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The Hill




Part I

David and I were married the summer after graduation. He was a political science major and managed to get a job working for a second-term congressman in Washington, D.C. It was a mostly welcome surprise. We hadn’t really expected him to get the job. The only problem was that we lived in North Carolina. I was about to start my job as an elementary school teacher in our hometown. It was David’s dream to work in D.C., though, and maybe even one day get elected to office. We decided that it would be okay for at least the first year, and we would figure it out after that.

Living in Washington, D.C. is expensive, and first-year staffers are barely paid. Most share housing with several other staffers. And contrary to popular belief, junior congressional members aren’t paid a heck of a lot either. Several of them actually live in their offices. At the time David was hired, it was practically impossible for him to find a place to live. Congressman Whitehead was fed up with sleeping on an inflatable mattress in his office and suggested that he and David find a place. Even with both their incomes, the only thing they could find that was affordable was a less-than-appealing one-bedroom apartment. Given the circumstances, though, they were grateful to get that. The congressman would, of course, take the bedroom. David would be relegated to the couch. And so began my husband’s illustrious career on Capital Hill.

David and I took turns every other weekend, making the trip to see each other. Financially, it was barely affordable if we took the train instead of flying. The first time I saw his apartment, let’s just say I was underwhelmed. It needed painting. The appliances look like they were from the 1960s. The plumbing made weird noises. When David saw the look on my face, he shrugged and smirked, “Livin’ the dream.”

The most difficult part of the whole situation was the lack of sex. David and I were a very sexual couple. We were both raised in religious homes and resisted having sex until we met each other in our first year of college. Once we got started, though, we didn’t hardly stop. The living situation then wasn’t ideal, either. David shared a small dorm room with a guy named John. The very first time either of us had sex was with John sleeping just a few feet away. At first, we were as quiet and discreet as possible. By the end of the year, all of that was out the window. We grunted, groaned, and howled, whether John was there or not. It became a running joke between the three of us. When John was there, he would applaud when we were finished or make jokes like, “I give it a solid nine out of ten. Well done!”

John could never really see anything. The room was arranged so that the beds were head-to-head against the far wall, with a roughly four-foot-tall partition dividing them. It was almost like they shared a headboard. The only time anyone could see anything on the other side was if I was on top of David and could look over the divider. Sometime near the end of our first semester, I was riding David and could see John’s hand working busily under the sheets, listening to us have sex. At first, it weirded me out. Then I kind of liked it. I didn’t want to keep anything from David, so I told him about it later. He had a similar reaction to mine. Eventually, it evolved to the point where David and I preferred having sex when John was there. We played it up for him, narrating our lovemaking as we went:

“Oh, god yes. Suck my cock!”

“Yes! Lick it!”

“Ooh, your pussy is so tight!”

And so on…

I loved watching John jerk himself under the covers while he listened to me get fucked. It turned me on. My favorite thing became trying to time my orgasm with his. I never told David about that part. I felt bad for John, though. He was chubby and still struggled with acne. Getting a date wasn’t really in the cards for him. It wasn’t uncommon for him and me to find ourselves alone together in the dorm room while I waited for David to get back from class. One day, I decided to do something. I still don’t know exactly why. At the time, I told myself it was because I felt sorry for him. Looking back, I think it was maybe just that I wanted to.

“You know, John. I can see you jerking off while me and David are having sex.”

John’s face turned red, and his gaze dropped to the floor.

“I’m sorry, Liz,” he said meekly.

“It’s okay,” I smiled. “I kind of like it.”

John looked up.

“You do?”

I nodded.

“It kind of turns me on. I try to make myself come at the same time you do.”

John looked dumbfounded.

“Can I ask you a question, John?”

He nodded.

“Have you ever seen a naked woman before?”

“Of course I have!”

“I mean, in person.”

John knew I could tell he was lying.

He hung his head again.

“Not really.”

