ego too well for that.

		

		Instead, I reached toward his jockey shorts and took his semi-flaccid manhood into my hand. I stroked it through his underwear as he continued to palm my breasts, until both our bodies began to feel firmer than they had a minute before.

		

		“Take it out,” he gasped, clamping down on my nipple through my nightie. “Play with it a little, why don’t you, babe?”

		

		I slid the elastic on his shorts down under his testicles and took his rapidly hardening rod in my fist. He groaned loudly as I began to move the skin up and down his stiff shaft and eased the strap of my nightgown off my shoulder, so that he could access my bare breast.

		

		“Suck my nipples while I stroke you,” I urged him.

		

		I wasn’t really turned on yet, but I was getting there. Luckily, my fuse has always been a short one: I’m easily aroused!

		

		Over the years, that fact had proven to be a blessing in some ways; a curse in others. Ever since I’d begun developing breasts, I’d had more than had a few boyfriends. And not a small number of them had ended up sucking my nipples or going even further!

		

		I had never thought of myself as a slut—I only said yes to guys I was going steady with—but I had to admit that had turned out to be quite a few boys and men, over my teenage and young adult years, as I looked back on it now. Not something I was proud of, in retrospect, but a fact, nevertheless.

		

		I’d regarded Kevin as special when I’d first met him. He’d been unfailingly polite; a gentle, undemanding bed partner; and he had really seemed to be in love with me—not just my lush young body, the way some of my previous boyfriends had been.

		

		And, over all, we’d enjoyed a good life together. We had a beautiful, vivacious, overachiever of a daughter, our own small house--which was nearly paid for--in a middle-class Chicago suburb, cars to drive that were almost new, nice furniture, and a set of matching china for special occasions; all of the things a girl dreams about, growing up.

		

		The two of us had realized American Dream, really, in our own small way. We were way better off than some of our friends, who’d married around the same time we had and had gotten divorced not once but several times over the same period, leaving kids with no fathers and nothing but bitterness and acrimony in their wake.

		

		I mused on all this as I fondled my husband’s average-sized penis. Abruptly, I decided to give him something special to remember this night by when I was out of town, sliding down on the bed until my mouth was even with his hard on.

		

		“Oh, oh, Goddamn, babe,” Kevin wheezed as I began to lick just the head of his by now very stiff cock while I continued to stroke it. “It’s been so long since you’ve done this for me!”

		

		Not as long as it’s been since you used your tongue on me, I thought wryly, as I slipped it inside my mouth and began to bob my head in and out…

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		There were two other people on the audit team besides Dex Harrison and myself; Sue Chandler and Bob Boyette; young accounting clerks who would handle all of the support duties. The four of us met out at O’Hare on Monday morning at ten o’clock, where we stood in a line to check in our luggage and receive our boarding passes.

		

		It was nearly a five hour flight out to the west coast and our plane wasn’t scheduled to leave until noon. With the two-hour time difference, that meant we would arrive in San Francisco at something like three o’clock in the afternoon, local time, if there were no delays and we left on right on time.

		

		“Ever been to Frisco before?” Dex Harrison queried me as we stood in line to board.

		

		“No, never,” I replied, “but its one place I’ve always wanted to visit.”

		

		“What do you want to see while you’re there?” He asked the question conversationally.

		

		I smiled and answered, “Oh, I don’t know…the Golden Gate Bridge, I guess; and the Bay and just…everything!”

		

		“Everything might be a tall order,” Harrison replied, flashing me that charming smile of his. “But we’ll see what we can do.”

		

		“I expect we’ll be trapped in some conference room with a gaggle of computers, looking at tons of numbers,” I said, “with no time left over for sightseeing.”

		

		“I’m the leader of this team,” he told me in a soft voice. “If I say there’s time, there’ll be time; especially for a lady as beautiful as you are, Maddy.”

		

		My heart began to hammer as I looked up at him. He was hitting on me! Gorgeous, sure-of-himself, way-younger-than-me Dex Harrison was actually hitting on me!

		

		It had been years since anyone had done that, but not that many years! I still remembered what a guy who was definitely…interested in me as a woman looked like!

		

		****

		

		“The two of us are up here,” Rex Harrison said, firmly taking my arm and guiding me into the first class section of the plane with him.

		

		“B-But we’re supposed to be flying coach with the others, surely!” I stammered as he eased me down into a lush, leather-upholstered seat, right next to the window.

		

		“Coach is for peons,” Rex said with a sly grin, “not for us team leaders.”

		

		“We’ll get in trouble with the company,” I protested.

		

		“I’m the fair-haired boy from headquarters, remember?” He said, taking the seat next to me. “This is my team, and what I say goes.”

		

		He stopped the passing flight attendant and said, “Two glasses of champagne, please.”

		

		“I thought you had to wait until we were airborne for cocktail service,” I said with wonder in my voice at this bold new world of flying first class and demanding instant service.

		

		“Not in first class, you don’t,” Rex Harrison assured me with a smug little smile.

		

		Seconds later, I was sipping a well chilled flute of so-so champagne, looking out the window at the tarmac of O’Hare.

		

		This isn’t really happening to me, I told myself, it’s all a dream. I’m not really sitting here, next to Mr. Hunky, in first class, with him coming on to me!

		

		“It’s probably going to be too late by the time we retrieve our luggage and get checked into our hotel to make it into the office today,” Rex said just then. “How about meeting me in the hotel bar an hour after we check in instead, sexy?”

		

		I swallowed hard, not knowing what to say to that. He smiled once more and added: “We can talk over our plan of attack for tomorrow, and then catch some dinner together somewhere. San Francisco is just full of great restaurants.”

		

		I still didn’t say anything, too stunned by the lightning pace of this seduction offensive of his to respond. He leaned over and whispered, “You have to eat; so do I. We may as well dine together. What do you say?”

		

		Time seemed to stop. I agonized over my response, but at last I heard myself saying, “That sounds okay…I guess.”

		

		****

		

		The cab pulled up in front of the Omni Hotel at just after four, local time; that meant it was six o’clock, back in Chicago. Plenty of time to get checked in, go up to my room, call Kevin at home, and still meet Dex down in the hotel bar in an hour—if I decided I wanted to do that!

		

		Meeting Dex for cocktails sounded dangerous. Going to dinner with him afterward was definitely dangerous!

		

		He’s trying to seduce me, I thought as I unloaded my suitcase from the trunk of the cab, that’s obvious; Dex as much as said so on the airplane.

		

		An affair…that’s what he wanted! No talk of a future together, nothing more than a quick “roll in the hay”!

		

		I had never in my life thought about that before. Kevin wasn’t exactly Mr. Excitement, but he was my husband, after all! And I was committed to my marriage…wasn’t I?

		

		These were the questions I asked myself as I checked into the hotel with the others. Having an affair with this handsome young guy would be so easy, after all!

		

		Sue and Bob, the other members of the audit team, were booked on another floor entirely, as it turned out. Dex and I, on the other hand, were just across the hall from one another. I could slip over to his room, or he to mine during the night, and no one would ever be the wiser!

		

		I’D know about it, I admonished myself sternly as I rode up with the others in the elevator.

		

		Sue and Bob got off on the third floor, Dex and I rode up to the fifth floor alone. As I inserted my room card into the electronic lock, he glanced down at his watch and said, “Meet you in the bar in an hour.”

		

		My heart went into overdrive as I realized I was going to do just that…

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		“Hey, how’s it going?” I asked my husband—trying for ultra casual and not quite pulling it off--when he answered our home phone.

		

		I suddenly realized my inability to completely cover my nervousness and the guilt I was experiencing over having drinks and dinner with another man wouldn’t matter to Kevin: I heard the blare of the Monday Night Football pre-game show in the background as I waited for him to answer me. His voice sounded clearer when he came back on the line than it had before: he had swallowed a big mouthful of something he’d been eating.

		

		“Great, so far,” he said. “I’m wolfing down a pizza and waiting for the game to start. How’s San Francisco?”

		

		“Nice, from what I’ve seen of it so far,” I answered, glancing around my incredibly posh room at the Omni. “We’re all going out to dinner soon.”

		

		Why did I say that? Why did I lie to my husband?

		

		Bob and Sue had pointedly not been invited out to dinner by Dex; just me, just the two of us!

		

		“Sounds good,” Kevin said, absently; clearly distracted by the television. “Call me later in the week.”

		

		And like that, he was gone! Feeling abandoned by my clueless husband, I shut off my cell phone and dropped it back into my purse.

		

		I went into the bathroom and to check my hair and make up. I was relieved to discover that both had survived the flight intact. Casting about for something else to do to help wile away what was left of the hour until I was to meet Dex downstairs, I proceeded to unpack both my bags and put everything in its proper place inside the closet and the drawers of my room.

		

		All of a sudden, I had an inspiration! Sitting down on my king size bed, I got out cell phone again and scrolled through my numbers, looking for Liz Howard’s.

		

		Liz, Daisy, and I had been like the Three Musketeers, before Liz’s husband had been transferred to Dallas last year. She’d been able to find work with our company down there, since the corporate headquarters was located right outside the city.

		

		Now, if only her old cell number still worked…

		

		****

		

		It didn’t, but there was still a recording on the line, giving callers her new cell number. I dialed it, really anxious to talk to my old friend but with an ulterior motive behind my call as well.

		

		Dexter Harrison worked out of headquarters. Liz might just know Dex, or know of him! I intended to ask her all about him, if she did.

		

		I got lucky and she answered on the second ring, saying, “Madison Greaves, as I live and breathe! I haven’t heard from you in ages!”

		

		“Well, I’m not the one who moved clear down to Texas and left all of her friends in the lurch,” I replied teasingly. “That was you!”

		

		“Circumstances beyond my control,” she offered in her own defense, “hubby got a better job, and so off we went.”

		

		“How do you like Texas?”

		

		“Eh, it’s okay,” Liz said unenthusiastically. “It’s hot and muggy in the summertime, but then so was Illinois. And it’s nowhere near as cold in the winter down here.”

		

		“So you’re liking it, over all?”

		

		“I guess so,” Liz answered. “How’s everything up there?”

		

		“I’m not in Chicago right now. I’m in San Francisco; that’s why I’m calling.”

		

		“You’re not on the audit team with Dex Harrison, are you?”

		

		Alarm bells went off in my mind as she asked that. Liz wasn’t one to panic, but I read nervousness in her voice.

		

		“Uh…yeah, I am,” I replied hesitantly. “It was going to be Janet, but she got into a big car wreck and is still in the hospital, recovering.”

		

		Liz didn’t say anything for long moments. When she finally did speak again, she said, “You’d best be on your guard. Dex has a reputation as a real Casanova. He loves ‘em and leaves ‘em. Or to put it more bluntly, he fucks ‘em and forgets ‘em!”

		

		My stomach gave a lurch. I knew right then that I hadn’t been wrong about the way Dex Harrison had been looking at me…the way he had been out-and-out been pursuing me!

		

		“At least you probably won’t have to worry about that,” Liz said. “He’d have been all over cute little Janet, but you’re not his…uh… type!”

		

		“That was pretty cold, thank you very much!” I enunciated into the phone indignantly, knowing full well what she’d meant by that last comment: she still pictured me the way I had looked when she’d left town last year!

		

		“I’ll have you know that I lost some weight, in all the right places. And my hair is now a very attractive shade of blonde, not the dishwater-blonde shade it was when you last saw me!”

		

		“Do tell,” Liz said, sounding contemplative, rather than impressed.

		

		“I’m looking pretty damn good these days!” I insisted, wanting to take those words back as soon as I’d said them.

		

		“Bad timing on the make-over, girlfriend,” Liz told me with a sigh, “looking hot around Sexy Dexy is like waving a red flag in front of a bull.”

		

		“Now you tell me,” I let out a big breath as I spoke, feeling more apprehensive than ever about the drinks and dinner I’d already agreed to!

		

		“You take care of yourself,” Liz warned, “and let me know how it all comes out.”

		

		I assured her that I would do just that and broke off the connection. Glancing at the clock on the nightstand, I saw that it was nearly time to join Dex downstairs in the bar.

		

		I’m a big girl, I told myself as I stood up and dropped my cell phone back into my purse. I’ve handled plenty of horndog types before!

		

		It had been a long time since I’d done that, but I hadn’t forgotten how. Or at least that’s what I told myself as I rode downstairs in the elevator…

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		“Hey, I was expecting you to change into something a little more casual,” Dex said, rising from his chair to greet me, now dressed in a pair of tan chinos, loafers, a pullover knit shirt which clung to his formidable physique like a second skin, and a lightweight black windbreaker.

		

		I still had on the blue business suit I’d boarded the plane in this morning. Sitting down opposite him at the table, I said, “I was too busy to change clothes. I had to unpack and call my husband back in Chicago.”

		

		“Oh, did you really? Checking in, huh?” He asked in a teasing voice, raising his eyebrows. “I didn’t realize you were kept on that short a leash. I’m surprised he let you go on this trip at all.”

		

		I bristled inside at this comment. It came a lot closer to the truth than I cared to admit, considering how worried I’d been that Kevin would say “no” to my coming out to San Francisco!

		

		“I’m not on any sort of a leash, I’ll have you know!” I told him icily. “It’s just that some of us are in committed relationships. Kevin and I have been married for almost twenty years!”

		

		“You don’t look old enough to have been married for twenty years,” Dex offered disarmingly. “I’d guess your age at thirty-three, max. That would mean you’d have to have gotten married at thirteen!”

		

		I laughed at his back-handed compliment, in spite of myself, and said, “Well, I wasn’t quite that young, but I was young, I’ll have to admit.”

		

		He grinned and I gladly left it at that. I was damned if I was going to tell him exactly how old I was!

		

		“What’s your husband like?”

		

		That question stopped me in my tracks. I wanted to say nice things about Kevin, but I couldn’t think of any!

		

		“He was cute when I first met him, but he’s slowly evolved into sort of an amorphous blob over the years”—that didn’t sound flattering at all; though it was the truth, I suddenly realized.

		

		And “he’s a blue-collar guy; a shift manager at a national package delivery company” didn’t sound too exciting either. Sharing with Dex that Kevin was a fishing nut that favored long vacations in RV’s didn’t exactly make him come off like a Latin Lover type, either!

		

		“My husband is…steady, I guess you’d have to say,” I started out weakly. “He earns a nice paycheck, and he’s been a good husband and a fine father.”

		

		“That sounds great,” Dex commented, and I could tell from the way he said it that he was being deprecatingly nice.

		

		“He’s a sports fan!” I offered desperately. “And he likes action movies!”

		

		“A well-rounded guy,” Dex answered with an amused grin, finishing his drink.

		

		Mercifully, the cocktail waitress made an appearance just then and I ordered a very uncharacteristic-for-me gin martini, craving the alcohol in light of the hash I was making of describing my home life. Dex ordered us two Beefeater martinis, switching his own drink to match mine, effortlessly trumping my hesitant ordering chops.

		

		“Does Kevin ever take you anywhere you want to go?” Dex asked casually as the girl scurried over to the bar to place our order. “I sense, somehow, that you’re not really a fishing, action movie, and sports fan kind of a girl.”

		

		Not really, I wanted to answer truthfully, but didn’t. Instead, I tried to change the subject by asking him, “What do you do to entertain your…dates?”

		

		“Whatever they really like,” Dex answered smoothly, with a seductive little smile.

		

		Our drinks came and I all but inhaled mine, the strength of the unfamiliar martini evident right away. Dex drank his quickly, too, and ordered us another round.

		

		“What would you most like to see in San Francisco, while we’re here?” He asked me the question again just as the girl was bringing our second round of cocktails.

		

		“I still haven’t had time to think about it,” I replied, taking up the second martini and eyeing it dubiously.

		

		“Why don’t you let me show you around?” He suggested. “I’ve been here a number of times before, so I’d make a decent tour guide.”

		

		I drank some of the super-cold, very strong liquor and said, “That sounds nice, but I doubt we’ll have the time, as I said before we boarded the plane.

		

		“Well, there’s no time like the present,” he said with a smile, drinking a big slug of his martini. “The city awaits us, Princess!”

		

		We finished our drinks and left, Dex hailing a cab out in front of the hotel. I didn’t really know where we were going, but with the alcohol from the two martinis--both consumed so rapidly--surging through my bloodstream, I found I didn’t really care!

		

		It felt like I was being swept up into some sort of mad adventure, with an intensely handsome, utterly charming man who clearly wanted to bed me. So I just sat back and enjoyed our whirlwind tour…

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		We spent the next two hours both in cabs and walking around, seeing the sights. He took me to Fisherman’s Wharf and Pier Thirty-nine, and bought me a souvenir tee shirt which read “I left my heart in San Francisco” in big gold letters across the front of it.

		

		Dex and I rode a cable car and I instantly saw where all that romantic sentiment concerning those antique streetcars came from! It felt almost magical—as if I was in a movie!—riding along up a steep hill, the wind in my hair and Dex’s arm draped casually over my shoulders.

		

		Later on, with the wind still whipping our hair around, we walked halfway out onto the Golden Gate Bridge and watched a huge freighter depart for points east, and tiny sailboats making white wakes as they cut through the blue water of the Bay in the distance.

		

		The two of us took a quick walk through Chinatown and ended up at a place called Coit Tower, a funky old structure which Dex told me dated from the nineteen-thirties and afforded a spectacular view of the city. I was enthralled to see all the lights coming on around the Bay, the now distant Golden Gate Bridge, and just…everything!

		

		“Oh, God, it’s all so beautiful!” I gushed as I tried to take in everything.

		

		He wasn’t looking at the scenery, as I was. When I glanced over at him, Dex Harrison was looking at me, in a way that made me instantly…wet!

		

		“I know it’s a terrible cliché,” he whispered as he stepped in close to me and swept me into his strong arms, “but this city’s not half as beautiful as you are tonight!”

		

		He kissed me then. And I let him!

		

		It just seemed so right…though I knew it to be nothing but wrong! But he was so damned handsome; such a Greek-god like figure, and the city was so lovely…

		

		And I was still slightly drunk. I offer that as the weakest of excuses for my scandalous behavior.

		

		But, really, it all came down to the magic of the moment. Everything seemed to be so surreal and fantastic; and that kiss went right along with it!

		

		Here I was in San Francisco with a gorgeous young man, enjoying myself immensely, even though I knew I shouldn’t be. And he was proving to be so seductive…so downright…irresistible!

		

		I hadn’t experienced anything like this blitzkrieg of intoxicating sights and Dex’s expert romantic moves in literally years. And I found myself…hungry for them; hungrier than I ever suspected I was!

		

		His tongue invaded my mouth. And again, I let it!

		

		In fact, I welcomed it! My breasts were as firm as could be up against his impressive pecs and my nipples were as hard as two little pebbles as we soul- kissed atop that tower!

		

		And my…nether regions; the less said about how damp they were the better. Had we been alone at the top of that lofty perch, I swear I would have let him spin me around, raise my skirt, and drop my pantyhose and panties! I would have willingly let him…fuck me right then and there as we both looked out over the city!

		

		He eventually broke off the soul-searing kiss and I knew I had to do something to break the spell he seemed to be weaving over me. Gasping for breath, I panted, “How about us getting some dinner, Don Juan? I’m starving!”

		

		To my vast relief, Dex merely smiled and said, “Sure, beautiful, so am I. Do you like Italian food?”

		

		I told him I did, still feeling as if I had just narrowly dodged a bullet by breaking off that intoxicating kiss. We walked, hand in hand, as we left the tower and caught a cab to a restaurant Dex knew about called Acquerello, which turned out to be Italian, exquisite, and excellent!

		

		I ordered the seared sea bass and Dex had something called maiale al latte, pork cooked in milk—which sound awful but proved instead to be all sorts of wonderful—and both of us had several glasses of chilled rose wine to accompany our meals. The restaurant was well lit, instead of being dark and romantic, but we didn’t let that stop us!

		

		We held hands in between courses anyway, like a couple of high school kids out on their first date. I felt mad, bad, and dangerous to know, as the old saying goes; in short, like exactly what I was: a married woman out on a taboo date with a stunningly handsome younger man!

		

		Should I invite him inside for a nightcap, when he walks me back to my room later? I agonized over that thought all throughout dinner.

		

		I knew what would inevitably happen if I did: we would end up sleeping together. There was no longer any doubt about that in my mind!

		

		God, I’m so acting like such a…pushover! I chided myself. I know Dex is nothing but a pretty face and a great body; a real rogue. But I still want him in bed with me tonight anyway! What’s WRONG with me?

		

		“You suddenly seem lost in thought, Maddy,” he said to me just then. “What’s on your mind?”

		

		“You,” I said, electing to be honest with both him and myself. “I shouldn’t have kissed you. I’m a married woman, and I don’t cheat on my husband!”

		

		“He isn’t here. I am.” Dex said succinctly, with a little grin.

		

		This guy is so smug! I thought to myself. He’s so transparent! He wants nothing more than to jump my bones: I’d be just another notch on his bedpost!

		

		Knowing all that, I shouldn’t have wanted him at all. And yet I found that I still did…desperately!

		

		Sitting across the table from him in that fantastic restaurant, remembering those hot kisses up at the top of that tower, I felt my libido stirring to life yet again…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		“Thank you for the lovely tour of the city and for a fantastic evening,” I said as we stopped outside my hotel room door. “I’d ask you in, but we both know what would happen if I did.”

		

		Dex grinned confidently and swept me up into his strong arms again, asking, “Would that be such a bad thing? No one needs to ever know about it, except you and me. And I won’t tell if you won’t!”

		

		Before I could answer, he was kissing me once again. I felt like the lowest sort of slut as I opened my mouth for him immediately and began running my fingers through his thick brown hair as we made out.

		

		Would sleeping with him be such a sin? I asked myself hesitantly. I’m on the pill and we’re a long way from Chicago. And Dex is right: Kevin would never find out, if I didn’t tell him!

		

		I felt myself wavering. Dex was such a powerful personality, so desirable; so downright…fuckable!

		

		At that moment, he ground his pelvis against mine and I felt for the first time how hung he was! It felt like a large salami was being rubbed up against my clit, through the layers of clothing we still wore!

		

		This guy is…HUGE, on top of being gorgeous, I told myself incredulously.

		

		I’ve never been a “size-queen”; a woman who lusts after large penises. Though I’d had a few in my time--going all the way back to high school, years ago, and I’d really enjoyed some of them—but big dicks all by themselves don’t really do it for me.

		

		I told myself that my intense desire to invite Dex inside my room right now didn’t come from the fact that he was extraordinarily handsome and well endowed. It was more a combination of things.

		

		I admitted to myself that he was as hunky as all get out, as well as being young and confident and totally different from Kevin! I also sensed he’d be outstanding as a bed partner--with his huge manhood and longstanding experience in the bedroom—from all that Liz had shared with me earlier in the evening.

		

		And he was funny, in a sardonic, satirical way. He’d made me laugh at the restaurant, and all during our whirlwind tour of San Francisco.

		

		In short, he was everything my husband was not! And here he was kissing me; kissing me so passionately, so knowingly, as if he was sure I was going to invite him inside my room for the night in a few moments!

		

		Well…AM I? I asked myself frantically. Am I going to turn my back on my marriage vows so easily?

		

		I thought of my daughter, Carrie. What would I say to her, if she ever found out about this; my sleeping with Dex? How could I admonish Carrie to be a good girl when her mother had proved to be nothing but a tramp the first time any real temptation came her way?

		

		And Kevin; he’d be shattered if he ever found out! I was sure of it.

		

		What about me? I thought to myself. Would I ever be able to look in the mirror again, if I…CHEATED on my marriage tonight with Dex?

		

		Reluctantly, oh, so reluctantly, I finally broke off the hot tongue-kiss and stammered apologetically, “I’m sorry…but I can’t do this! I regret leading you on the way I have. But this…this just isn’t me!”

		

		I had expected Dex to be angry; to call me a cocktease or worse. Or at least to act disappointed to have come so close and failed.

		

		To my shock, he just laughed softly and said, “Of course you can’t…not yet; you’re too much of a goody-two shoes to be seduced so easily.”

		

		I stared at him, not knowing just how to feel. Should I be offended by his derogatory description of me just now? Should I be distressed over his not being more disappointed that he hadn’t scored with me?

		

		“We have all week,” Dex went on to explain. “That’s a lot of time to spend together with nothing happening between us, cutie. Believe me. See you in the morning, bright and early down in the restaurant. I’m buying the team breakfast promptly at eight, so don’t show up at eight-thirty, expecting to be fed.”

		

		With that, he released his grip on my body and turned on his heel to cross the hall to his own room. Just before he went inside, he said over his shoulder, “Besides, anticipation is half the fun in situations like this. I now know that you want to give in: it’s just a question of when you do…not if you will!”

		

		Grinning hugely, he inserted the card key into his lock and added with a smirk, “Mark my words, gorgeous; you and I are going to end up sharing a bed together, more than once, on this trip. You can take that to the bank!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		The sheer arrogance of that young pup! I told myself angrily as I tossed and turned the night away. I don’t know why I was so attracted to him in the first place, now!

		

		“He’s nothing but a smug young…prick!” I said the words aloud, in the silence of my empty hotel room.

		

		There’s no way I’d ever go to bed with him now, I assured myself sternly, just before I finally drifted off to sleep. I don’t know what I ever saw in him in the first place. It must have been the alcohol and being in San Francisco, seeing the sights…

		

		****

		

		The restaurant at the hotel was half full the next morning when I arrived downstairs shortly before eight o’clock. The four of us got a table by the window fronting on a San Francisco street—I wasn’t sure just which one—and we all ordered a hearty breakfast on the company tab.

		

		Sue, who was a vivacious little redhead with a huge rear end, asked Dex in a hero-worshipping tone, “What kind of car do you drive down in Dallas? I bet it’s a Ferrari or something like that!”

		

		Dex smiled at the earnest young girl and said, “Sorry to disappoint you. I do have an old, perfectly-restored Porsche Boxer that I drive for pleasure on the weekends. But my company car is a plain-Jane Ford Focus.”

		

		A collector Porsche; it figures, I told myself, still in a funk over the events last night. I wonder how much they pay this guy.

		

		I thought of Kevin’s solid, middle-class salary and frowned. My husband worked harder than this pretty boy ever had in his life and I was sure he didn’t make half as much money in a year as Dex did!

		

		Our breakfasts finally arrived and we dug in. It was going to be a long day; that was a given: the San Francisco operation was imploding under the financial weight old manager’s costly decisions but no one knew exactly how bad it was…yet! That was what the four of us had been sent out here to find out.

		

		****

		

		“This guy, Caruthers, apparently couldn’t find ways to spend money fast enough,” Dex whispered under his breath as we prepared to step inside the Transamerica Pyramid, one of downtown San Francisco’s most prestigious and expensive office buildings.

		

		Caruthers was the ex-general manager of the San Francisco operation. He had been unceremoniously sacked by the home office two weeks earlier.

		

		“We have a manufacturing plant here, across the bay in Richmond, with plenty of space for management offices,” Dex continued as we crossed the lobby toward the elevators, “but Caruthers elected to rent separate space in this grand mausoleum, apparently just so he could bask in the glory of having a smart, downtown address in the City!”

		

		“He’s basking in the unemployment line now, from what I hear,” Bob, the fourth member of the audit team said as we rode up to the thirtieth floor in the elevator car.

		

		“Don’t you believe it,” I told the stick-thin young accounting assistant.

		

		I eyed Dex pointedly as I went on to say, “All of these corporate bigwig types have golden parachutes attached to their employment contracts. I bet Caruthers is lying on a warm beach somewhere right this minute, sipping cold daiquiris.”

		

		“Probably,” Dex agreed, leading us out of the elevator and down the hall, towards the right office. “But I’m going to see to it that he winds up paying back every cent he took from the company, if our audit discloses he was engaged in shady practices, as well as being an incompetent manager.”

		

		He looked deadly serious as he said that and there was a hint of steel in his voice. There was obviously more to pretty-boy Dex than met the eye!

		

		“Well, here we go, gang,” Dex said as he opened the door for them. “Good hunting, and let me know the minute you think you see something that shouldn’t be there.”

		

		****

		

		It was after five o’clock, San Francisco time, and we were still hard at work. As I had predicted, we’d been ensconced in a conference room, where we could lay out ledgers and paperwork on the long table.

		

		Each of us had a laptop, and we were methodically working our way through everything; invoices, contractor payments, plus the normal monthly expenditure items. So far, we had found evidence of a cavalier disregard for cost control but no out-and-out stealing on the part of the recently-departed Caruthers.

		

		“Okay, let’s call it a night,” Dex said as the clock crept toward six. “We can hit it again in the morning.”

		

		Bob and Sue dutifully closed out what they had been working on and headed for the all but deserted front office. I took a bit longer and Dex seemed to be waiting around, so he could catch me alone.

		

		“Can I buy you dinner again tonight?” He asked me as I stood up to leave. “I know a fantastic place that serves steaks to tender they simply melt in your mouth.”

		

		I know I should have turned him down. But my stomach was as empty as it could be—lunch today had consisted of a delivery from Subway—and lunch had been a long time ago.

		

		A steak sounded just right, even if it meant I’d have to put up with Dex’s unwanted advances again. So I answered, “I do want to change into something more comfortable tonight, before we go to dinner. Meet you in the lobby at seven or so?”

		

		“I’ll be waiting in the bar,” Dex said with a smile. “Meet me there and I’ll buy you a before-dinner cocktail.”

		

		That sounds downright divine, I thought, God help me. But no martinis tonight, that’s for sure!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		“That outfit is way sexier than the one you wore last night,” Dex commented as I sat down across the table from him. “Are you wearing a bra under that red sweater?”

		

		“Of course I am!” I responded tartly, feeling my face turning red.

		

		I knew I shouldn’t have worn this sweater with this flimsy bra! I thought as we waited for the girl to come over and take my drink order. This brassiere is far too lightweight for my large, heavy breasts, and this damn sweater is too tight! It’s no wonder he was uncertain as to whether or not I had gone braless tonight!

		

		And I had made the additional mistake of wearing with a tight black pencil skirt, showing off my newly-sleek waistline, not to mention my ass. With the skirt and blouse, I had chosen to wear black patent leather pumps, which accentuated my legs, and a black leather jacket.

		

		Whatever was I thinking? I asked myself as Dex continued to ogle me as I slid into the booth across from him.

		

		The cocktail waitress came over to our table just then and I ordered a vodka tonic--not a gin martini--this time. I assured myself that I was able to handle that drink much better than I had the martinis last night, since vodka and tonic was what I normally drank, on the rare occasions when I had cocktails.

		

		“Do steaks still sound good?” Dex asked me.

		

		“They sound better than ever,” I replied. “I’m really hungry tonight, so let’s just have this one drink and then go, okay?”

		

		“Good with me,” Dex said, “I’m hungry too. That’s what a full day of poring over the books will do for you.”

		

		The drinks came and I took a sip of mine. He did the same and then asked, “So, did you call your husband and check in tonight, like a good little wife?”

		

		His snide remark instantly raised my hackles. I had called Kevin earlier, when we’d returned to the hotel, and he had acted surprised to hear from me at all.

		

		“I thought you weren’t going to call home again until later in the week, babe,” he’d said indifferently. “You almost missed me. Norm and I are going out for spaghetti and meatballs.”

		

		“You watch how much you drink when you’re out tonight,” I had warned him. “I don’t want you getting a drunk-driving ticket while I’m gone.”

		

		“No sweat on that score,” he had assured me. “Norm is driving. In fact, I think that’s him outside, honking his horn. Got to run now, babe; hear from you later in the week!”

		

		Here I almost slept with someone else last night and he’s worrying about keeping that fat slob pal of his, Norm, waiting! I’d fumed as I put the phone back in my purse.

		

		“No, I didn’t talk to him tonight at all,” I lied to Dex, drinking more of my cocktail. “I don’t have to call him every night, you know!”

		

		He smirked and toasted me with what looked like a whiskey on the rocks, saying, “Here’s to independence in marriage.”

		

		I pointedly did not click rims with him but I did take another sip of my drink. To change the subject, I asked him, “Where are we going tonight? I’m still starving!”

		

		“So am I,” he said with a smile. “That’s why I’m taking you to a spot called Harris’s Restaurant. They serve some of the finest steaks in San Francisco.”

		

		I tilted back my vodka and tonic and finished it in three big swallows. Setting the empty glass down on the table, I said, “That sounds great to me. Let’s go!”

		

		He shook his head at my brashness and followed suit with his own drink. Dex signed the check lying on the table, charging the drinks to his room, and we went outside to catch a cab.

		

		****

		

		The restaurant turned out to be on Van Ness Avenue, not that far from our hotel. I commented on how close everything seemed to be in San Francisco, unlike my native Chicago.

		

		“That’s the thing about this city,” Dex said as we exited the cab. “There isn’t much room; it’s bordered on three sides by the Bay. Did you know that San Francisco county and the city of San Francisco share the exact same borders?”

		

		“No, I didn’t; that’s wild,” I commented as I took his arm and let him escort me inside the restaurant.

		

		“I made our dinner reservations for eight,” he said as we entered. “We’ll have to wait in the bar until they call us, unless they can seat us earlier.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		“…so I finished up my bachelors degree in accounting at night, just a few years ago,” I explained, finishing my third vodka and tonic of the evening as we sat at a table in the lounge. “It took a long time, with me taking just a few classes a semester, because of my work schedule.”

		

		“How did your husband take that; you being away from home so many nights while you were finishing up your degree?” Dex asked casually.

		

		I took a deep breath before I answered. This guy seemed to have a real knack for asking questions that would have portrayed Kevin the absolute worst light, had I chosen to answer them honestly!

		

		My husband had not been a happy camper about my being gone so many nights until nine or ten in the evening while I attended classes. Even though I had bustled around and made numerous meals for him to microwave for himself, he had still groused about my away from home at night so much.

		

		He had also bitched about every nickel of my college expenses—tuition, books; gas to get there and back—though he had seemed happy enough about the small promotion I had earned at work as soon as I had completed my new degree. We’d both found ways to spend the slight raise which had accompanied the promotion; he on fishing gear and me on the gym, visits to the styling salon, and buying more stylish work clothes to wear into the office every day.

		

		And I always suspected that my having a four-year degree now--and him lacking one—had really rubbed him the wrong way. I’d read somewhere that many men lacked the self-confidence it took to handle the fact that their wives had attained a better education than they had: apparently, Kevin was one of those men.

		

		“If that’s a sore point, we can always talk about something else,” Dex said, commenting on the long silence as he reached across the table to touch my hand.

		

		“No, not at all,” I said defensively, pulling my fingers out of reach and drinking more of my cocktail. “I don’t mind talking about my home life at all. I’m very happily married.”

		

		Mercifully, the maitre‘d called us into dinner at that moment, so I didn’t have to cast about for other topics of conversation; ones that wouldn’t spotlight my absent husband as the insensitive, Neanderthal type I was slowly coming to see him as…

		

		****

		

		“This is undoubtedly the best steak I’ve ever eaten!” I gushed approvingly, after chewing and swallowing another bite to the done-just-right fillet mignon.

		

		“I’m glad you’re enjoying it,” Dex said, eating some of his own as well. “I love a girl who eats, rather than merely pecks at her meals.”

		

		“Was that a subtle dig at my weight?” I asked him playfully.

		

		He flashed me a sexy smile and whispered, “I think you’re body is perfect, just as it is; though I can’t really be sure—not having seen it naked…yet.”

		

		A tiny flutter of sheer excitement at just the thought of that happening coursed through me. It was no doubt spurred on by the three cocktails I’d downed before dinner and the several glasses of the excellent cabernet Dex had chosen to accompany our steaks.

		

		“I’m sorry to disappoint you, but that’s never going to happen,” I reiterated primly, sipping my wine.

		

		“We’ll just have to see about that,” Dex answered, his smile turning downright wolfish as he spoke. “I think I’m gradually softening you up.”

		

		I ate the last of my steak and drank another mouthful of wine, finally saying, “They say that the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach; not a woman’s!”

		

		“It’s not really your heart I’m interested in,” Dex replied with a roguish grin.

		

		“Well you’re not going to get that either!” I promised him, really meaning that as I said it.

		

		Or at least I told myself that I did…

		

		****

		

		“This is a really bad idea,” to told him as I sipped my coffee and Kahlua in the hotel bar. “I don’t know why I agreed to have this nightcap with you.”

		

		“I do,” Dex said, waggling his eyebrows at me the way the classic comedian, Grouch Marx used to do it in some of the old black and white movies I’d watched late at night as a teenager. “You didn’t want our evening to end so soon.”

		

		I laughed and drank more of my cocktail. When I had stopped chuckling, I said, “That’s no doubt it. I just can’t seem to get enough of your scintillating company!”

		

		“And you haven’t even seen the best side of me, “he chuckled. “I haven’t gotten you in bed yet.”

		

		“And you won’t,” I assured him. “I’m a happily married girl who doesn’t cheat on her husband, remember?”

		

		“Thus far, that is,” he winked at me. “I intend to change all that, and soon!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Well, thanks for another lovely evening. I really enjoyed the steak dinner.

		

		That’s what I intended to tell him. It was what I meant to say.

		

		But I never got the chance. Because just as I was opening my mouth to say it, his lips were suddenly on mine once more and his tongue was toying playfully with my tongue once again!

		

		This isn’t happening, I told myself, fighting back panic. It can’t be. I’m not attracted to Dex at all anymore!

		

		But it sure seemed like I was! My nipples were instantly as firm as they could be inside my skimpy bra and I was getting embarrassingly wet down there, too, for a woman who had claimed to be happily married less than a half hour ago!

		

		Why was I kissing him back? Why was I not making any effort to escape his embrace…his warm, seductive lips?

		

		Though I hadn’t consciously willed them to do so, my hands seemed to have slowly made their way up his jacket lapels and then up to his brown, wavy hair; once there, they entangled themselves in it as we continued to make out passionately. Waves of desire—something I was no longer used to feeling, at least not this strongly, not this…intently; especially with a man I wasn’t married to—pulsed through me, and I felt utterly defenseless against them!

		

		Dex had planned his attack well. He’d waited until my key card was out and in my lock before he’d pounced.

		

		Still kissing me sensually, he reached behind me and pulled the room card free, then inserted it into the door’s locking mechanism again, causing it to open. Almost before I knew it, we were inside my suite, with the door closed and locked behind us.

		

		I shouldn’t let him take my coat off, I thought.

		

		The only trouble with that was, by the time I had the thought, Dex already had my leather jacket off and was tossing it atop the nearby desk. Our lips were still locked together and his tongue and mine seemed to be dancing with one another all the while.

		

		Each lingual touch sent jolts of arousal down my spine. And the sensation of his rock-hard pecs against my nipples wasn’t helping either!

		

		His coat seemed to vanish just as magically as my jacket had, and suddenly my barely-covered chest was right up against his. He was wearing another of those skintight pullover shirts he seemed to favor and I had on only my red sweater and the flimsy bra underneath.

		

		God, he’s got such a great build, I thought as my erect nipples glided over the muscles of his chest, and he’s so frigging handsome and sure of himself!

		

		While I was thinking that, he surprised me by undoing both my skirt and then his slacks. Before I even realized what it was I felt hitting the tops of my shoes, his rampant manhood was pressed up against my by now very wet lower lips, separated only by my pantyhose, sheer panties, and the thin material of his boxer shorts.

		

		And then there was nothing at all separating us! At almost the same time I felt my remaining garments being tugged on until they were gliding down my bare legs, I felt his naked cock—stiff and throbbing—slap up against my thoroughly juicy slit!

		

		I couldn’t seem to help myself. I reached down and touched it, and found it to be enormous as my fingers brushed up against it.

		

		Pulling my lips from his at last, I glanced down and saw that his completely erect manhood was at least nine inches in length and his girth was equal to that of a large jar of jam!

		

		“Holy shit, but you’re hung!” I blurted out the words.

		

		He just grinned and drew me in for another torrid kiss, my fingers closing automatically around his impressive shaft. As I began to tentatively stroke it, my mind was boggled by the realization that Dex was at least three inches longer than Kevin and four times as thick!

		

		Have I ever had one that big before? I asked myself, mentally reviewing all of my past boyfriends.

		

		I quickly decided that I hadn’t. As I said before, I’m not a size-queen; but I’m not made of stone, either!

		

		I’ll admit it: the idea of making love to a guy who was built like some sort of Greek god and hung like a porn star was hard to resist. And we were already inside my locked hotel room and more than half naked in each other’s arms!

		

		Kevin would never know, unless I told him, I reminded myself, feeling my resolve melting away as the seconds passed. No one would ever know…

		

		Dex pulled away from me at that instant, so he could yank his pullover shirt over his head and drop it onto the carpet. His upper body had been waxed clean and it looked just as perfect and muscular as his lower body!

		

		As I mentally drooled over it, I thought of Kevin’s overly-hairy chest and back, and his ever-growing beer gut. At that moment, Dex reached down and pulled my red sweater upward.

		

		Automatically lifting my arms for him, I let him tug it all the way off and open my bra…

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		“Oh, God, oh, God, just like that!” I screamed, hammering my fists on his back as he licked me right up to heaven for the second time that night.

		

		Tears of utter bliss were running down my cheeks and I was having trouble catching a breath! He was going to make me climax again, and he had yet to touch me with that ultra-impressive cock of his!

		

		It’s not fair, I told myself, poised on the brink of yet another shattering release. It’s just not fair for a guy to be this handsome, this well hung, and so skillful with his fingers and his mouth!

		

		I tried to remember the last time that Kevin had gone down on me and couldn’t. It has to have been well over two years ago, I guessed.

		

		And it hadn’t been anything like this the last time he had licked me! Oral sex with my husband had never been THIS great!

		

		The thought entered my reeling mind that no one had ever eaten me like Dex!

		

		And the way he had sucked my nipples and then continued to twist them expertly between his fingertips as he had begun to suck and lap at my clit so deftly…that had been little short of incredible! I shuddered with joy and plunged over the top again, my whole body trembling as I came and came beneath his talented mouth and tongue…

		

		****

		

		“Yesssssssss, oh, God, yesssssssss; DO it!” I hissed as he filled me for the first time!

		

		I was still on my back in the middle of the bed and Dex was taking me in the missionary position. He was so long, so thick…and he seemed to pack me absolutely full of pulsing, burning male meat as he slid down into me!

		

		Nearly out of my mind with lust by this time I felt his large testicles bounce against my bottom, I groaned, “All of you; oh, fuck; I’ve got all of you inside me!”

		

		“You sure do, cutie,” Dex panted, breathing heavily from the effort it had taken to berth his super-wide manhood all the way up inside me. “Just relax and enjoy it!”

		

		And did I ever enjoy it? I can’t pretend that I relaxed—it’s impossible to relax when you’re experiencing the best sex you’ve ever imagined—but I enjoyed it at the top of my lungs!

		

		That was my biggest fear; that someone next door would call the front desk and complain about the woman screaming her head off in the room next door. As Dex rutted down into me, I squirmed all over the bed beneath him, reveling in every penetration, every withdrawal!

		

		To be crude about it…it was the best fuck I’ve ever had--the best fuck I ever hoped to have!

		

		But I hadn’t seen anything yet, as it turned out…

		

		****

		

		“D-Do it,” I urged him, my voice now raw and raspy-sounding from wailing out my pleasure for the last hour and a half, “make me come again, you stud you!”

		

		I was on all fours, my elbows resting on the mattress and my bottom hiked up into the air so that he could penetrate me even deeper! And he did just that; his thighs smacked up against mine as he rammed into me again and again, each thrust taking me higher on yet another wave of rising ecstasy…

		

		****

		

		“I guess we should have used protection,” I whispered at three in the morning, as he prepared to cross the hall to his own room.

		

		“Why; you said you were on the pill, right?”

		

		I nodded that I was; my eyes downcast, thoroughly ashamed of what a slut I’d been with him tonight, while at the same time feeling as exhilarated as I’ve ever felt in my entire life. He grinned and said, “Well, you haven’t been with anyone but your husband in years before tonight, and I’m clean. I get tested all the time, just to make sure.”

		

		“So at least we don’t have to worry about that,” I said.

		

		“We don’t have to worry about a thing, bright-eyes,” he told me, just before giving me a long goodnight kiss and vanishing into the hallway.

		

		Maybe YOU don’t, I thought as I stood naked, looking at the closed door, with his semen still dripping out of me and down onto the carpet. But I do! How am I ever going to live with myself after what I’ve done tonight?

		

		****

		

		Predictably, I couldn’t go to sleep right away to save my soul. I was so upset with myself!

		

		And yet, I wasn’t. It was true that I had given in and done something I still couldn’t quite believe I’d done.

		

		But all of it had been so exciting….so fantastic, that I couldn’t really feel as guilty about it as I knew I should! Tonight had been so totally unlike me!

		

		I was like another person in this bedroom with him tonight, I told myself. It felt as if I was a different girl, somehow; and it had all been so…GREAT!

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		When my wake up call from the front desk came at seven-thirty, I just groaned and pulled the pillow over my head. After lying there for a few more guilty minutes, I sprang out of bed and took a quick shower.

		

		I really did all that! I chastised myself mentally as I stepped out of the shower and stared at the hangdog-looking girl gazing back at me in the mirror.

		

		I began to dry myself off, thinking: I actually let a virtual stranger…BE with me last night; not just once but numerous times!

		

		“How do I feel about that, in the cold light of day?” I whispered aloud, under my breath, to the bedraggled-looking girl in the mirror.

		

		Not as bad as I probably should! I admitted as I hurriedly blew my hair dry, styled it, and quickly got dressed to face the day.

		

		I caught myself smiling as I remembered just how hot last night’s sex had been! Flashing the blonde girl looking back at me a guilty little smile as I finished my make up and started downstairs, I found myself dreading seeing Dex again, especially when the others there, and yet realizing at the same time that I was desperately anxious to see him…

		

		****

		

		“You’re five minutes late; we’ve already ordered,” Dex told me sternly as I sat down across from him at the table.

		

		When Sue and Bob looked away, wanting to avoid witnessing the expected confrontation, he shot me conspiratorial little smile as he added, “Don’t let it happen again, Maddy!”

		

		I choked down my own answering smile and instead kicked his shoe with mine under the table, my heart suddenly singing. This was fun! Having a secret lover felt sensational; our little…affair suddenly felt like a taboo secret shared by just the two of us!

		

		The waitress served all our food at the same time, so I didn’t have to sit around watching the others eat. I tried not to look at Dex and he didn’t look over at me.

		

		This having an affair is hard, I realized at that moment, as well as being exciting and fun! There’s so much I want to say to him but I can’t because the others are here.

		

		I thought to myself, he’s clearly much better at this than am: he should be. .After all, he’s had years of practice at it, from what my friend, Liz, down in Dallas had said about him.

		

		****

		

		Our second day at the office high up in the Transamerica Pyramid went much as the first one had; numbers, accounts, and still more numbers to crunch. Lunch today was the same as yesterday—Subway sandwiches eaten at our conference table—although I opted for the tuna salad today as opposed to the rotisserie-style chicken I’d had yesterday.

		

		Again, we discovered nothing out of the ordinary, except that the ex-manager seemed to have spent a lot of money on virtually everything. The cleaning service this office employed cost big bucks; the computers, monitors, and all of the printers were top drawer. Even the forms and stationary seemed to cost way more than we paid for the same items in Chicago.

		

		San Francisco must be a pricey town to do business in, I thought as I tidied up my workspace at the end of the day.

		

		That seemed logical in a way. The hotel we were staying in was very expensive, and the two times Dex had taken me out to dinner had been to through-the-roof pricey. I smiled as I thought about our two “dates” together, especially the second one!

		

		God, I’ve never had sex like that! I thought as I got into the elevator car next to him. It was just so….wild, so explosive!

		

		I wondered if we were going to repeat the experience again tonight. It was true that I was really dragging, after getting, like, three and a half hours sleep last night.

		

		But if tall, ultra-handsome, super-sexy Dex Harrison wanted me to spend another night with him; I had to admit, I was more than ready to sacrifice a second night’s sleep in order to experience that kind of out-of-control passion once more…

		

		****

		

		“I really should take the troops out to dinner this evening,” Dex said as we rode up to our floor together after Bob and Sue had departed the elevator car.

		

		My heart sank. Was he tired of me already, now that he’d gotten what he wanted?

		

		“How about me springing for pizza and beer somewhere tonight, at around seven,” he asked me as he walked me to my door.

		

		“That will give us the whole evening together, once dinner is out of the way,” he added, and my heart began to sing again.

		

		“I can’t wait to get you naked and back into that bed again, Mrs. Greaves,” he murmured, just before he kissed me!

		

		I can’t wait for that either, Mr. Harrison, I thought as I opened my mouth for him, regretting today’s tuna fish sandwich for lunch decision all of a sudden…

		

		****

		

		I agonized briefly about whether or not to check in with Kevin that night, before deciding I didn’t really need to do so. After all, he had as much as told me the last time we’d talked that he didn’t expect to hear from me again for a few days.

		

		I realized that my own guilt figured heavily into my decision not to call him. I was dreading talking to my husband of nineteen years; now that I had cheated on him with another man!

		

		While it was true he had let himself gradually morph into a slovenly, insensitive lump of flesh since we’d been married, I had promised all those years ago at the altar to “love, honor, and obey him in all things”. And I clearly hadn’t!

		

		Instead, I’d chosen to spend last night in the arms of another man—a luscious, sensual, honey of a man who had given me a sexual experience I’d always treasure—so much so that I planned on repeating it again tonight!

		

		I sat on the bed, took a deep breath, and started thinking about what I wanted to wear out to our pizza dinner tonight, pushing Kevin out of my thoughts entirely…

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Having been born and raised in Chicago, I had been brought up to firmly believe that Chicago-style, deep-dish pizza was the be-all and end-all when it came to Italian pies. The four of us took a cab over to a little hole-in-the-wall pizza place with the unlikely name of Za Pizza, and my life-long disdain for thin-crust pies vanished.

		

		It left me forever as soon as I’d tasted my first bite of Za’s spicy sausage and the best pepperoni I’d ever eaten in my life! Several pints of ice-cold Anchor Steam Beer accompanying the pizza only added to the experience.

		

		Za’s turned out to be a really fun place, so it seemed only natural to go from there to another restaurant and bar Dex knew about which proved to be even more fun; Tommy’s Joynt on Van Ness and Geary. They, too, had Anchor Steam Beer, plus a host of really inexpensive cocktails all made with “call” liquors.

		

		So all four of us were slightly toasted by the time we arrived back at our hotel a little after ten o’clock that night. Dex and I bid Bob and Sue a fond farewell as they left the elevator on their floor. We were already kissing by the time the door opened on ours…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that,” Dex panted eagerly, “use that talented little tongue of yours as you suck me!”

		

		We were both naked on my bed and I was on my tummy in between his legs, my lips going up and down on his rigid shaft. My jaws were beginning to ache, but I was determined to swallow as much of him as I could; intent on pleasing him as much with my mouth tonight as he had pleased me with his last night!

		

		It wasn’t easy. As I said, he was at least three inches longer than Kevin and several times bigger around!

		

		My lips were stretched in a way they’d never been stretched before and I was struggling not to gag every time I went down on him. I still couldn’t quite work all of him into my throat without choking but I was getting better at it, the more I tried.

		

		“Oh, fuck, I knew you’d be good with those lips of yours,” he sighed. “G-Get ready; I’m almost there!”

		

		We both knew that I wasn’t going to stop sucking until I’d…tasted him! It was the least I could do, after he’d taken me to Heaven on his tongue so many times last night!

		

		Jesus, this is like trying to suck off a fire hydrant! I had the panicked thought when he finally erupted into my mouth, the sheer volume and thickness of his spurting semen causing me to flash back to the first time I’d ever done this for a guy, clear back in my second year of high school…

		

		****

		

		“You’d think you hadn’t come in a month!” I admonished Dex, a wry smile on my face as I emerged from the bathroom—where I’d gone to tidy up my cheeks and chin after attempting to swallow his deluge of hot goo a little while ago. “And we both know that isn’t the case!”

		

		“What can I say?” He grinned up at me like a naughty six year old that’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “I tend to shoot a lot when I’m with a girl who looks as scintillating as you do.”

		

		“Oh, am I really that gorgeous?” I asked coyly, striking a model’s pose for him, still nude as I could be, right next to the bed.

		

		He waited until my big breasts had stopped rolling across my chest before grabbing my right wrist and jerking me down onto the bed with him. He said in a mock-growl, “You are as far as I’m concerned. Now come here and let me slip this into you!”

		

		Dex was again rock-hard once more. I didn’t know whether he was using Viagra or something like that to aid in his rapid recovery, but right at that moment, I didn’t care!

		

		He manhandled me over onto his jutting manhood and I felt it spitting me open as I slid down it and into place atop his groin. I leaned forward, dragging my extremely erect nipples across his hairless pecs and whispering, “God, you feel so damn good up inside me…”

		

		****

		

		“Not…not back there!” I begged as he nudged the head of his enormous manhood gently against the pucker of my anus. “I…I haven’t done that in years!”

		

		But, apparently, I was going to do it tonight! I’ll say this for Dex, he didn’t hurt me.

		

		He made sure both of us were well-lubed, for one thing. And he had a way of massaging my clitoris as he filled my rear end that helped assuage some of the discomfort as it was happening. He used his other hand to toy with my nipples as well; so before long, I found myself thrusting my bottom back into meet him as he took me…the first man to have me anally in more years than I cared to count!

		

		I…I never really liked this before, I thought, amazed by my growing arousal. When Kevin stopped asking me for anal sex, I remember being so relieved!

		

		Now I didn’t know why. Dex was massive, compared to Kevin, but he was beginning to feel so…nice back there! I was really starting to enjoy being penetrated in this naughtiest of ways!

		

		He bore down a little harder on my clit and rolled my erect nipple between his thumb and forefinger, and a huge tremor of lust shot through me. I just relaxed in front of him and let him have his wicked way with me!

		

		****

		

		“Damn, but you’re hot!” He breathed in my ear as he cuddled me from behind, his rapidly-softening rod of flesh still up where it never should have ever gone in the first place.

		

		“And you’re a devil,” I sighed, “making me come like that. I feel like such a dirty girl, letting you have me that way!”

		

		“I want to have you in every way there is for a man to have a woman,” Dex sighed, caressing my breasts as I felt him slip free of my sated body at last.

		

		“Don’t look now, Romeo, but I think you already have!” I smiled back over my shoulder at him.

		

		“Oh, we’ve barely scratched the surface yet, Mrs. Greaves!”

		

		He said that with a lewd little chuckle, and I found myself shivering in his embrace when I thought that maybe, just maybe…he wasn’t kidding …

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		“My bottom is a little tender this morning, thanks to you, I’ll have you know, Mr. Harrison,” I told him in a mock-serious tone, with a coy smile playing across my lips, as we boarded the empty elevator car together the next morning at just before eight.

		

		“Oh, then I’ll have to make sure to caress it with my tongue for you tonight,” he murmured, taking me into his arms. “Just you wait and see: I’ll kiss it and make feel it all better.”

		

		“God, you’re such a naughty boy!” I giggled, just before he kissed me.

		

		Would he really do that? I wondered. Would Sexy Dexy kiss my bottom for me tonight…would he…lick it?

		

		We got to the third floor before the elevator door opened and Dex and I sprang apart, looking as innocent as we could manage. A portly, middle-aged man in a heavy overcoat got in—eyeing the two of us suspiciously--and we rode down to the lobby together in silence, Dex and I now pretending not to know each other.

		

		Bob and Sue were waiting in the lobby for us. Sue said, “I’m a little hung over this morning; a little too much fun for me last night!”

		

		You don’t know what fun is, girlie, I thought cattily to myself as we all went into breakfast.

		

		****

		

		It wasn’t until around ten that morning, when I went to the bathroom, that it suddenly hit me! As I was sitting in the stall, I glanced around and noticed abruptly that--for an office supposedly serviced by a very expensive cleaning outfit--this restroom didn’t exactly sparkle!

		

		As a matter of fact, I told myself excitedly as I stood up and flushed the toilet; it’s in really poor shape, given how much our corporation is being charged to retain the services of the top shelf cleaning outfit that this company was supposed to be!

		

		Looking around carefully, I noted that the faux marble floors were in need of a good mopping and that the sink looked as if it hadn’t been really scrubbed in quite a while.

		

		And the toilet paper is that awful, one-ply stuff; so unfinished it feels as if you’re wiping yourself with a rough paper towel, I thought to myself.

		

		I hurriedly washed my hands and dried them on the obviously cheap grade of paper towels provided by the machine next to the sink, and then all but sprinted out into the main office and down the hall to our team’s headquarters in the conference room. I plopped down in the chair next to Dex, I asked, “Is the men’s room in as bad a shape as the lady’s room?”

		

		“Yeah… come to think of it; it is at that,” he replied, after considering my off-the-wall question for a moment, “but so what?”

		

		“Think about how much money the company is laying out every month for office cleaning services,” I answered him challengingly.

		

		A light suddenly dawned in his hazel eyes as he said, “I wonder who owns the company that we’re contracted with for cleaning?”

		

		“Let’s find out,” I said, turning to my computer.

		

		****

		

		It took several hours online, digging through shell companies in the Cayman Islands and a phony corporation chartered in Delaware to discover that the one and only shareholder in the cleaning service we retained for both the bay area offices and our manufacturing plant over in Richmond was one James Caruthers! A likewise exhaustive search of the records disclosed that the San Francisco operation’s ex-manager also owned large interests in several of the supply companies we used exclusively to acquire raw materials for the manufacturing plant across the bay!

		

		“He’s been raking in tens of thousands a month off these inflated contracts, as well was what we were paying him in salary and yearly bonuses,” Dex said at six o’clock that evening. “I’m pretty sure we’ve unearthed everything he was into by now. All that remains is to generate our report and take it back home and present it!”

		

		That meant we’d be finished with the audit by the end of the week for sure. I found that I didn’t know how I felt about that.

		

		On the one hand, it would be nice to get back home to Chicago. On the other, I would miss the luxury of having dinner with my new lover every night at some exotic restaurant I normally would have never been able to afford.

		

		And I’d for sure miss the novelty of having Dex and his magic cock in bed with me when the day’s work was done!

		

		****

		

		I resolved to tell him as much after dinner that night, when the two of us were finally alone again. The four of us were going out on the town again, to celebrate the end of a very successful audit, so I wouldn’t be able to talk freely at the table, as I would have had it been just the two of us.

		

		Kevin called on my cell phone while I was getting ready for my evening out. I thought about letting it go to voicemail, but that would just ensure he’d call back later, if he really wanted to talk to me.

		

		And I certainly didn’t want to deal with him at dinner, with three people listening to our conversation! Besides, I didn’t really have anything to tell him, did I? I’d already decided that I wasn’t going to mention my illicit affair with Dex right now, if ever!

		

		“Hey, how are you, babe?” He asked as I came reluctantly on the line.

		

		His familiar voice--asking that simple question--took me back to when we’d first met. He’d been a different guy then; so young and cute, so much fun to spend time with…so eager to please me.

		

		“I…I’m fine,” I struggled to sound nonchalant over the phone, which was the exact opposite of the way I was really feeling right at that moment!

		

		“You don’t sound fine,” he said.

		

		After all the years we’d spent together, he could read my moods--even over the phone—as easily as I could read his. So I made an effort to sound more upbeat as I said, “Oh, it’s nothing; I think I’m probably fighting off a cold or something.”

		

		“Better than fighting off lezzies,” he chortled, an obvious reference to his initial reaction to my trip to California. “You haven’t had to do that yet, I take it?”

		

		“No, I haven’t met any girls out here who really do it for me,” I replied wryly, thinking of Dex and his incredible body: Dex definitely wasn’t a girl!

		

		He laughed and said, “See that you don’t! I want my little wife back home and in bed with me, not some dyke!”

		

		“I think I can safely promise you I won’t sleep with any other women while I’m out here,” I said, again dancing close to the flames with my reply.

		

		Why I do keep doing that? I asked myself. Do I secretly WANT him to catch on to the fact that I’m cheating on him with another guy?

		

		“I’m lonely as hell back here, all by myself, babe,” Kevin said just then, sounding as if he was feeling sorry for himself.

		

		“Oh, what about Norm and your other pals; haven’t you been hanging out with them?” I asked him the question absently, my eyes on the digital clock on the nightstand.

		

		I was due downstairs to meet up with others in half an hour, and I hadn’t even picked out something to wear yet. I walked into the bathroom while I was still on the phone, and carefully examined my make up and hair in the mirror.

		

		“Aw, I’m tired of going out to dinner,” Kevin said. “It was okay at first, but now I just want you home and in the kitchen, cooking something nice for me, like usual.”

		

		I nearly bristled at that bit of chauvinistic thinking, but I held myself in check, saying instead, “Well, I should be home by this weekend. We’ve about got things all wrapped up here.”

		

		“That’s great, babe!” He said enthusiastically. “I can’t wait!”

		

		“Me neither,” I lied to my husband. “See you soon, honey.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Since it was San Francisco—world famous for its seafood and we hadn’t really tried any as yet, and since we were supposed to be celebrating—Dex took us across the bay to Jack London Square, to a restaurant called Scott’s Seafood. He said that it was part of a chain but you’d never know it from the décor and the menu.

		

		As usual, he turned out to be correct. Scott’s was located in a lovely setting, one offering spectacular views of the bay. The scene from the picture window beside our table proved outstanding and the food was simply to die for!

		

		I ordered the Dungeness crab encrusted swordfish, Dex had the steamed Maine lobster, Sue settled on the Alaska king crab legs, and Bob—who turned out not to be a seafood fan—ordered a steak.

		

		No wonder he was so thin! Such a picky eater; seated inside a fabulous seafood restaurant and unwilling to order fish!

		

		Dex ordered us a bottle of excellent Chablis to go with our meals, and a glass of cabernet for Bob. We had several cocktails on the company tab while we waited for our dinners to be served in the busy restaurant.

		

		“Here’s to a very successful trip,” Dex raised his whiskey in a toast, just before our meals came. “Having a role in this particular audit will look very good on all of your resumes.”

		

		He looked at me and added, “Especially Maddy’s; she’s the real hero here, after all.”

		

		“To Maddy,” Bob intoned, clicking rims with Dex.

		

		Sue joined in and we all toasted….me! I’m sure I was blushing as I drank my vodka and tonic, but I felt happier than I’d been in a long time!

		

		****

		

		“What does the lioness of the hour want?” Dex asked later that night in my room, fisting his hard on and smiling devilishly at me.

		

		“You ought to know the answer to that question by now,” I murmured, lying naked in bed on my back, my eyes never leaving his magnificent prick. “You’re holding it in your hand.”

		

		He laughed softly and asked, “And just where do you want it, Mrs. Greaves?”

		

		“Anywhere you’d care to put it, Mr. Harrison, you big tease,” I sighed, opening my legs even wider for him.

		

		Again, he chuckled and knee-walked across the bed until the head of his erection was even with my mouth. He touched it to my lips and I opened them for him immediately, as he asked, “How about here?”

		

		I lapped at his hardness with my tongue for long moments and then sucked it into my mouth eagerly. He chortled once again and withdrew it after only a few licks and head-thrusts on my part.

		

		Moving down my body once more, still on his knees, Dex got in between my legs again. He ran his hard knob of flesh over my juicy lower lips and demanded softly, “And what about here; would you like to feel it inside these delicious-looking pink folds of yours?”

		

		I moaned with desire as his hot hardness touched my clit and ground my pelvis upward, seeking penetration by his wonderful cock. He laughed and again withdrew after just a few tentative strokes.

		

		“And what about…here?” He whispered the words as he caressed my anus with his slippery knot of male muscle.

		

		“Anywhere,” I reiterated, meaning it!

		

		****

		

		It was after two in the morning, and we were still at it! I was on my tummy and he was deep inside my backdoor!

		

		Previously, I had sucked him until he came, but he hadn’t chosen to come exclusively in my mouth this time. At the last second, he had pulled out and stroked himself off all over my face and breasts, saving a last little squirt for my open lips!

		

		Shamelessly toying with my own clit as I knelt subserviently in front of him while he masturbated all over my upper body, I’d come like a supernova exploding! I had never done such a thing before—if you’d asked me if I ever would, before meeting Dex—I’d have scornfully laughed in your face.

		

		But it had been a spectacular orgasm! One of the best I’d ever experienced, maybe because it was so…wrong!

		

		We had enjoyed more conventional sex, too. He had taken me in every position I could imagine—missionary, cowgirl, reverse-cowgirl, and with me standing on my tiptoes, pushing against the bedroom wall with my palms as he had bulled into me from behind—and it had seemed like he had made me climax in all of them!

		

		Now he was claiming my ass once again, and I was delirious at the way that felt; to give myself so totally to this near-stranger, so he could ravage me like the biggest ‘ho on the planet! Dex was pummeling my clit with his forefinger as he banged down into my forbidden hole, and I was rubbing my aroused nipples against the rough fabric of the bedspread as he rutted my ass right up to the gates of heaven…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		“Last night was the best night of my life,” I whispered to him as we stepped into the elevator together the next morning.

		

		He grinned at me in an “aw, shucks, ma’am; it wasn’t hardly nothing” manner and said, “Tonight will be even better, I promise. It’s our last night in San Francisco together and I want to make it really special for both of us.”

		

		I couldn’t imagine what this inventive, masterful cocksman had up his sleeve for us this evening. But I couldn’t wait to find out!

		

		“Besides, you’re one of those rare girls who seem to get better the more I’m with her,” he added. “Usually, I get bored with a woman right away after I’ve had her; but not this time!”

		

		My heart skipped a beat as I thought about that, and all it might mean. On the one hand, Dex was admitting to being the beyond-redemption horndog I had always thought him to be—quickly becoming blasé about a woman after he’d successfully seduced her; once the thrill of the chase, the triumphant feeling of conquest and all that was behind him—but he was also saying that he found me to be different…special somehow!

		

		“I guess I should feel flattered,” I chided him teasingly. “You’re sure you’re not tired of me yet?”

		

		“No, I’m not,” he said, staring down at me with those sexy hazel eyes of his, “and that scares the hell out of me!”

		

		We arrived at the lobby just then, and Sue and Bob were waiting, so we couldn’t talk anymore. All throughout breakfast—which I barely tasted that morning as I replayed our short conversation in the elevator again and again in my mind while I ate—I wondered where this affair was leading us: was there going to be more to it, after all, than just a few quick rolls in the hay with a charming rogue?

		

		****

		

		The work we did that day was boring but vital. All of our findings had to be carefully documented; laid out in a meticulously prepared report which we’d be submitting to the home office after we arrived back in Chicago.

		

		Our operation in Chicago served as the regional hub for all manufacturing and sales locations west of the Mississippi river. The office in New York City handled the rest of the country.

		

		Dex worked out of the company’s world headquarters in a Dallas suburb. He was the chief trouble-shooter when it came to accounting concerns; the hot-shot numbers man that corporate sent everywhere on the globe when trouble arose.

		

		He had been to Europe and all over the Far East on assignments that had sometimes lasted weeks at a time. I knew all of this from the pillow talk we’d engaged in while resting up from our steamy couplings throughout the last week.

		

		Being the lead accountant under Dex on an audit like this one could prove to be a career-changer. All of us were fully aware of how important this trip could be to our futures within the company as we toiled away throughout the day, trying to get everything perfect in our final report.

		

		Operations like this were old hat to Dex: he participated in them all the time as part of his job. But for Sue and Bob and me, an investigation like this one--resulting in criminal fraud charges and, hopefully, the recovery of at least some of the funds which Caruthers had pilfered from the company—could result in promotions, bonuses, and recognition within the organization that would reverberate through the halls of headquarters!

		

		****

		

		“Well, gang, no big celebration dinner tonight, I’m afraid,” Dex told us as we emerged from the cab and went into the hotel on our final night in San Francisco. “We leave for the airport bright and early in the morning, so no time for a big breakfast either. I’ll get us something out at the terminal before our plane takes off for Chicago.”

		

		Bob and Sue nodded, said goodnight, and went upstairs to their respective rooms. Dex winked at me and whispered, “That doesn’t go for you, cutie. What sort of food do you fancy this evening?”

		

		“What would you suggest? You haven’t steered me wrong so far.”

		

		“How about Chinese tonight,” Dex replied. “It’s one of my favorites. I know a place in Chinatown that is out of this world, if that’s alright with you.”

		

		It sounded fine to me. While I was enjoying all of this exotic cuisine on the company tab, I was really more interested in what happened after we got back from dinner: just what sort of delicious, sexy surprise did Dex have in store for me later tonight?

		

		****

		

		Hunan Home’s Restaurant was located in Chinatown and the meal we shared there proved to be the best Chinese food I’d ever eaten in my life! Kevin and I had a favorite place back home where we went for good Chinese, but I soon realized that was all it was; good Chinese. Hunan’s featured great Chinese!

		

		We opened with pot stickers, the like of which I’ve never tasted before, moved on to sizzling prawns which were so good the thought of never having them again made me sad. And then we split a serving of tea-smoked duck with a flavor so intense it stayed with me long after the meal was over. The place itself wasn’t much, but the food was perfect!

		

		“God, I’m stuffed,” I said as we sat in the back seat of the cab, headed back to the hotel.

		

		“Not yet, but you’re about to be,” Dex whispered to me.

		

		“You’re so bad!” I giggled and nestled into him.

		

		“My room tonight, if you don’t mind,” he murmured just before he kissed me.

		

		“Anywhere you say…just like last night,” I sighed and melted into his embrace, meaning every word I’d just said.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		“Give me a few minutes to tidy up my room and then come over,” Dex told me as we departed the elevator.

		

		“Okay,” I answered, “I want to take a second to get myself together as well. After all, this is our last night together, and I want to look great for you.”

		

		He grinned and said, “You always look perfect when your clothes come off, baby; I can attest to that.”

		

		We kissed good-bye for now and I let myself into my room. It seemed strange to be meeting him outside this now-familiar place, but I told myself that all hotel rooms tended to look alike, so I doubted I’d notice much difference.

		

		I quickly went to the bathroom, performed some minor repairs to my hair and make up, and thought briefly about throwing together a small overnight bag containing a nightie and some make up, a hairbrush…and then discarded the idea. Really, I’d be just across the hall!

		

		If I wanted to just throw my clothes back on in the morning and make a mad dash back to my room, I could easily do that. And I decided that that’s exactly what I’d do.

		

		Snapping off the lights, I stepped outside my door, made sure it was locked, and then crossed the deserted hall to Dex’s room. My knock was soft.

		

		I was confident he’d hear it. I thought smugly, He’s just as anxious to see me as I am to see him!

		

		****

		

		The door swung open a few seconds later, but it was pitch black inside his room! I called into the darkness, “Dex, where are you? Turn on the lights, for God’s sake!”

		

		A hand and arm snaked out from behind the door and drew me roughly inside, the door slamming and locking it behind me. Before I could even reach for the light switch, Dex was on me, his hand over my mouth; his other arm around my tummy from behind, holding me in place.

		

		“Welcome to a new world…bitch!” His voice snarled in my ear.

		

		I started to struggle, and that made him laugh. It was the sort of crazy, I’m-a-madman sort of a laugh that sets your teeth on edge!

		

		He slipped what felt like a silken blindfold over my head, over my eyes, and led me none too gently toward the bed. Before I knew it, he was yanking at my clothes, stripping me naked as I struggled, slapping my hands away from my face, and the blindfold, whenever I tried to reach for it.

		

		“Stop fighting me,” he demanded in the same threatening voice he had used before, “or you’ll pay for it!”

		

		My heart threatened to leap right out of my chest! I wanted out of here, out of this madness. And I wanted out NOW!

		

		Dex slapped me across the face, hard. I stopped struggling, too shocked to move.

		

		He threw me on top of the bed, on my back. I felt the cool sheet under my bare skin and then he had my left wrist firmly in his grip.

		

		Looping something soft and silky-feeling around it, he pulled the tie tight and then sprang over to the other side of the bed as I was busy reaching for the binding material to loosen it and free myself. He grabbed right hand and rapidly imprisoned it as he had the left.

		

		“Oh, no, you don’t,” he hissed in a low, menacing voice, “I want you totally restrained. I want you totally submissive to me tonight, bitch; don’t you get that?”

		

		“S-Stop this right now,” I implored him. “I don’t like it! I don’t like this at all!”

		

		“Who gives a fuck what you like?” He growled, latching onto my right leg in the pervasive darkness of the room. “Tonight is all about me…and what I want!”

		

		I felt a restraint sliding over my right foot and my struggles went into overdrive! He grunted as my kicking left foot made contact with his naked body, but my right one was now as solidly out of commission as my arms were!

		

		He caught my left ankle in his strong grip and secured it as well. I was in a dead panic by now, just short of tears as I begged, “Don’t do this! Please, don’t do this to me!”

		

		Dex chuckled, emitting that same maniacal cackle he’d used before, and my blood ran cold. I felt something being inserted into my mouth and quickly recognized it as one of those obscene ball-gag devices they use in BDSM porn movies. I felt the elastic straps of the ball gag being fitted around my head, holding it tight inside my mouth.

		

		Kevin and I hadn’t watched many restraint videos in our years together. We’d watched a few--especially when we’d first started dating each other exclusively--but we soon realized that neither of us was turned on by seeing people being whipped or chained down or otherwise abused while they had sex, so we hadn’t watched any more. I’d seen enough of them to recognize the gag-ball device currently in side my mouth.

		

		I couldn’t even scream! Or, if I did, it would come out as a muffled sound that couldn’t be heard even ten feet away, let alone through the walls of a five-star hotel room like this one!

		

		“You’re all mine now; to do with as I like!” Dex’s voice sounded harder, crueler than I ever imagined it to could be…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		“What do we want to try first, I wonder?” He continued speaking, his tone sounding smug and totally in control.

		

		I felt him caressing my nipples and I was surprised at how erect they both grew as he touched them. It was almost as though all of this was…turning me on!

		

		Which, of course, it wasn’t! Not a bit…at least that’s what I kept telling myself!

		

		“Perhaps some nipple clamps, to start off with,” Dex murmured. “These little pink beauties of yours have always been so sensitive, after all.”

		

		At that moment, I experienced what felt like sharp little teeth all around my left nipple as they clamped down on it. Pain shot through my whole breast as I screamed fearfully into the ball gag.

		

		Dex just laughed and put the right one on as well. I writhed about on my back, as best I could; given the four restraining ties around my wrists and ankles. He ran his fingers over my heaving belly, as if to calm me, and then whispered, “Let’s see how this sleek little body of yours responds to the whip, shall we?”

		

		Again, I screamed in fear around the ball gag but only a muffled sound reverberated off the walls of the room. His hand left my tummy and instead I felt the soft leather tentacles of a multi-stranded whip being dragged across my bare flesh.

		

		I renewed my efforts to wriggle away, but to no avail. The whip left my stomach and then it was back, snapping down hard against my naked skin, making a slapping sound as he lashed me with it!

		

		Tears sprang from my eyes and ran into the blindfold. I wiggled around on the sheet but Dex kept beating me with the whip until I was screaming constantly and crying uncontrollably.

		

		“Shush, now, it doesn’t really hurt all that bad, does it?” His voice was soft as the whipping stopped and his fingers began to sensually caress my clit.