Spring had sprung by that point, and I was wearing a flowered sundress that showed off my long tan legs. I lifted it over my head and tossed it onto David’s bed. I wasn’t wearing a bra. My tits were small, but they were firm and perfect. I stood there naked, except for my clean white panties. I could see a bulge growing in John’s gym shorts. I made no effort to hide the fact that I was staring at it. I looked back at his face and slowly slid my fingers into the sides of my panties. I paused, looking into John’s eyes, and then eased them to the floor.

“What do you want to see?” I asked, looking back down at his crotch.

“Your ass,” he whispered.

I turned around to let him see my backside. I looked over my shoulder to see him squeeze his cock through the gray cotton of his shorts. I put my hands on the wall and arched my back, making myself shapelier for his gaze.

“It’s okay if you want to touch yourself,” I offered quietly.

John’s hand went in his shorts while I continued to model my ass for him. I couldn’t see far enough over my shoulder to get a good look, but I could tell that John was stroking himself. Finally, I turned around and stood in front of him. I pinched a nipple in the space between my fingers and let my other hand drift down between my legs.

“I’m so wet,” I sighed.

John’s hand stayed busy in his shorts. I could get little peeks of his cock as the motion of his hand stretched his waistband. I wanted to see it so badly. David’s was the only one I had seen before other than in pictures and videos.

“Do you like listening to me get fucked, John?”

“Ugh,” he groaned.

“My favorite thing is to watch you jerk off while I ride my boyfriend’s cock.” I flitted my clitoris, trying to get a better look at John’s dick.

“Oh fuck,” John moaned. He didn’t seem surprised by my confession. I think he must have known I’d been watching him.

“What’s your favorite thing, John?”

John didn’t answer. I could tell he was embarrassed.

“C’mon. Tell me,” I insisted.

“I like it when you suck his cock,” he finally admitted.

“Yeah?” I teased. “You like that? Do you like it when he comes in my mouth, too?”

“Yeah,” John grunted.

I stepped forward and stood just in front of John. I took his free hand and in mine and lifted it to my mouth.

“Show me,” I whispered.

I took John’s index finger and put it in my mouth. I sucked it like I would David’s cock.

“Show me,” I repeated, using my other hand to push down on John’s shorts.

John finally let his shorts down enough to free his cock.

“Oh, my god!” I blurted out.

John’s cock was only the second I had ever seen in real life. It was decidedly bigger than David’s, both in length and girth. It was nicer-looking, too. John was looking very insecure and started to pull his shorts back up. I knew that was probably the first time a woman had seen him naked.

“No, don’t!” I insisted, stopping him from pulling his shorts up. “John, you have such a nice cock.”

“Really?”

I nodded my head. “Really. Oh my god. It’s so much bigger than David’s.”

We both stood there motionless, just staring at his cock.

“Jerk it,” I whispered.

John obeyed. I got on my knees in front of him and took his finger back in my mouth. I played with myself while I fellated his finger.

“I want you to come, John.”

John stroked his cock barely a foot away from my face. It looked even bigger up close. I wanted to wrap my hand around it and feel its girth. I wanted to taste it and feel it’s warmth on my tongue. I couldn’t let myself, though. I didn’t want to cheat on David. Even though what I was doing could easily be called as much, I rationalized it as being an act of kindness for an awkward young man. I know better now, but that’s how I justified it to myself at the time.

“Please, John? Come for me.”

I could tell John was having a hard time finishing. Maybe he was nervous. Maybe he’d already jerked off before I got there. I don’t know. But even I was surprised by what I did next.

I shifted on my knees one step to my left, placing me directly in front of him. I looked up at my boyfriend’s roommate, his meaty cock just inches from my face.

“Come in my mouth, John. I want to taste you.”

I opened my mouth and presented my tongue as a target. John only lasted a few seconds after that.

“Oh fuck!” he growled and pressed his cock to my tongue, jerking his load into my mouth.  I swallowed what I could and wiped the rest from my chin. I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and kissed the tip.

I looked up and said quietly, “You can never tell David.”

John nodded. I stood up and walked to David’s bed. I lowered my sundress over my body and picked my panties up off the floor. John pulled his shorts back up, standing there in utter disbelief. I walked to him, pressed my panties into his hand, and whispered in his ear, “You have the prettiest cock I’ve ever seen.”

I kissed him on the cheek and walked toward the door. I opened it, but before leaving, I turned back toward John and said, “Oh, and John?”

He looked at me intently.

“You taste better, too.”

With that, I walked out and let the door close behind me. I avoided being alone with John again after that. I didn’t want him to get the idea that what we had done was anything more than a one-time thing. And if I’m being honest, I was a little worried I might try to find out what his sizeable cock would feel like inside of me. There were a few occasions where he and I found ourselves alone again. He seemed to understand the situation, though, and never tried to get me to do anything inappropriate. He did, however, start jerking off out in the open for me to see while I rode David. I sometimes rewarded him by moaning, “Oh my god! You have such a nice cock!” David always assumed I was talking about him. John and I knew better.

At the end of the year, John announced that he had been accepted as a transfer to a more prestigious university. I was a little sad that he would be leaving, but also elated for him that he was moving up in the world. With a degree from that school and any measure of hard work, he would be set for life. David and I decided to take him out to dinner the night before he left. The day before, I had a conversation with David.

“I want to try something,” I said.

“What do you mean?”

“You know how John’s been listening to us go at it all year?”

David chuckled. “Yeah?”

“I want to let him watch tomorrow night.”

“What?”

I cozied up to David. “Well, you know how it’s kind of hot that he’s right there and we’re always tormenting him with the things we say?”

“Yeah?”

“I think it would be hot if we let him watch one time. Like a going away present. I mean, he’s leaving the next day anyway. We’re never going to see him again. Don’t you think it would be sexy?”

“I don’t know. I don’t really care if he watches, I guess. But I don’t really want to watch some other guy jerk off while I fuck my girlfriend.”

“You don’t have to. He can sit at his desk. He’ll be behind your head. Or just don’t look.”

David sighed. “Well, fuck it. Okay.”

I smiled. “Thank you, baby. It’ll be fun. I promise.”

“I hope he likes watching, because I’m gonna have a few extra drinks at dinner and you know how I get.”

I did know. It took David forever to come when he was drunk.

After dinner the following night, the three of us strolled back to the dorm. True to his word, David had a few extra drinks with dinner and needed to visit the bathroom before meeting John and me in the room. In the few moments before David got there, John and I were alone. Without saying a word, I kissed him on the cheek. Slowly and very deliberately, I took his desk chair and placed it facing David’s bed. From there, John would have a perfect view of the twenty square feet of real estate that, all year, he had only been allowed to hear but never see. John looked at me. I walked over to David’s bed and undressed. John sat down. By the time David returned, I was waiting naked under the covers.

David barely took note of John sitting there when he walked in. He saw me under the covers and made his way to the bed. He took his shirt and shoes off but kept his pants on as he climbed in next to me. We started kissing and fondling each other. After he was hard, I took his pants and boxers off under the covers and tossed them to the floor. We kissed some more. I laid on top of him and let the covers drift down my back as David’s mouth made its way to my breasts. I looked over to John for the first time as David tongued and nibbled my nipples. I arched my back and angled my body just a bit, giving John a better angle. I looked him in the eye and then down to his crotch. I could see a sizeable bulge.

I snaked my body up David’s until I was straddling his face and holding the divider for balance. David went to work pleasing me with his mouth. I stared John in the eyes, getting off on him watching me. I did my best to gesture with my eyes that I wanted him to take his cock out. I wanted to watch him masturbate for me again. He somehow understood me and unzipped his pants. Slowly, he unveiled his cock. It had been weeks since I’d seen it. I had replayed our indiscretion together over and over in my mind, memorizing his beautiful dick and the taste of him in my mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, rocking my hips along David’s face. I looked into John’s eyes as he stroked his cock. “Just like that. You’re gonna make me come.” John knew the comment was for him. David did not.