		

		I was shocked to find that I was overflowing with lubricant around his gliding fingertip! This sort of pain and degradation couldn’t be arousing me…it just couldn’t!

		

		“God, your pussy is like a waterfall, darling,” he murmured, and I sensed him lowering himself between my legs. “I’ve just got to taste you!”

		

		With that, his tongue and lips were all over my slit and that soon had me wanting to cry out for a very different reason! I was going to come like I had never come before, and in record time!

		

		****

		

		“Do you want it, you little slut?” His voice was teasing, playful as he ran the head of his swollen erection over my lips, the blindfold still in place but the ball gag removed. “Do you want to suck my big cock?”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” I sighed, opening my lips for him, polishing the smooth dome eagerly with my tongue.

		

		I had gone off like a skyrocket as a result of his hot licking and sucking just now. It seemed as though the last of my restraint had been melted away by the intensity of my orgasm.

		

		Now I genuinely wanted to experience whatever he had in store for me….I desperately wanted that! My whole body was shaking as he began to use my more-than-willing mouth like an oral pussy, drilling his manhood into it all the way up to his balls with each stroke!

		

		He tugged at the cord between the two nipple clamps as I frantically licked and sucked, and a new wave of pain shot through my upper body. But suddenly I welcomed it!

		

		I had come to realize that he really wasn’t going to hurt me any more than I wanted to be hurt. The sharp-jawed nipple clamps, the lightweight leather of the whip, his growls and threats—all of them had been geared toward making me more attuned to my own body’s feelings; more in synch with my inner-desires than I’d ever been before!

		

		I sensed that even the restraints and the blindfold were designed to make me more aroused, to heighten my responses; to tune my whole body in to its own sexual potential! I sucked him the way I’ve never sucked anyone before, and when he finally came in my mouth minutes later, I gulped down his hot spend as if it was the sweetest nectar of the gods, while he yanked at the nipple clamps and fingered my exploding sex to yet another incendiary climax!

		

		****

		

		“I’m going to fuck that hot little ass of yours now,” he said as he stopped whipping my butt. “Do you want it? Do you want my big cock up that cute little bottom of yours, now that it’s all red and glowing from my whip?”

		

		One finger had been gliding over my super-aroused clitoris while he’s been lightly, teasingly whipping me, and I was about to come again. I was on my tummy now, with my ass thrust up into the air for him to flail away at and my nipples were pressed tightly against the sheet beneath me.

		

		And I was gasping for breath, such was my excitement. The nipple clamps were long gone, as was the blindfold and all of the restraints.

		

		“Yes, yes, oh, God, yesssssssss!” I all but pleaded, perched on the edge of the most intense release I’d experienced thus far tonight. “Please fuck me; fuck me right in the asssssssssss!”

		

		He shot a streamer of cold sex gel up my anus just then and I almost came as he entered me with his large-bore rod of hard flesh. I wanted it so badly! I was absolutely crazy for it!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		“I…I’ve never done anything even vaguely like that before,” I admitted to him as we lay cuddled together at the top of the bed.

		

		The clock on the nightstand said it was two-thirty in the morning and I believed it. My throat was raw from screaming and my ass throbbed as if it was on fire.

		

		I could still taste the remains of his semen in my mouth and my nipples were slightly sore from the clamps. Dex wasn’t pretending to be Bad Dex anymore: as he held me loosely in his arms, he had reverted into the sweet lover I had come to know so well over the past few nights.

		

		“I know,” he said. “That’s why it’s so much fun to play sex games with you. I love teaching you new things in bed. You’re like a gorgeous blank canvass for an artist!”

		

		“I was really scared at first,” I confided in him. “I didn’t know what to think! I was sure you’d gone crazy or that you were secretly a serial sex killer who was about to rape me and then strangle me to death!”

		

		He laughed softly and said, “That’s what you were supposed to think. It wouldn’t have been so intense, if you hadn’t believed that it was all real.”

		

		“I came so many times tonight,” I sighed happily, thinking back on our kinky night together. “It must be a new record.”

		

		“Did you like it…being tied up and helpless, I mean?”

		

		I thought about that and finally admitted, “God help me but I loved it, once I figured out that you weren’t going to really hurt me.”

		

		Neither of us said anything for long moments after that, until I finally asked, “How did you know I’d react that way?”

		

		He smiled and said, “Long experience, kitten, with girls like you.”

		

		I bristled a little at that dismissive description of myself and asked him, “Oh, ‘girls like me’, indeed? What AMI like?”

		

		“You’re hot as hell,” Dex said, turning over onto his side, so that he could look directly into my eyes as he spoke. “You’re among the hottest women I’ve ever known, Maddy, and that’s saying a lot.”

		

		I felt my cheeks turning red as he continued, “You have a capacity for sex that simply astounds me. Once you get going, I don’t think there’s anything you wouldn’t try…anything you wouldn’t do to please the man you’re with!”

		

		I giggled, as embarrassed as I could be by his statement, but proud at the same time. I said, “Oh, I’m some sort of red-hot mama type, then, according to you?”

		

		He held me even more tightly in his arms and whispered, “The red-hottest; do you want me to make you come again, before you go back across the hall?”

		

		I felt his renewed hardness up against my skin just before we kissed and whispered, “What do you think…?”

		

		****

		

		I had a really hard time dragging myself out of bed the next morning when my wake up call came from the front desk. Struggling my way into the bathroom, I inspected my nude body in the mirror.

		

		Not a red mark or a welt in sight! I was amazed but I wasn’t really surprised.

		

		Dex had assured me the night before--just before I’d left his room--that such would be the case in the morning. He’d grinned as he said, “I’m an old hand at this stuff. I wouldn’t want to leave any marks of that beautiful skin of yours, angel.”

		

		And he hadn’t! The girl looking back at me in the mirror, just before I stepped into the hot shower, was as pristine and untouched-looking as ever.

		

		But that’s an illusion, I told myself as I lathered up, I’ve been touched plenty on this trip--in ways I’ve never been touched before—and I’m far from pristine!

		

		I thought of seeing my husband in just a few hours and quickly blocked that dreaded meeting out of my head as I turned off the shower. Kevin would be something I’d deal with when the time came.

		

		It wasn’t like I had a choice, when it came to that…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		The trip back to Chicago was the same as the trip out to San Francisco had been, as far as the logistics of it went. Dex and I again sat side by side in first class and sipped champagne.

		

		But there was a deep familiarity between us now that hadn’t been there on trip out to the west coast. Yet, for all the chemistry we were feeling between us now, there was no real, long-term sense of connection.

		

		Our affair was over. He knew it and I knew it.

		

		We now shared a great reservoir of intimacy, but all of that mutual passion was behind us. As we grew closer and closer to Chicago, we seemed to grow further apart.

		

		****

		

		Our company’s travel coordinator had managed to get us on the earliest flight possible. So even with the two-hour time difference, we still had time to get to the office from O’Hare and spend our afternoon there before it closed up for the night.

		

		I was enjoying my new role as the fair-haired girl immensely! Everyone had heard about me being the one to figure out how Caruthers had been bilking hundreds of thousands of dollars out of the company on an annual basis, so I was the center of attention!

		

		“I knew you’d make us proud, Maddy-girl!” My long-time manager, Arthur Smith, said that as he literally patted me on the back, beaming happily at my success.

		

		“She was certainly the star of this show,” Dex said, smiling at me slyly.

		

		I didn’t know whether he meant the show I put on in the bedroom for him most of the nights we’d been away, or if he was speaking of the audit. I just smiled back at him and basked in my newfound glory.

		

		“The word from the home office is that there’s going to be substantial bonus checks for the whole team and for you in particular, my dear!” Smith went on to gush.

		

		Bonus checks are nice, I thought, smiling back at him and at Dex, Kevin can get his new RV after all and maybe we can still afford a second vacation; the kind that I’LL enjoy!

		

		But what about a promotion, too; I asked myself—greedy girl that I am—was that too much to hope for, after my triumph in San Francisco?

		

		****

		

		“Well, I guess this is goodbye, at least for now,” Dex said to me, down in the lobby an hour later: I had volunteered to walk him out of the office, and once in the hallway, we had ridden down in the elevator together, holding hands. “My flight back to Dallas leaves early in the morning, and you have to get home to your husband tonight.”

		

		I was torn. I wanted so much to kiss him goodbye, but there were too many eyes on us in that lobby; eyes belonging to people I didn’t really know but saw every day.

		

		So we just shook hands. Somehow, I kept from tearing up as I said, “Well, I just might see you the next time you’re passing through Chicago, if it works out, and we can somehow arrange to meet.”

		

		“I’d like that, believe me, Maddy,” he said with a smile so charming I almost believed him. “You’re quite a girl, Mrs. Greaves!”

		

		****

		

		Kevin took me out to dinner that night, to celebrate my bonus check, my big success in San Francisco, and my return home. We went to an Italian place we both liked, although their food—compared that served by Acquerello—came up woefully short in my estimation.

		

		And Kevin wasn’t Dex! That was for sure!

		

		He sat across the table from me, shoveling in spaghetti and meatballs; talking non-stop about the new RV he intended to buy. I sighed and remembered my time in San Francisco and tried once again not to cry, this time out of a sense of utter frustration and loss!

		

		****

		

		He wanted sex that night, and I gave it to him. Our bout of love-making was mercifully brief, thank God, and as unexciting—for me, anyway—as counting sheep in an effort to fall asleep.

		

		I just lay there, in the dark, replaying all I had done with Dex in my mind—trying to work myself up into a state of at least mild arousal--stroking Kevin’s short, blond hair absently as he thrust into me. Thankfully, my husband didn’t last long.

		

		After a decent interval, I got up out of bed and cleaned myself up at the bathroom sink. Kevin was snoring contentedly as I got back into bed next to him.

		

		This is NOT going to be my life from here on out! I promised myself that as I slipped back under the covers. I won’t let it be. I absolutely WON’T!

		

	
		

		Part Two

		

		Owen

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		I was going crazy! It had been three months since San Francisco, since Dex, and there were times my skin suddenly felt so tight I was sure I’d burst right through it and emerge as someone else, like a butterfly leaving a chrysalis!

		

		Or at least I hoped I would.

		

		Things at the office were great. Janet, poor thing, had eventually succumbed to the injuries from her car wreck, and I had been promoted into her old job of accounting manager.

		

		I’d pretended to tear up at her funeral, just for appearance’s sake, and that had really tested my abilities as an actress. After all, Janet had been a cute, self-absorbed little bitch when she’d been alive, and I wasn’t at all sad to see her gone; not really!

		

		That sounds terrible, but it was also the way I truly felt. All of the other girls in our accounting group did too, but we’d all cried our crocodile tears and made a big show of feeling sad when Janet had finally passed away.

		

		Kevin had gone over to the dealership soon after I arrived back home and picked up a bunch of new brochures, featuring an even more expensive version of the RV he coveted, now that I had been promoted and was dragging in hundreds of dollars more with each bi-weekly paycheck. He sat at the small desk in our den every night after dinner and ogled them as if they were porn girls and he hadn’t had any sex in a month.

		

		Which I must admit, he had, but just barely. Sex between the two of us had once again returned to an every-three-weeks-or-so ritual that had come to feel more like an obligation than a pleasure, at least as far as I was concerned.

		

		I had bought myself a new, bigger-bore vibrator surreptitiously on the net and hidden it away in my sock drawer. Some nights, when I beat Kevin home from work by an hour or so, I lay back on our bed “Jilling” myself off as I remembered my time in San Francisco with Dex. It wasn’t a very satisfactory substitute for the kind of sex my lover and I had shared, but it was better than what I had with Kevin on those rare occasions when we got together…

		

		****

		

		My affair with Owen began as a result of my decision to splurge a little at my gym and hire myself a personal trainer to work with me once a week. Owen was the trainer they set me up with and I was…interested--from the moment I first saw him--in the tall, powerful young muscleman.

		

		What girl wouldn’t have been? Owen Rivers was absolutely gorgeous and-- because he made his living by being in shape and showing others how to achieve physical perfection—there was never a hair out of place or an old, stretched out tank top or a pair of raggedy work-out shorts in evidence with Owen.

		

		He was utter male perfection! At least six-foot, four-inches tall, Owen had massive shoulders, pecs to simply die for, abs that would make most washboards jealous, and a tiny waist!

		

		And Owen’s handsome face was as gorgeous as the rest of him! He even had a dimpled chin—like the old movie star, Cary Grant—and the most stunning, emerald-green eyes. In short, he was a young dreamboat straight out of every woman’s fantasies and I secretly lusted after him!

		

		However, I was sure he wouldn’t be interested in an old lady like me, so I felt comfortable around him right from the start.

		

		And he was just as relaxed and professional around me; or so I thought at first. Amid the endless lunges, squats, and ab crunches he forced me to do while balancing precariously on an exercise ball, I gradually became aware of Owen surreptitiously rearranging his sweats or his shorts so that the pronounced bulge of his obvious half-erection wouldn’t be quite so obvious.

		

		“Don’t you have a girlfriend to help you take some of the starch out of that thing?” I teased him good-naturedly one day, when I was finishing up my floor exercises.

		

		I had been working out with him for several weeks by then, so I felt we knew each other well enough for him to take my risqué comment about his package in stride. To my surprise, he blushed under his tanning-bed tan and blurted, “You’ll have to forgive me, Maddy. But I’ve always been a breast man and the sight of yours jiggling around in that leotard is just too much for me sometimes! I’m only human, you know!”

		

		That shocked me. I smiled at the much younger man and whispered coyly, “Hearing you saying that just made my day, cutie. I didn’t think anyone as hunky as you would even notice a pair of elderly breasts like mine!”

		

		“Oh, I’ve noticed, believe me,” Owen admitted with an almost bashful grin. “And they don’t look a bit…elderly to me! You’d have to be dead or very gay not notice a set like those!”

		

		The corner of the gym we were standing in was all but deserted that night, so there was no one to overhear our conversation when he added, “And the rest of you is really coming along nicely, too. That little butt of yours is a lot tighter than it used to be, and the tiny gut you had is all but gone.”

		

		My heart was pounding within my chest! It was turning out that hottie-body Owen was as… interested in me as I was in him!

		

		It took me a moment to digest that. Owen was no more than twenty-four or five at most, while Dex, the man in my first affair, had been in his middle thirties.

		

		And me…I was still about to turn forty years old in a few months!

		

		“W-Would you like to have a d-drink with me, some night after we’re done working out?” Owen blurted out the words nervously, as if he had suddenly developed a stutter.

		

		I thought about it and made my decision without hesitation. Lowering my voice to throaty whisper, I said, “I think I’d like that very much…Owen, darling!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		You’re a wicked woman! I told myself gleefully as I drove away from the gym that night. He’s just a baby! Owen would look more natural at your daughter’s side than he would at yours!

		

		But I definitely wasn’t sorry I’d said “yes” to a drink after our next workout session. I smiled all the way home.

		

		Am I going to cheat on Kevin for a second time? And, if I do, am I going to get away with it again?

		

		I shook my head as if to clear it of such thoughts. I was getting way ahead of myself.

		

		After all, Owen and I hadn’t even shared our first drink together yet…

		

		****

		

		All throughout work the next day, I found my thoughts to be pleasantly distracted. I spent a lot my time looking out my office window and fantasizing about Owen.

		

		Would he have a big one, like Dex’s had been? Would he even want to go to bed with someone that much older than him, if he got chance, and would I take him up on it, if taking me to bed turned out to be his intention?

		

		This wasn’t at all like my whirlwind fling with Dex, with the two of us safely a half a continent away from my husband and my normal life. This would be happening—if it did happen--right here in Chicago, where I lived and worked!

		

		“Hey, have you even started on those figures I gave you earlier this afternoon yet?” My friend, Daisy, was standing at the entrance to my cubicle, hands on her substantial hips, peering in at me with an impatient look on her face.

		

		I’d seen to it that Daisy had shared in my good fortune when I’d gotten my promotion. She had climbed the corporate ladder right along with me. Daisy was now my assistant, just as I’d been the assistant of the late, unlamented Janet.

		

		“Oh, uh…I guess not,” I answered lamely, gazing down at the manila folder lying on my desk blotter that she had given me just after lunch that day.

		

		“What the fuck’s the matter with you today, girl?” She whispered. “Are you sick or something?”

		

		“Let’s have a drink after work tonight and I’ll tell you all about it,” I suggested, sorry I had extended the offer as soon as the words had left my mouth.

		

		Daisy was the office gossip, after all. Telling her about Owen might prove to be the same thing as posting a notice about it on the bulletin board in the lunch room!

		

		“Can you make it?” I asked, half hoping she’d say she couldn’t. Daisy did have a husband and kids to get home to.

		

		“Actually, I can,” she assured me. “My son has a soccer game this afternoon and Dave is taking him—he’s coaching their team, you know—and Martina has girl scouts, but another mom is picking her up right after school and bringing her home later. So I’m free as a bird after work tonight, as it turns out.”

		

		“Let’s meet at Jerome’s, then,” I suggested, naming a cocktail lounge that was located at least a mile from the office, where we’d be less likely to encounter anyone else we worked with.

		

		“Okay, Jerome’s it is, at around five-thirty,” Daisy agreed.

		

		****

		

		Jerome’s has been around a long time. It is one of those old, neighborhood bars dotting Chicago’s inner-city; there seems to be one like it on every block.

		

		I arrived at the dimly-lit tavern just after five-thirty, only to find Daisy already seated at the bar, nursing a cocktail of some kind. It was mostly ice by the time I joined her.

		

		“Let’s move to a table,” I suggested. “The bar is too crowded for us to be able to talk freely.”

		

		She left her finished drink sitting on the bar and we made our way over to an empty table at the back of the big room. The cocktail waitress found us soon enough and I ordered a vodka and tonic while Daisy had another rum and coke.

		

		“Now, what’s so hush-hush that we had to meet in this dump to discuss it?” Daisy demanded as the girl went over to the bar to place our orders.

		

		“Okay, but first you have to promise me you won’t repeat a word of what I’m about to tell you to anyone in the office,” I cautioned her.

		

		Daisy looked hurt that I’d even think she’d do that! She said in a low voice, “Hey, I know I have a reputation as the office gossip. But I can keep a secret when I want to; believe me!”

		

		I saw the cocktail waitress approaching with our drinks, so I waited until she had served them to us and gone on her way again before saying, “Alright, then; here’s the thing I’ve been…distracted by.”

		

		Raising my glass and taking a big pull of my vodka and tonic, I said, “I’ve been going to this gym. You know that, right?”

		

		She rolled her brown eyes and said impatiently, in a sing-song voice, “Yeah, yeah, you look great; just love the new you!”

		

		“I wasn’t fishing for compliments,” I responded somewhat icily. “I’m trying to explain what happened to me yesterday, at the gym.”

		

		Daisy looked slightly less impatient as she said, “So, go on and get to it, already!”

		

		I took another cut of my drink and a deep breath before saying: “I hired a personal trainer a couple of weeks ago, so I could get in even better shape.”

		

		Sighing, I added, “He turned out to be a real hunk; about twenty-five or so, tall, muscular as hell, and outrageously good-looking to boot.”

		

		“Ooh, I like him already, you lucky puss!” Daisy rolled her eyes suggestively as she spoke.

		

		“That’s the problem,” I answered her truthfully. “So do I.”

		

		I put my hands under my big boobs and hefted them once, saying: “And he, apparently, likes me. He’s a tit man, and I guess mine look pretty nice in that tight, low-cut leotard I wear to work out in. He can’t seem to keep his eyes off them.”

		

		Daisy smiled devilishly as she first chortled, and then took a big swig of her rum and coke before asking, “So, what’s the problem?”

		

		“He…he…his name is Owen,” I stammered, embarrassed as hell but proud of myself at the same time. “Anyway, Owen asked me out for a drink last night, the next time we work out together. And I said yes!”

		

		Daisy smiled triumphantly and asked once again, “So what’s the problem? Go out and have a drink with the kid. What’s the worst thing that could happen?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		“It’s just that I think…hell, I’m sure…that he has more in mind than a friendly drink,” I admitted, all in a rush.

		

		“So? You’re a big girl,” Daisy surprised me by saying.

		

		“I…I think he wants to start…an affair, between me and him,” I breathed out, my heart pounding as I admitted out loud what I had been daydreaming about ever since Owen had asked me to have that drink with him last night.

		

		Daisy chuckled again and then said in voice that was little more than a whisper, “So…go ahead and fuck him, if that’s what you want to do! What’s to stop you?”

		

		She’s always had a mouth on her, that one! I inhaled the rest of my drink and then asked insistently, in a whisper even lower than hers had been, “But what about my husband? What about Kevin?”

		

		Daisy finished her rum and coke and snorted, “Shit…Kevin? You’re worried about Kevin?”

		

		She leaned her own bountiful breasts on the table top and hissed, “I’ve seen Kevin at the annual Christmas party lots of times, over the years. He’s a fat slob, compared to this cutie-patootie who’s chasing after your trim little ass!”

		

		Daisy leaned back in her chair and said expansively, “Hell, live a little, girl! That’s what I’d do in your place!”

		

		My head spun, and it wasn’t from the alcohol I’d just downed. Daisy didn’t seem shocked at all about me admitting I was thinking about cheating on my husband!

		

		She confirmed that she wasn’t by adding, “I’ve stepped out on my guy numerous times over the years, whenever I’ve had the chance!”

		

		My jaw must have dropped open at her frank admission. She just laughed and said, “Not all men want ‘curvy and tight’, honey. Some of them are satisfied with just a hot pussy, and I’ve got that in spades!”

		

		I couldn’t help myself! I burst out laughing!

		

		To my relief, Daisy didn’t take offense. She joined me, chortling, “I just love to fuck, and it doesn’t make any difference to me who I fuck, as long as he’s good at it!”

		

		I remembered the name of Daisy’s husband just then, so I asked her, “And what does Dave have to say about all of this?”

		

		“Not a thing,” Daisy informed me smugly. “Oh, I think he knows about it, or at least suspects that I’ve cheated on him from time to time. But he doesn’t push it. He’s never confronted me about it. I don’t think that he wants to, if you know what I mean.”

		

		I was fascinated by that thought. I asked her, “What do you mean when you say, ‘he doesn’t want to’?”

		

		Daisy rolled her big eyes again and said with a shrug of her shoulders, “Dave’s like a lot of guys. He’s relatively happy with the life he’s got, so he doesn’t want to make waves.”

		

		She held up her drink and rattled the ice cubes at the passing cocktail waitress; then made a gesture indicating we wanted two more. Turning back to me, Daisy said conspiratorially, “Hell, I think he may even like it, on some level.”

		

		My jaw dropped open again. She giggled and then added, “I’m a lot nicer to Dave, when I’m getting some strange cock on the side! I may even favor him a complete blowjob, from time to time, just to keep him smiling!”

		

		She again burst into slightly guilty-sounding laughter and I joined her. When the cocktail waitress was approaching with our fresh drinks, Daisy confided, “All men like that kind of thing, girl. You can take it from me!”

		

		****

		

		“Listen, you’ve got two kids at home, and one of them is still small,” I found myself whispering to Daisy a few minutes later. “How do you manage it…meeting a lover to have sex, I mean? Doesn’t Dave suspect that you’re up to something?”

		

		“You’ve got to invent a believable excuse that he’ll accept,” Daisy offered sagely. “It doesn’t have to be a great excuse, but it’s got to be believable, that’s the important thing.”

		

		I contemplated that for a while. At last she said, “Hey, I’ve got to get going. That soccer game isn’t going to last forever, you know.”

		

		As she stood up to leave, she said, “Maybe Kevin will turn out to be like my Dave; not too inquisitive as to your excuse; like I said before: I don’t think Dave really wants to know the truth. If he ever did find out for sure that I’d been cheating on him, he’d have to confront me about it. And that might end up in us getting a divorce—and neither one of us really wants that!”

		

		****

		

		I thought about that long and hard after she’d left, switching over to black coffee as I did so. Kevin might turn out to be just like Dave after all!

		

		Our life together was comfortable; well-established. He had the new RV he’d been so desperate to buy, his bowling night; his asshole buddies dropping by on weekends to watch football or baseball with him on our big screen TV.

		

		Carrie, our daughter, was finishing up her first year of college; apparently doing well, from what she’d said when she’d been home for the Christmas break. I was getting ahead at work; so was he.

		

		Why would he want to rock the boat, if I’m careful about this thing with Owen? I asked myself as I settled up my bar bill with the cocktail waitress.

		

		I’ll just have to do what Daisy had suggested and think up a good excuse for the evenings I might be spending with Owen.

		

		I was already smiling over that thought as I got up to leave.

		

		“You’re getting way ahead of yourself again, I cautioned myself as I walked to my car. You don’t even know if Owen is all that interested…YET!

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		From the way he’s positively attacking my bare titties with his mouth and fingers, I’d say he was more than a little bit interested! That was my semi-smug thought next week, after my work out session with Own; at around seven in the evening.

		

		Owen and I were on his couch, and both of us were naked to the waist as he went after my breasts like he’d never had a set of big boobies to play with before! We’d started making out after our drink—we’d both agreed that since he lived so close to the gym and it wouldn’t do for the two of us to be seen together in some neighborhood bar, in light of his job and my husband, we’d gone over to his one bedroom apartment to have our cocktail—and one thing had quickly led to another.

		

		I was hot; as hot as I’d been with Dex that first night out in San Francisco! I was already overflowing with lubricant down below and Owen’s lips, tongue, and fingers on my sensitive nipples had me panting for still more stimulation!

		

		Oh, God, I’m such a hot-pantsed bitch, when you get right down to it, I chided myself as I unzipped his jeans while he continued to feast on my stiff nipples.

		

		I glanced over at the digital clock sitting under the big screen television across the small room and realized I’d have to make our first time together faster than I had wanted it to be. Kevin had his bowling league tonight, but he’d be home by nine and if I wasn’t there, I’d have a lot of explaining to do!

		

		I want to spend all night with this luscious boy, I thought, slightly starry-eyed at how beautiful he looked with his shirt off and his mouth pressed so hungrily to my left breast!

		

		I sighed and eased his erection out of his unzipped jeans. My breath caught in my throat!

		

		He wasn’t quite as big as Dex had been. But he was way big enough…

		

		****

		

		“S-Suck it,” he moaned desperately, “Oh, God, you do it so good!”

		

		I was leaning over his lap and we were both completely naked on his bed. We were still making out like a pair of horny high school kids, in between him sucking my breasts and me returning the favor by eagerly gobbling up his engorged manhood.

		

		God, his cock was pretty! I wanted to suck it for him, it was so magnificent…Owen’s naked body was so magnificent!

		

		“I…oh, fuck…I can’t last!” Owen screamed just then and his long, fat hard on bucked once in my mouth and began to spurt!

		

		Holy Jesus…and I thought DEX came a lot!

		

		Owen was moaning and stroking my hair as I blew him, swallowing like a mad woman to keep up with the flow. My young lover was also wriggling around on the bed as if it were on fire and gasping out a string of expletives, clearly awed my oral skills…

		

		****

		

		I wasn’t prepared for what happened next. It had been a good long time since I’d been in bed with a guy who was still in his early twenties.

		

		Owen yanked my lips upward as soon as he’d stopped coming, and thrust his tongue right into my mouth as we began kissing passionately again! I was flabbergasted by that move—Kevin would have thrown up at the very thought of tasting his own stuff in my mouth, back when I’d still been performing complete blowjobs on him regularly.

		

		The feel of Owen’s tongue gliding across my come-laden one seemed to absolutely ignite a fire in my lower body! My nipples were instantly as hard as two diamonds against his big, hairy chest as we sucked tongue together, and my pussy was like a lake, I was so turned on by the kinkiness of the sultry kiss!

		

		I found myself wishing desperately that he hadn’t just come, so we could make love right away. As I said before, I hadn’t been to be with a guy as young as this one in long time: I didn’t really remember, until just then, how incredibly horny they all were!

		

		Owen stared to get hard again right away, while we kissed! I couldn’t believe it at first as he began to firm up against my naked belly, since he’d just come in my mouth like a volcano erupting less than five minutes before. But the rock-hard…evidence of his desire for me was undeniable as it throbbed to life against my heaving tummy!

		

		I had promised myself that I was going to make him wear a condom when we had sex, should it happen between us tonight. I was going to be safe!

		

		But he was now inside me, almost before I knew it, and I was hunching my hips up off the bed to drive him in even deeper! His thick cock just felt so great up against my pulsing clit!

		

		It was if his meaty young prick was scratching an itch I really needed scratched. I just threw myself into it and let it happen…

		

		****

		

		“God, you’re hot!” Owen sighed, all gaga-eyed, as I prepared to leave his apartment at eight-thirty. “When can I see you again?”

		

		“Next week, same time, same place,” I told him with a wry little smile.

		

		I was freshly showered and put together, ready for my drive home. Glancing past him, I saw by the digital clock that it was really time for me to leave.

		

		We had spent over an hour together in bed, making love frantically. I was tired—both from my earlier work out and from being with him—but I was ecstatic!

		

		This night had been so great; and I knew it was only the start…

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		“So, how was your work out tonight?” Kevin asked when he returned home, just minutes after I’d gotten there, and I thought I saw a suspicious look flicker across his broad face as he asked me the question.

		

		“Fine,” I answered him noncommittally, “how did your bowling team do? Did you win?”

		

		“Yeah, those guys at Firestone can’t bowl for shit,” Kevin answered. “We trounced them.”

		

		“But next week is team from United Industries, right?”

		

		Kevin made a sour face as he said, “Yeah, they won it all last year; got the league trophy. They’ll be a lot tougher for us to beat than Firestone was.”

		

		We just stood looking at each other for a moment in silence, until he said, “You look…different, somehow tonight. It’s like you’ve got some kind of glow about you.”

		

		I swallowed hard, smiled, and said as I moved off into the living room, “Well, I really worked out hard tonight; maybe that’s it.”

		

		“Maybe so,” Kevin agreed slowly, taking another pull on the beer he was drinking and following me into the living room.

		

		There was an alcoholic gleam in his eyes as he added, “All that working out you’re doing sure is paying off, babe. You want to fool around a little?”

		

		I knew the beer in his hand was only one of the many he’d put away tonight. Bowling nights were also drink-all-the-beers-you-want nights, when he met up with his buddies from work.

		

		Why not? I asked myself. I’ve already been fucked twice tonight so far. What’s one more?

		

		I flashed Kevin a naughty little smile and turned to walk away, rolling my hips provocatively for him. When I reached the stairs leading up to our bedroom, I paused and looked back at him over my shoulder and said, dropping my voice a full octave and growling out the words in a suggestive manner, “Come and get it, big boy, if you really want it!”

		

		****

		

		Oh, God, he’s really nailing me tonight! I marveled as Kevin rutted down into me. Maybe Daisy’d had something there, when she told me sex with her husband seemed to get hotter when she was having an affair with another guy!

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, baby, that’s the way to do me,” I purred up at him, tossing my hips up to meet his every thrust. “I just love it!”

		

		Kevin grinned and murmured, “You’re really hot and juicy tonight, babe! You’re a great fuck!”

		

		Funny…that’s just what Owen said, I thought, somewhat cattily, as I got ready to come for the first time in months with Kevin.

		

		“Give it me, stud,” I whispered into my huffing, puffing husband’s ear. “Really flood me with that hot stuff when you come!”

		

		Kevin gasped when I said that and his body stiffened up. Seconds later, I felt his semen jetting into me, all warm and gooey.

		

		There wasn’t nearly as much as Owen had pumped into me earlier in the evening. But there was enough!

		

		When my husband’s warm goo backwashed onto my clit, I shivered all over and started to come right along with him as he groaned out his own pleasure while holding me tight…

		

		****

		

		“That was nothing but great, babe,” Kevin sighed contentedly a few minutes later as we lay back on the pillows.

		

		He turned and looked at me with a big smile on his face. He said, “I wasn’t kidding earlier, when I said you were a great fuck.”

		

		I reached over and tousled his short blond hair as I replied, “Potty mouth; saying ‘fuck’ to your wife isn’t very romantic!”

		

		To my surprise, he reached out for me and held me close. He whispered, “Well I do feel sort of romantic, right at this minute. I’ve got the greatest wife in the world!”

		

		His innocent words felt like daggers being driven into my cheating heart! I cuddled him close as I said, “And I’ve got the greatest guy in the world. I wouldn’t trade you for anything, darling!”

		

		I felt like the lowest, most deceitful bitch on the planet as I fell asleep in his arms that night; both for what I had done with another man earlier in the evening, and because I realized—deep down inside--I was happier than I had been in months because I’d cheated with Owen…

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		“Aw, that was so sweet,” Daisy said as I told her over lunch the next day about what Kevin had said to me last night before we’d gone to sleep.

		

		Then she made a dismissive gesture with her hand as she leaned forward over the table, saying, “But what about Mr. Hunky? Did he turn out to be as good a fuck as he looked to be?”

		

		I laughed and admitted that he had, saying, “He was awesome, the way only a guy in his twenties can be! He could get hard again in, like, minutes; not a half hour!”

		

		“And when he got hard?” Daisy wanted to know. “Was he big?”

		

		“Big enough; way bigger than Kevin,” I shared with her as I ate my salad. “And when he came it was like a water main breaking!”

		

		“Did you use rubbers?”

		

		I averted my eyes as I admitted, “I meant to, but we sort of got carried away.”

		

		Daisy made a clucking sound after she had swallowed a big mouthful of the tuna fish sandwich she was devouring. She said, “You’ve got to be more careful, girl! If you come home to Kevin infected with some kind of social disease, he’s going to know you’ve been out fooling around with someone else!”

		

		“I know, I know,” I sighed to Daisy. “But Owen was so damned sexy; so damned…edible! I just couldn’t seem to help myself!”

		

		“Cute or not, you’d better use protection from here on out,” she warned me, taking another big bite out of her sandwich. “You can’t tell where these young guys’ dicks have been!”

		

		She’d said that last part while her mouth was still stuffed with tuna fish, but I’d understood her clearly enough. And I knew she was right.

		

		A guy like Owen…who looked like he did…he could have any girl he wanted. And God knows, he probably had!

		

		I told myself my friend was right. I’d have to be more careful from here on out…

		

		****

		

		But I wasn’t! Next bowling night found me back over at Owen’s apartment, riding his big hard on—with no condoms in sight—as if there was no tomorrow!

		

		“Jesus, Jesus, you’re balling my brains loose!” He gasped as I hunched frantically up and down on his rampant manhood.

		

		“Shut up and fuck me!” I whispered, getting ready to come on his impressive cock.

		

		He rose up, rolled me onto my back, never missing a beat, and really began to pin me to the mattress with his powerful lunges. I bit my lower lip to keep from screaming—it felt so good—and held on for dear life!

		

		We both went off at the same time and I again felt him flood me with his copious semen. It was wonderful!

		

		****

		

		“Uh…I’m not going to…uh…catch something from you, am I?” I hesitantly brought up the subject as we rested up from our torrid first coupling.

		

		He just looked at me as if I suddenly had switched from speaking English to Swahili, so I added, “What I mean is…shouldn’t we be using some sort of protection?”

		

		“You’re on the pill, right?” He asked, still looking confused.

		

		“Yeah, but you know…disease and like that?”

		

		His handsome young face broke into a huge smile as he reached for me once more. He said, “I get tested all the time, so you don’t have to worry about that with me!”

		

		And then we made love again. It was even better than first time!

		

		****

		

		His fingers were roaming up and down the hills of my naked ass, and I knew he wanted to take me…back there! I was lying on my tummy, after our last bout of love-making, just resting.

		

		I turned and looked back at him over my shoulder and said, “You’d love to have my ass, wouldn’t you, baby?”

		

		Owen blushed and finally admitted that he would, saying, “Well, it is one of the finest asses I’ve ever seen.”

		

		His youthful, handsome face looked hopeful as he asked almost shyly, “Do you…uh…do it that way?”

		

		“Well…do you have any lube around here?” I asked him by way of an answer, my heart pounding at what I was about to let him do to me!

		

		****

		

		Owen didn’t do anal like most guys I’d ever been before with did anal. I’d always been up on my hands and knees before this, and the guy had been behind me.

		

		When Owen finally slipped into my well-lubed bottom minutes later, I was on my back, with my toes touching the wall just above his bed’s headboard, and he was on his hands and knees, holding his weight off me. Only that fantastic cock of his was making contact with my body while I toyed with my own clit and gasped out my utter joy!

		

		“Oh, oh, God; it goes in so deep this way!” I moaned as he hammered into my jackknifed body.

		

		Owen was too into this to speak. He simply rutted away like a madman when I began to come seconds later…

		

		****

		

		“I’d give anything to see you more than once a week, you know,” he said, looking for all the world like a boy who was falling very much in love.

		

		I ran my forefinger over his cheek and up onto his nose teasingly as I replied, “I’ll just bet you would, you young scamp. But this old lady has to rest up. Besides, I’m married, as you well know, and we don’t want my husband to get suspicious, now do we?”

		

		“No, I guess not,” Owen sighed, then took me in his arms once more and kissed me.

		

		We were fully clothed, standing just inside his front door as I prepared to leave. After the anal sex, we’d taken a very playful, very naughty shower together and I’d dropped to my knees and sucked his now clean cock until it had come in my mouth, swallowing it all for him.

		

		Then we’d had conventional sex again just now—I simply hadn’t been able to resist, and he was still so horny for me! Young guys; you just can’t beat ‘em! I knew I should have taken a second shower after we’d made love again, but there hadn’t been time; not if I wanted to beat Kevin home tonight.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		“We won!” Kevin bellowed triumphantly as he came bursting through the door leading in from the garage and sat his bowling bag down on one of the kitchen chairs. He swept me into his arms, saying: “We actually beat those fuckers from United, even if it was only by one lousy pin!”