I came staring at John’s cock. I let myself appreciate the moment for a beat before sliding back down David’s body. I kissed his neck. Then his chest. Then his stomach. John watched as the comforter followed me down David’s torso until I reached his cock. I took it by the base and pointed it upward, displaying it for John. I wanted him to see. I wanted him to understand what a superior organ he had. For the first time, I saw a gleam of confidence in John’s eyes.

I licked David’s cock from base to tip in one long, fluid motion, directing my gaze at John the entire time. When I reached the top, I cooed, “You have such a beautiful cock.”

“Thank you, baby,” David replied. He had no idea that John has his own cock out and was playing with it for me. I smiled at John and took David’s cock in my mouth, letting him see his favorite thing. I teased David relentlessly while I put on quite a show for John. David’s head was leaned back, and his eyes were closed, leaving me free to ogle one man’s dick while I sucked another’s. I was loving every second of it.

Finally, I straddled David, hovering over him and guiding him to my entrance. I lingered there for a moment and for the first time, addressed John directly, breaking the fourth wall.

“Do you want to watch me, John? Do you want to watch me fuck him?”

I wasn’t sure how David was going to react to me talking to John, but I didn’t give him a chance to tell me. I sank down onto David’s shaft and watched John stare at his roommate’s cock disappear inside of me.

“Ooh,” I cooed.

I watched John stroke his shaft while I rode David. It might have been my boyfriend’s body I was touching, but it was John I was fucking.

“Yes. Fuck me,” I moaned, staring intimately into John’s eyes.

I started grinding back and forth on David, trying to make myself come. In that moment, though, it was John that I wanted. Out of David’s line of sight, I motioned with my finger for him to come closer. He stood up and covered the distance to the divider just behind David’s head. I reached out and grabbed John by his cock and pulled him closer. He came into David’s view.

“What the fuck?” he blurted out.

“Just once,” I muttered as I lowered my mouth to John’s cock.

I looked at David just as I wrapped my lips around his roommate’s cock. I came the instant my lips encircled his shaft and I felt his cock in my mouth. David heard me whimper onto John’s cock and felt my pussy squeeze his cock. 

“Oh fuck,” David moaned.

I could feel him come inside of me. I unceremoniously slid off of David and onto my knees in front of John. I sucked his cock like a madwoman. I heard David grunt, and I looked over to see him still hard and stroking his cock, watching me wantonly service another man. I turned my attention back to the matter at hand. I sucked John’s cock more wantonly than I ever had David’s and it wasn’t long before he, too, was ready to come.

“Come in my mouth,” I said to John, fluttering my tongue on his cockhead and stroking his shaft.

In short order, John gave me exactly what I asked for. I heard both John and David moan in unison as John filled my mouth and David dotted his own torso with his load. Not another word was said. John laid down in his bed, David and I in ours. John was leaving first thing in the morning. He had already packed and had his bags ready to go. My eyes opened just as he was getting ready to leave.

“Wait!” I whispered across the room, trying to get John’s attention without waking David.

John turned and faced me. I was still naked. I slid out of bed and walked to him. I cradled his face and kissed his lips.

“You take care, John. You’re a wonderful guy and you’re going to make some girl very happy one day. Trust me.”

John smiled. He looked as if he might even cry. He turned to grip the doorknob. Before he turned it, I grabbed his arm to stop him and whispered in his ear.

“And John…You have the most perfect cock I’ve ever seen.”

I kissed him on the cheek and then he was gone. David and I both individually and together relived that night many times in the years that followed. I never told David what John and I did that one day while he was gone. Nor did I tell him that I always regretted not waking up earlier and letting John have me one time before he left.