		

		“Naughty, naughty,” I chided him, a teasing little smile on my face, “such a mouth you have on you!”

		

		He kissed me with that mouth and I opened my lips for him. Kevin stiffened in my arms: it wasn’t usual for us to share a tongue-kiss unless we were up in the bedroom!

		

		I had simply forgotten, I was so caught up in his excitement over his big win tonight and the exhilaration I was still feeling, coming as I had straight from Owen’s bed and into my husband’s arms. It had felt like the most natural thing in the world to give Kevin a big, sloppy soul kiss!

		

		“Come on,” I said, thinking fast, drawing my mouth away from his, hoping to divert his attention away from my unusual behavior just now. “I’ve got a little something special for my guy; as a reward for his big victory tonight!”

		

		****

		

		“G-Goddamn, Maddy,” he groaned out the words as my mouth went up and down on his hard on, “if…if you don’t stop sucking soon…”

		

		His voice trailed off as I caressed his hairy ball sac with my fingertips and continued to suck. After about a minute more, Kevin gasped sharply and grabbed at my hair with both hands as he wailed, “Oh, God, here it is!”

		

		There wasn’t a lot, not compared to Owen’s outpouring when I’d done this for him earlier tonight, after our shower together. I swallowed, and then swallowed again, and my hubby was all done; his hard on starting to deflate rapidly in my mouth as the last trickle of his come slid down my throat.

		

		“How was that for a reward?” I asked him coyly as I straightened up, licking my lips to catch any errant globs of semen.

		

		“Holy Jesus, that was fantastic!” Kevin sighed, eyeing me disbelievingly. “What’s got into you, Maddy? It’s been a while since you gave me one of those!”

		

		I grinned at him, congratulating myself that I’d just killed two birds with one stone. By blowing him, I’d all but assured Kevin wouldn’t demand any further sex from me tonight.

		

		And I hadn’t wanted him inside me; not with Owen’s last load of semen oozing out of my unwashed pussy around my husband’s gliding erection! And my harmless little oral “diversion” had clearly made Kevin a happy man, happier than he’d been in a long time.

		

		“What…you didn’t like that?” I asked him teasingly.

		

		His face broke into a huge smile as he said, “You bet your ass I did, babe! It’s just that it’s been a long time since you last did that for me.”

		

		“Well, if you keep on winning, I might just have to…reward you more often, tiger,” I purred to him, nestling into his bare chest.

		

		“I just might take you up on that,” he murmured contentedly, stroking my hair…

		

		****

		

		“God, you must like living dangerously,” Daisy chided me, shaking her head in disbelief as I finished relating my sordid tale about what I’d done with Owen and then Kevin last night. “Going home with a pussy full of another guy’s come! What were you thinking?”

		

		I giggled before I answered her, “I guess I wasn’t thinking! Owen and I just got carried away, and there was no time for another shower.”

		

		Daisy continued shaking her head as she said, “That’s no excuse. You’ve got to be more careful, Maddy, or this whole thing is liable to blow up in your face!”

		

		I took a bite of my carrot stick, chewed it, swallowed, and then stuck my tongue out at Daisy. I knew she was right, but I couldn’t help acting like a brat: I felt great today; as if I was walking on a cloud.

		

		Cheating with Owen was the most fun I’d ever had in my life! Being with him made me feel much younger than my age, and that was like a tonic to a girl who was about to turn forty.

		

		I told myself the danger was worth it and went back to my celery and carrot sticks, nevertheless resolving to be a little more careful in the future, when it came to my delightful new boy-toy!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Winter was gradually transformed into spring and spring slowly morphed into summer. I continued to see Owen at least once a week and whenever I could steal a few hours away from work or from Kevin.

		

		My visits to his apartment became routine, but they never got old. I just adored the way he made love to me, while he couldn’t seem to get enough of my nearly forty year old body.

		

		That made me feel great and I—in turn--was careful to make Kevin feel great once in a while; as a reward for his continued cluelessness. I sucked him off much more frequently than I had before starting my affair with Owen, and I made love to him more often too—and with a lot more passion on my part--as well.

		

		I was making a real effort to give him the best sex he’d ever had. As a result, if he was suspicious about what I was doing when I wasn’t with him, he didn’t show it.

		

		Instead, he went blissfully about his business--working, bowling, watching sports with his pals—and left me alone to snuggle with Owen whenever I could; which wasn’t as often as I would have liked but was often enough. I relished my time with my much younger boyfriend, willingly doing all of the nasty little things he loved, lusting after his perfect young body as much as he seemed to revel in mine!

		

		****

		

		But changes were coming. That was inevitable.

		

		Kevin’s bowling league would soon be wrapping up for the summer and Carrie, our daughter, was planning on spending most of June until the middle of August at home. Plus, there would soon be Kevin’s annual, ghastly two-week trek up into the middle of nowhere in the new RV for me to deal with, as well as having Carrie underfoot all the time.

		

		Don’t get me wrong: I love my daughter. But cheating on Kevin with Owen seemed so much easier without having her around to worry about as well.

		

		So I was looking forward to Carrie’s temporary return to the fold, and yet I wasn’t. I tried to look on the bright side: maybe she’d get a job for the summer that would take up much of her at-home time…

		

		****

		

		It rapidly became evident she wouldn’t do that unless Kevin and I pushed her into it. Carrie wasn’t a lazy girl by nature, but she wasn’t anxious to work if she didn’t have to either.

		

		Kevin, who had always been a pushover for our daughter’s manipulative skills, was reluctant to force her to look for summer work. It was much less easy for her to wrap me around her little finger; it always had been.

		

		And this year I had a new motive for wanting her out of the house and hard at work: Owen! The more time she spent away from home, the easier it was for me to slip away to spend some quality bed time with my studly young lover!

		

		****

		

		“But, Mom, I don’t want to spend my summer slinging burgers again,” Carrie whined. “That was okay when I was back in high school, but not now!”

		

		“Oh, I’d think you needed money more now than you did back then,” I retorted. “College isn’t cheap, you know.”

		

		“But you and Daddy are making lots of money these days, between the two of you,” Carrie insisted. “You got that big promotion a few months back and Daddy got a raise, too!”

		

		“And he used it to buy the new RV with,” I pointed out to her. “And I got myself a newer car to drive back and forth to work.”

		

		Carrie rolled her eyes when I mentioned the car and she retorted, “You could have held off on doing that, it seems to me. Your other car wasn’t that old!”

		

		“Says the girl whose doting father bought her a brand new Mustang as a high school graduation present,” I replied icily.

		

		“I needed a car to drive while I’m away at school!” She sighed like the drama queen she was. “I didn’t want to be stuck at my dorm all the time!”

		

		“God, no, we couldn’t have that,” I said dismissively, turning away from her to start dinner.

		

		Looking back over my shoulder, I said, “You’re lucky the fast food place where you used to work needs people right now and that they’ve offered to take you back for the summer. And you’ll be accepting their offer, young lady, and that’s final…unless you can find something better in the next few days.”

		

		****

		

		Of course she couldn’t find anything better in the two days before she started back to work at the local Burger King franchise where she had toiled away behind the counter and at the grill during her last two years of high school. I was relieved to see her gainfully employed once more and thus out of my hair.

		

		It would make seeing Owen that much easier, now that Kevin’s bowling league was over. I had given the matter a lot of thought and decided that the “believable excuse” Daisy had counseled me about fabricating would involve a night class in Advanced Accounting Techniques at a local college campus.

		

		I had already checked out their curriculum and discovered that the “advanced” techniques they were teaching weren’t really all that advanced. I’d already had experience with most of them at my job, so I figured I could pass the tests without too much studying, even if I missed attending most of the classes so I could spend the time in bed with Owen!

		

		****

		

		“It’s my start towards an MBA in accounting,” I made the argument to a reluctant Kevin when he carped about the cost of tuition and books. “When I eventually get it, I’m sure to get another big raise at work; maybe even another promotion.”

		

		He bitched some more about the cost and the time away from home in the evenings that the pursuit of an advanced degree was sure to involve. I just pointed out into the driveway by way of an answer, at the shiny new RV parked there, and said, “You seem to be enjoying the fruits of my last promotion quite a bit. Don’t you want to see me get another one?”

		

		That effectively ended the discussion, as I had known it would. I was elated, because now--instead of just Thursday nights, Kevin’s previous bowling night--I could soon be seeing Owen twice a week most weeks, on Tuesday’s and Thursdays when I was supposedly going to class.

		

		Own was excited about the coming change, too: he had already set things in motion at the gym to change his schedule around accordingly. The last time I’d seen him, he’d joked that he just might have to get a prescription for Viagra from his doctor, just so he could keep me happy!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		“I really wish you’d reconsider about this weekend,” Owen said to me as we lay in his bed. “I know your husband is going to be out of town on vacation for two weeks on vacation, and I was kind of hoping we could see each other more often, while he was gone.”

		

		“It still won’t work out for us to spend this weekend together, I’m afraid,” I told him flatly, emphatically shaking my head as I spoke, for added emphasis.

		

		“Why the hell can’t you go with me to the party?” He demanded, sounding a little like a petulant six year old being denied something he really wanted by a strict parent.

		

		“I told you: my daughter’s home for the summer now. What would I say to her if I went out Friday night and didn’t come straggling home until sometime Sunday afternoon?”

		

		I pointedly didn’t mention the other reason I was reluctant to accompany him to the house party he’d invited me to up at Lake Zurich this weekend: I was reluctant as hell to meet his friends! I already knew I was too damned old for him, even if he didn’t seem to realize that!

		

		Standing around self-consciously at an all-weekend-long blowout, peopled by kids like Owen--who had been in high school just a few short years ago, trying desperately to blend in with them--sounded like pure agony to me. I didn’t want to tell him that, but it was the way I felt about attending a party like that one.

		

		Besides, I didn’t need any more stress in my life, right at that moment. Kevin was up at some god-forsaken lake up in Wisconsin all by himself in his new RV, catching fish. And the formidable task of convincing him that he needed to go on his annual trek to the woods by himself for the first time ever had taken a lot out of me.

		

		I’d been forced to rail about missing two weeks of lectures in my accounting course--and probably flunking the class as a result--if I did that, just so I could accompany my husband on some fishing trip.

		

		In the end, that had done it. Kevin’s frugal nature wouldn’t stand for paying good money for nothing—which was what me possibly flunking the class represented to him—so he had very reluctantly agreed to this short separation.

		

		“Come on, Lake Zurich is less than an hour out of town. It’s so close!” Owen suddenly said, breaking into my thoughts. “This summer house Pete’s folks own is right on the lake and it’s going to be a really rockin’ party!”

		

		I smiled over at him and shrugged helplessly, saying, “If it weren’t for my daughter being home, you know that I’d love to go to that party with you, darling.”

		

		He smiled and whispered hopefully, “Come on, Maddy; dancing cheek to cheek under the stars on the back deck, swimming together in the lake, getting a tan out by the pool; spending the night together in a strange bed. What’s not to love about all that?”

		

		I pretended reluctance as I slowly shook my head “no” again, careful to keep a sad look on my face as I did so. He was a good salesman: a part of me was a little sad I wouldn’t be attending that party with him!

		

		Owen’s almost pretty features again assumed a petulant look for a moment, but then he reached down and waggled his limp cock at me saying, with an impish grin, “Well, if you won’t go to the party with me, the least you can do is suck me until I’m good and hard again.”

		

		I grinned back at him and leaned over his lap, murmuring; “Now that I can do!”

		

		****

		

		“Hey, Mom, Julie dropped by Burger King today and we talked,” Carrie said excitedly when she got home from work later that night.

		

		Julie Bergstrom was Carrie’s best friend from high school. They had been nearly inseparable back then, but now Julie was taking classes at Northwestern while Carrie was three states distant, attending college Ft. Collins, Colorado, so the two of them hadn’t seen much of each other lately.

		

		“Her parents are going out of town this weekend, so she’s hosting a sleepover at her house on Friday and Saturday night. And since--due to the whimsical good graces of the scheduling gods, I somehow don’t have to work either night—I said I’d come to her party so that the two of us could catch up.”

		

		I started to tell her that she should have checked with me first and to ask her if there were going to be any male attendees at this little sleepover. But then I suddenly remembered that she was almost twenty years old now and once again realized she no longer had to ask my permission about anything.

		

		As I stared at her across the kitchen, I saw a lot of myself at her age in her, and that made me smile a bittersweet little smile as I said simply, “Have fun.”

		

		Carrie had grown to be a little taller than me, with the same full rack of breasts, and a tight little bottom as well. That—along with her cute face, her naturally golden hair, and a pair of bright blue eyes—meant she’d been driving the boys wild ever since she’d hit puberty. God knew what she’d gotten up to while she’d been away at college, but I was pretty sure she was no longer a virgin and that she more than knew her way around a boy’s bedroom!

		

		I smiled at her again as she turned and went into the other room, thinking I’d rather have her at a party with some of her old high school girlfriends than at some beer bust with a bunch of horny boys! That line of thinking on my part quickly brought Owen and his party to mind.

		

		There’s nothing to stop me from going now, I admitted to myself, but I still don’t know…all of those college age kids, standing around, drinking and no doubt smoking pot! I wouldn’t fit in at all!

		

		Still, the idea of having Owen all to myself for a couple of days, out of the city and on our own…

		

		That was something I’d really have to mull over between now and Friday!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		I shouldn’t be doing this, I admonished myself yet again as I drove over to Owen’s apartment late Friday afternoon. It’s no doubt a huge mistake on my part.

		

		Yet here I was, getting out my small suitcase and locking up my car. Owen waved to me from across the parking lot, where he’d just finished loading his own bag into the trunk of his Camaro for the trip up to Lake Zurich.

		

		Waving back, I wheeled my case over to where he stood and watched as he hoisted it into the space beside his own and closed the trunk lid. Smiling happily, he turned toward me, took me into his arms and kissed me for a long time.

		

		“God, I can hardly wait,” Owen breathed excitedly when our lips finally parted.

		

		“Me neither,” I lied, still feeling extremely hesitant about all of this. “We’d better get on the road. The traffic was already starting to get bad when I left home just now.”

		

		****

		

		Lake Zurich isn’t all that far from downtown Chicago. If you made the trip at two in the morning—when there was negligible traffic—you could do it in just under an hour.

		

		Owen and I, however, left late on a Friday afternoon, so it took us well over two hours to arrive at the fabulous house belonging to his old high school friend’s parents. Their summer home was an imposing, two-story, French-style chateau with over ten bedrooms, and it was nestled right on the lakeshore, just as Owen had described it to me.

		

		His pal, Pete Goodwin, was tall, handsome, and welcoming; but at the same time, he came across as a spoiled rich kid who’d had everything in life handed to him on a silver platter. That surprised me a little, because Owen wasn’t that way at all, or at least he’d never acted like that around me.

		

		“Bro, glad you could make it,” Pete said to Owen as he greeted us at the front door, ogling me openly as he spoke.

		

		The way he was looking at me made me want to get right back in the car and demand Owen drive me back to Chicago. Pete shot me a knowing smirk just then and nodded his head in the affirmative, saying, “Very nice, dude; you said she was sexy as hell, and she is!”

		

		He switched on his most charming smile and extended his hand to me. “Hi there, I’m Pete and this is my party. Make yourself at home and have a good time this weekend.”

		

		“Uh, thank you,” I replied stiffly. “I’m Maddy, as you’ve probably guessed.”

		

		I started to shake his offered hand as I spoke but Pete surprised me by using our handshake to pull me into his chest, so that he could kiss me lightly on the right cheek as he whispered in my ear, “You’re a real babe, Maddy. Owen’s a lucky guy to have you in his bed all weekend!”

		

		He said even more softly as he released his hold on me, “You look like you might be too much woman for old Owen. If you get tired of him, let me know, will you?”

		

		I felt my face coloring as I pulled away from him. I didn’t know what to say to this boy’s risqué choice of greetings, so I elected to say nothing at all…

		

		****

		

		“This is a very nice room,” I commented as we were unpacking our bags in one of the upper floor guestrooms a few minutes later.

		

		“Yeah, it has its own bathroom,” Owen said, glancing around at the room’s spacious interior. “All of the bedrooms in this house do. Pete’s folks are really rich. They own an outrageous cabin in Aspen and a show-place beach house over in Maui, too, as well as their mansion down in Deerfield.”

		

		I looked across the queen size bed at him inquisitively and asked, “Do your parents live in Deerfield, too?”

		

		He shrugged and said with his usual charming smile, “Yeah, but they’re not a tenth as rich as Pete’s are. My dad works for Motorola over in Schaumburg as a senior engineering manager. We’ve got a little family money, but not like Pete’s folks: they’re both millionaires a hundred times over!”

		

		“So you met him back in high school, I take it?”

		

		“Yeah, we played football together.”

		

		He smiled as he looked around our bedroom again and said, “We came out here to the lake to party a couple of times during our senior year.”

		

		Owen laughed, “The blow-out we threw after graduation resulted in thousands of dollars worth of damage to the house. I thought Pete’s old man was going to kill him!”

		

		I smiled wryly at him and said: “I’m surprised he didn’t. This house could be on the cover of a magazine called Country Estates of the Rich and Famous—if there were such a magazine. I can’t even imagine it with a bunch of drunken teenage kids chasing each other through it, destroying things as they went!”

		

		“It wasn’t quite that bad,” Owen assured me as he came around the bed and took me in his arms. “We mostly just drank up all of the liquor in the place; left the beds unmade, knocked over a few expensive designer lamps and broke them. Oh, and we threw all of their high-end patio furniture in the swimming pool before we left, too; so a lot of it had to be replaced.”

		

		“Kids,” I murmured under my breath teasingly, just before we kissed.

		

		“Hey, we were young,” Owen offered by way of an excuse.

		

		“You’re still young,” I whispered to him, messing up his perfectly combed hair with my fingertips as I let him draw me into him. “Now, why don’t you make love to me as only a young man can?”

		

		****

		

		It was well after seven in the evening, by the time we joined the other party-goers downstairs. It took me that long to freshen up my make up and redo my hair after the ravishing Owen gave me on top of that bed!

		

		I was smiling broadly—remembering how passionate he had been when we’d made love just now, and how big an orgasm I’d had as a result--as we came down the stairs hand in hand, feeling alive and free and…young! I hadn’t felt this good since I’d been in my early twenties and I was suddenly very glad I had come to this weekend-getaway party! It was a little like going back in time, to my carefree youth, before I’d met Kevin; when life still seemed to be one big party!

		

		The bottom floor of the big house was mostly dark by now, with a light on here, a candle burning there. The sound system was blaring out some god-awful music I was sure my daughter would have recognized instantly.

		

		Michael Jackson, Madonna, Huey Lewis and the News, Prince—those were the big rock acts popular when I began paying attention to what was on the radio. Whatever was thumping over the speakers now just sounded loud, unmelodic, poorly written and performed to me!

		

		Exactly what my parents used to say to me about MY music, back in the day! I had the wry thought as we reached the back of the living room, near the doors leading outside.

		

		“Want to go out on the patio for a while?” Owen raised his voice just loud enough for me to make out his words over the din of the “music” surrounding us.

		

		“God, yes,” I shouted, taking his hand and nearly dragging him through the French doors at the rear of the large living room.

		

		“This is way better,” I said, once we’d escaped the din raging behind us in the house, leading him over to the self service bar that had been set up on the big flagstone patio overlooking the nearby lake. “At least I can hear myself think out here.”

		

		“Hey, there are the two lovebirds,” Pete’s somewhat smarmy-sounding voice said from behind me just then. “We missed you two earlier, at the barbeque. There’s a load of food in the refrigerator, in case you get hungry later.”

		

		He crossed over to where we stood and offered, “Here, let me get you both a drink and offer you a hit of this.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Grinning at me, he held up a smoking joint, saying, “You do know what this is, don’t you, Maddy? I mean, they did have grass back when you were our age, didn’t they?”

		

		His needling tone really got to me! I glared at him and at the offered marijuana cigarette for long moments, before snatching it from his hand and saying, “They sure did, Junior. I smoked a lot of this stuff back when I was in high school!”

		

		Intent on showing that I had meant what I just said, I took a long drag and held the acrid smoke in my lungs, still glaring at him defiantly. I’d read somewhere that today’s pot is much stronger than the weed of my youth was.

		

		I’m here to tell you that they weren’t kidding about that! As I let the wisp of smoke trail out of my lips—all that remained of the mighty lungful I’d taken in originally—my head felt as if it was about to spin off my shoulders!

		

		Owen handed me my preferred cocktail--vodka and tonic--and I in turn handed him back the shortened joint. Taking a big gulp of my drink proved to be a bad decision on my part: instead of halting the spinning sensation, the large jolt of alcohol merely served to intensify it.

		

		My hand shot out for the wrought-iron, waist-high fence surrounding the nearby swimming pool. I clung desperately to it, trying to keep from losing my balance entirely and toppling over onto my face, as I sipped at my cocktail and tried to look normal.

		

		“You okay, Maddy?” Pete asked--an inquisitive smile on his face as he watched me weave back and forth while Owen sucked down his own lungful of the pot smoke.

		

		“Great, never better,” I lied as I stared blearily at our young host. “That’s some really kick-ass weed you’ve got there.”

		

		“It’s called Tickle Kush,” Pete informed me proudly. “It’s a fairly new strain that came on the market just recently. It’s powerful as hell; gives you a great high that lasts for a long time.”

		

		I don’t know about how long it lasts, I thought ruefully, still holding onto the wrought iron railing for dear life, but you’re dead-right about how powerful it is!

		

		Back in the misty, bygone days of high school, I had smoked my share of pot, at parties and such. But I could have smoked a whole joint—all by myself—of the stuff we had back then, and not felt half as high as I did right at that moment!

		

		Pete offered me another hit of the smoldering cigarette and I just smiled and shook my head negatively. I already felt if I were to let go of that pool fence, my feet would have left the ground and I could have circled high above the patio on my own power!

		

		****

		

		“That’s so funny!” I giggled as Owen steered me firmly away from the small group of party-goers we had been chatting with. “That girl is hilarious!”

		

		He flashed me an indulgent smile and whispered, “Everyone and everything they say seems hilarious when you’re as stoned as you are, Maddy!”

		

		I giggled again and then stopped myself short. I was nearly forty! Forty year old, mature women like me did not giggle!

		

		That thought struck me as being outrageously funny and it was all I could do not to burst out into giggling fits once more! I had to clap my hand over my mouth and snigger into my palm as Owen took me in his arms and we began to dance together.

		

		The sound system out on the patio was playing a ballad, something by a girl singer I again didn’t recognize, but at least I could dance to this one. I nestled my head into Owen’s chest and we glided around the flagstones as if we were floating on air.

		

		I had only drunk two vodka and tonics so far tonight, but I had taken a much less enthusiastic second hit of one of Pete’s magical joints a few minutes ago. It had more than done its job—I was flying again, and ready for anything.

		

		Or so I thought!

		

		****

		

		“Man, just look at her take it!” An awed-sounding male voice said in the darkened interior of the house.

		

		“Yeah, and Bob’s got a whopper of a cock!” Another guy agreed.

		

		“He’s what…the fifth or sixth guy in a row she’s done?” Still another guy’s voice asked.

		

		As we staggered into the living room, I saw what they were talking about. A fresh-faced girl of nineteen or so lay totally nude on the couch, her legs spread wide with a boy of about Owen’s age between them, rutting away while a crowd of a dozen or so party attendees watched in voyeuristic amusement.

		

		The boy doing the honors did, indeed, have a huge piece of male equipment to work with. It reminded me of Dex’s engorged manhood—all nine inches of it!

		

		The girl was clearly drunk, stoned, and totally into putting on a show for the gathered crowd. She was tossing her trim hips up off the leather couch enthusiastically, calling out to the assembled boys, “Oh, oh, it feels so good to just fuck and fuck! I want you next, Augie! Pete…where’s Pete? He got a nice one, and I want it!”

		

		The outraged mother in me was sorely tempted to step out of the crowd and put a stop to this. What if this poor, befuddled girl had been Carrie, my own daughter? I’d want someone to speak out then; that was for sure!

		

		Seeming to sense my intentions, Owen grabbed me firmly by my elbow just then, restraining me, and whispered in my ear, “That’s Gwen. She just loves gangbangs. She does this at nearly every party she goes to. Let’s go upstairs, like we planned.”

		

		“B-But those boys,” I stammered as he steered me out of the room and toward the stairs, “they’re all going to…take advantage of that poor girl!”

		

		Owen gave a short laugh as he helped me negotiate the stairs, saying, “Gwen would be devastated if they didn’t. She’d no doubt accuse them of being a bunch of limp-dicked faggots if they didn’t all line up to take their turn with her.”

		

		As he pushed open the door to our bedroom, it suddenly hit me: he’d been part of the line of guys waiting to have his way with this…Gwen girl at parties like this one before! He’d clearly hung out with this same group of people lots of times!

		

		“You…you’ve…been with her…haven’t you?” I demanded as he locked the door behind us.

		

		“So what if I have? Tonight, I’m with you; and little Gwen can’t hold a candle to my Maddy in bed, baby!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		“Oh, God, really give it to me!” I implored Owen in the darkness of our room.

		

		I was on my back and he was driving into me like a freight train! He had already made me come twice and I was just on the verge of another spectacular orgasm!

		

		That grass I had smoked earlier was still playing strange tricks on my mind. Twice, since we had started making love, I’d found myself imaging that I was Gwen, naked down on that couch, with a line of hunky guys waiting for a turn with me!

		

		I’d never DO that! I kept telling myself. No matter how much grass I smoked or how much booze I drank, I’d never behave that way; not in a million years!

		

		And I probably wouldn’t.

		

		But then, months ago, before I’d met Dex and let him seduce me, I no doubt couldn’t have imagined myself being in a strange bed with a guy almost young enough to be my son--if I’d had a son—urging him to ball my brains loose!

		

		Yet here I am, I told myself as I felt my tummy fluttering and my juicy slit winking open and closed around Owen’s plunging manhood; milking it, caressing it; sucking at it like a hungry mouth.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, I’m going to come!” He gasped right at that moment, and he crushed me so hard in his bear-like grip that I felt the air rushing out of my lungs even as his hot outpouring began to spurt into me.

		

		“Me…me, too!” I groaned as I started to wriggle around in his grasp, coming so furiously I saw flashes of red as the heavenly spasms gripped me…

		

		****

		

		“You know, I’m surprised a guy like you—who clearly regards his body as a temple—smokes pot at all,” I teased Owen in the darkness, reaching out to ruffle his hair with my hand.

		

		“Once or twice a year, at a party like this one, isn’t going to hurt me,” Owen said, nestling my body in closer to his as we lay together, just resting and basking in the magic we’d just shared. “You’ve been to my place lots of times. Have you ever seen a joint around?”

		

		“Not that I remember,” I replied in the same playful voice, still teasing his hair with my fingertips, “but that may all be some sort of front. For all I know, you could morph into a pot smoking fiend whenever I’m not around!”

		

		He laughed and pushed my hand away from his messed up locks. Guiding it downward, across his broad chest and down onto his flaccid cock, he murmured, “Play with this instead. I think you’ll like the results better.”

		

		As I began to fist him back to hardness, I whispered, “This party has been fun, but I’m afraid I’m embarrassing you in front of your friends.”

		

		“How could you ever do that?”

		

		“You know…‘old lady trying to act young and hip’, when she’s clearly not. I’m old enough to be half these girl’s mothers!”

		

		He snorted, “Not unless you’d started having kids when you were twelve!”

		

		Silence descended over the bedroom until he whispered, as he got very hard in my stroking fist, “I think you’re great and so do most of the guys here at the party. They all envy me, especially right now.”

		

		I smiled, even though I doubted he could see it in the darkness, as I whispered, “Well, in that case, we may as well give them something to really be jealous about!”

		

		Scooting down in the bed until my head was even with his groin; my tongue shot out and began to lick all around the head of his hard on. He groaned with sheer pleasure as my hand fell away from his shaft and I began to suck more and more of it into my gliding lips…

		

		****

		

		Morning came when it usually did, but I was far from ready for it. My pot-induced high from last night was gone, but in its place was a disconcerting, head-stuffed-full-of-cotton feeling that I vaguely remembered from my high school partying days.

		

		I was glad I had gone easy on the booze last night. A hangover accompanying the strange, marijuana-driven lethargy that seemed to grip me this morning would not have been welcome!

		

		“Hey, I hear voices out on the patio,” Owen said to me just then, “Pete’s probably serving breakfast in the kitchen and people are taking their plates out by the pool. Let’s join them.”

		

		“You go ahead,” I waved him away with a hand gesture, wanting only to fall back to sleep for another hour. “You’re a growing boy, so you need your protein, but I’m a mature lady who has to watch her figure.”

		

		He slowly slid the covers downward, baring my naked breasts and then my tummy, and finally my waxed-bare mons. I looked up at his leering face as he murmured suggestively, “Why don’t you let me watch it instead?”

		

		****

		

		“Y-You do that so nice!” I gasped as I started to come.

		

		He was deep in my anus and his fingers were strumming my clit. His other hand was busy with my very erect nipples and the marvelous feeling that double-stimulation was producing was reverberating downward from my breasts right into my throbbing clit.

		

		“Oh, babe, you’re so tight back here!” He moaned out the words as I felt him begin to fill me with his hot, gooey male cream.

		

		We clung together, both on our knees, him behind me, his thickness still driven all the way up into my bottom as we both came and came. I thought: this is really fantastic! Nobody makes me come as nicely as my Owen…nobody!

		

		“Jesus, Maddy, you’re an incredible piece of ass,” Own breathed heavily in my ear just then.

		

		I laughed and said, as I deliberately tightened my butt sheath around his entrapped cock, “Quite literally, it seems!”

		

		He laughed to and slowly pulled himself free. We took a long shower together and somehow, I kept myself from dragging him back into bed and ravishing him yet again before going downstairs for a late breakfast!

		

		****

		

		It was nearly eleven when we stepped out onto the patio with our eggs, bacon, and sourdough toast. Pete may have been more weasel than charming host in my book—I still shuddered when I remembered how he’d blatantly undressed me with his eyes last night as he’d offhandedly propositioned me—but he knew how to throw a house party. I’ll give him that.

		

		There was lots of food, lots of booze, and as I looked around on the patio that morning, lots of pot, too. Lighted joints were being passed around near the pool and the acrid smoke they produced seemed to be everywhere.

		

		“I think I’m getting a ‘contact high’ this morning, just from breathing the air out on this patio,” I said to Owen in a low voice.

		

		“Cheap thrills,” he replied with a grin, as he began forking in his eggs and nibbling at his bacon.

		

		We were both dressed in our swimsuits, intending to use the pool a little bit--and sunbathe a lot--right after breakfast. I noticed that some of the guests from last night had already departed and I mentioned this fact to Pete, who had just come over to take a seat at our redwood picnic table, Bloody Mary in hand.

		

		“Oh, yeah, people will be coming and going all weekend,” he answered, unconcerned. “They always drift in and out at these things.”

		

		He glanced around as he added, “I was expecting a couple girls I met this year at Northwestern, where I’m getting my master’s degree, but I haven’t seen ‘em yet.”

		

		“A master’s degree; how impressive,” I said as I toasted him with my orange juice. “What are you studying?”

		

		“Girls, mostly, but I’m taking a few classes, too,” he answered cheekily, with his trademark smirk.

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Owen and I were drying off in the sun from our most recent dip in the pool. As we lay on our respective chaise lounges, I looked around at the other women surrounding us.

		

		I’m in far better shape than a lot of these girls, I told myself, and I have a better build than most of them, too.

		

		But they all seemed to be in their late teens to middle twenties, and that gave them all kinds of natural advantages over me. As I looked enviously at their tight, young flesh and youthful-looking skin, I knew I could never hope to compete with them—not really—no matter how many hours I spent in the gym!

		

		Car doors slammed just then and Pete said, “Hey, those babes from Northwestern finally showed up after all!”

		

		I looked across the lawn to the driveway and saw a burgundy mustang that I recognized all too well! My jaw dropped open as my daughter, Carrie, her old friend from high school, Julie, plus two other girls I didn’t recognize started up the driveway toward the front door of the house.

		

		My thundering heart threatening to leap right out of my chest, I turned to Owen and blurted, “Can you get a ride back into the city with one of your friends tomorrow?”

		

		“Uh, yeah, I could…I guess I can,” he replied, clearly mystified as to my meaning.

		

		“Good, because I’m borrowing your car right now,” I said, scrambling up off the chaise lounge and gathering up my stuff. “I’ll explain Tuesday night, at your place!”

		

		With that, I turned and sprinted across the patio at breakneck speed, heading for the French doors leading into the house. My big boobs threatened to bounce right out of the black bikini I wore, but right at that moment, I didn’t care if they did!

		

		****

		

		When I reached our room, I hurriedly threw on a set of traveling clothes and began stuffing my things back into my suitcase. I heard a group of male and female voices outside my door, moving down the hallway, and a few minutes later, I heard them retreating back downstairs.

		

		I had recognized Pete’s voice as they passed, and I realized that he must have been showing the new arrivals to their rooms. I cringed to think that Carrie and her friends were going to spend the night here, in smarmy Pete’s little den of iniquity!

		

		Standing right next to the bedroom window, but careful to keep myself out of view from the patio below, I waited a few minutes, until I saw Carrie and her party emerge onto the flagstones below, before rifling through Owen’s jeans and finding his car keys. I was relieved to see that he had another set of keys for his apartment and his locker at the gym on another, separate key ring.

		

		I left that one in his pocket, made sure that Carrie and her pals were still out on the patio, grabbed up my suitcase, and made my way downstairs, taking the risers two at a time. Out the front door in record time, I slammed it behind me and ran over to where Owen’s Camaro was parked.

		

		As I left the estate grounds, I began to breathe normally once more. After all, Carrie didn’t know Owen or Pete for that matter. Pete only knew Julie or possibly her two other friends from his college classes. So I had nothing to worry about; my daughter would never know I had been at this party…or so I hoped!

		

		****

		

		Owen couldn’t wait until Tuesday night for an explanation of my weird behavior, as it turned out. My cell phone rang at four that afternoon and I saw from the caller ID that it was him.

		

		I didn’t want to answer it, but I did. My impulse to have him keep an eye on Carrie at Pete’s place was stronger than my inclination to dodge his unwelcome questions, I guess.

		

		“What in the fuck is going on?” He asked shortly, after we’d said our hellos.

		

		“I parked your car in front of your apartment building and dropped the keys through your mail slot,” I answered, hoping to delay the inevitable.

		

		“I don’t care about all that!” He whispered heatedly. “Why did you run off the way you did?”

		

		The seconds seemed to drag by in silence. At last, breathing a huge sigh, I told him the truth.

		

		“My daughter showed up at the party this afternoon,” I explained. “She’s the cute little blonde with the big boobs.”

		

		There was a moment’s hesitation as he asked incredulously, “Carrie…she’s your daughter?”

		

		Alarm bells went off in my head. I demanded, “What about it? Is everyone hitting on her? Pete hasn’t offered her any of that killer pot of his, has he?”

		

		“Uh…yeah, he did, as a matter of fact.”

		

		Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, double-fuck, I told myself frantically, my heart once again threatening to thump its way right out of my chest!

		

		“She seems to handle it a lot better than her mom did,” Owen’s voice sounded disconcertingly amused

		

		“Don’t you let her smoke any more of that stuff!” I admonished him. “And keep her away from that sleazeball friend of yours, Pete!”

		

		“There are a lot of guys at this party who are worse sleazeballs than old Pete,” Owen informed me.

		

		Again, my boyfriend’s voice had sounded on the verge of laughter as he spoke. Fuming at the cavalier way he was treating this disaster, I stormed back, “Keep her away from all of them! Maybe you could convince her not to spend the night; that she should go back home!”

		

		“Too late for that, I’m afraid,” Owen said. “She and her three pals are ensconced in a room just down the hall from me, sleeping two to a bed, at least so far.”

		

		My heart sank at that news! I remembered the strength of that pot, the sight of that Gwen girl taking on all comers last night, down in the living room; the way Pete had ogled me shamelessly, even though it had been clear that I was with Owen!

		

		“Maybe I should try to hook up with her myself, just to see that she stays out of trouble,” Owen suggested teasingly at that moment.

		

		“You stay the fuck away from her!” I screamed into the phone, remembering how charming Owen could be, how perfect his tall body was.

		

		And most of all, what a great dick he had, and how well he could use it to really satisfy a girl…

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		Needless to say, I spent a sleepless night that night, worrying about Carrie and all the trouble she might get into amid the “anything-goes” atmosphere out at the Goodwins’ summer house. The fact that Owen was there too, and that he was clearly interested in Carrie, didn’t help one bit!

		

		“Oh, God, what if the two of them were to hit it off?” I asked myself at around three in the morning, coming fully awake and sitting bolt-upright in bed.

		

		My mind flashed forward to their wedding day and the awkwardness of that, to images of Owen sitting across the table from Kevin at future Thanksgiving dinners; to him slyly winking at me whenever the rest of the family was busy doing something somewhere else in the house! I groaned and forced those awful thoughts out of my mind.

		

		I finally fell into a fitful, exhausted sleep at around five in the morning, sleeping on and off until nearly noon. Then I got up and showered, making the bed and cleaning to house to keep myself from going crazy thinking about Owen and Carrie being together!

		

		****

		

		My imp of a daughter finally came breezing into the house at nearly five that Sunday afternoon, carrying her overnight bag and looking none the worse for wear after her night out at Lake Zurich. She glanced at me casually and asked, “What’s for dinner, Mom?”

		

		I mumbled something about Kentucky Fried Chicken take out and she seemed to be fine with that. Carrie went upstairs to put her dirty laundry in the hamper and return her cosmetics and hair stuff to the counter in the guest bathroom.

		

		It fell to me to drive over to the Colonel’s and buy our dinner, which I did at around six. We ate it at the kitchen table, sitting across from each other, reaching into the bucket to extract the kind of chicken we wanted: Carrie favored white meat, while I was a leg and thigh girl at heart.

		

		“We didn’t stay at Julie’s last night after all,” she admitted over a biscuit she’d just slathered with butter and then drenched in honey. “One of the other girls Julie had invited knew about this great party out at Lake Zurich, so we spent the night out there instead.”

		

		I wasn’t sure whether my face turned ashen at those fateful words or whether it turned bright red. All I know is that the chicken instantly became tasteless and bland in my mouth and that it suddenly became all I could do to swallow it.

		

		“I met some really cool people out there,” she added, eyeing me carefully as she spoke, as if she was studying me, to see what affect her words were having. “The guy who threw the party—Pete—was a hoot. What a horndog! He tried to put the moves on every girl in the place!”

		

		My hand began to tremble as I reached for my soda to wash down the suddenly very dry chicken.

		

		“S-so you weren’t attracted to this guy…Pete at all?” I stammered, after gulping down some of my drink.

		

		“God, no,” Carrie laughed, reaching for another biscuit. “He was nothing but a dork; a horny, rich dork!”

		

		She over-buttered this biscuit too and put some honey on it. After sampling it, she added casually, “There were some other guys there who were cute as they could be, though. One in particular, named Owen, really stood out!”

		

		I coughed so violently that soda ran out my nose! I stood up and rushed over to the kitchen sink; choking, spitting out soft drink, and reaching for a paper towel to blow my nose.

		

		When I had cleaned myself up with the towel, I turned back to Carrie, who was staring at me, a knowing little smile on her face. She said, “Owen sure has an absolutely rockin’ bod, not to mention a fantastic…cock, doesn’t he, Mom?”

		

		I nearly fainted dead away! The room seemed to spin out of control for a moment; then I grabbed onto the kitchen counter as I blurted, “I don’t know anyone named Owen! And whatever do you mean about him having a great…you know?”

		

		Carrie gave a bitter little bark of a laugh and began shaking her head, saying, “I knew it! I fucking knew it!”

		

		“W-What did you know?”

		

		“Oh, come on, Mom,” Carrie said chidingly. “The whole party was still buzzing about the hot blonde mama who had gone sprinting out of the place as if her hair was on fire just as we arrived. I heard the story right away!”

		

		“For a little while, I wondered if our arrival had anything to do with that mysterious MLF’s sudden departure, like everyone was saying it must have. And then I heard that she’d been this Owen guy’s date to the party, so I made it my business to meet him.”

		

		Carrie stopped her narrative and shook her head again, giving me that same knowing smile as she said: “When I found out that hunky Owen was a personal trainer at the same gym you go to, it all became clear in a flash.”

		

		The longest silence of my life seemed to crawl by. At last she said, “I know Dad isn’t exactly Liam Hemsworth, while Owen is fairly Greek-godlike, but honest to God, Mom! How could you? He’s young enough to be dating me!”

		

		My mind seemed to freeze up. I couldn’t speak: I couldn’t even think, right at that moment!

		

		****

		

		At last—what seemed like twenty minutes later, but probably was closer to twenty seconds—I managed to stammer, “D-Did you really…sleep with Owen?”

		

		“God, no,” Carrie said with that same mirthless bark of a laugh, accompanied by a rueful smile, “that would be almost like sleeping with Daddy, somehow! I don’t have incest fantasies, Mom!”

		

		She added, trying to sound mature beyond her years, “And I don’t seem to have a fetish about hunky young guys either, unlike some people I could name!”

		

		I glared at her and she glared back at me. I could see my whole life going down the drain when Kevin returned home and he and Carrie talked.

		

		She’d always been a Daddy’s girl. She’d tell Kevin all about Owen at her earliest opportunity—I just knew it!

		

		I collapsed back into my chair and began to cry incessantly. Covering my face with my hands, I bawled as if there were no tomorrow; which for me, there wasn’t!

		

		After a full minute, I felt Carrie’s hands stroking my hair; first tentatively, then in more of a sure-of-herself manner as she said softly, “Oh, Mom, this is so fucked up! I’ve always thought of you as the mature one, the grown up in this marriage.”

		

		She cuddled me into her body and just held me, continuing to stroke my hair as I sobbed away. How long we stayed like that, I don’t know.

		

		But it was starting to get dusk outside when she finally helped me upstairs, her arm around me, supporting me…

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		“…and after Dex, I just seemed to be so alone,” I admitted to her, the tears still welling up in my eyes and running down my face.

		

		Carrie reached out and dried my cheeks with a tissue. Her pretty face was creased with worry as she said, “God, Mom, that’s so sad! I never dreamed that you and Daddy—my own parents--could have…problems with sex!”

		

		“I shouldn’t be telling you any of this,” I murmured, my voice sounding shaky from all the crying I had been doing over the last hour. “You’re just a kid!”

		

		She started to look affronted by that, but then she said, “Not so much, anymore. I’ve had my share of relationship problems too, you know.”

		

		Carrie laughed and hastily added, “Not as serious as yours, I know; but problems all the same.”

		

		I took her in my arms, remembering when she’d been a little girl and our roles had been reversed. We just held each other for long moments, before I said, “All relationship problems seem serious when they’re about your relationship, baby.”

		

		****

		

		We sat up half the night, talking—really talking—for the first time in a long time. Carrie was so grown up all of a sudden; such a woman, no longer my little girl or that awkward, coltish teenager she had been.

		

		Along the way, she shared with me most of the details on past boyfriends, both high school and college. I was guilty of “ooohing” and “ahhhhing” at some points; because I vividly remembered some of the guys she’d dated in high school and had always wondered about her relationships with some of them.

		

		“…so you and Charles never…” I let my voice trail off.

		

		“No, we came close, but we never went all the way,” she assured me. “I hear he’s at Princeton now.”

		

		“I always liked him,” I confided. “Both your dad and I hoped you’d stick with him.”

		

		“I know,” she admitted with a devilish little smile, “that’s part of why I didn’t…plus the fact that he has a tiny dick, of course!”

		

		She shrieked with laugher at my outraged expression as I blurted:” I thought you said you never…”

		

		She laughed even harder and said, “We didn’t, but that doesn’t mean I didn’t see his cock a few times before we broke up!”

		

		Carrie smirked and asked me, “You have heard of handjobs, haven’t you, Mom?”

		

		****

		

		“Daddy gets back from his fishing trip next week,” she reminded me at around midnight.

		

		“I know. I’ve been thinking about that.”

		

		She looked me directly in the eye and asked fearfully, “You two aren’t going to get divorced are you?”

		

		I smiled at her and said, “Not if you don’t tell him about Owen or Dex, we’re not. I’m sure not going to mention any of this to him.”

		

		“Good; then I won’t either,” she assured me, and I believed her.

		

		My daughter cuddled in close to me and whispered, “Just what are you going to do about Owen, Mom. Are you going to keep seeing him?”

		

		“I don’t know,” I confided in her. “I guess it all depends on how this little episode affects our relationship. It might feel too awkward between us now—after all of this—for me to continue seeing him.”

		

		“He is quite the hunk, I’ll have to admit,” Carrie murmured, just before she dozed off, “especially if he’s got a big dick to go along with all of those yummy good looks of his.”

		

		****

		

		I was expecting things to be very awkward between the two us the next morning. But to my surprise, they weren’t.

		

		Carrie was already up when I came downstairs at seven. She had an early shift at Burger King, so she was just finishing up breakfast.

		

		“I think I’m going to give my two weeks notice today,” she said as she put her dirty dishes in the sink.

		

		“Oh, why so soon,” I asked?

		

		She grinned at me and said, “You’re going to think me a lazy slob, but I just want to take what’s left of the summer off and be a kid again; drive around in my new Mustang and hang out with my friends? Is that so awful?”

		

		“It is…but I thoroughly approve,” I told her with an answering grin. “This might be your last summer to just kick back and relax, so you may as well make the most of it.”

		

		“You’re the best, Mom,” she said, beaming as she got ready to leave for work.

		

		“No, I’m a very flawed person, as you now know better than anybody,” I said, kissing her on the cheek. “But I love you and I so want for you to be happy! Enjoy it while you can!”

		

		****

		

		When Owen took me to bed two nights later, I knew right away that our affair was over. Things were hesitant between us, more hesitant than they’d been on our first night together.

		

		And the sex was mediocre for the first time ever. I felt almost as if I was in bed with a taller, more muscular version of Kevin!

		

		“What’s wrong?” He asked me as I got dressed to leave.

		

		“Nothing….everything,” I told him, vowing not let myself to tear up in front of him. I’d done enough crying on Sunday night to last me for a while!

		

		“This just doesn’t feel right anymore,” I told him, stepping back into my shoes. “I think we’re over. I’m asking for another personal trainer at the gym next week—a female this time.”

		

		“You don’t have to do that,” he bristled. “I can be a professional about this!”

		

		I leaned over and brushed his cheek with my fingertips, saying, “No, you can’t. And I can’t either. We’ve come to mean too much to each other to put ourselves through that.”

		

		****

		

		I did break down and cry, once I was outside, sitting in my car. Summer was almost over. My fortieth birthday was hurtling toward me in a few weeks time; Carrie was going to be leaving for school again soon.

		

		And I felt so alone again. More alone than I’d ever been before!

		

	
		

		Part Three

		

		Ed

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		

		Everything had changed, seemingly overnight, once I had broken up with Owen. Carrie and I now shared a bond like we’d never had before and I really hated to see her head off to Colorado that August.

		

		Kevin seemed different too, somehow. At first, I couldn’t put my finger on it.

		

		Had he finally guessed he was married to a woman who had cheated on him; not once, but twice? Was he feeling cuckolded; so resentful he was secretly fuming inside?”

		

		That didn’t seem likely, the more I thought about it. Kevin had never been able to hide his true feelings very well.

		

		And--as he cleaned up the RV from the trip, went back to work, and puttered around the house--I wasn’t picking up on any angry vibes from him. On the contrary, I was feeling something else entirely: he acted a little distant and preoccupied around me; almost as if he was somehow…nervous!

		

		Another thing that surprised me was that he didn’t demand sex from me right away, after his return from vacation. He’d been away a little over two weeks, and we hadn’t been especially active in the bedroom right before he’d left, either.

		

		As I thought more about that, the obvious answer hit me like a ton of bricks! My steady, unexciting husband of nearly twenty years had gotten laid—by somebody other than me, while he had been away on his fishing trip—and he was feeling guilty as hell about it!

		

		I knew Kevin. He could only hold out for so long. Not one to keep secrets—unlike his wife!--he’d have to confess what he’d done sooner or later.

		

		****

		

		Sure enough, a week after Carrie left for school, my husband had a few of his buddies over to watch the Sox game on the big screen and he downed a lot of beers along the way that night. I was up in our room, reading my Kindle when he finally climbed the stairs at ten o’clock that evening.

		

		I was wearing one of my skimpiest nighties, since in was still very hot in Chicago in late August. We always opened the windows and turned off the air conditioner before turning in, in order to save money on the electric bill, so the air felt muggy and close in the room.

		

		The covers were down at my feet and I caught him looking at me as he unbuttoned his short sleeve shirt. Suddenly feeling mischievous, I shifted around on the bed, causing my breasts to roll around under the sheer nightgown I was wearing and making the flimsy garment’s short hemline ride up on my bare legs.

		

		“Goddamn, you’re a knockout, babe,” he sighed, taking off the shirt and starting on his pants.

		

		A compliment like that is always welcome, so I smiled up at him as he stepped out of his jeans and tossed them on a nearby chair, saying, “Oh, see something you like, honey?”

		

		My heart nearly stopped beating when--from out of the blue--he started to tear up instead of attacking me, as I’d half expected him to. His voice broke as he blurted, “I’m a goddamned fool, that’s what I am!”

		

		Not quite knowing how to react to that, I remained silent. He continued, “I didn’t mean for it to happen, Maddy, I swear I didn’t!”

		

		He must have taken my shocked-speechless expression for something else, because he threw himself onto the bed next to me, blubbering that: “She didn’t mean anything to me; it just seemed to happen! You’ve got to believe me!”

		

		Kevin sobbed again and took a shuddering breath. I reached out to him automatically and held him close, telling myself all the while that this wasn’t happening to me; it was all a bad dream…

		

		****

		

		It took nearly an hour to get the whole story out of him, in between stammered apologies and Kevin’s stopping his narrative to wallow in bouts of blubbering self-pity.

		

		Apparently, the woman camped next to him at the RV park had been a widow.

		

		She and her late husband had loved to fish, so to honor his memory she went on a week-long camping/fishing trip every year. Kevin told me that her name had been June and that she lived in Green Bay, Wisconsin, when she wasn’t busy catching fish and seducing my husband!

		

		This June had been quite a looker in her youth, from what Kevin said—she was fifty now, with graying hair, but still curvy in all the right places and with an eye out for perspective male bed partners.

		

		She had come on to the guileless Kevin, big-time: Would he help her adjust her RV’s awning? Would he be so kind as to help her launch her fishing boat? Wouldn’t he let her fix him dinner one night, to repay him for all his kindness?

		

		Of course he would, the big lummox! One thing had quickly led to another and soon he’s been spending his nights next door, in her RV, for the rest of the week; fishing be damned!

		

		****

		

		“So, what does all of this mean?” I grilled him, unexpectedly enjoying playing the role of the injured party in a cheating relationship, rather than being the guilty party.

		

		It came as a sort relief, actually; after nearly a year of envisioning myself in the much less desirable position of being the one who had been caught cheating! While I knew I had done much worse with both Dex and with Owen than Kevin could have possibly done with this June person, I was still somewhat shocked to find myself in this position, and genuinely feeling some resentment for toward the other woman!

		

		“Are you going to leave me for her, so that the two of you can…fish all you want together?” I demanded in a hurt voice, acting as if I was fighting off tears.

		

		“No, no, this was a one-time deal, I swear!” Kevin said quickly, looking miserable, as if he might start crying again.

		

		I hated myself for it, but I was really reveling in this! I screwed up my face as though I was about to cry also, and spat out the words: “I…I just can’t believe you let this…hussy…this grandma seduce you so easily!”

		

		“We…we were drinking a lot of wine at dinner that first night,” Kevin protested. “You know how what that stuff does to me. It’s not like beer; I can drink gallons of beer!”

		

		I looked at my poor, glassy-eyed husband and realized that what he had just said was true. Had he not done just that tonight, while watching his stupid baseball game, or we might not be having this conversation!

		

		Reaching down determinedly for the hem on my nightie, I drew it up over my head and completely off, baring most of my body to his gaze. I stuck out my boobies as I reached behind my back to work my thong under my ass and down my legs.

		

		“Was she as pretty as I am?” I challenged him, spreading my legs open, confident that she hadn’t been.

		

		“God, no,” Kevin gasped, staring at my nudity as if he’d never seen it before.

		

		I reached for his shorts, tugging them downward and hooking the elastic waistband under his balls. Taking his half–hard cock in my hand, I began to stroke it to firmness as I whispered, “Did she touch you like this, baby? Was she as good as me at getting it hard for you?”

		

		Kevin moaned as l went over onto my tummy so that I could reach his growing hard on with my lips. After I’d finished licking all around the head of his now very stiff penis, I looked up at him and murmured seductively, “Could she suck it for you as good as I can, stud?”

		

		****

		

		I don’t know what female instinct made me come on to Kevin the way I did that night. But looking back on it, I realize now that it was the best thing I could have done under the circumstances!

		

		It was a Friday night, so we didn’t have to get up and go to work the next day. Instead, we lounged around naked in bed the next morning and made love two more times.

		

		After that, Kevin was all mine once again! He followed me around the house the rest of the weekend like a puppy; all starry-eyed and worshipful.

		

		And that—God help me!—was just the way I wanted it. Gone were any impulses I may have been harboring about confessing my sins with Dex and Owen to my husband.

		

		I was solidly in control of my marriage for what seemed like the very first time in our long relationship, and I ecstatic about it. This was way better than being the timid wife: this was intoxicating. This was the way I wanted to live my life from here on out!

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		My fortieth birthday finally arrived. We had a big party at the house to celebrate it, and I invited all my friends from work and Kevin invited all his pals and their wives.

		

		Carrie made a quick trip home from college to attend the big party, even though the semester had just started, flying into O’Hare on a Friday night and leaving mid-day on Sunday to return to Colorado. My birthday fell on a Saturday, so it worked well out for everyone involved.

		

		Kevin gave me an unusually pricey gift—I don’t know whether it was because he was still feeling guilty over his short affair with the older woman, or it was in response to the painless way I had chosen to take him back--but it was quite a gift, for a guy like my husband. He bought me a pair of one-carat each diamond earrings and a matching diamond pendant, suspended from a chain made of eighteen carat yellow gold.

		

		The whole set had to have cost thousands, not hundreds, of dollars! For man who normally thought of a new electric skillet or a day at the spa as an appropriate birthday gift, that ultra-extravagant necklace and earring set was a real stretch.

		

		“God, they’re gorgeous!” I said, meaning it. “It’s so expensive: you shouldn’t have!”

		

		His face turned red as he said softly, “You’re worth every penny, doll; believe me!”

		

		****

		

		“That jewelry set was really a rockin’ present, Mom,” Carrie said as she helped me clean up the house after the last guest had left. “I don’t feel so bad about the Mustang, now.”

		

		I laughed and said softly, “You don’t know the whole story behind that set of diamonds, darling.”

		

		Looking up the stairs to make sure Kevin was still passed out, snoring loudly on our bed—too many beers at the party, I’m afraid—I told her in the same lowered tone, “It seems your dad met a lady fisherman at the lake this summer and spent several nights in her camper. He’s still buying his way out of the doghouse with me for that one!”

		

		“Oh, my God,” Carrie gasped, both of her palms slapping her cheeks, “not him too!”

		

		I gave her a smug smile and an affirmative nod, saying, “Yep, it seems the…uh…twenty year itch isn’t just a female affliction.”

		

		“Daddy,” she sighed, shaking her head in continuing disbelief, “I just can’t get over it!”

		

		“I hate to be the one to pour cold water on a young girl’s dreams, but shit happens in a marriage, my dear,” I offered my daughter this no-holds-barred observation. “Unfortunately, marriages are made up of people and, as you well know, people aren’t perfect!”

		

		She threw the armload of paper napkins, plates, and red plastic cups she just collected into the big black trash bag standing in the center of the kitchen and said, “A lot of girls I know at school are very cynical about marriage. Some of them say they’re never going to get married, just because of stuff like this.”

		

		“Well, we’ve had some good times and some bad times over the years,” I reminded her philosophically. “You’ve got to balance those wonderful family vacations we took to Disneyland and the Grand Canyon when you were little, plus all of the other fun we’ve had as a family throughout the years, against the boredom that is a natural by-product of a twenty year relationship. Both, unfortunately, are a part of most marriages.”

		

		I crossed the kitchen and kissed her on the forehead, saying, “You’ve got to ask yourself if the good outweighs the bad.”

		

		“What about in your case?” She demanded. “What about Dex and Owen; and what about Daddy and this other woman fooling around together?”

		

		I sighed. Finally, I said, “Even after all I’d done with those other guys, your father screwing around with another woman still upset me, deep down inside, I’ll have to admit.”

		

		After thinking about what I’d just said for long moments, I added, “Human beings are strange creatures, kitten. Every one of them is a jumble of emotions and desires that sometimes just don’t make much sense.”

		

		“Yeah, I get that, just from my own experiences with men,” Carrie acknowledged. “But somehow, I hoped it would get better, the older I got.”

		

		Again, she shook her head and finished with: “Apparently, it doesn’t.”

		

		“Everyone’s life is different,” I assured her. “You may meet a guy who is a prince among men; a man who will love and cherish you throughout the years and satisfy your every desire. I pray every night for that to happen!”

		

		I flashed her a sardonic smile and continued with, “But that’s rare, in my experience. Just do the best you can with the cards you’re dealt. That’s my motherly advice to you.”

		

		****

		

		Kevin usually slept late after getting as hammered as he’d been last night, so the next morning found Carrie and me alone in the kitchen once more, drinking coffee and talking about making breakfast. She, of course, wanted waffles—since they were a lot of extra work--while I would have been satisfied with just a bowl of cold cereal and berries.

		

		“What about you? Are you going to find yourself a new guy; now that you and Owen are history?” She asked me that as I got out the waffle iron from under the counter. “Are you?”

		

		I checked the stairs again before answering and said, “I don’t really know. No one’s come along yet who tickles my interest, the way Dex and Owen did.”

		

		“Does that mean you’re done…playing around on Daddy?”

		

		I examined my heart carefully, before admitting to the truth I found there, “Maybe…but maybe not; we’ll just have to see, I guess.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Temptation, I’ve learned, is an unpredictable animal. Sometimes it sneaks up on you and you don’t even see it coming.

		

		A few weeks after Carrie had jetted back to Colorado to resume her college classes, my longtime boss, Arthur Smith rocked the office with a most unexpected announcement: he was retiring in two weeks, due to health issues!

		

		Rumors began to circulate immediately about who would be brought in to replace him: I had been given Janet’s old job as accounting manager, it was true, but no one, including me, thought of Madison Greaves as a suitable candidate to replace Smith as the Vice President in charge of Accounting for the Chicago branch of our multi-national company!

		

		No, it would take a more seasoned manager; someone from the home office in Dallas, or out of our New York City operation, or perhaps even someone from outside the company entirely. Daisy and I dithered back and forth about Smith’s replacement as his last two weeks on the job slipped past.

		

		“I hope he isn’t a hard-ass, like Smith!” Daisy said at lunch one day, after swallowing a big mouthful of her meatloaf sandwich.

		

		“He’s bound to be,” I assured her. “I bet he’s even older and sourer than Smith is!”

		

		“Jesus, I hope not,” Daisy said. “My ass is still sore from the reaming out I got about those monthly figures I messed up.”

		

		“Your ass…” I asked incredulously, finishing up my carrot sticks. “Once he got done with you, he really lit into me!”

		

		“We’ve both got to be more careful, once the new guy gets here,” Daisy said primly, making me want to reach out and strangle her where she sat!

		

		She, after all, had been the one who had screwed up. My only sin had been in not checking her figures carefully before kicking them over to Smith’s desk…

		

		****

		

		The new Accounting VP—who arrived from the home office in Dallas two days later--wasn’t at all what I had been expecting. For one thing, he wasn’t nearly as old as Smith was.

		

		And he seemed to be the very image of a well-educated Ivy League gentleman: my first impression of him was that of a soft-spoken guy, not all blustery and in a constant tizzy, the way our old manager was. I couldn’t imagine this man—whose name was Ed Mathews--chewing my ass the way Smith had done on so many occasions over the years!

		

		Also, he was cute, in a male fashion-plate, totally-put-together sort of way. Ed Mathews was tall and slender, and he wore nothing but bespoke suits along with custom-made shirts and shoes.

		

		Our new boss also sported a well-trimmed mustache. And he kept it very business-like and neat, just like his salt-and-pepper hair; not a whisker out of place.

		

		I guessed him to be in his early forties, just a few years older than me. And, while he wasn’t a muscleman like Dex and Owen had both been, he did look to be quite fit; lean and sinewy underneath those custom-made clothes—built more like a long distance runner or a swimmer, rather than a football player or a weight-lifter.

		

		He was friendly to everyone, but not over friendly. His management style turned out to be one of compliments and gentle rebukes, rather than one of eager back-slapping accompanied by thunderous brow beatings; the method his predecessor had employed with such gusto.

		

		In short, I found Ed Mathews to be an interesting man. I liked him so far, what little I knew about him.

		

		****

		

		My lack of insight into my new boss began to change one night when we were both working late. Nearly everyone else had gone home; just one or two accounting clerks finishing up for the day at the front of the office, with Mr. Mathews in his office and me in mine.

		

		Daisy had given me some numbers right before five and I was just about done going over them. I didn’t want to screw up again and pass along figures I wasn’t totally sure of to the new boss, the way I had just before Smith’s departure.

		

		I heard a knock at my open door and looked up to see the tall, mustachioed Ed Mathews leaning casually against the doorjamb, his suit coat off, tie loosened, along with the top button of his dress shirt. His shirtsleeves had even been rolled up; quite a concession to after-work comfort for the normally buttoned down Mr. Mathews!

		

		“I was just about to leave for the day, but I saw you toiling away in here and thought I’d have a brief word with you, if you don’t mind?”

		

		“Not at all,” I said as I shut off my computer and began to tidy up my desk. “I’m about done myself.”

		

		“I was looking at your personnel file again today,” he said by way of starting the conversation. “You’re quite an interesting woman.”

		

		“I’m surprised you got that idea from my personnel file,” I said wryly, smiling up at him. “I’ve seen a lot of those things over the years. They usually make for pretty dry reading.”

		

		“Not always; I learned from yours, for example, that you’ve been with the company a long time; got your bachelor’s degree by attending college classes at night,” he said. “That demonstrates not only a lot of drive; it shows an uncommon amount of perseverance.”

		

		“What can I say? I wanted to get promoted, and a four-year college degree made that much more likely.”

		

		He glanced down at my left hand, at my modest wedding set, and said, “That file also shows you’ve been married to the same man for ages. I had to double check the file when I read just how long; you don’t seem old enough to have a daughter in college.”

		

		As I said before, unexpected compliments are always appreciated; even left-handed ones! I felt myself blushing slightly as I said, “Well, thank you, I guess.”

		

		“I’m not kidding,” he said, smiling back. “You look much closer to thirty than you do forty.”

		

		“Just turned,” I admitted, “a very traumatic birthday, I must confess.”

		

		“I’m forty-three, myself,” he said, “and you’re right; that fortieth one is a bit hard to get used to.”

		

		I was finished tidying up my desk. We just stared at each other for long moments, until I said, “Well, I have to be getting home. My husband will be expecting me to put some kind of dinner on the table, after all.”

		

		He said, “Can you spare me just a few more minutes, Maddy? Is it alright if I call you Maddy?”

		

		I nodded that it was and he went on to say, “I sense you’re a woman with strong career ambitions, so I’d like to give you a few tips on effective management techniques, if you have the time. I think they’ll come in handy down the road.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		“Kevin--that’s my husband’s name--can always make himself a sandwich, if he comes home starving to death,” I said, settling back into my chair.

		

		I really wanted to see what was on my new boss’s mind. This was the first time we’d ever been completely alone together, and he clearly had something he wanted to tell me.

		

		And then there was that tiny glint in his dark eyes, which suggested that the “something” was not solely about management techniques. I was suddenly getting a familiar vibe from Ed Mathews; the same kind of feeling I’d experienced around both Dex and Owen.

		

		This guy was…interested in me as a woman; not merely as an aspiring manager!

		

		“I’ll try to make this brief, so that poor Kevin doesn’t waste away,” he promised, taking one of the client chairs across from my desk.

		

		I snorted at the idea of Kevin wasting away! I said, “Take your time, if you want. He could stand to lose a few pounds!”

		

		“Couldn’t we all?” Mathews said jokingly and we both laughed.

		

		When we stopped chuckling, he leaned forward a little and said, “The essence of successful management is always keeping a clear head. You must know exactly what you’re doing at all times and why you’re doing it.”

		

		He leaned back in his chair before saying, “That last part is very important.”

		

		When I didn’t reply, he offered an example of what he meant: “Take your assistant, Daisy. You promoted her because she’s your friend, right? Not because she’s an especially talented accountant.”

		

		That statement caught me flat-footed. He’d gotten that exactly right! I’d promoted Daisy because she was my best friend in the department: that had been the sole reason for my actions.

		

		But Mathews had only been here for, like, two week’s time! How had he picked up on that fact so quickly?

		

		“It’s not a bad idea, having people around you who are loyal,” he went on to say. “But they have to be competent, as well as loyal. Daisy is able to do her job, but just barely. If she didn’t have you around to cover for her, I can imagine her getting her fat keister bounced out of here within a month or so after my arrival.”

		

		My heart began to pound! In a flash of insight, I realized abruptly that he was right!

		

		I had been propping up Daisy for years. She was lazy, slow, and almost—but not quite—inadequate as far as her job skills went. The only reason she’d made it as far as she had, was me, and our friendship!

		

		“Relax; I’m not going to fire Daisy; that is, not if you don’t want me to,” Mathews said with an easy smile. “You can keep her around if you like. But have a little talk with her, why don’t you? Let her know that upper management is on to her and is keeping a close eye on her work.”

		

		He grinned and then added, “You’d be surprised how much people can sharpen up, provided they want to, knowing their job depends on it.”Mathews let that lie there for a moment; then said, “You’re a very attractive woman, Maddy. I’m really going to enjoy working with you. I’m very partial to good-looking women.”

		

		I didn’t know quite what to make of this sudden change of topic. My mind was still reeling from the casual way he had just dealt with Daisy retaining her job—for the time being.

		

		“I know I have to watch what I say, in the current politically-correct, Me Too movement environment,” he said, his smile turning shark-like, “I don’t want to overstep and get myself fired, now do I?”

		

		“I…I guess not,” I agreed; flashing him my own tentative smile. “After all, you just got here.”

		

		“Still, it might be worth it in your case,” he said, suddenly leaning forward once again. “You’re incredibly beautiful.”

		

		He reached out across my desk and put his hand over mine. I started to pull away, but for some reason, I didn’t.

		

		Ed Mathews squeezed my fingers lightly while he added, “I think the two of us should get to know each other a lot better. What do you think?”

		

		I felt that old--by now very familiar--surge of adrenalin course through my system as I said, “I think I might like that just fine…Ed!”

		

		****

		

		It wasn’t like he kissed me or anything, I told myself as I drove home that night. He didn’t even try to take me in his arms.

		

		And yet I knew he wanted me! Even worse than that, I knew I wanted him!

		

		This is all kinds of dangerous, I cautioned myself. I for sure can’t mention it to Daisy! And I’m glad Carrie won’t be home again until November, for Thanksgiving break, because I might be tempted to blurt things out to her!

		

		“He’s my boss!” I said aloud, taking a deep breath. “He’s my frigging boss!”

		

		Technically, Dex had been my boss as well, I knew. And yet I had shared a blistering affair with him!

		

		Still, both of us had been out in San Francisco while that was going on; halfway across the country. This would happen right here in town; right in the office, most likely—if it happened at all!

		

		Owen lives in Chicago, too, and that turned out okay, I argued with myself mentally.

		

		Yeah, but Owen had his apartment, where we could meet and make love! Seeing him had been relatively safe!

		

		Still, Ed Mathews had to live somewhere.

		

		If his place isn’t clear out in Deerfield or down in Bridgeport, we could always go there to fool around, I told myself, provided our contemplated affair ever gets that far.

		

		I had a lot to consider on my drive home that night. Did I even want for this to happen?

		

		Was I attracted enough to Ed to risk it? Was he attracted enough to me, or was I just imagining things…?

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		The next day at work felt very weird. While it was true I suddenly had that old, exhilarating feeling of embarking on a new adventure…something forbidden that I had experienced with both Dex and Owen, I also had some additional considerations to deal with this time around.

		

		Daisy was at the top of my list. I made sure we were at the far end of the break room that day, with no one else within earshot, when I dropped the bomb on her: Ed Mathews was keeping a careful eye on her work.

		

		“W-What…what are you saying? That creep…that asshole,” she sputtered, nearly choking on her sandwich, plainly outraged at the very idea of her work being watched closely by the big boss, “what’s his problem?”

		

		“I guess Smith said something to him about last month’s screw up before he left,” I told her. “I’d be on my toes, if I were you; that’s all.”

		

		“Fucking asshole,” Daisy repeated disgustedly, under her breath; her voice nearly a mumble, “I wonder if Smith put a formal reprimand in my file?”

		

		“I can get it and see,” I assured her in a soft voice. “But he sure as hell said something about it to Mathews, even if he didn’t make out a formal complaint against you that went into your file. Just watch yourself, that’s my advice.”

		

		“What about you?” She said. “Smith really went after your ass as well, from what you said.”

		

		“I’m doing the same,” I assured her, touching the tip of my nose with my index finger for emphasis as I spoke, “nose to the old grindstone for a while, that’s for sure!”

		

		****

		

		And I really meant that. All throughout the rest of that afternoon and into early evening, I worked relentlessly to get everything on my desk ship-shape; ready for an impromptu inspection, should one be coming my way.

		

		It was Thursday, one of the nights I usually went to the gym to work out right after work. But I blew that off and kept right on working until I was finished with my updating my files, knowing that Kevin had his bowling league tonight and would catch something for dinner at the lanes.

		

		It was a little after six-thirty in the evening when I finally shut off my computer and started to put my desk in order. After doing that, I grabbed up my purse and coat, turned out the lights in my office, and headed for the door.

		

		The only other light on in the entire department was coming from Ed Mathews’s office. He was in his shirtsleeves again, glancing down at some papers scattered across his desk.

		

		He looked up as I stepped into the pool of light cast by his open office door and smiled at me. He said, “Ah, we meet again, Maddy.”

		

		Glancing around at the empty office, he said smiled at me and suggested, “Why don’t you step in here for a moment, since we seem to be alone.”

		

		My heart went into overdrive as he said that. Was I reading something into his suggestion that wasn’t really there?

		

		But once I was inside his office, it quickly became plain that I wasn’t! Ed got up and came around the desk toward me, still smiling.

		

		I said, “What did you want to talk about? Have you got some more management tips for me?”

		

		His smile turned shark-like again as he unexpectedly swept me into his arms and whispered, “No management lessons this time. And as a matter of fact, talking wasn’t what I had in mind either. Oh, and by the way, an old pal of yours from Dallas, named Dex Harrison, said to say…‘hello’.”

		

		His lips were on mine a second later and his tongue was demanding entrance to my mouth. My head suddenly felt as if it was about to explode!

		

		I tore my lips away from his and gasped out the question, “What do you mean, ‘Dex says hello’?”

		

		“It’s simple,” Ed Mathews explained, never releasing his grip on me, “Dex and I are old friends. He told me all about you, Maddy. It seems you really impressed the boy!”

		

		I didn’t know what to think about that! Surely, he hadn’t told Mathews about San Francisco, and all we’d…done together!

		

		Of course he had! The thought abruptly reverberated through my mind.

		

		I had learned the hard way--clear back in eighth grade--that most boys couldn’t wait to tell all of their buddies how far they’d gotten with the girl they’d dated the night before. Men, in my experience, were no different!

		

		“He said you were incredible,” Ed Mathew whispered heatedly—confirming my worst suspicions--his dark eyes boring hungrily into mine as he added. “Dex said you were one of the hottest women he’d ever been in bed with. And knowing Dex like I do, that takes in Hell’s own amount of women!”

		

		I still didn’t utter a sound. I was too shocked by what my boss was saying to offer a reply.

		

		“You’re even better looking than he said you were,” Ed Mathews went on. “You’re fucking near perfect, as a matter of fact, as far as I can see.”

		

		“I…we…shouldn’t be doing this,” I protested weakly, remembering the things I had been thinking about last night on my drive home; concerning all of the potential pitfalls of sleeping with my boss!

		

		I had half been expecting this to happen, after all. This Dex angle was something new, but I hadn’t been wrong about Ed Mathews and his intentions toward me.

		

		Now I knew his interest in me wasn’t solely due to his having met me and being attracted to me. He had been anticipating being attracted to me, spurred on by what his old pal—Dex--had told him!

		

		“How is Dex?” I asked him, wanting to change the subject.

		

		I tried, not very hard, I’ll admit, to remove myself from his embrace as I spoke. He continued to hold me in place easily and whispered, “Great, as far as I know. He was still in Japan, on assignment, when I left Dallas.”

		

		We stared at each other for long seconds, and then he said, “Come on, Maddy; I moved halfway across the country in anticipation of this moment. You’re all Dex said you were and more: don’t deny me!”

		

		With that, his lips were back on mine, and this time I let his persistent tongue into my mouth while we kissed. After all, he had a point.

		

		He had moved halfway across the country and taken this job partially in anticipation of meeting me, all based on Dex’s glowing description. And I had been attracted to Ed before he’d even made his move: I’d all but decided to let him seduce me, if that’s what he wanted.

		

		Why fight it, now that it was about to happen?

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		We made love for the first time on the small couch in his office. He was behind me as he entered me, on his knees, and I was up on mine, leaning into the back of the couch cushions.

		

		Ed was even bigger than Dex had been, but I was so wet…so ready, by the time he pushed into me for the first time that I no longer cared! First, he had kissed me for what seemed like forever; then he had slowly removed my jacket, blouse and bra, while I’d stripped off his loosened necktie and dress shirt.

		

		We’d made out like that, each of us stripped to the waist, until I was beside myself with passion. Ed was all long, ropey muscle, and he had the sexiest salt and pepper pelt covering his well-defined pecs!

		

		And if he wasn’t a breast man, you could have fooled me, judging from the way he went after my sensitive nipples with his lips and fingers, once they had been revealed to him. I was moaning softly as he tweaked them, and I was so wet between my legs, I was sure my panties and pantyhose were sopping!

		

		I had sucked his long cock for him next, taking nearly all of it into my mouth and throat during the very first bob of my head. He groaned and ran his fingers through my bright blonde locks my eagerly nursing lips went up and down on him, my tongue going mad atop his hot, hard flesh. He whispered softly, “Dex said you gave the best blowjob he’d ever had, and he wasn’t lying!”

		

		My tongue went even wilder on him after he’d said that! But he clearly didn’t want to come in my mouth just then.