The first time I met Congressman Whitehead, he instantly reminded me of John. Until he opened his mouth, that is. Mike, as he asked me to call him, was a typical politician. He was charismatic and smooth, to be sure, but equally spurious and cocky. From the beginning, I didn’t like him. At the same time, however, I was somehow intrigued by him. I imagine that’s how he got elected. Our first night together in the fold out bed, David and I were scared we’d make too much noise having sex, so we made each other come with our hands like a couple of teenagers. Before going to sleep, I reminded David of our freshman year of college.

“Doesn’t Mike remind you of someone?”

“No. Not really.”

“C’mon. Seriously? Do you not see it?”

“See what?”

“Think back. Freshman year?” I prompted.

“What about…,” David realized mid-sentence to whom I was referring. “Oooohhhh! No shit!”

“I know, right?”

“Wow. Now I can’t unsee it.”

“He’s nothing like John, though.”

“Not really,” David agreed. “Sure as hell looks like him, though. Just without the acne. Even walks like him.”

“Those were some fun times,” I said.

“Don’t remind me. I’ll get hard again.”

I walked two fingers down David’s chest toward his crotch.

“I’m game if you are…”

We fucked as quietly as we could, but there was just no way the congressman didn’t hear us. His bedroom door was less than ten feet directly behind the couch. Had it been open, he would have had a front row seat from the comfort of his own bed. It reminded both David and I of the thrill we used to get from having sex so openly with John just a few feet away. We had to be careful, though. David didn’t want to jeopardize his career indulging our fetish.

As the weeks went by, though, David and I became progressively bolder. It was just like freshman year. I still always kept my nightshirt on, but the louder and raunchier we got, the more it turned us on. Neither one of us brought it up, but we both knew damn well that the sex was way better on the weekends I was in D.C. and Mike was able to hear us. Mike never said anything about our nighttime antics. In the mornings, though, he let his eyes blatantly wander my body. He never did it where my husband could see, but when David’s back was turned or he was out of the room, Mike looked me up and down, always making eye contact with me when he was done. I never said anything to David. I never protested to Mike. I liked him looking at me. I didn’t know why. He wasn’t very attractive. He had the smarmy personality of a typical politician. Regardless, my nightshirts he saw me wearing in the mornings got shorter and shorter.

Just after the New Year, David and I were up to our usual hijinks. I was on top of him, wearing a thin, almost sheer, white nightshirt. I was riding his cock and reveling in the sound of our bodies slapping together echoing through the sparsely decorated room. I stared at the congressman’s bedroom door. Then, I saw it crack open—just a bit. It was almost as if I had willed it with my mind. At first, I thought it was my imagination. Then it opened a little wider. 

“Yes!” I panted. “Fuck me!”

David grunted and squeezed my hips, thrusting into me harder. Mike cracked the door some more. I could make out his face in the dim light.

“Fuck me!” I refrained, my eyes finding Mike’s.

I stopped bouncing on David’s cock. I took it as deep inside of me as it would go and started grinding in his lap, staring at Mike the whole time.

“Yes,” I growled quietly. “Fuck me.”

Mike stepped fully into view in his doorway. He was wearing pajama pants and a t-shirt. It was difficult to make out in the dim light from the windows, but I could barely see him squeeze his dick through his pants. I looked him up and down like he had done to me so many times. Then he slid his hand down the front of his pants and started masturbating while he watched me fuck my husband. I flashed back to the dorm, John watching me and David, and me sucking David’s cock.

“Oh, fuck!!!” I sang as I came. It was the best orgasm I’d had in months. Maybe years. When I recovered, I opened my eyes just in time to see the bedroom door quietly close. I rested myself on David’s chest. I felt him reach for his dick and start stroking. I didn’t realize that he hadn’t come. I kissed my way down his torso until I reached his cock and took it in my mouth.

Peering up at him, I whispered, “He watched us.”

David’s eyes bulged. I sucked his cock some more.

“He watched me fuck you.” I said it so quietly I was doing little more than mouthing the words.

I sucked David some more and when I sensed he was ready to come, I jerked him quickly and offered one last thing.