		

		Instead, he’d gently tugged my head from his ready-to-explode hard on and laid me out on my back, one leg up over the couch cushions. We were both completely naked by this time and at first, I’d thought he was going to enter me with his huge cock.

		

		But rather than mounting me, he forced my legs open as wide as they would go and then dove between them, his eager lips and tongue all over my waxed-bare mons! And God, but that man knew how to lick a girl!

		

		He’d made sure I’d come not once, but twice before he’d gotten me up onto my shaky knees and knelt between my legs behind me. He felt massive as he slid into me, but I didn’t mind that at all!

		

		By then, I’d been craving a long, fat cock and that’s exactly what he had for me! I cooed and moaned ecstatically into the couch cushions as he hammered up into me for what seemed like forever.

		

		“Oh, Ed, give it to me,” I begged him breathlessly as he took me again and again, “really fuck me with that magnificent prick of yours!”

		

		He moaned loudly as I said that and I his manhood suddenly bucked deep within me. And then I felt a torrent of hot liquid spurting up into my suddenly-clenching sheath!

		

		I came right along with him as his hot spend backwashed out of my pulsing depths and coated my throbbing clit. Waves of red tinted my vision and I dug my fingernails into back of the couch and just came and came!

		

		****

		

		“I’d love to go again, but the cleaning crew might show up anytime now,” Ed said as he hustled back into his discarded clothing as I did the same.

		

		He went over to his desk, turned over one of his business cards, and hastily scribbled something on the back of it before handing in to me. In a low voice, he said, “That’s my cell number and my address. I have a condo nearby, overlooking the lake. We can meet there next time: this office is too iffy.”

		

		I finished doing up the buttons on my blouse and reached for my jacket. Going up onto my tiptoes, so my face was even with his, I said, “Yeah, but it was fun, just this once, wasn’t it?”

		

		“It was,” he admitted with a charming smile. “The danger of getting caught always ads a bit of spice, somehow.”

		

		“I’m a married woman,” I reminded him, “so the danger of getting caught isn’t likely to go away, now is it?”

		

		“No, it isn’t at that,” he said, his grin turning slightly predatory once again, “but you don’t want to stop, do you?”

		

		“Not likely,” I whispered, just before I kissed him good-bye, “not after tonight…”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		“God, I’m such a fool!” I whispered aloud to myself as I drove home that night.

		

		Not only do I work with him, but he’s my BOSS, for God’s sake, and Dex is sure to hear about this, when he gets back from Japan! Who knows who else he or Ed, for that matter, will tell down in Dallas?

		

		“I could be….notorious among a certain crowd of horndogs at the home office by the end of the week, and I’ve never even been to Dallas!” I whispered as I got off the freeway and headed down onto the surface streets which led toward home.

		

		Still, Ed had been yummy with his clothes off, I assured myself. And he’d been a great lover…maybe as good as Dex!

		

		I had found Owen to be irresistible because he’d been so gorgeous and so young—a simmering hunk of female eye-candy--not to mention so horny! But Ed was downright masterful; the same way Dex had been.

		

		And I wanted more of that kind of super-confident, play-my-body-like-a- master-violinist sort of loving! It would do me no good to deny it: I was already hooked on sexy Ed and his wonderfully large cock!

		

		Making love with Dex and with Ed was so different than what I shared with my husband it was as if I was doing something else entirely; something utterly magical! Even on that small, cramped couch in his office, Ed had taken me to places poor Kevin could never hope to take me…

		

		****

		

		“Did you win tonight?” I asked my husband when he came through the door from the garage at nine-thirty.

		

		“You bet your sweet ass we did!” He bellowed happily, sweeping me into his arms.

		

		“Did you buy yourself something to eat at the bowling alley?”

		

		Kevin nodded that he had, so I dropped my voice an octave and suggested in a sexy growl, “Then let’s go upstairs, so I can properly reward my conquering hero!”

		

		He grinned and eagerly hurried me along in front of him, tossing his bowling bag on the couch as we crossed the living room. I was wearing only a knee-length, lacy black peignoir with a set of sheer, crimson babydoll pajamas under it.

		

		I had arrived home in plenty of time to wolf down some leftovers, make myself one cocktail to wash it all down with, and hurry upstairs to shower and change into what I was now wearing. Once we were up in our bedroom, Kevin was all over me and I was all over him!

		

		Thinking back once again to what Daisy had said about how much her various extra-marital affairs had really heated up things in the bedroom between her and her husband, I realized how right she’d been! I nearly tore the buttons off Kevin’s bowling shirt in my haste to remove it, and he had my peignoir off in seconds, along with the top and bottoms to my pajama set.

		

		We fell together on the bed, where he attacked my naked boobs while busily I stripped off his trousers, socks, and shoes. When we were both fully naked, I sucked him until he was as hard as the proverbial brick, while he groaned and ran his fingers through my hair.

		

		Talk about your déjà vu, I thought as my tongue made lazy circuits around his swollen flesh, it feels so odd to be doing this to two different men in one night, less than two hours apart from one another!

		

		“Got to fuck you now, babe,” Kevin sighed into my ear as he lifted my bobbing head clear of his hard on.

		

		Not the most romantic proposition I’d ever had, I’ll grant you. But that was what I wanted right at that moment as well!

		

		Kevin wasn’t nearly as thick or as long as Ed had been, but my husband’s cock felt just right at that moment, sliding down into me. I held him tight, pumping my hips in perfect time with his short, choppy thrusts and smiled up at the ceiling, knowing he was going to make me orgasm as I thought about Ed, and the future of our affair…

		

		****

		

		I caught myself humming a happy tune as I got out of the elevator the next morning. I thought: Daisy was so right! Having a taboo lover in your life makes everything feel new and different, even going to work at a place you’ve been coming to for almost two decades!

		

		Ed Mathews looked hard at work at his desk as I sauntered by his open door. He glanced up, saw me, and smiled.

		

		My heart raced; I’ll have to admit it! I felt…renewed, somehow!

		

		I felt like a new woman; like a girl with a bright future, instead of a middle-aged mid-manager with a somewhat boring job, doing the same things she had always done...

		

		****

		

		The morning flew by and before I knew it, I was sitting opposite Daisy in the break room. She eyed me warily and said, “You seem happy as hell today. Did old Kevin slip you the meat last night or something?”

		

		Something like that, I thought to myself smugly. But I said to her, “He did, as a matter of fact. And it was wonderful.”

		

		I shot her a wry look and added, “Maybe cheating on me with that fisherwoman up at the lake last summer was good for him after all! It seems to have improved his technique in the bedroom!”

		

		We both laughed. I had told Daisy all about Kevin’s little adventure during the summer, and about my decision not to make a big deal out of it, in light of all I’d done with both Dex and Owen.

		

		“I sort of wish my guy would learn a few new tricks,” Daisy sighed wistfully. “Fucking him is like reading the same book over and over again.”

		

		That was as good a description of married sex after twenty years or so as I’d ever heard! By then, the two of you had done everything there was to do countless times before: without letting another person into the mix, it was nearly impossible to achieve much variation!

		

		I said as much to Daisy. She nodded enthusiastically and said, “Amen, sister; you’re preaching to the choir there.”

		

		We ate in silence for a while, until I asked her, “How about you? Do you have any new prospects for…variation in mind?”

		

		She rolled her eyes and made a “look at me” gesture with the hand that wasn’t holding her ham sandwich, saying, “I’m fifty pounds north of being ‘just a little bit’ overweight. My options are sort of limited.”

		

		She gave me an envious once-over and asked, “What about you, hot stuff; any new guys on the horizon for you?”

		

		I thought about last night, on the couch in Ed’s office, and his business card hidden away in the bottom of my purse, with his cell phone number and address written on it. I shrugged and answered, “You never know when opportunity will present itself, now do you?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Kevin and I made love twice that weekend. It was…okay, but it wasn’t Ed! By Monday, I was absolutely craving a second encounter with that big cock of his again and Thursday night—my husband’s bowling night--seemed to be an eternity away!

		

		It must have seemed that way to Ed, too, because shortly after lunch, he buzzed me on the intercom and asked me to come into his office. I did, closing the door behind me.

		

		“I…I’d like to…see you again,” he said softly, looking up at me from his desk.

		

		“I don’t see how,” I said, glancing around the office at my co-workers through his glass walls. “People might talk if we suddenly closed all of the blinds and did it on top of your desk.”

		

		He laughed and nodded his agreement, saying, “No, that wouldn’t be very smart of us.”

		

		We just smiled at each other for long moments, until he finally said, “Why don’t you meet up with me tonight, right after work? It wouldn’t take long; maybe a half hour at most.”

		

		I laughed and said, “That sounds like a real quickie, alright! Where would we go?”

		

		“Down to the lowest level of the parking garage,” he answered right away, obviously having thought this over carefully. “Nobody parks that far down as a general rule, unless they’re forced to. You could park your car right next to mine at the far end of the garage, where it’s good and dark, and then you could join me in the backseat of my Jaguar.”

		

		I thought about that for a moment before replying, with a tiny grin, “I haven’t done it in the backseat of a car since I was in high school.”

		

		“Come on,” he urged me with a devilish gleam in his eyes, “it will be fun!”

		

		I sighed, feeling my nipples begin to firm up inside my bra and said, “It just might be at that!”

		

		****

		

		I saw Ed slip out of his office at precisely five o’clock. After working a few minutes past that—just for appearance sake—I packed up my desk and headed for the elevator.

		

		I usually looked for a parking spot as close to the top of the ten levels of the building’s vast underground parking garage as I could, hoping to avoid the spiraling-ever- downward descent into the lower levels. So it felt really odd to be purposely pointing the nose of my car down the seemingly endless, downward-circling ramp and into the very bowels of the garage.

		

		When I finally arrived at Level Ten, I drove as far as I could into the all but deserted garage until I reached the very end. There I saw Ed Mathew’s sleek new Jaguar sedan parked amongst the darkest shadows, waiting for me.

		

		My breathing quickening, I pulled up next to him, locked my car and hurried over to his. The back door opened immediately and I saw that he must have switched off the overhead light in his Jaguar, because when the door swung open, it remained as dark inside the big car as the rest of this end of the garage.

		

		Ducking inside, I closed the door behind me. Ed had me in his arms instantly, kissing me, caressing my tongue with his, fondling my breasts right through my business suit, blouse, and bra.

		

		Throwing caution to the wind, I reached down and found the hardness beneath his suit pants. God, he was even bigger than I remembered him being!

		

		And he was already half erect, even though I had just begun to stroke him. He pulled his lips away from mine and murmured, “Unzip me; take it in your fist, please!”

		

		I found I couldn’t wait to do that! I tore down his zipper, and thrust my hand into the slit at the front of his boxers, slipping my fingers around his incredible girth.

		

		“Oh, Maddy, you don’t know how good your hand feels around my big cock!” He murmured the words into my ear as I retrieved him from inside his shorts and brought him out into the open.

		

		“I want to kiss it,” I told him breathlessly, scooting back on the seat so that I could reach it with my lips. “I want to suck it for you!”

		

		He groaned in ecstasy as I began to do just that, my tongue all over his length, my lips insistent as I moved them up and down his mouth-stretching width…

		

		****

		

		“Yes, yes, just like that!” I begged as I rode him to completion, my senses exploding as I began to orgasm violently around his gliding cock.

		

		I was sitting on his lap in the back seat, my pantyhose torn off, along with my panties. The skirt to my suit was on the seat next to him and my high heels lay lost somewhere in the darkness of the car’s floor.

		

		He gave a soft moan as I felt him begin to spurt up into me. His semen was so hot, and there was so much of it!

		

		The touch of it against my throbbing clit sent my climax spiraling upward again, and I clung to him, digging the firmness of my bare nipples into his scratchy chest hair. This was heaven! I realized in that instant that this was what I now lived for!

		

		****

		

		I drove home humming another happy little tune. There was a lot of traffic on the expressway for me to navigate my way through that night but, somehow, I didn’t seem to mind!

		

		Kevin wouldn’t be home for an hour yet. That would give me plenty of time to shower, change into some lounge-around-the-house clothes, and fix him something for dinner.

		

		It was true that I didn’t usually shower in the evenings—not unless I’d had a lover’s tryst with Owen, or now, with Ed—but luckily Kevin wasn’t a very observant man. I doubted he’d even notice the damp bath mat hung up to dry at the shower entrance or my recently-used towel and wonder why his wife was suddenly changing the bathing patterns of nearly twenty years!

		

		****

		

		He never noticed a thing, bless his unobservant little heart! We ate dinner together as he told me about his day—a new hire was really screwing up in the warehouse and Kevin had decided to give him a good talking to and watch him closely for the next two weeks before deciding what to do with him—and then he asked me about my day.

		

		His problems with the new man caused me to think about Daisy and her future with the company. Even though Ed and I were now lovers, that in itself didn’t guarantee he wouldn’t decide to fire her somewhere down the line.

		

		That will be on her, I thought defensively. I warned her that he was keeping an eye on her work. And that was really as much as I could do!

		

		“It was pretty normal,” I lied easily to my husband with a tiny smile of satisfaction…

		

		****

		

		There was no bowling victory to “reward” Kevin for that night—it being Monday and not Thursday--but I let him make love to me anyway, right before we went to sleep.

		

		I felt it was the least I could do for him! Ed had taken care of all my own needs earlier in the evening, down in that dark parking garage. And as I lay under Kevin, letting him ravage me for all of three minutes, I stared up at the ceiling, a contented smile on my face and thought about my new lover and how hot the illicit sex we had shared earlier in the evening had been.

		

		Kevin never knew the difference. He got what he wanted, rolled over, and went to sleep.

		

		I did the same…

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Thursday night—bowling night, balling night, I giggled gleefully to myself—finally came. And I was so ready for it!

		

		I saw Ed leave work and waited ten minutes before following his example. Slipping into my car down in the parking garage, I made my way over to Lake Shore Drive, the expressway running parallel and alongside Lake Michigan, where I quickly located his high-rise apartment building.

		

		Swanky, I thought to myself as I rode up to fifteenth floor in the elevator, impressed by the building’s choice lakeside view, all of the amenities present in the marble, brass, and teakwood lobby, the company must pay VP’s a lot more than they do mere accounting managers like me.

		

		Ed’s condo was situated on the side of the building overlooking the vast lake. I rang the bell and waited, staring out the nearby floor-to-ceiling window at the end of the hallway while he took his time answering the door.

		

		My new lover threw open the big mahogany door at last and greeted me warmly, dressed in a rich-looking, floor-length crimson robe and a pair of black bedroom slippers. I found myself wondering what he was wearing underneath that robe and smiled at the risqué thought that it might be nothing at all!

		

		“Maddy,” he said as I stepped inside, sweeping me into his arms, “you look ravishing, as usual. I could barely keep my hands off of you at work today. May I offer you a drink?”

		

		“I think I will; vodka and tonic if you have it.”

		

		His apartment was a showplace! It was furnished eclectically in chairs, a sofa, and rugs that had clearly had been acquired from all around the globe.

		

		And, even though it was stuffed with memorabilia from Ed’s various world travels, the place didn’t look cluttered at all. There was a zebra skin rug, a collection of jade from the Orient, an African ceremonial mask of some kind hanging on one wall, a piece of white scrimshaw was mounted next to it, and various works of art—both sculptures and paintings--from Italy, the Scandinavian countries, France, and Germany were tastefully displayed throughout the large room as well.

		

		Adorning the walls in between the paintings and the artifacts were color photographs of Ed, unfailingly accompanied by a woman, all of them taken in exotic locations, with famous structures serving as backdrops for the photos. Looking more closely at Ed as he posed in front of the Taj Mahal, the Eiffel Tower, Buckingham Palace, and a shrine in Japan of some sort; I noted that the woman standing beside him in the various photographs was never the same woman!

		

		Some of them were blonde, some were brunettes with darker, more olive-colored skin, and there was a redhead or two scattered throughout in the mix. Some of them looked slightly older than me, while some looked younger than my daughter!

		

		But all of them were uniformly gorgeous, with curvaceous figures and beautiful faces. And they all shared one attribute—the women in the photographs all looked to be absolutely entranced with Ed!

		

		“Quite the world traveler, I see,” I remarked wryly at last.

		

		“I love to see the sights, I’ll admit,” he responded with a shrug of his shoulders and a roguish smile, taking up a position behind the six-place bar occupying one wall of the spacious living room.

		

		I tore my eyes away from the photographs and went over to stand in front of it. I smiled at Ed and said softly, “Go heavy on the vodka and light on the tonic, if you would, since I intend to have only this one cocktail. But after we’ve had our little drink, I’ll expect a full tour of the place, especially the bedroom.”

		

		He grinned at me and quickly threw my drink together as requested, along with a whiskey over ice for him, saying: “That’s just what I had in mind.”

		

		“I gather you’ve never been married,” I remarked as I sipped my strong drink.

		

		“No, I haven’t,” Ed admitted, taking a bigger sip of his bourbon. “Too much to see and do; too many lovely ladies to meet and get to….know better along the way, I guess.”

		

		“You’re a bit of rascal at heart, Ed Mathews,” I chided him, drinking more of my cocktail.

		

		“I never said I wasn’t,” Ed answered, waggling his eyebrows comically.

		

		****

		

		“And this concludes our tour,” he said, following me into a large bedroom suite.

		

		We had just seen his gourmet kitchen with its walk-in pantry, a second bedroom which clearly doubled as both a home office, complete with computer, printer, and the largest monitor I’d ever seen, and a guest bathroom. The master bedroom was large, elegantly-furnished, and it included a king size bed, a huge flat-screen television, plus the usual dressers and bureaus, and a marble-tiled master bathroom complete with Jacuzzi tub, a separate shower, a toilet and a bidet!

		

		“Very impressive,” I said, putting my finished drink down on a coaster atop his dresser. “Have you anything else to show me?”

		

		“Just this,” he said, opening the robe to reveal that he was, indeed, naked beneath it and that the huge appendage I remembered so well, was half hard already and throbbing with need.

		

		“That’s just what I was hoping so see, “I purred seductively, my voice growing instantly husky with desire as I tossed off my jacket and began to unbutton my blouse while continuing to stare longingly at his ever-growing hard on.

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, you suck it so fine!” He gasped out his appreciation for what I was doing.

		

		I was sitting, fully nude, on the corner of the bed, leaning forward, really gobbling up his rigid prick. My fingertips were caressing his massive scrotal sac as I sucked and licked, and my lips were brushing against the pubic hair at the base of his monster organ with each head bob.

		

		Fighting back the urge to choke--I had taught myself how to do that during my week with Dex—I instead swirled my tongue all around it while I slowly moved my sucking lips in and out. His fingers were lost in my blonde hair, guiding me, urging me all the way onto his pulsing manhood with each suck.

		

		“Now it’s my turn,” he sighed after another minute or so of my oral ministrations, stopping my head lunges with a gentle palm to my forehead. “Let’s get you back onto this bed.”

		

		I let him arrange me the way he wanted me, spread-eagled on my back, with my legs splayed open wide. Instead of driving himself into me, as I’d expected him to, Ed sat back on his knees, openly admiring my overflowing-with-need slit.

		

		“You’re an incredibly hot woman, Maddy,” he said in a low, breathy baritone as he continued to examine my naked body appreciatively.

		

		He looked up at me and asked, “Have you ever experienced what they call a ‘quivering orgasm’?”

		

		Too aroused to speak coherently at that point, I shook my head that I hadn’t, wondering what the hell that even was!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		“Not every woman can have them,” Ed went on to explain, knee-walking around to my right side. “It takes a very sensuous sort of female—such as you clearly are--and of course, a man who is experienced at coaxing them forth.”

		

		Ed smiled down at me confidently as he added, “You’re in luck there. I’m just the guy to teach you to come like you’ve never come before!”

		

		My heart was already pounding: it went into overdrive as I heard him say that. First, he caressed my fully-erect nipples with just the fingertips of his left hand.

		

		His touch was so light; so deft! I sighed at how good it felt to have him fondle my breasts!

		

		He grinned back at me and ran his right hand slowly across my trembling tummy. He then let it trail downward, until his fingertips parted my extremely wet labia and tenderly began to caress the sensitive little bud at the top of my gushing slit while he continued to stroke my nipples.

		

		A tremor of increased arousal ran through me and I shivered atop the bed under his knowing touch. He ran one finger, then a second inside my very wet pussy, all the while continuing to massage my throbbing clitty!

		

		“Now we need to locate your g-spot,” he whispered, turning his right hand palm up and searching around inside me for that small patch of roughened, bumpy skin along the interior wall of my pussy, seeking my inner-most pleasure center.

		

		I‘d found it numerous times with my own fingertips—as I’d masturbated over the years—and with the tip of my vibrator. Kevin had stumbled onto it inadvertently a few times while we’d been making love, usually with me up on my hands and knees in front of him.

		

		But Ed went right to it! I groaned as he started to toy with it expertly, using just the tips of his fingers. At the same time, he kept on easing his exploring fingers in and out of my slippery vagina lips, right across my clitty, while brushing the tips of my nipples with his other hand!

		

		“Oh, oh, God, that feels so…” my voice trailed off as he increased his pace.

		

		He was fingering me almost violently now, in a way no man had ever done it before. I didn’t know whether or not I liked such rough handling of my innermost parts at first, but before I could ask him to stop, a furious spasm of pre-come ecstasy tore through my lower body!

		

		“Ah, now we’re getting somewhere!” Ed said with a leer and increased his all out assault on my pussy, pressing even harder on my g-spot as he really pounded his stiff fingers in and out of my sopping slit.

		

		Another twinge gripped me and it was so powerful I found I couldn’t speak! I writhed about beneath him as he pummeled away at my juicy depths with his flying fingers and gripped my left nipple more firmly between his thumb and forefinger!

		

		“Oh, fuck, oh, God,” I whined, my whole body quivering like a leaf in a gale under his adept fingering.

		

		Is this what he meant by a…”quivering orgasm”? I asked myself as I felt myself going over the top.

		

		All at once, my thighs began to shake and tremor uncontrollably and the biggest orgasm I had ever imagined seized me in its vise-like grasp. I wanted to scream, but found I had no breath!

		

		Sheets of crimson tinged my vision and my breasts felt like they’d explode from the intensity of my climax! I kept on shaking all over and then something…squirted out of my pussy lips, almost as if I was peeing—but I wasn’t peeing!

		

		“Guh-God,” I managed to gasp, all of my senses exploding right along with my clenching pussy and jerking breasts…!

		

		****

		

		“Wh-What happened?” I asked groggily, my consciousness returning all in a rush.

		

		“You came,” Ed replied simply.

		

		He had moved to a position in between my legs and his enormous manhood was throbbing against my sopping-wet entrance. Ed grinned at me like a naughty six year old boy as he slid the head of his cock into me, saying, “And now I intend to do the same, if it’s alright with you?”

		

		“Oh, God, yes,” I murmured enthusiastically as he filled me with his hardness. “Fuck, me; fuck me deep with that magnificent cock of yours!”

		

		And did he ever do just that? I clung to him as he rutted down into me ceaselessly for what seemed like forever.

		

		I was so sensitive down there by now--after that mammoth orgasm he had given me--that I came twice more before he finally grunted out his own pleasure and began to spurt inside me.

		

		“God, but you’re a hot woman,” Ed moaned into my ear as he pumped his hot seed into my depths.

		

		“I sure am,” I sighed, more satisfied than I had ever been in my entire life!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		It turned out that Dex must have shared all of the details of our time together in San Francisco with Ed. My boss and newest lover knew without asking, for example, that I enjoyed anal sex, providing it was with a man who was really good at it. A big tube of sex gel appeared soon after we’d made love in the more conventional way, right after my heavenly introduction to quivering orgasms!

		

		Ed turned out to be as polished a performer as Dex had been when it came to getting a girl off while penetrating her…“backdoor”! My voice felt raspy from screaming out my intense excitement when I finally rode the elevator down to the lobby at just after eight that evening.

		

		And I had to admit, my well-used bottom felt a bit sore! It was worth it, though, I thought giddily to myself as I slid carefully into my car seat—favoring my throbbing anus a bit--and started for home.

		

		Ed had made me come with all the force of a hurricane coming ashore tonight! And he’d done it more than once, just as his friend, Dex, had been able to do!

		

		This kind of other-worldly sex is worth whatever risks I have to take to get it, I told myself as I drove home …

		

		****

		

		Kevin’s bowling team hadn’t won tonight’s match, but I resolved to reward him in the bedroom anyway; no doubt feeling a little guilty about my exquisite session with Ed, I suppose.

		

		Although I had taken a shower before leaving Ed’s place—so I wasn’t worried about unwanted semen seeping out of me when Kevin and I were making love—I opted to give my man another slurpy, sloppy blowjob and swallow it all for him that night anyway, instead of engaging in conventional sex. My poor hubby didn’t come nearly as much as Owen, or Dex, or Ed did, so there wasn’t really much for me to gulp down, compared to the volume of their outpourings.

		

		And he seemed to love it so when I did that for him! I smiled as I got ready to swallow, Kevin’s fists tightening around my hair as I bobbed up and down on him.

		

		Men are so easy to please, I thought smugly as he started to spurt into my mouth, a couple of licks and sucks, a few moaning gulps, and they were sure they had died and gone to BJ Heaven…

		

		****

		

		“You sure look happy today,” Daisy observed slyly as I sat behind my desk the next morning and she stood in my doorway, sheaf of figures in hand.

		

		“I saw you laughing up a storm in Ed’s office just now,” she added, her voice dripping with suspicion. “Is there something…going on between you two that I should know about?”

		

		A cold shiver ran through me when I heard her ask that question, but I managed to smile and say, “No, I don’t think so. It’s just good office politics to laugh at the boss’s jokes.”

		

		She nodded thoughtfully as she laid the papers in her hand on the corner of my desk. Before leaving my office, she asked, “Has he said anything more about me?”

		

		“Not a word,” I answered truthfully, relieved that she had so easily bought into my explanation for my newfound familiarity around Ed. I realized I’d have to be more careful in the future!

		

		“Let me know if he does,” she implored me, her eyes reflecting for a moment her deep-seated fear of losing her job.

		

		“You know I will,” I said, and she went out into the office.

		

		****

		

		“Since you’re not fucking Ed,” Daisy whispered casually in the lunchroom that day—and I had nearly choked on my sandwich in my struggle not to show how much her nonchalant ribbing had affected me—“have you got any new prospects on the horizon, now that Owen is history?”

		

		“A few,” I answered, after gagging down my bite of turkey sandwich and following it with a big sip of iced tea, “there are a few young guys at my gym that have shown an interest, but I haven’t decided yet whether I want to encourage any of them or not. I keep remembering how much younger Owen was than me, and how badly that turned out.”

		

		“Yeah, maybe a guy closer to your own age would be better at that,” Daisy commiserated with me as she finished up her own sandwich. “But young, hunky guys are so delicious to look at!”

		

		“They can be marvelous to go to bed with too, take it from me,” I commented warily. “But they can also be a lot of unwanted hassle.”

		

		“How so,” Daisy wanted to know?

		

		“They’re young and horny,” I answered her, meaning it. “They always want to drag you into bed, and they can be insistent about it.”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that’s a problem I wouldn’t mind having,” Daisy sighed, “a hard, young cock at my beck and call; sounds nothing buy yummy to me, girlfriend!”

		

		“It can be,” I admitted, “but after the sex is done, the two of you don’t really have that much to say to one another.”

		

		“Talking is over-rated,” Daisy answered dismissively. “If I want talk, I can always stay home with my husband. That’s about all he’s good for nowadays—talk, talk, and more talk!”

		

		You might consider losing fifty or sixty pounds, I thought cattily, eyeing her overflowing figure and shuddering inwardly as she stuffed a cupcake into her mouth. Old Dave, your husband, might start looking at you differently, if you’d just lose some of that blubber!

		

		I crunched my carrot stick noisily and chased it with a mouthful of iced tea…

		

		****

		

		“Uh, no more for me tonight, babe,” Kevin said at dinner that evening, unexpectedly holding up a hand as I automatically started to pass him the bowl of mashed potatoes, after noticing that his plate was all but empty. “I’m…uh…trying to lose some weight.”

		

		My heart almost stopped! Kevin never tried to lose weight, at least to my knowledge: he never had before!

		

		My husband turned red and muttered, “I’m thinking of joining a gym; you know, a couple of nights a week. Maybe I’ll even spring for a personal trainer, like you did.”

		

		My astonished mouth dropped open and refused to close. He saw my shock and smiled, saying, “Don’t worry, I’m not going to join the same gym you’re going to. I’ve been checking out one nearer to where I work.”

		

		“That’s wonderful!” I exclaimed, smiling back. “What brought this on?”

		

		He looked almost bashful as he admitted, “My buddies at work have been ribbing me about being married to such a honey; looking like a fat slob, the way I do.”

		

		Kevin shrugged and added, “I got to looking at myself in the mirror the other day and realized they were right. I owe it to you, and to myself, to lose some of this weight, I guess.”

		

		My mind flashed back to my thoughts about Daisy in the lunchroom today and I grinned and said, “That’s great; I’ll try to help you all I can!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		As my lips skimmed up and down Ed’s massive length that Thursday night, I thought about Kevin huffing and puffing his way through his new Monday, Wednesday, Friday regimen of work outs at the gym.

		

		Here the poor guy was trying to get into shape for me and I was busy cheating on him with my boss! Still, Ed looked so downright…edible as he lay there on that king size bed with his huge shaft sticking up into the air!

		

		I licked the head of his manhood and he moaned and said, “Jesus, Maddy, what a cocksucker you are!”

		

		I guess I am at that, I mused as I continued to blow him. The proof of that statement is right here, in my mouth, so I can hardly deny it!

		

		He sighed just then and slid back away from me, freeing his mammoth hard on from my lips. With a glint of lust in his dark eyes, he said: “You naughty girl, time to reward you for your bad behavior!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuuuuuccckkkkk,” I screamed out the nasty word as I started to come.

		

		Ed had me on my right side, a huge vibrator crammed up my well-lubed anus while he gave my pussy a rough fingering, concentrating on both my g-spot and my clit at the same time. I was shaking uncontrollably, wailing out my utter joy, and squirting all over his gliding fingers as I came and came!

		

		This was even more intense than the one last week had been! Not only was my spasming, clasping pussy on fire with the intensity of my release, but my ass was clenching right along with it, squeezing down on the vibrating hunk of latex that was ravaging it!

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, God,” I groaned, closing my eyes, still quivering all over.

		

		Tears of bliss were spilling down my cheeks and my big breasts were jerking in time, my nipples enormous as the heady sensations just kept on coming! Shamelessly, I took them in my hands and kneaded them, adding to the mix of wondrous feelings Ed’s expert manipulations had coursing through my whole body!

		

		****

		

		He was behind me and I was down on my elbows, my fanny hoisted high in the air so that he could pummel it. Ed’s fingertips strummed my clit and lube was pouring out of my climaxing pussy.

		

		I dug my nipples into the rough-threaded surface of his brocade bedspread and groaned out my pleasure as he took me anally, hard and deep. His enormous cock was stretching me out with each savage thrust, but I was well past the point of caring.

		

		It just felt so good! Sex with Ed wasn’t like sex at all…it was more like pure ecstasy, and I reveled in it!

		

		****

		

		I’ve got to stop this! Being within bed with him is like some sort of, I don’t know, some sort of…DRUG!

		

		On the expressway, headed for home, I fretted and chastised myself endlessly over what I had done tonight. Freshly showered and blown dry, I was nevertheless feeling dirty as I thought about all the lascivious acts I had performed for my boss this evening.

		

		I had blown him, for one thing. And I’d let him really nail my ass tonight—I could already tell I was going to be walking a little funny for at least a day or two—and then there had been that quivering, squirting orgasm which had started it all off!

		

		The orgasms I have with Kevin can’t compare to the ones I share with Ed, I told myself truthfully as I drove along. And the way he…touches me; the way he’s able to manipulate my body, the way a master musician draws everything out of his instrument: I don’t know if I can live without that, now that I’ve experienced it!

		

		I knew this was getting rapidly out of control! I found myself daydreaming about Ed--about being in bed with him--all day long at work!

		

		And I always came so much better with Kevin, when I imagined it was Ed that was Ed who was touching me, Ed who was caressing me, Ed who was making love to me!

		

		I pulled into our garage and was relieved to see that I had once again beaten my husband home. I went in the house and took the stairs two at a time, anxious to change into something more alluring before Kevin returned home. Since I had showered at Ed’s already, I didn’t have to do much to my hair and make up as I hustled out of my clothes and into a sexy set of lingerie.

		

		Maybe I couldn’t stay true to my husband anymore, but I fully intended to make up for it in the bedroom tonight. Just you wait and see if I didn’t!

		

		****

		

		“H-Holy hell, Maddy,” Kevin groaned. “You’re fucking me like a crazy woman!”

		

		I was at that. Naked atop his rigid cock, I rode it like there was no tomorrow, dragging my breasts across his chest, teasing his lips with my erect nipples.

		

		My slick pussy was grabbing at his hardness, caressing it, as it glided up into me on a thick coating of my natural lube. I was balling my husband like a woman possessed, and I was really, really—to my shock—enjoying no end!

		

		“W-What’s gotten into you tonight?” Kevin gasped.

		

		“You have, you stud,” I growled back at him and ground my pelvis down on his, driving him even deeper into my gushing entrance. “I want you so much tonight, Kevin! I want to please you…I want to…fuck you senseless!”

		

		My husband’s blue eyes rolled back into his head and he began to come inside me. I smiled in triumph and came right along with him!

		

		****

		

		“Jesus, babe, you haven’t been like that…” his voice trailed off.

		

		I looked over at him quizzically, waiting for him to finish his sentence. He gave me a pensive look in return and said, “I started to say you haven’t been like that since we were young.”

		

		He rose up on one elbow and looked suspiciously over at me as he said, “But you’ve never been like that! Even when we were in our twenties, you never seemed that hot for me? What gives?”

		

		Fighting back my terror over being discovered as a cheater, I lied and said, “It must be the new you that has me so turned on.”

		

		I touched his bicep and whispered, “I can see the difference the gym is making already.”

		

		Kevin’s face relaxed and he looked inordinately proud of himself, saying, “Well, me and my new trainer have been hitting it really hard this week.”

		

		“It shows,” I said, snuggling into him, relived that he was so easy to manipulate: there wasn’t a suspicious bone in my sweet Kevin’s body, thank God! “Keep up the good work.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		I was really happy to see Thanksgiving week roll around that year. Having explained to Ed that my daughter was coming home from college and I’d have to be around the house much more than usual, I luxuriated in my little break from him.

		

		Not that I didn’t miss his explosive brand of loving. I did.

		

		But I was hoping my brief absence from his life might make him even fonder of me when we got back together again after the Thanksgiving break.

		

		Besides, things had gotten much better in the bedroom between Kevin and me since he’d started hitting the gym with that personal trainer he’d hired. All of the blubber he’d put on in the last twenty years seemed to be slowly melting away, leaving some very eye-pleasing, toning-up-rapidly muscles behind. His sexual stamina seemed to be growing by leaps and bounds with each passing week, too, so I didn’t miss Ed nearly as much as I might have only a few weeks earlier. And having Carrie home, even for such a short time, was now such a treat!

		

		I seemed to dote on her as much as her father did these days, fixing her favorite dishes for dinner, letting her sleep in after a late night out with her friends; with nary a chastising word from me. She was still my daughter, but now I also thought of her as one of my closest friends and confidants as well.

		

		I didn’t intend to tell her about Ed, but it was nice to have her around to talk to anyway. Nearly every morning, before I left for work, we’d meet in the kitchen to have coffee and chat back and forth.

		

		She told me about a new guy she’d met at college recently and begun dating. His name was Philip and he sounded like nothing but trouble to me, but I refrained from mentioning that to her.

		

		Philip, from what she told me, was a bit of a bad boy; the lead singer in a rock band playing the bar scene around the college town of Ft. Collins. All of her girlfriends at school thought he was so handsome; so sexy up on stage; apparently strutting around like some cut-rate version of a young Mick Jagger!

		

		When I’d been Carrie’s age, practically all of the band members I’d known had used drugs and tended to drink far too much as well. Part of me—the mom side—longed to warn her about that. But my other, more adult side reasoned that she already knew it; she probably knew more about it than I did, as a matter of fact. And yet she was still attracted to him.

		

		I had long ago come to realize that me telling my headstrong daughter not to do something would only make her want to do it more; so I bit my tongue and didn’t lecture her about Philip. My only prayer was that she’d observe the rules of safe sex—condoms, please!—and not get hooked on something like heroin while hanging around with him.

		

		She, on the other hand, wanted to know all about my current love life! I laughed and tried to play coy with her, telling her that her daddy and I were doing just great, thank you very much.

		

		But in light of all she now knew about my past flings with Dex and Owen, she blew that off with a frown and a dismissive wave of her hand, saying, “Oh, come on, Mom; I know you and Daddy still fuck once in a while—especially since he’s been hitting the gym so hard. But who else is currently on your radar?”

		

		I giggled like a naughty schoolgirl, shot a quick glance at the staircase to make sure Kevin wasn’t lumbering down it to join us in the kitchen, and then whispered, “What makes you think there’s someone else?”

		

		“That bad-girl twinkle is back in your eye,” she whispered knowingly. “Come on, spill, who is it this time?”

		

		I agonized over how to answer her! How honest did I truly want to be with her?

		

		It’s hard not to tell her the truth, I realized suddenly.

		

		Because my current flame was also my boss, I couldn’t share the details of present affair with Daisy as I had been able to do with Owen. That was a huge part of the fun of being in an illicit…relationship, I realized in that instant—sharing the naughty particulars of all that happened with a trusted friend--and I missed it!

		

		“He’s older than either Dex or Owen was,” I whispered at last to Carrie across the kitchen table. “My new guy is even older than me!”