“He jerked his cock for me, David.”

David’s cock exploded.

When we were both settled, David started asking questions.

“What did he see?”

“Just the end, when I was riding you.”

“And he was jerking off? Did you see his dick?”

“No. He had his hand down his pajamas.”

“Did he come?

“I don’t think so. He probably did after he closed the door,” I chuckled, trying to muffle myself with my hand.

“Jesus,” David said. “A fucking congressman jerked off looking at my wife.”

“Yes, he did.” I smiled. “It was pretty fucking hot, too.”

“We need to be careful, though, Liz. I need this job. If I fuck this up, it’ll be a hundred times harder to ever make it in this town.”

“I know, baby. I know. Let’s get some sleep.”

Mike was gone by the time we woke up the next morning. That night, however, as had become the norm, we all shared pizza at the kitchen table. No one said anything about the night before. Everyone seemed to be quite content to pretend it never happened. After dinner, we put on a movie and the boys talked about politics until Mike yawned and stretched his arms high.

“I think I’m ready for bed,” he said. “How about you guys?”

“I was thinking the same thing, I agreed. I’m gonna go change.”

Unsurprisingly, Mike waited until I returned from the bathroom, wearing the same thin, white nightshirt as the night before. He looked me up and down before heading to his bedroom. That time, he let David see him do it.

“Goodnight, guys,” he smiled before closing the door behind him.

David had already unfurled the bed. We met on our knees in the middle and started kissing.

“Do you think he’s going to watch?” David whispered in my ear.

“Probably,” I whispered back.

I couldn’t help but keep one eye on the bedroom door when I could. There was nothing. No crack. No bit of light peeking through. No Mike. No nothing. Until…

David had me on all fours with my shirt pushed up to my waist. He was fucking me from behind, both of us facing the bedroom door. Then, finally, I saw the slightest crack appear in the doorway.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck me.”

The door cracked just a bit more. I smiled. He was watching. It turned me on so much to know I was being watched. I don’t know if David noticed the crack or not. He might have been too busy staring at mine. The small crack stayed just that for the longest time. I was about to give up. It wasn’t until I was on top of David, riding him again, that the door opened further, and Mike revealed his presence.

“Yes,” I moaned.  

Mike already had his hands in his pants. I stared at him as I fucked my husband. I watched the motion of his hand inside his pajamas. I wanted to see his cock. I pulled my shirt over my head, letting Mike see all of me for the first time. Mike paused, taking me in, looking like he was contemplating. Then, he slowly pulled open the waistband of his pants and eased his cock out.

“Oh my god,” I sighed, staring at Mike’s cock. It was huge. Even bigger than John’s. Easily twice the size of David’s. John started stroking himself again, this time for me to see.

“Yes!” I howled.

Mike jerked himself slowly and proudly displayed his dick for me from multiple angles. I licked my lips and pleasured myself with my husband’s cock while staring at David stroking his for my benefit. He wasn’t trying to come. He was trying to entice me. There was no way I was going to fuck him, but if he had asked it of me, I would have definitely sucked his cock that night. In fact, that’s what I was thinking about when I came. I thought about wrapping my lips around his thick shaft, unsure whether or not I could even fit it in my little mouth. I came so hard, I literally collapsed onto David’s chest, completely out of breath.

Then, I felt a hand tightly gripping my forearm and pulling me off the bed. David I and were both too stunned to even say anything. Mike pulled me into the bedroom, closed the door behind us, and locked it. Still too stunned to comprehend what was happening, Mike put me on my back on the bed with my legs hanging over the side. He let go of my forearm and put my legs over his shoulders. He gripped his cock in one hand and pressed it to my entrance. I stared down at his shaft between my legs.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered.

Mike pushed his cock just barely inside of me.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered again.

Mike look me in the eyes. I stared back. He was waiting for my permission. I musted just the slightest nod. I had to know what he felt like. He pushed deeper. I could feel him pressing against my walls, stretching me. It felt amazing.

“Yeah,” I panted quietly. I didn’t want David to hear my acquiescence.

Mike took his time and found my G-spot. He rhythmically massaged it with the tip of his cock before pushing himself deeper and finding a spot I didn’t even know I had.

“Oh fuck,” I exhaled. My tone gave away my wonder and surprise at what I was feeling.

Mike paid close attention to my reactions as he fucked me, quickly learning how to manipulate my body. Once he mapped out where and how to please me, he focused on finding our rhythm.

“Oh, god!” I whimpered.

I couldn’t believe what I was feeling. I’d never felt so good before. My body was experiencing pure ecstasy. Not only had I never experienced such a big cock before, but I had also obviously never been with a man who knew how to truly please a woman. Shamefully, I completely forgot about David on the other side of the door. The only thing that existed in that moment was the carnal pleasure I was feeling. I wanted to come so badly. I was so close.

“Fuck me,” I begged quietly. “Fuck me.”

Mike obliged, and soon my abs were clenched and veins were bulging in my neck as I came in a way I never knew existed before. I couldn’t form words, I just let out a long, deep, guttural groan. Mike left his cock inside me as I lay there recovering, my pussy still pulsing around his shaft. When I was done, he pulled me gently off the bed and onto my knees in front of him. I took his cock in my mouth. I couldn’t completely wrap my fingers around the shaft, but I could get the cockhead and the first few inches beyond it in my mouth before I gagged. 

“You’re so beautiful, Liz,” Mike whispered, staring down at me.

“Did you like teasing me all these weeks?” he asked rhetorically.

“Did you like making me so hard for you?”

I redoubled my efforts on his cock, bobbing up and down as fast as I could. I wanted to make him come. I wanted to please him the way he had pleased me.

“Did you like making me fantasize about your married pussy?”

Something about him saying that or something about the way he said it got to me. I wrapped both hands around his shaft and jerked him as hard and fast as I could.

“Come for me,” I growled, flicking my tongue along his cockhead. “I want to taste you.”

“Oh fuck,” Mike groaned.

“Come in my married mouth!” I demanded and started sucking him again.

“Yes!” Mike growled.

I wasn’t prepared for what happened next. Mike came so much that it was overwhelming. I had no choice but to pull back from his cock to save myself from choking. Mike took over stroking his cock, dotting my face and chest with his load.

“Holy shit,” I panted, in utter shock once again.

Mike and I stayed quietly as we were for a moment. Then I stood up.

“Is it okay if I go to the bathroom?” I asked.

He looked surprised.

“Of course. You’re free to do whatever you want, Liz. You can go back with your husband if you like. Or, if you prefer, I’d love to make love to you again.”

In my mind, I was wondering where in the hell he got the idea that he “made love” to me. He fucked the hell out of me is what he did. I said none of this. I merely said, “Thank you.”

After leaving the bedroom, I hurried to the bathroom before David could see me in the state I was in. I closed the bathroom door and locked it before I turned on the light. In the mirror, I saw what I looked like. It was crazy. I looked like I’d been with three men, not one.

I heard a gentle knock at the door.

“Liz? Are you okay?” David asked.

“I’ll be out in a little bit,” I stalled. “I’m gonna take a quick shower.”

There wasn’t anything quick about my shower. I took my time, ignoring the sounds of the pipes and the periodic knocks at the door. “Out in a minute,” I would say. When I was out of warm water, I still didn’t know what to do. How was I going to explain to my husband what had just happened? I wrapped myself in a towel and quietly walked out of the bathroom. David was in front of me almost immediately.

“Liz, are you okay? What the hell happened in there?”

I knew he had to have known that his boss had just fucked me. He had to have heard. I walked past him to the bed and put my shirt back on.

“Liz?”

David picked up his phone and started dialing.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m calling the police.”

My poor husband was operating under the assumption that I was an unwilling participant in what had taken place behind the closed door of the bedroom.