		

		“Eeewwwww,” my daughter said, screwing up her face in distaste, “I never figured you for a fossil-fucker, Mom!”

		

		I had just taken in a mouthful of hot coffee and when Carrie said the words “fossil-fucker”, I spit it out all over the table, laughing so hard I nearly fell out of my chair. After recovering somewhat, I sprang up and got some paper towels to clean up the mess.

		

		“He’s not a…fossil,” I insisted as I mopped up the spilled coffee.

		

		Quickly, after again glancing at the stairs, I told her about how big and thick Ed’s cock was, how well he could use it to pleasure to a girl, and about his ability to trigger squirting, quaking orgasms!

		

		“Holy fuck, Mom; that sounds intense,” Carrie sighed enviously. “Do you think I could borrow him for one night while I’m home on vacation?”

		

		Kevin came into the kitchen thirty seconds later and was puzzled to see both of us laughing hysterically. The mystified expression on his face only deepened when we refused to tell him what we were laughing about!

		

		****

		

		“At least tell me this mystery man with the magic finger’s name,” Carrie prodded me as we were getting the Thanksgiving feast together in the kitchen two days later.

		

		“Not a chance,” I answered her smugly, setting the perfectly-browned turkey on its platter so that Kevin could carve it at the dining room table, “you’re way too interested. And besides, I don’t trust you, so there!”

		

		Carrie pretended innocent shock. She whispered, “You really think I’d try to shanghai your main squeeze for a night of naughty fun with me?”

		

		“In a hot second,” I whispered to her, and carried the turkey right past her and out into the dining room.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		It was the first Monday night after the Thanksgiving break, and Ed and I were able to sneak in a quick couple of hours together, because Kevin had a manager’s meeting after work that day.

		

		“Really, your daughter wanted to meet me?” Ed inquired with a wolf-like leer.

		

		We were in bed at his place, and we’d just shared a lengthy, thoroughly enjoyable session of reunion sex. After we were done, I’d filled him in on my recent few days off, when my daughter had been home from college.

		

		“No, she wanted to sample this,” I corrected him, reaching over to claim his limp, gooey manhood with my fist.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Ed murmured appreciatively as I began stroking it back to firmness, “what does your daughter look like?”

		

		“She looks a lot like I did, twenty years ago,” I informed him as I leaned over his lap to lick the head of his resurgent monster, “which is why you’re never going to meet her.”

		

		“Pity,” he said with a sigh as I started to suck him, “every man secretly fantasizes about scoring the mother-daughter double…”

		

		I spat his cock out and glared up at him, saying: “You, like most men, are a total pervert, Ed Mathews!”

		

		“Guilty as charged, I’m afraid,” he replied roguishly, reaching down and gripping his shaft so that he could waggle it beneath my nose. “Now suck this, why don’t you, so that I can take you to heaven at least one more time tonight?”

		

		Telling myself all the while that I shouldn’t—not after the rude suggestion he’d just made about bedding Carrie—I did as he asked, my libido winning out over my resentment at what a typical…male he was!

		

		****

		

		“So, how was your Thanksgiving holiday?” I asked Daisy the next day, Tuesday.

		

		She had taken an additional day of vacation, so I hadn’t seen her yesterday. My big friend smiled like the cat that had dined on canary and said, “Well, Thanksgiving wasn’t any big deal, but yesterday turned out to be something special!”

		

		“Oh, how’s that?” I asked, opening my lunch bag.

		

		“Well, the kitchen sink was acting up—getting all backed up and draining way slower than it should,” she said, a gleam in her eye as she recounted the details. “My hubby tried to fix it, but he’s really Mr. All-Thumbs when it comes to stuff like home repairs. He had something important going on at the office on Monday morning, so I volunteered to take another day off to stay home and get it fixed.”

		

		I leaned forward expectantly, munching a forkful of the salad I had packed for lunch. Daisy went on with her tale in a triumphant whisper, “The plumber turned out to be young, not bad looking, and extremely horny!”

		

		Daisy ate a bite of her chicken sandwich and then added, “His…snake was very impressive, if you know what I mean! It cost me another hour in labor charges, but we did it twice, and the second one—in on the living room couch—was even better than the first!”

		

		She gobbled up more of her sandwich and then murmured, “It was money well spent, let me tell you! I feel like a new woman today!”

		

		Part of me was appalled that she’d as much as…paid this plumber to have sex with her, charging the bill to her husband’s credit card! But I found I couldn’t really say anything, given the way I’d spent my own Monday night at Ed’s condo…

		

		****

		

		Sometimes, things just come together unexpectedly. Often it’s for the worst, but sometimes it’s for the better; you never know how it’s all going to turn out until it’s over!

		

		Ed and I were in bed again on Thursday night that same week. We’d just shared a bout of intense anal sex, right after he’d fingered me to one of those incredible quaking orgasms, so I was wiped out; resting on my back, trying to regain my breath.

		

		“What about spring break, this year?” He suddenly asked me. “Is your daughter coming home for that week too?”

		

		“Funny you should mention that, because we just had a long telephone conversation about it just last night. She’s definitely coming home for the Christmas, New Years thing, but she’s planning on spending spring break with a couple of her girlfriends, down to Mexico; in Cancun, actually. Why do you ask?”

		

		“Well, I’m toying with the idea of booking an island-hopping tour of the Bahamas during that time—you know, two nights in Nassau, two nights on Grand Bahama, maybe a night or two on Bimini--and I wondered if there was any way you could wangle some time away from your husband and accompany me,” he explained. “I knew if your daughter was coming home, it would be a non-starter; but since she’d not...”

		

		“There is still my husband to deal with,” I reminded him wistfully, daydreaming about lying on a beach in the Bahamas with Ed, and all we might get up to when we returned to our no doubt plush hotel suite!

		

		“Well, it would be nice if you could think of a way you could go along,” Ed said, smiling over at me. “I’d love to have you all to myself for a week, especially in some exotic spot featuring warm sun, beaches, snorkeling, sight-seeing—all of that…”

		

		It did sound absolutely divine, but I couldn’t see it ever happening. Not if I wanted to stay married: which I did!

		

		Ed was a great diversion, but I had no illusions about him. He wasn’t about to give up his playboy existence for any woman--including me--so screwing up my marriage by jetting off to the Bahamas with him for a week of fun in the sun really didn’t compute…

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		“Uh, this is going to sound a little weird, I know,” Kevin said tentatively, clearing his throat as we sat at the kitchen table that Saturday morning, just after we’d finished breakfast, “especially after last summer…you know, what happened up at the lake.”

		

		He held up his palm as if to stop me from replying and then went on to blurt: ”It’s just that some of the guys from work—they like to fish as much as I do—have been talking about booking a deep-sea fishing trip down in Florida this spring. And they wanted to know if I’d be interested in going.”

		

		My heart skipped a beat! Trying desperately not to show my excitement, I replied in as calm a voice as I could muster, “Oh, and when, exactly, would this be?”

		

		“The same time as Carrie’s spring break from college, actually.”

		

		He looked at me pleadingly before adding, “And since she’s not coming home this year, I kind of thought…”

		

		His voice trailed off. My husband’s face assumed sort of a hangdog look as he waited for my reply.

		

		“I know it’s a lot of money, and that we’ve only begun to pay off the new RV,” he said, sounding contrite but hopeful.

		

		God, what an opportunity, I thought excitedly to myself. If this all works out, I might be able to go to the Bahamas with Ed after all, and get away with it!

		

		“Well,” I said, feigning reluctance, “it probably will cost a lot of money.”

		

		I let him stew for a few more moments, and then added, “But you’ve never done anything like this before. And I think you deserve to have some fun!”

		

		And so do I! I told myself gleefully, my imagination running wild, thinking about those sparkling beaches, the hot Caribbean sun…and Ed’s sinewy body lying next to mine in those posh hotel rooms every night!

		

		****

		

		I had some emergency funds squirreled away, and I intended to use them to pay for my share of the trip with Ed, if the timing could be worked out. But it turned out that I didn’t have to!

		

		“Nonsense,” Ed said, smiling delightedly when I told him about it the next day in his office, with the door closed. “I invited you on this trip, so I’ll be glad to pick up all of the expenses for both of us.”

		

		He gave me one of his very brief, wolfish leers and said, “Normally, I’d give you a swat you on the…assets you’d be bringing along on the trip right now, but this is hardly the time or the place for that.”

		

		I looked out of the glass walls of his private office, at the office space surrounding us, and at all of my co-workers, and replied saucily, with a flirty little smile, “I’ll consider my butt properly swatted. I can hardly wait to experience the real thing down in the Bahamas!”

		

		****

		

		I hadn’t really traveled all that much in my life up until then, so I was super-excited about this trip!

		

		My dad had been a confirmed homebody. It had taken Mom and me two whole years of pleading to get him to take us on a vacation trip to the Grand Canyon, back when I had been thirteen. And that had pretty much been it, as far as my leaving Chicago during my formative years.

		

		I had been to a number of God-awful lakes up in Wisconsin and Michigan with Kevin, of course. But I didn’t count those as being what I’d call real “travel” opportunities.

		

		That was part of why I’d been so eager about going to San Francisco on that audit with Dex and the rest of the crew.

		

		And now I was going to travel to the Caribbean for a whole week! I could hardly wait for spring to get here!

		

		****

		

		I knew I’d need a whole new wardrobe for the trip, but I resolved to buy most of it in the Bahamas. That would probably turn out to be the most expensive way to do it, but I didn’t give a damn!

		

		After all, Ed was paying most of my way on our big adventure together, and I did have my emergency fund to fall back on. And I didn’t want to risk the normally unobservant Kevin suddenly noticing a handful of new sundresses hanging in our closet between now and my departure date, and asking me about them.

		

		I figured when I got back, I’d introduce the new dresses gradually to my existing wardrobe, so he’d probably never even notice them. And even if he did, I’d simply tell him I’d gone shopping during his little deep-sea adventure and he’d no doubt let the whole thing drop, not wanting to risk getting into a discussion of how much his trip down to Florida had cost us.

		

		****

		

		Back when I was still in grade school, the month between Thanksgiving and Christmas had seemed like the longest month of my life each year. As I’d gotten older, the time in between the two holidays had seemed to grow shorter and shorter.

		

		This year, it was back to seeming like forever! I could hardly wait for spring, and my big adventure in the Bahamas!

		

		I didn’t see as much of Ed during the Christmas break, because Carrie was home from college. Besides, there was the big Christmas dinner to organize, presents to buy, and decorating to do. I managed to sneak over to his condo twice--with spectacular results—and those two visits, plus Kevin’s efforts in the bedroom, of course, kept a contented smile on my face all throughout the holidays.

		

		On New Year’s Eve, Kevin and I toasted each other with flutes of champagne just before our living room clock struck twelve. He smiled warmly at me and said, “Here’s to you, babe; you’re the best!”

		

		I smiled back, twinges of guilt tweaking my heart, as I drank down the chilled champagne, thinking about spring, the Bahamas, and Ed’s big cock!

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		At first, the new year seemed to creep by as slowly as the old one had. January took forever to end, and then it was February; the shortest month--I knew--but it sure seemed longer this particular year! I toiled away at my desk; saw Ed once a week on Thursday nights—twice if I got lucky and Kevin’s bowling team decided to meet for a few practice rounds—and eagerly watched my desk calendar as the days crawled by.

		

		At long last, March came and spring break was finally in sight! Kevin had booked his flight to Florida near the end of March and was returning April sixth, so Ed and I had made our plans for the roughly the same dates, but we were returning to Chicago a day earlier, on the night of the fifth, to make sure I was there when my husband got home.

		

		As the days passed, I fretted about the eventual contents of my empty suitcase out in the garage. Sticking to my resolution to buy most of the clothes I’d need for the trip once I got there, I was planning on taking only cosmetics, hair stuff, my sexiest negligees, underwear, shoes, and flip flops. If I bought more than my regular suitcase would hold, I reasoned, I could always pick up another cheap travel bag in the Bahamas and jettison it when I returned home.

		

		It wouldn’t do to have a strange new suitcase out in the garage, now would it? As I’ve said before, Kevin is largely oblivious to his surroundings, but he did notice things once in a while, and I didn’t really want to take that chance; not for the price of an inexpensive piece of luggage!

		

		****

		

		I didn’t have to drive my husband out to the airport when the big day finally came. One of his friends from work drove an old Dodge Caravan, with lots of seating and a large space in back for baggage, and he had volunteered to pick up all of his fellow fishermen at their homes. They were going to split the cost of stowing the Caravan in long-term parking out at the airport as a part of the trip expenses.

		

		“Remember what I said about keeping your cell phone calls to a minimum,” I cautioned him as he got ready to leave.

		

		I’d convinced him that the phone company might add long distance charges to the air time between here and Florida, and Kevin—almost as infrequent a traveler as me—had believed me. In reality, I knew there would be no extra long distance charges, not with our phone plan, but I didn’t want him bugging me on a nightly basis, not when I might be busy in bed with Ed!

		

		As the accountant in the family, I routinely paid all the monthly bills, so Kevin would probably never see the cell phone charges for March and April anyway. But just in case he ever did, I didn’t want them reflecting a bunch of connections from Florida to the Bahamas, instead of Florida to Chicago!

		

		“I’ll only call in case of emergency, like we agreed,” Kevin dutifully repeated what we’d decided on, his eyes darting out to the Caravan filled with his work buddies parked at the curb in front of our place as he spoke.

		

		“Go on and go,” I told him with an encouraging smile. “I know you’re anxious to get at those big fish!”

		

		He grinned joyfully, gave me a quick peck on the cheek and said, as he gathered up his gear, “You’re the best, babe! See you in a week!”

		

		****

		

		I found it hard to get to sleep that night. I wasn’t used to sleeping alone, for one thing.

		

		But the real reason for my bout of insomnia was my excitement over tomorrow! At seven the next morning, I’d be driving over to Ed’s condo, putting my car in the guest section of his building’s underground parking garage, and taking a cab out to O’Hare with him.

		

		Two hours later, we’d be winging our way towards the Bahamas! And three hours and twenty minutes after that, I’d be strolling the streets of Nassau on Ed’s arm, peering in shop windows, picking out my wardrobe for the next week of fun and adventure!

		

		It was such a heady feeling. I just couldn’t seem to get to sleep…

		

		****

		

		Sometime well past midnight, sleep must have finally come, because the digital alarm sounded—loud and jarring—in my ear the next morning at five o’clock. I arose and quickly set it back to its normal wake up time and began scurrying about the bedroom.

		

		I went downstairs and out into the garage, bringing in my suitcase and throwing it on the bed. Carefully, I packed it as I got ready that morning, tossing in toiletry items, lingerie, shoes, pantyhose, underwear, and flip-flops.

		

		On my way out through the kitchen, I made myself a cup of instant coffee—ugh!—and a piece of toast. I figured there would be time for a real breakfast out at the airport, but just in case there wasn’t, I needed something in my tummy to help calm the butterflies that seemed to have taken up residence there.

		

		****

		

		The drive out to O’Hare in the cab was stop and go, because of the early morning commuter traffic. I found it especially frustrating, because I was excited at the prospect of leaving Chicago for an actual foreign country!

		

		My trip to San Francisco had been both exciting and unusual, for me. But really using the passport I’d kept tucked away in my jewelry box for so many years; renewing it hopefully--a bit wistfully--when it was time to do so; that was the stuff dreams are made of!

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		The first thing I noticed was the huge difference in temperatures between Nassau and Chicago. It had been in the low forties when we’d left O’Hare, headed for a high of somewhere in the middle fifties.

		

		As we deplaned in the Bahamas, I discovered to my delight that the Caribbean sun was shining brightly and it was nearing eighty degrees. I fell instantly in love with the place!

		

		The rather grandly-named Lynden Pindling International Airport was tiny, when compared to O’Hare, of course, but it had an island charm about it which Chicago’s massive jet terminal could never hope to match.

		

		We got through customs in a blink—the Bahamas play host to tens of thousands of visitors each year, so customs officials have checking passports and stamping them down to a science—and caught a cab outside the airport to our hotel. We were staying two nights at the Four Seasons Resort, a gorgeous hotel located on Paradise Island, across a long bridge from downtown Nassau.

		

		The sandy, inviting beach outside our hotel was sugar-white; the water was a stunning azure-blue. My heart was singing as I stood at the window of our suite and stared out at the idyllic scene!

		

		Oh, God, this is so beautiful, I thought as I took it all in, glancing around at the to-die-for accommodations; then back out at the water. I can’t believe I’m really here!

		

		I stood reveling in at that feeling for long moments. Just think, I mused, I’m here, in the Bahamas. Carrie’s in Mexico, in Cancun; and Kevin’s in Florida! We did manage to become a family of globe-trotters after all; just not in a way I ever would have imagined it!

		

		“Penny for your thoughts,” Ed whispered from behind me just then.

		

		I started to turn just as he came up close and reached around me to cup my breasts in his palms. That felt wonderful, even through my travel clothes.

		

		“You’d be disappointed in what your penny bought you,” I said, snuggling back into him.

		

		“Let’s just see if we can change that,” he murmured, unbuttoning my blouse as he murmured those words in my ear…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, do it just like that!” I wailed in rising ecstasy.

		

		He was deep inside me, riding me to an awesome climax, as he deftly toyed with my clitty at the same time! His big log of a cock was gliding up and down in me like a well-oiled machine and his adept fingertips were teasing my sensitive little nub so lightly…so maddeningly!

		

		I was going to come, and come hard, on his driving manhood any second now! He was breathing heavily as he hunched down into me, and I knew he was going to join me in orgasm-land in a matter of moments, too!

		

		“Jesus, Maddy; you’re so tight,” he groaned appreciatively, “so slick!”

		

		And your cock is nothing short of incredible, I thought as I clung to him, pressing my naked breasts up into his chest, driving him in deeper as I got ready to explode beneath him.

		

		At just the right second, he squeezed my clit between his thumb and forefinger. I gasped and felt my sheath spasm around him and a big squirt of the now-familiar female come-fluid rocketing out of me as all of my senses detonated at once and I felt him flooding me with his hot semen!

		

		“Oh, oh, God, Ed; it’s so fucking goooooooooood,” I murmured, coming like a crazy woman around his spurting cock…

		

		****

		

		“That was incredible,” I whispered to him as we disengaged.

		

		“You know what the Tourist Bureau says…’It’s better in the Bahamas’,” he chuckled as he rolled off the bed to get cleaned up and dressed once again.

		

		“I really doubt that was what they had in mind when they coined that phrase,” I said, heading into the bathroom ahead of him to clean up a bit myself.

		

		“You never can tell,” he called in to me. “These Bahamians are a very sexy people.”

		

		“I don’t blame them a bit,” I said in return. “After all, they do live in Paradise!”

		

		Ed leaned into the bathroom and waggled his eyebrows at me expectantly, saying, “Come on; shake a leg, so I can get my turn at the sink. We’ll be late.”

		

		“We’ll be late for what?” I inquired languidly, turning to face him: I felt utterly satisfied and relaxed after our superb…”christening” of the room. “I’m officially on island time.”

		

		“Well, the horse-drawn carriage tour of old Nassau I’ve arranged for us leaves promptly on the hour, so we have to be there or we’ll miss out,” Ed informed me.

		

		“Ooh, that sounds so cool!” I sighed as I finished cleaning up and made way for him. “A horse-drawn carriage; I’ve never ridden in one of those before!”

		

		He began washing his lengthy cock with a washrag while I went into the bedroom to put on the clothes he had stripped off me a half hour ago. I thought about the fluid he was washing off as I got dressed.

		

		I never used to squirt; certainly not with Kevin and not even when I was using my vibrator to masturbate. I didn’t even think about it: the whole concept of females ejaculating was like some sort of a myth to me; like unicorns. I had read about it various women’s magazines a few times, but I’d dismissed it as something that happened to other, luckier girls.

		

		Ed had changed all that, with his love of quivering orgasms. Once I’d started having those, squirting had become a natural byproduct, and I’d grown to love it! The orgasms I experienced when it happened were somehow deeper, fuller, than those without it.

		

		I’d looked it up on the net and found that most women never experience them, but the lucky few that do enjoy them immensely, as I did. And, as you become more at ease with orgasming that way, the easier it gets; the more sensitive to it you become.

		

		Kevin would be shocked speechless if I ever squirted while I was in bed with him! I thought to myself. Not that I ever would: sex between my husband and me was good, and had been growing ever more intense as of late. But it still wasn’t comparable to what I shared with Ed…

		

		“Okay, ready for our carriage ride?” Ed asked me right at that moment.

		

		I smiled at him as he put his arm around my shoulders and guided me out of the suite and down the hallway.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Nassau, I learned from the guide who drove the carriage, had been founded by the British in 1670. It later became a pirate haven in the Caribbean, where privateers such as Blackbeard took up residence, when he wasn’t busy pillaging other islands and raiding ships throughout the area.

		

		As we clip-clopped our way through the streets Old Nassau Town, taking in the impressive examples of Georgian architecture and the quaint, pastel-painted retail shops scattered along Bay Street, I found myself falling in love with the Bahamas and Nassau just a little bit more with each passing block. I looked over at Ed, so relaxed, so used to traveling to such exotic locales, and I envied him more than ever.

		

		I was suddenly very glad Kevin had lusted after his Florida fishing trip the way he had, allowing me to be here—soaking in all of this atmosphere, all of these glorious sights—and I was equally happy, God forgive me, that Carrie had decided to spend her spring break in Mexico, instead of coming home!

		

		I hope my baby doesn’t get herself into too much trouble down there, I thought as our carriage rounded a corner, especially with me away from home and out of the country besides!

		

		But I didn’t let myself dwell on that negative thought. I was on vacation, in the frigging Bahamas, no less, with a studly man who had deep pockets and was nothing short of marvelous in bed!

		

		I snuggled into Ed and simply enjoyed the moment…

		

		****

		

		“This is pure Heaven,” I sighed happily as I sipped my chilled white wine and savored the taste of the lobster I was devouring.

		

		“No, what happened up in our room earlier this afternoon—that was pure Heaven,” Ed corrected me with a wolfish grin, toasting me with his own wineglass. “This is merely fine dining in paradise, gorgeous.”

		

		I smiled back at him and drank some more of my wine. We were having dinner alfresco on the patio of Dune, the Michelin-rated restaurant inside our hotel. It had been built on a white-sand bluff with a marvelous view of the ocean.

		

		Glancing around at the fabulous setting, at the magnificent Caribbean views we had been enjoying ever since our arrival, I clicked rims with him and whispered, “There’s a lot more of that kind of Heaven awaiting you on this trip, Mister, if you keep treating me like a princess.”

		

		“I intend to,” Ed assured me with a leer, concentrating on the cleavage I was showing in the new sundress I was wearing. “I wouldn’t even think of doing otherwise.”

		

		“That’s what a girl likes to hear,” I told him, eating more of my lobster. “I have a pretty good idea of what’s on tap for this evening, back in our room, but what about tomorrow? How will we spend our day? We went shopping and sight-seeing today.”

		

		“How does snorkeling off a reef and a day at the beach sound?” He asked me.

		

		“I’ve never snorkeled before,” I cautioned him. “You’ll have to teach me how.”

		

		“So far, I’ve taught you many things, and you’ve always proved an eager pupil,” he said. “I don’t mind continuing your education.”

		

		“Promises, promises,” I teased him, taking a sip of my wine, “I’m totally ready to learn all you can teach me, Professor Mathews!”

		

		****

		

		Ed turned out to be full of surprises! Instead of taking me directly back to our room--and to bed, as I had half expected him to after our risqué, repartee-filled dinner conversation—he hailed us a cab out in front of our hotel and requested the driver take us someplace named the Bahama Boom Beach Club.

		

		We went over the bridge once again and back into downtown Nassau, turned right, and in minutes, we were pulling up in front of a large nightclub. I turned to Ed and told him, “If you’d told me we were going out dancing, I’d have worn a bra tonight. My boobs are liable to bounce right out of this dress!”

		

		“An added treat for our fellow revelers,” Ed replied with his usual wry smile, helping me out of the cab and paying the driver.

		

		He also paid the cover to a towering black bouncer at the door and we went inside. The club featured a huge dance floor, which merged with a covered patio that overlooked the beach.

		

		The speakers were unobtrusive, efficient, and very loud. Since it was Wednesday, the musical theme for the night was disco, which was so over with by the time I was growing up.

		

		But the most popular songs from that era were still all over the radio when I had been a teen; so I could dance to them. We got drinks and a table outside and hit the floor, gliding and dipping and acting like a pair of fools under to the pounding disco beat!

		

		I hadn’t had such fun time in ages. Kevin was never much of a dancer, so I really hadn’t been out at a club like this one in almost twenty years.

		

		I loved it! The big dancehall really filled up as the night wore on; everyone hooting a hollering and trying to act like John Travolta in that old Saturday Night Fever movie!

		

		Ed proved to be a smooth, polished dancer—much better than me—but I tried my best to keep up with him. And, after a few drinks, I threw caution to the wind and really let ‘er rip!

		

		My boobies did just about fly out of my bodice during a few of my more daring moves, but by then I didn’t care! The cruise ships were in port, filling the place with tourists out to have the time of their lives in old Nassau, and we partied right along next to them until well into the wee hours!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		“Did you happen to get the license number of the truck that hit me last night?” I asked groggily when I finally woke up at around eleven the next morning.

		

		“It was the same one that ran over me, I’m afraid,” he said, rubbing his temples after he had sat up in bed.

		

		“The fact that you ravaged me not once but twice when we got back to this room didn’t help, either,” I said with a weary but very satisfied smile.

		

		“I simply couldn’t resist,” he grinned back. “I was with the hottest woman in that club last night, and I felt compelled to do her justice.”

		

		The slight twinge of discomfort in my bottom told me that he had more than ‘done me justice’ last night! He had banged me in the butt furiously the last time we had made love, and I had encouraged him!

		

		Harder…deeper, I still remembered calling out to him as he had buggered me right on this very bed.

		

		I had been out of my mind with excitement by then. First he had licked me to a frenzied climax; then he had given me one of his famous “quaking orgasms”, complete with huge pussy squirts and wails of intense pleasure on my part.

		

		Then I’d ridden him to another shrieking release and, instead of coming—as any normal man would have—he had flipped my still quivering body over, lubed me up, and taken me anally until we’d both come together in another shattering climax!

		

		I reached over and touched his cheek tenderly, with just the pad of my forefinger, saying, “You’ve made spectacular love to me before. But last night…”

		

		He smiled at me and whispered, “Last night was only the start!”

		

		Normally, I would have put such a statement down to male bravado. But this was Ed Mathews after all, the lover who had drawn sensations out of me that no man—including Dex—had ever been able to duplicate. I shuddered internally as I thought about what he had just said about last night being only the start…

		

		****

		

		“Aren’t you glad I made our snorkeling reservations for this afternoon, instead of this morning?” Ed asked me as we sat at the rear of the speedboat and got into our rented swim fins.

		

		I looked over at him and said, “If I’d tried to do this in the morning, I’d have puked for sure. I’m not entirely sure that isn’t going to happen now!”

		

		We had taken a cab over to the nearby Atlantis resort hotel and to their marina. Ed had made reservations with the man who owned this sleek speedboat; to take us on a private snorkeling cruise this afternoon.

		

		The reef we would be exploring this afternoon, Rose Island Reef, was only five nautical miles away from Paradise Island—where our hotel was located—and the boat had proved to be fast, gobbling up the distance between our island and this one as we skimmed along the wave tops, the salty air whipping my hair back and the Caribbean sun beating down on us. The face masks were wearing, the snorkels, and the swim fins were all a part of the rental package.

		

		The water temperature was a warm seventy-four degrees as we dangled our calves and feet off the diving platform at the rear of the boat. Ed explained how the snorkel worked—he had done this many times before, at locations all over the world—and I nodded that I understood.

		

		The dive mask felt weird on my face, just sitting there. But once I slid into the warm water, I hardly noticed it anymore!

		

		Beneath the waves, a whole new world of color and beauty I had never imagined opened up before me. I was a fairly strong swimmer, even without the help of the fins.

		

		But with them, I seemed to be able to glide effortlessly through the azure sea! All around me were fish of various colors and shapes, darting in and out among the coral of the reef!

		

		And the reef itself exploded with a wild array of hues, both from the fish and from the outcroppings of ocean plants and coral formations which dotted its expanse. I lost all track of time as we glided along side by side through this undersea wonderland.

		

		There was so much to see, so much to experience…

		

		****

		

		“Today was one of the best days of my life,” I said to Ed as we headed back toward the marina.

		

		The sun was low in the sky by then and everything seemed so perfect, I had to fight back tears of joy, from the sheer beauty of it all! I was nestled into Ed’s shoulder, my denim shirt and shorts back in place, my bikini still wet and mildly uncomfortable beneath them.

		

		“Tonight will be even more memorable,” he promised. “And tomorrow, we travel to Bimini in the morning.”

		

		Bimini, I told myself, one of Ernest Hemingway’s favorite places in the whole world.

		

		I had done some reading on the net about the Bahamas, after we had set the dates for our trip. Intrigued by what I had learned, I had even re-read one of the great American author’s early novels.

		

		Being Ed Mathews’s mistress is certainly proving to be educational, I told myself wryly: great sex, world travel, and even a renewed interest in classic literature!

		

		****

		

		I wore sunglasses in the lobby the next morning as we checked out. I couldn’t look the desk clerk in the eye, not being able to shake the feeling that he knew all about the noise complaints the hotel had no doubt gotten last night concerning the woman who had been screaming her lungs out at around ten o’clock.

		

		Ed had really outdone himself in bed last night, just as he’d promised! I was sure I was walking a little funny this morning and my throat felt slightly raw from all the shrieking I had done last night!

		

		I had lost count of the number of times Ed had made me orgasm, and each one had seemed to be hotter than the last one…

		

		Had I complained about the ravaging he was subjecting me to? Not a peep; I’d been too busy climaxing!

		

		“You were a beast last night,” I whispered in his ear as the cab pulled away from our hotel, “a raging, insatiable beast!”

		

		“Just wait until we get to Bimini, my love,” he told me with an evil grin. “I feel like I’m just hitting my stride!”

		

		I melted into him. I was already getting wet, at just the thought of what that might mean!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		The trip by air from Nassau to the South Bimini Airport took us less than an hour. The plane was a scaled down commuter jet—by far the smallest airplane I’d ever flown on—and I was extremely nervous about crossing the open ocean in such a tiny aircraft.

		

		Ed reassured me. He had flown in helicopters, jets both large and small, and in tiny propeller-driven planes all around the world; and he told me there was nothing to worry about. So I just held on to his arm and tried to enjoy the short ride for what it was; yet another thrilling piece of my Bahamas adventure!

		

		I had thought the airport in Nassau was tiny and somewhat quaint—next to Chicago’s O’Hare—but South Bimini International proved to be something else again. Though it had runways long enough to accommodate large commercial passenger jets, there were dozens of smaller aircraft, such as ours, scattered around the airfield. But the terminal itself was so small!

		

		Ed had booked us into the Hilton at Resorts World for our one night on Bimini and so--after we had retrieved our suitcases—we made our way outside, to the front of the terminal and hailed a cab. It took us the short way to the ferry dock.

		

		We didn’t have to wait long to catch the boat over to another ferry dock on the nearby island where the Hilton was located. The Hilton property was part of a vast tract of the resort’s developments—condos, apartments, water sport venues, and even a casino—which make up Resorts World.

		

		Our room at the Hilton wasn’t as plush as the one at the Four Seasons in Nassau had been, but the beach outside was just as beautiful, featuring absolutely sparkling-clear waters, a steady line of incoming waves, and more small, somewhat scruffy-looking palm trees than you could count. We settled in quickly and changed into our swimsuits, sunglasses, and flip-flops.

		

		Since it our plan for the afternoon was to check out the swimming pool and possibly the beach, I took along a big tube of sun block and a floppy hat I had bought in Nassau in my beach bag, as well as a trashy romance novel I was reading. I wore a brightly-colored beach wrap over my brief red bikini, still showing a lot of cleavage, much to Ed’s delight!

		

		It was getting on into the afternoon, so we had a couple of daiquiris each as we lay out in the warm sunshine beside the pool. After spending about an hour and a half there, we gathered up our things and made our way out onto the beach.

		

		Like Paradise Island, the sand on the beach at Bimini was clean and rubbish free. Ed told me he’d read somewhere that the resort employed a platoon of local boys with rakes to keep it well-tended and tourist-friendly.

		

		The ocean seemed to be even warmer off Bimini than it had been around Nassau. The Bahamas had proved to a true paradise so far, no matter where you chose the hit the beach!

		

		But that could be due to my own sense of euphoria over simply being here, I realized as I lay on my hotel-provided chaise lounge, drinking yet another daiquiri, and luxuriating in the soft breezes coming off the Caribbean. The perfection of the blue sky, azure water; glancing over at Ed--so handsome with his deepening tan, the salt and pepper wiriness of his hairy, well-defined chest—it was all so perfect.

		

		And smiled at the thought that he was going to take me back to our air-conditioned room very soon and love me right up to Heaven atop our king-size bed!

		

		I reached over to caress his ribcage with my fingertips. He turned toward me and asked, “Do you need anything else? I can call the beach attendant, if you do.”

		

		Smiling at him behind my big sunglasses, I whispered, “I just need what only you can give me. I doubt the serving boy would be nearly as good at…meeting my needs…”

		

		“Damn, but you’re a sexy woman, Maddy,” he whispered back. “I’m so glad you could come along on this trip!”

		

		“So am I.”

		

		Wordlessly, we stood up, gathered up our belongings, and walked hand in hand back across the warm sand to the hotel entrance. We rode up in the elevator, and as soon as we were in our room, we were both naked in seconds and kissing all the way over to the bed…

		

		****

		

		“Deeper…harder,” I urged him as he rutted down into me.

		

		No anal this time; no quivering orgasm…none of the fancy, exotic stuff that Ed was such a master of were necessary: I had come once already, from his furious ravishing of my more-that-wet pussy, and he showed no signs of stopping his wonderful assault on what remained of my virtue!

		

		“Oh, Ed, you do me better than anyone ever has,” I sighed as I got ready to come once more.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all he said, driving his hips down onto me, berthing himself as deeply as he could in my warm depths every time.

		

		All at once, I started to shake all over, I felt my eyes roll up into my head, and I tightened my grip around his back so much I heard the breath being forced out of him. He threw back his head and roared out his own pleasure as he began to fill me with his hot spend.

		

		The moment his fiery seed touched my clit, I began to climax even more fiercely around his buried member. I writhed beneath him, out of my mind with passion, with fulfilled lust!

		

		“Fuck, Maddy; you’re incredible!” He bellowed, spearing himself down into me again and again…

		

		****

		

		“Not that I’m complaining, but what brought that on?” Ed asked me as we snuggled together, now that the orgasmic fury we had just shared had died away.

		

		“I don’t know,” I admitted, looking up into his eyes. “I just…wanted you!”

		

		“Well, like I said, I’m not one to look a gift horse in the mouth,” he said with a grin. “But that sure was special; no foreplay to speak of, no oral by either of us, but you seemed as wet and as ready and as…spectacular as any girl I’ve ever been with just then.”

		

		“That takes in a lot of girls, doesn’t it?” I replied with a sardonic little smile.

		

		“It does at that,” Ed allowed; not smug, but not denying it was true.

		

		“I’m glad that you think I’m one of the best,” I confessed to him, running my finger over his furry chest.

		

		“After we get back from dinner and the little treat I’ve got in store for you tonight, I’ll be glad to show you just how special I think you are,” he said with an enigmatic little smile of his own.

		

		“Treat…what sort of treat?” I asked excitedly, like a five year old at Christmas time.

		

		“That’s for me to know and you to find out,” he said mysteriously, rolling out of bed. “Come on now, shower up and get dressed in that little black dress you bought in Nassau and some black heels. I’m taking you out to someplace special tonight.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		Dinner certainly didn’t turn out to be a dress up affair. We took a cab to Edith’s Pizza--which Ed explained on the short ride over to it--was a legendary eatery where locals and tourists alike chowed down nightly on unique pizzas and ice-cold bottles of Kalik beer.

		

		We sat outdoors and ate slices of our delicious lobster-topped pie and washed them down with several bottles apiece of the popular, Bahamas-brewed beer. I felt slightly overdressed in my LBD and heels as we sat on plastic folding chairs out on the covered deck overlooking the water, but I didn’t let that bother me.

		

		After all, I was on a Bahamas Adventure! I just went with the flow and wolfed down several slices of the marvelous pizza, smiling at my surroundings and at Ed, who sat across the table, looking dashingly out of place in his sport coat and slacks, beaming happily back at me as he polished off the rest of the big pie.

		

		He admitted that pizza was one of his favorite dishes, and I immediately flashed back to my night in San Francisco with Dex and our auditing crew; the night we spent eating pizza and bar-hopping over to Tommy’s Joynt. Did all studs—real sexual masters, like Dex and Ed, spend their spare time--whenever they weren’t driving some lucky girl crazy in bed--gobbling down pizza, I found myself wondering somewhat facetiously?

		

		One didn’t necessarily equate to the other. I thought of the millions of pizza-loving men out there: most of them were just overweight in my experience, not great lovers!

		

		Edith’s unusual blend of sweet, doughy bread crust and lobster was just what the doctor had ordered. Ed and I were sated but happy as got back into another cab and headed the short distance back to our resort.

		

		But we didn’t go right to the Hilton. Instead, at Ed’s direction, the cab driver stopped in front of the only casino on Bimini.

		

		My LBD and black heels made sense now, as we got out and made our way inside. I still felt slightly overdressed—as many of our fellow gamblers were attired in aloha shirts, shorts, and sandals; this being the Bahamas and not Monte Carlo after all—but at least none of the other women in attendance that night were better dressed than me!

		

		Ed led us confidently over to the VIP section, where the table stakes were higher and the payoffs greater. It wasn’t nearly as crowded as the rest of the small casino: I guess there weren’t that many high rollers among the casually dressed vacationers.

		

		Not that I was used to being thought of as a high roller by any means! Kevin didn’t mind spending money—especially on himself and his fishing hobby—but he hated losing it!

		

		My husband didn’t bet on the Super Bowl very often. He rarely wagered on baseball or basketball games either. And he didn’t play poker regularly with his pals.

		

		So the two of us never set foot in casinos, normally: the total extent of my gaming experience came from two quick overnight trips to a casino located in Bettendorf, Iowa—of all places—where we had gone to see two rock and roll tribute bands Kevin really liked, who had been appearing there on separate occasions.

		

		While we’d been in that hotel/casino located in exotic Iowa, we’d gambled a little, of course. Kevin had showed me how to lose at craps, roulette, blackjack, and on the various slot machines scattered around the big casino floor.

		

		Our total loses, between the two of us, had been about two hundred dollars on our first visit; less than that on the second, because we hadn’t spent as much time in the glitzy casino as we had on the first trip. We’d learned our lesson!

		

		So I was less than enthusiastic when Ed steered me over to a cashiers’ window and converted a thousand dollars in traveler’s checks into chips and gave me half of it. I turned to him and tried to give the brightly-colored plastic discs back.

		

		“I’m afraid I’m not too lucky,” I told him. “And I’m not much of a gambler at heart, either.”

		

		He merely grinned at me and replied, “You flew down to the Caribbean with me on a five-night trip. And we barely knew each other when we left Chicago. I’d call that a mammoth gamble, in most people’s eyes.”

		

		That statement brought me up short. The more I thought about it, the more I realized he was right!

		

		“And my gamble paid off,” I whispered to him, taking the lapel of his sport coat between the fingers of my left hand and leaning into him. “You’ve made this the greatest week of my life, so far, handsome.”

		

		The kiss we shared then was so long and so hot I just wanted to convert the chips in my purse back into cash, get in a cab, and spend the rest of the night in that hotel room with Ed! I wanted to do all of the deliciously-naughty things that he’d taught me to do to please him over the few past months: I wanted to eat him right up!

		

		“We appear to be attracting a crowd,” Ed said, breathing hard as he broke off the torrid kiss, glancing around at the small knot of our fellow tourists that had formed around us. “That kiss is to be continued, once we get back to our room. For now, let’s hit the tables.”

		

		****

		

		We started out at the craps table. I soon learned that Ed didn’t gamble like the flamboyant world traveler he was: instead, he gambled like the well-schooled accountant he was!

		

		Craps, I rapidly discovered under his able tutelage, was all about shifting odds; a player’s ability to make lightning-quick calculations based on those same odds shifts, and to bet accordingly on each toss of the dice. He explained that if a gambler knew the various odds on making a second pass of the dice—or not making it—he actually had a small advantage over the house; making craps the only game in the whole casino where that was true.

		

		With my own aptitude for numbers, I took to the game like a duckling takes to water, now that he had explained it to me! We stood there for a little over an hour, not making a lot of money—outright losing sometimes—but we gradually accumulated a good deal more chips than we had started out with!

		

		We played until we grew weary of standing there, figuring the odds in our heads and placing new bets. We eventually gathered up our chips, tipped the croupier a hundred dollars, and went over to the roulette wheel.

		

		Ed and I didn’t do as well there—it being a game of pure chance in the strictest since of the word—but he did manage to guess one number and color combination correctly before we retreated into a nearby bar, winning back all of our loses and leaving us a little to the good for the experience. We sat on our bar stools, ordered cocktails, and got out all of our chips.

		

		“That was fun and very instructive,” I complimented him as we sat at the bar later, sipping our drinks and counting our winnings.

		

		“I’m about a thousand bucks ahead,” he said, looking up from the bar where he had laid out his winnings, “how about you?”

		

		I rapidly calculated that I was at least eight-hundred dollars to the good also. Proudly, I told him so.

		

		“A very successful night,” he said, toasting me with his cocktail glass, “we’ve paid for some of this trip.”

		

		He flashed me a wolfish smile and lowered his voice, saying: “Now, about that kiss…”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		We checked out of our hotel late the next morning. I was smiling like the Mona Lisa; a knowing, thoroughly-satisfied expression my lips as I slid into the cab for the ride to the airport.

		

		Ed had really nailed me last night! I had small aches and muscle pulls in parts of my body that I didn’t know could produce such things!

		

		But then again, I had passed out—twice!—in utter ecstasy during our intense love-making sessions last night. I looked over lovingly at Ed and pitied the woman he eventually married, if he ever did.

		

		She’d no doubt die with a smile on her face, but I knew exactly how she’d die. Her heart would stop during a bout of incomparable sex…!

		

		****

		

		I’d thought the commuter plane we’d flown in from Nassau to Bimini was small. Ed had arranged for a four seater, propeller-driven private plane to ferry us from Bimini to Freeport, the biggest city in the Grand Bahamas.

		

		It wasn’t much of a flight, less than a half hour, but we flew so low that I could clearly see people lounging atop the sailing yachts as we passed overhead, and in the speedboats skimming atop the waves below, often towing a water-skier behind them. After I’d gotten used to the smallness of our plane, I relaxed a little and started to enjoy the sensation of being suspended in the blue sky, above the pristine-looking ocean, and I was almost sad when the pilot told us that Grand Bahama International Airport was coming into view and that we would be landing soon.

		

		The airport looked to have been refurbished recently. It proved to be a sparse and no-frills inside—full of uncomfortable-looking plastic chairs which sat uninvitingly on linoleum floors—but we didn’t let that dampen our enthusiasm for the last leg of our vacation journey.

		

		Because as soon as our bags had cleared the quick customs check, Ed and I went out front of the small terminal to catch a cab over to our hotel, the Lighthouse Ponte at Grand Lucaya Resort. It was less than fifteen minutes away, and along our route we were treated to views of the heart of downtown Freeport.

		

		Unlike most of the Bahamas I’d seen thus far, Freeport was a relatively new phenomenon; a free-trade zone that had been established in 1955—not in the sixteen-hundreds--and Freeport was now second only to Nassau in terms of population. It thus had a more modern feel to it than the rest of the Bahamas.

		

		It was still a very…”island” sort of a place: palm trees sprouted everywhere and all of the beaches were made up of the same blinding, bright-white sand so common to the Bahamas. And the water surrounding the city was as vividly azure and clear as it could be.

		

		The hotel Ed had chosen for us as our last stop in the islands was located right next to a gaudily-painted light house which—with its alternating red and white vertical stripes—looked more like a huge barber pole than a tower which had originally been built to warn ships away from shallow waters. The grounds of our hotel were so lush, green, and well-tended that its grass could have doubled as part of the greens on a golf course.

		

		Our room too was very plush also, located on the third floor, overlooking both the spectacular lawns and, in the distance, the beach and the ocean. After we had gotten everything situated in the closet and the drawers, Ed swept me into his arms and said, “I thought a bit of shopping this afternoon, and then a catamaran tour around the bay at sunset; how does that sound?”

		

		“Marvelous, as usual,” I said, looking up at him, more entranced with my dashing lover than ever. “What about tonight; after the cruise?”

		

		He looked over at the bed and flashed me an impish smile, saying: “More of the usual is all I have to offer for you by way of entertainment, I’m afraid.”

		

		“That will do very nicely, Mr. Mathews,” I murmured, just before we kissed.

		

		****

		

		The Port Lucaya Marketplace wasn’t far from our hotel. We could have easily walked the short distance, but it was a warm day so we elected to hail a cab instead.

		

		The Market proved to be a hodge-podge of booths, stalls, and tables packed with every sort of brightly-colored garment, souvenir ashtray, conch shell memento, and straw hat/baseball cap sporting the logo of Grand Bahama Island you could think of. The people hoping to sell us their wares were friendly, not pushy, so strolling down the aisles of merchandise was an enchanting experience, instead of being a hassle.

		

		I began to feel sad, as I realized I couldn’t afford to buy even one souvenir or memento of my trip to the islands to take home with me. How would I ever explain it to Kevin?

		

		Oh, since you were going to be gone anyway, I took a week’s vacation and popped down to the Bahamas? Such an explanation would never fly with my husband and I knew it!

		

		Ed seemed to sense my growing melancholy. We came to a pub—one of many eating and drinking establishments scattered throughout the large market area—and he bought me a killer rum drink that seemed to chase all of my blues away, at least for the moment.

		

		We also dined on small conch salads that were packed with the fresh shellfish for which the dish was named. We washed down it all with another of the local beers, as I savored the rich blend of celery, citrus juices, tomatoes, and herbs that made up the rest of the salad.

		

		It was late afternoon by the time we left the market, laden with bags, mostly belonging to Ed. I had purchased only some innocuous sundresses—I could have found them in Chicago, I’m sure, if I’d looked hard enough—and several pairs of sandals.

		

		We unloaded our treasures back at the hotel, and then took yet another cab over to the marina, to catch our evening catamaran cruise. The big boat left on the hour and as soon as it cleared the marina, the free bar was declared open.

		

		Ed and I dined on an alfresco buffet which was overflowing with portions of spiny lobster meat, conch, local shrimp, along with an assortment of other island favorites such as peas and rice, johnnycake, and big chunks of mango, guava, and fresh pineapple. We also drank several more strong rum drinks and by the time we returned to port, the sun was going down, painting the ocean’s surface with a reddish-orange glow.

		

		The first mate on the sailboat took our picture just then on Ed’s cell phone; with me cuddled in my lover’s strong arms, my head resting against his shoulder. I knew as soon as I saw the digital image that a framed version of it was going to join those taken of Ed’s previous “travel companions” on his trophy wall back home.

		

		I didn’t mind. Kevin nor anyone else we knew was unlikely to ever visit Ed’s condo; and besides, I viewed it as sort of an honor—being included among the rest of his…”globetrotter” girls!

		

		“Where are you going to put my picture?” I asked him as we tied up at the dock.

		

		“Don’t worry,” he answered with one of his devilish grins, “I’ve got a special place in mind for you, because you’re one of the most special women I’ve ever met.”

		

		I laughed and said, “I bet you say that to all the girls you take on these vacation jaunts of yours.”

		

		He laughed along with me and confessed, “I do at that. But I really mean it in your case.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

		“Did you really mean what you said last night, just before we left the boat?” I asked him the next morning when we woke up.

		

		“About you being special?” He responded, seeming to reading my mind.

		

		“Yeah, what about that; did you mean it,” I pressed him, “and if you did; what led you to say that?”

		

		“Its several things, really,” Ed explained, hopping out of bed to use the bathroom.

		

		He called out to me, amid the sound of urine hitting the toilet water, continuing his explanation, “To start out with, you’re one of the most delightful companions I’ve ever traveled with. And probably the biggest single thing in your favor is that you’re one of the hottest, most sensuous women I’ve ever met. You’re an orgasming machine, one you get going, my dear Maddy. And I find that to be all sorts of fun; don’t you?”

		

		I blushed and then—realizing that my blush had gone unseen—I called in to him: “I do, but it’s a little embarrassing…when I hear you put it like that!”

		

		He walked out of the bathroom nude amid the sound of the flushing toilet, his impressive manhood swinging free and loose. It may have been my imagination, but I thought it started to stiffen up as soon as he glanced at my naked breasts…

		

		****

		

		“This is our last night in Paradise together,” I told him as we cabbed our way over to the forbiddingly-named Dead Man’s Reef for a day of snorkeling. “What do you have in store for me?”

		

		Ed merely waggled his eyebrows at me and went back to looking out the cab window. I elbowed him in the ribs and whispered, “Come on; tell me: I’m dying to know!”

		

		“Let’s just say I hope it rates high in your sexual memory book when you’re an old lady and leave it at that, shall we?”

		

		I grinned happily and stuck out my tongue at him before turning back to my own window. I’d enjoyed my first snorkeling experience so much, that when Ed had asked me what I’d like to do on my last day in the Bahamas, I’d asked him if there was any place to snorkel.

		

		We had rented our equipment through the hotel and hailed a cab. Most of the other guests at the hotel took a bus out to the beach, but Ed disdained buses for the most part, preferring the relative privacy a cab afforded us.

		

		He liked to brush his hand over my nipples for one thing, as they jutted out beneath my bikini bra, while he stared out at the scenery. I didn’t mind that at all.

		

		I was in an almost constant state of suppressed arousal around Ed by now anyway. I merely snuggled into him and let him explore my breasts to his heart’s delight!

		

		However, he didn’t lift up my bra cups or attempt to take my top off. The cab driver’s overly-interested eyes in the rearview mirror precluded that.

		

		But we still had a lot more privacy than we would have on some crowded tourist bus and I so let his naughty fingers roam at will during the thirty minute ride out to Paradise Cove…

		

		****

		

		We had been warned about the biting flies and other troublesome insects inhabiting Paradise Cove, just off Dead Man’s Reef. So in addition to our normal sunscreen, we slathered on the bug repellant as soon as we got there.

		

		As we got awkwardly into the swim fins, the masks with their cumbersome snorkel protruding up over our heads, the flies did buzz around us. But for the most part, our repellant seemed to be working: they didn’t land.

		

		Unlike most reefs, this one could be accessed easily from the beach. We simply waded into the warm water and swam out to it.

		

		It was glorious! Thousands of brightly-colored fish of different varieties flashed by all around us, the sunlight under the waves glinting off their spectacularly iridescent scales!

		

		We saw larger fish, too, and eels floating up out of their hidey-holes in the reef’s coral, waiting for some unwary fish to venture a bit too close. There were magnificent sea plants growing amid the coral, waving about in the swirling currents.

		

		After we had been at it a while, three enormous sea turtles swam by, and Ed and I hitched a ride on two of them for a few hundred yards! I was laughing with sheer delight when we finally broke the surface together.

		

		“That was incredible!” I exclaimed, spitting out my snorkel so that I could talk.

		

		“I can see the little girl you once were, whenever you laugh like that,” Ed told me, grinning as we treaded water together.

		

		“Oh, thank you for all of this!” I blurted, my hand coming up out of the water, sweeping around to take in the beach, the waves; the sky—all of it!

		

		“No, thank you,” he whispered, “for making it even more unforgettable!”

		

		The kiss we shared right after that was nothing but sweet, even though we both had salt water on our lips…

		

		****

		

		Dinner that night was a conch burger, eaten at the small café/bar provided by the Paradise Cove Resort. The place had concrete floors, plastic tables and chairs, and almost no other amenities.

		

		But that was okay with us. The snorkeling more than made up for the simple fare and the sparse furnishings of the beachfront snack bar.

		

		Besides, it was shaded from the hot Caribbean sun and it had a pair of working restrooms! We ate, drank a beer with our burgers and cooled off a bit.

		

		We spent the rest of the afternoon cavorting around in the ocean above the reef, enjoying the fish and anticipating our last night together in the Bahamas…

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Four

		

		“The theme for tonight is…’endless orgasms,” Ed announced after we had showered and dried off. We stood naked together in our hotel suite

		

		I grinned and said, “Oh, and just how do you plan to accomplish that, Ed Mathews? Did you bring along extra Viagra?”

		

		“I won’t need it, because I did bring along…this!” He said dramatically, whisking a small, pink device out of his nightstand drawer, along with a tiny electronic remote, the kind you might use to open a garage door.

		

		“What’s that?” I asked warily.

		

		“Why don’t we lie down together on the bed and I’ll show you, okay?”

		

		He started out the way he normally did, kissing me and then my naked breasts; sucking them, after he had stripped off my sexiest red negligee, waiting until I was good and wet before touching me down there! As usual, his caress of my sensitive clitty—when it finally came—was light, deft and maddening arousing!

		

		He soon had me moaning into his mouth while we soul kissed, and my left hand automatically roamed onto his belly, and then on down to his throbbing erection. I stroked it lightly as we made out, his touch on my clit growing firmer as he slid one finger into my wetness.

		

		And then, right after that, everything changed! Instead of Ed’s delving fingers, I felt a brand new sensation: the small latex device he had so proudly showed me suddenly filled my slick opening and he began to glide it in and out, propelled by his gripping fingers.

		

		“W-What’s that?” I sighed, dragging my lips slightly away from his.

		

		“It’s a vibrator, but it’s one like you’ve never experienced before, I’m willing to bet,” he assured me, flicking the tiny remote to the “on” position.

		

		Instantly, the thing inside of me began to hum against my g-spot and my clitoris at the same time! I gasped and dug my nails into the bedspread and groaned in rising bliss!

		

		He smiled and notched the remote up a little. The delicious vibrations became more intense and my moans of ecstasy grew even louder.

		

		My nipples were now standing out like two new pencil erasers from my goose bump-filled areoles. Still smiling, he bent to take the left one in his mouth…

		

		****

		

		“Nuh-no more,” I begged mindlessly. “Oh, God, I can’t come again!”

		

		I was on my back atop the bed, that little vibrating pink demon humming away inside me, stimulating both my g-spot and my clitty to new heights of joy! My vagina was a morass of leaking fluids by now, and I had squirted three times, and come at least a half-dozen more!

		

		“Suck it,” Ed commanded me, laying his stovepipe of a cock across my mouth as I writhed around helplessly, my arms flailing about, my thighs quivering.

		

		I wanted to suck it! I was in a frenzy to suck it!

		

		It seemed as if each time I’d orgasmed that evening, thanks to Ed’s infernal device’s constant vibrations, I got more sensitive; more ready to climax even intensely the next time: and the next time was never far away!

		

		Moaning deeply, I willingly let him use my mouth like a second pussy. He took my lips and throat all the way up to his swinging ball sac with each lunge and I reveled in being used that way!

		

		The orgasm, which had begun to build right after the last one had ebbed away, was furious in both its strength and its depth. When it hit, I wanted to cry out but my mouth and throat were stuffed with gliding cock.

		

		Instead, I sucked like a mad woman and shivered and shook beneath him on the bed. He beamed down at me as I lashed him with my tongue and my eyes rolled back in my head…

		

		****

		

		“Yes, yes, yes,” I screamed, throwing my head back and wailing out the words.

		

		Ed was behind me and I was on my elbows and knees in front of him. He was ramming his thick, lengthy manhood into me like a piston in a race car engine, and I was loving every lunge, every stroke!

		

		The vibrator was now buried in my anus as Ed’s flying cock found my magical g-spot with every shove and he glided in and out of me across my hyper-sensitive clit with each thrust.

		

		I was now being triple-stimulated—the anus, you must remember, has thousands of nerve endings both around it and inside of it—and I felt as if my head might explode from sheer bliss the next time I orgasmed! And that was going to happen very soon; I knew it from the way my tummy muscles were spasming, right along with my clenching pussy and my desperately-clutching anal sheath!

		

		Ed had been fuckng me for what seemed like hours, but was probably closer to twenty minutes. He had already come in my sucking mouth, and once in my winking pussy, so he had been de-sensitized: I knew from previous experience that he could go for nearly an hour, when he was like this!

		

		“You’re such a hot baby!” He cooed in my ear, leaning over me, pummeling me with his enormous erection. “I do believe you’re the hottest woman I’ve ever fucked, Maddy!”

		

		I gasped and started to come again…for the umpty-umpth time that night! Everything went red and the room began to swirl around!

		

		“Oh, Gaaawwwwwdddd!” I croaked as the furious spasms of my latest orgasm gripped me…

		

		a

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Five

		

		The trip home consisted of a short flight to Miami, with a customs check, and then we boarded a regular sized passenger plane for our flight back to Chicago. Ed had bought us first class tickets for the return trip, but I found it to be strangely reminiscent of my trip back from San Francisco with Dex last year.

		

		Ed and I knew each other as intimately as if we had been married for a few years by now, but we were oddly distant from each other. Oh, we talked and laughed occasionally, but he could have been just some guy who happened to be seated next to me on the plane, from all the real closeness we shared.

		

		My mind flashed back to those photos of Ed and his beautiful women travel companions in all those exotic locations. I suddenly realized the significance of no two women being the same: Ed identified a girl he wanted to seduce, conquered her, took her on one of his fabulous vacation junkets, and then dumped her! I merely the latest part of an unchanging pattern!

		

		I looked over at him out of the corner of my eye as he skimmed through one of the airline-provided travel magazines. This was why he was acting so aloof, now that we were on our way back to our normal lives.

		

		Once we reached Chicago, I’d be Mrs. Greaves, his accounting department manager once again; not Maddy, the hottest woman he’d ever met! The two of us were as over with as Dex and I had proved to be…

		

		****

		

		I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror as I emerged from the shower and realized instantly that I’d have to make up some story for Kevin about using the tanning beds at my gym! The woman standing in front of me was slightly sunburned but also deeply tanned; her hair lightened a full shade by the intense Caribbean sun and her skin browner than it had been in years!

		

		Kevin was nothing if not unobservant, but even he was bound to notice this much tan, especially at the very beginning of the uncertain Chicago spring. We normally got a few days of sun at this time of the year, followed by a few days of overcast and rain, if not late-season snow flurries.

		

		A tan like mine could only happen on a tanning bed or somewhere other than Illinois. I’d carefully hidden away my new, remote-controlled vibrator—a parting gift from Ed—and the sundresses I intended to introduce into my wardrobe slowly, one every month or so until summer.

		

		My suitcase had been returned to its regular spot out in the garage, and my new bikinis were well hidden at the bottom of my lingerie drawer. I’d thought of everything, except this tan!

		

		****

		

		“I hooked a marlin, babe!” Kevin blurted excitedly as soon as he was through the front door. “He got away, but I hooked him!”

		

		My fair-skinned husband, who was a lot more sunburned than me, continued, saying: “The fishing guide was shocked I even hooked one, this time of the year. He said it was very rare!”

		

		“Sounds like you had fun,” I commented with a big smile.

		

		He certainly looked as if he had. Kevin had lost even more weight on his trip. My man now looked almost lean, with his tan and his sunburn atop it, his blue eyes gleaming with excitement over his first exposure to big game fishing and the ocean!

		

		“It was a great trip!” He agreed as he took me in his arms.

		

		“Hey, you got a tan, too,” he observed, once he broke off the welcome-home kiss.

		

		“Not as much fun to get as yours, I’m afraid,” I lied to him easily, keeping the innocent smile on my face. “I started hitting the tanning bed at the gym right before you left. I’m afraid I overdid it a little recently; I picked up a slight case of sunburn.”

		

		“Me too, but I had a better excuse,” he said, grinning happily. “The sun gets really intense out on that ocean, let me tell you, babe, no matter how much sunscreen you use!”

		

		“You look great, though,” I complimented him truthfully. “Travel and ocean adventure seems to really agree with you.”

		

		He didn’t reply. His eyes held mine as his voice dropped down a half an octave and he said softly, “I missed you, Maddy. Let’s go upstairs. What do you say?”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, yeah, baby; just like that!” I moaned as he all but devoured me!

		

		Alarm bells were going off in the back of my mind, even as I got ready to orgasm on his darting tongue. Kevin had always enjoyed oral sex—both receiving it and giving it—but he’d never been quite this good at it before!

		

		I’ll have to look more closely into this change, I told myself. But right now, I’m just going to relax and enjoy it!

		

		****

		

		As soon as my very satisfying orgasm drained away, I returned the favor. Kevin was so much smaller and easier to suck than Ed; I soon found myself really going to town on his dick!

		

		Kevin moaned and stroked my sun-bleached hair. He shivered beneath me as I licked all around him, and I saw his scrotal sac begin to tighten up. I knew that I’d better get ready to swallow.

		

		I wasn’t wrong. My husband’s thick, slightly pungent semen quickly filled my mouth and I gulped it down readily enough. There really wasn’t much of it, compared to Ed’s explosions!

		

		“Oh, Goddamn, Maddy, you seem to have gotten even better at giving head than you used to be!” Kevin sighed, looking down at me appreciatively as I began to clean him up with my tongue.

		

		I tried not to let the apprehension I was feeling as he said that show in my face: I was better at sucking cock than I’d ever been before!

		

		Kevin wasn’t stupid! What if he managed to put two and two together?

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty-Six

		

		It’s strange how its little things that trip us up in the end, despite our best-laid plans. As it turned out, it wasn’t Kevin that saw through my little subterfuge with Ed: it was all of my co-workers!

		

		Though Ed had taken a few days more of vacation than I had—so that we wouldn’t be returning to the office on the same day, calling attention to the fact that we had been away from the office the exact same length of time--as soon as my boss walked through the door, sporting the Caribbean tan that matched mine so perfectly, tongues began to wag! No one came right out and said it, but everyone seemed to realize that Ed Mathews and I were having a…thing!

		

		Daisy, of course, wasn’t shy about confronting me. She gave me the knowing eye as we had lunch together on the day that Ed returned to work and said, “Well, how was he? Is old Ed packing a big one?”

		

		“Keep your voice down, you slut,” I told her with a guilty giggle, blushing all the while, I’m sure.

		

		“Why should I?” Daisy shot back, flashing me a catty smile. “Everyone in the office has pretty much figured it out already, you know.”

		

		I ate another carrot stick and shuddered at that thought, even though I had suspected as much from the smug little grins I’d kept encountering from my co-workers throughout the morning. I finished the carrot and fished out a piece of celery.

		

		“Does Kevin know?” Daisy asked as I began to crunch the celery stick between my front teeth.

		

		“Of course not, he’s still Mr. Oblivious,” I sighed, giving up all pretense of denying my affair with Ed, “besides, he was down in Florida all last week, fishing with his work buddies, remember?”

		

		“And Carrie was off on spring break, down in Mexico, as I recall,” Daisy said with a nod of admiration. “Very clever of you; finding a window of opportunity like that one: while the cats away, the mice will play.”

		

		“Well, playtime is apparently over,” I told her with another big sigh. “It turns out that Ed’s m.o. is to seduce a girl, take her on vacation with him to some exotic spot, have his way with her to his heart’s content, and then dump her. He and I are now a thing of the past, I guess.”

		

		“Has he told you that?”

		

		“Not in so many words, but he didn’t have to,” I said to her. “We’ve been home a few days now and he hasn’t called me, texted me, or as much as asked me for the time of day.”

		

		Daisy shook her head in exasperation at the ungrateful behavior of men before asking, “Where did he take you?”

		

		“To the Bahamas, for five nights,” I told her somewhat smugly. “It was heaven!”

		

		“How about old Eddie,” she asked me with a leer, “was he heaven?”

		

		I thought about how expert Ed Mathews had proven to be in bed; how hung he was, and about the vibrator he’d given me as a parting gift. Smiling at Daisy, I told her, “He was incredible; much better, I’ll wager, than some fat-ass young plumber!”

		

		Daisy nearly choked on her sandwich when I hit her with that. I had to slap her on the back to get her to stop coughing!

		

		****

		

		Over the next few days, I found everyone in Accounting knowing about my affair with Ed to be all but unbearable. Soon, the whole office would have heard about it!

		

		So--without telling Kevin or Ed, or even Daisy--I began looking for a new job! It was a big step to take, but surprisingly, it didn’t seem to scare me as much as it once would have. I searched the want ads, pored over the computer screen at night, and started sending out my newly-revised resume.

		

		The rapid response I got really surprised me. I guess firms liked the fact I had been employed at the same company for so long, that I had completed my four-year accounting degree; as well as my steady—if unspectacular--rise within the department. Within a week, I had two interviews scheduled!

		

		One was for a job similar to the one I had now, and one was for the CFO position at a medium-size construction outfit. I really wanted that one!

		

		Maybe I couldn’t be head of accounting with a big multinational firm like the one where I was currently working—that was for guys with advanced degrees in accounting from Harvard or Yale, like Dex and Ed possessed—but I could now see myself running the whole financial show for a local outfit, like this construction company. As the interview date neared, I got more and more nervous.

		

		I told myself to relax, that I could handle this. And to my shock, my internal-pep talk seemed to work!

		

		On the day of the interview with the company founder and sole owner, Brad Carlton, I surprised myself by coming across as business-like, confident, and charming. Mr. Carlton was a seventy-year old man who had started out as a house-framer and he was thus down-to-earth as he could be: I found him easy to relate to and, even more importantly, easy to talk to.

		

		I liked him and he liked me. And I sensed he’d be more comfortable with someone like me, who had earned her accounting degree at night, than he would have been with someone who came to him with an Ivy League school background!

		

		****

		

		Two days later, he called me at home in the early evening and offered me the job. It paid more than twice as much as I was currently earning!

		

		I excitedly told him that I’d have to talk it over with my husband, but that I’d let him know the next morning. Springing up the stairs two at a time after I got off the phone him, I took a shower, carefully shaved my body, and put on both my sexiest negligee and a matching, very sheer pink peignoir.

		

		After making sure I had a can of Kevin’s favorite beer handy when I returned to kitchen, I made myself a cocktail and waited nervously for him to get home from the gym. As usual, he came in the door right at six-thirty.

		

		I was keeping a casserole that I’d made previously warm in the oven. As I handed him the can of chilled beer, he looked at it, and then at me in the sexy outfit, and grinned, saying: “What happened? Did you get fired or something?”

		

		“Way better than that,” I answered confidently. “I got offered a new job today, with a different sort of company than the one I’ve always worked for.”

		

		Kevin reacted to this blurted news as if I’d just cold-cocked him. He lifted the open beer from my hand and tipped it back, chug-a-lugging half of it.

		

		Next he dropped his gym bag in the middle of the kitchen floor and shuffled over to the table, beer still in hand, where he drug out a chair and sat down heavily. Looking over at me, he asked, “What brought this on?”

		

		“I’m forty now,” I replied simply, “and I decided that I don’t want to just plug along with one company all my life. The era of the gold watch at retirement is a thing of the past, in case you haven’t heard. I want more out of life!”

		

		“What sort of outfit offered you the new job?”

		

		“It’s a construction company, a very successful one,” I told him, having done my homework on them before I’d even agreed to the interview. “The benefits are better than where I work now…and the pay is more than double!”

		

		Kevin almost choked on his beer. Since his own job was with a union company, his medical and dental benefits—which extended to me and Carrie as well, since she wasn’t twenty-six yet—were substantial; so that part of what I’d said didn’t impress him much.

		

		But the salary! Kevin was no mathematician, but double: that was a concept that he could readily grasp!

		

		“Holy hell, Maddy; that’s a lot of money,” he breathed excitedly, finishing his beer in two big swallows.

		

		“It would be a little longer commute, but as a corporate officer, I’d have the use of a company car to make it in, and they’d even pay for the gas!

		

		“We could sell your car and bank the money,” Kevin said, thinking aloud, warming to the idea of me taking this new job more and more.

		

		“Yeah, and I’d be the CFO,” I added, hoping to seal the deal in his mind. “The company-paid retirement benefits for corporate executives are out of sight, compared to where I’m working now!”

		

		“Damn, this all sounds great!” Kevin said with a huge smile. “When would you start?”

		

		“In two weeks, just as soon as I formally accept the job in the morning over the phone.”

		

		****

		

		We didn’t get around to eating the dinner I’d prepared for us until nine that night. After another beer on his part and another cocktail on mine, we wound up in our bedroom, making wild monkey-love, celebrating our good fortune!

		

		Is it my imagination, or is Kevin getting more skillful in bed, after all these years? I thought as I lay there, trying to catch my breath after a particularly intense orgasm.

		

		He’s so much better than he used to be with his tongue…and with his cock too, for that matter!

		

		I looked over at my rapidly-slimming down hubby critically as he lay panting next to me. His pecs were visible now: all that blubber had either vanished or been tightened into muscle.

		

		And his waistline had shrunk by at least four inches. He’d had to buy all new pants, recently!

		

		“What are you staring at?” He asked me.

		

		“You, baby, and I like what I see!”

		

	
		

		Epilogue:

		

		When the credit card bills finally came in for the previous month, the mystery of Kevin’s new-found prowess in bed was suddenly explained. I found him in the living room, sipping a beer and watching a Sox game on the big screen.

		

		“What the hell were all of these daily withdrawals of cash about on that trip down to Florida you took? You even had to move a few thousand dollars over from our savings account to our checking account to cover all this,” I said to him accusingly, eyeing the figures on our bank statement. “I thought most of the expenses, like your motel room, the fishing charters, and the airline tickets to and from Florida had all been pre-paid.”

		

		Kevin’s face instantly assumed that same deer-in-the-headlights look it had when he’d confessed to me about the woman camped next to him up at that lake! His blue eyes went wide as he stammered, “I…I can explain about that, Maddy!”

		

		I glared at him and waited for him to do just that. He twisted about on the couch as if it had suddenly turned into a griddle, and someone had abruptly twisted the knob up to “high”!

		

		“The second night we were there,” he began haltingly, unable to meet my eyes; “all of us guys were out at this bar, having a few beers.”

		

		He sighed, and then blurted, “There were these girls…at the next table. They were young, older than Carrie, but still young.”

		

		My husband seemed to be very interested in the living room carpet all of a sudden. He couldn’t seem take his eyes off it!

		

		Uncomfortable seconds ticked by before he continued, “Larry—you know Larry, and what a ladies man he thinks he is. Well, anyway, Larry insisted on us buying them a round. One thing led to another, and pretty soon they all came over to our table to join us.”

		

		Kevin looked up at me desperately and said, “I didn’t mean for it to happen, honest to God!”

		

		I rolled my eyes and snorted, “Those girls went back to the motel with you, didn’t they?”

		

		“I…I didn’t know they were…professionals until later,” he answered, eyes once again downcast.

		

		I bit my tongue as I thought about Ed and me down in the Bahamas; about Dex out in San Francisco, and finally, about Owen, right here in town for all those months. Deciding I didn’t have a leg to stand on, as far as my being faithful to our marriage went, I said, “That explains the first night, but not all these other cash withdrawals.”

		

		“Sandy, that was the girl’s name…it’s just that she was so much fun to be with!” Kevin confessed, looking miserable. “I kind of lost my head!”

		

		He stared off into space and added, his voice sounding wistful, “It was like another world down there, all sunny and bright. The fishing during the day was unbelievable, and every night Sandy and her friends would take us out dancing or to one of their apartments, and we’d party.”

		

		I shuddered with emotion. I hadn’t expected this from Kevin—not after his first slip up with the fisherwoman—not after he’d professed to have learned his lesson!

		

		Still, I knew I’d done much worse…

		

		“Did you fall in love with this Sandy girl?” I asked the question at last.

		

		“No, not really,” Kevin was quick to say.

		

		Looking sheepish, he added, “She was just fun. Florida was fun, all of it was; the drinking with my buddies, the fishing; it was like another world!”

		

		He stared down at the carpet once more, totally contrite…and yet he wasn’t! I sensed it.

		

		Kevin had experienced the same…freedom--the same feeling of being lost in another world, with someone new, someone you knew you shouldn’t be with at all—that I had felt with Dex; with Owen, and most recently, with Ed! I could relate…but of course I couldn’t tell him that!

		

		“She taught you some naughty little tricks to use in bed, didn’t she?” I reached out and ran my palm along my straying husband’s cheek, raising his head in the process, so that we were staring into each other’s eyes.

		

		“I guess she did at that,” Kevin whispered.

		

		“Show me; come upstairs with me right now and show me all of them, why don’t you?”

		

		****

		

		We made crazy love that night, as if we’d never been together before! I came like mad and I made sure Kevin did the same!

		

		I think I even pulled out all the stops and squirted for him once. Instead of being suspicious about where I’d learned all of the wicked little tricks I performed for him that night, he just reveled in them!

		

		We never discussed Florida again. And if he was curious about the depth of my tan or my newfound expertise in bed, he never mentioned it either.

		

		Deep down inside, he had to have known that I’d cheated on him. And I knew he’d done the same.

		

		Just like Daisy had said, neither of us wanted to pursue the details. We just chose to let it lie there and never mentioned it again!

		

		****

		

		I took the job at the construction company, and I excelled at it. Kevin continued to get into better and better shape, until he’s become a real head-turner of a man again.

		

		And our love life has really soared. We’re suddenly much more loving and demonstrative around each other; even Carrie commented that summer about how happy we seemed to be together these days.

		

		And Kevin began to make an honest effort to live in the twenty-first century and not the nineteen-fifties. His comments about “fruits and nuts” and “lezbos” got few and further between and I grew less embarrassed about taking him to cocktail parties with me and introducing him as my husband.

		

		Did I cheat on him again? Not so far, but there is a fabulously cute young construction foreman at my new company that I’ve caught giving me the eye on numerous occasions.

		

		And Kevin is getting rid of his new RV. We’re using the funds that will generate to book a deep-sea fishing vacation in the Caribbean next year. I’m going with him, just to keep both of us out of trouble. The trip is to an island I’ve never visited before so I’m really looking forward to it!

		

		Oh, and Ed did fire Daisy, as soon as I’d left the company. I hired her at the construction company, since we had an opening in accounting.

		

		She makes just as much money as she did before, but she’s not my assistant anymore. She’s now just another of my clerks

		

		I guess I did learn something about management from Ed after all…

		

		The End
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		I hope you enjoyed this little tale of a straying wife, a wandering husband, and how they came back together to save their marriage in the end. Some of the physical settings such as San Francisco, Chicago, the Bahamas, and the various hotels and restaurants mentioned are obviously real enough; and I’ve tried to make them as true to life as memory and experience will allow.

		

		Others, like all of the characters involved, are strictly fictional creations of the author. One other thing: the people in my stories don’t always practice safe sex. See that you do, if you chose to emulate them, please!

		

		I’m always eager to hear from my readers. You can email me at: ckralston@gmail.com

		

		Like this story; don’t like it? Please write to me and let me know what you thought of it at the above address!
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