“No,” I said, taking his phone away from him. “Don’t.”

“Liz, he hurt you. We have to call the police.”

“No, David.”

David started frantically packing our bags.

“We have to get out of here.”

I took control of his hands and stopped him.

“David, no…It’s not like that.”

“What did he do to you, Liz?”

I looked David in the eyes.

“He fucked me.”

He cradled my face.

“I know, baby. That’s why we need to leave to go get help.”

“No,” I shook my head. “It’s not like that.”

David was exasperated and obviously in denial.

“What do you mean, Liz?”

“I wanted him to, David. I wanted him to fuck me.”

David’s face contorted in a way I’d never seen before.

“I’m sorry, baby. I don’t know how it happened. I didn’t mean to. I just…I don’t know. But he didn’t hurt me, baby. He didn’t do anything wrong.”

“Didn’t do anything wrong?” David asked incredulously. “He fucked you, Liz! He fucked my wife!”

“David, stop. How long have we been teasing him? Putting on a show for him? What did you expect from a man like that? He might look like John, but he’s not. He’s a powerful man, David. Do you think someone just handed him a seat in Congress? A man like that takes what he wants.”

Reality finally started to sink in for David. I softened my tone.

“I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t mean to. It just happened.”

David sat down on the bed. I sat next to him and petted his hair. I kissed his cheek.

“It’s okay, baby. It’s okay.”

I eased David down onto the bed and spooned him.

“I love you. It’s okay.”

This carried on. David remained speechless. I continued comforting him until we both fell asleep. I woke up to Mike quietly making coffee in the kitchen. I debated pretending I was still asleep but something in me couldn’t resist. How in the world were we all going to be around each other given what happened the night before? I had to know. I slid out of bed, being careful not to disturb David. There was a clear view to the kitchen and small dining area from the living room. Except for short wall delineating the kitchen, they were essentially all the same room. As I walked into the dining room in view of Mike, I instantly remembered that I wasn’t wearing any panties, only my nightshirt that barely covered the bottom of my ass.

“Good morning,” Mike whispered.

“Good morning,” I whispered back.

Neither of us wanted to wake David.

“Would you like some coffee?”

“Yes, please,” I answered.

I grabbed my coffee mug. As Mike filled it, he smiled.

“Last night was wonderful, Liz. Thank you.”

I smiled back and gave a subtle nod. I didn’t know what to say. What was I supposed to say? “You’re welcome for letting you fuck me while my husband listened from the other room?”

“You’re so beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I replied.

I was hoping he’d leave it at that.

“Did you enjoy yourself?”

I stared down into my coffee mug. I nodded.

“It’s okay, Liz. You don’t have to be ashamed. I think we’re all very sexual people. Me. You…David.”

I continued staring into my drink.

“You know, I was a little sad you didn’t come back last night.”

“I had to tend to David. He had a hard time with it.”

“I understand. Is he okay?”

“I think so.”

“I’ll try to take it easy on him at work this week. How about you? Are you okay?”

I finally had the nerve to look up from my coffee. “I’m okay.”

“Good. I don’t want there to be any tension between us.”

“I think we’ll be okay.”

I was starting to feel more at ease, like everything would be able to get back to normal. Then Mike continued talking.

“I don’t know what came over me. I’d been listening to you and David for so long. And then seeing you, looking so incredibly beautiful and sensual. I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to have you. I hope you understand.”

I nodded. “It’s okay, Mike. I was there too.”

“So, you wanted it, too?”

I nodded, reluctantly.

“Can I ask you a question, Liz?

I nodded again.

“If it hadn’t been for David, would you have come back to bed with me?”

I paused. I knew the answer. I also knew the danger in answering his question honestly.

“Yes.”

Mike and I looked into each other’s eyes. He silently placed his coffee cup on the counter. Then he gently took mine from my hand and put it next to his. He kissed me tenderly on the lips. When I didn’t resist, he kissed me again. He pulled me close to him. My arms went around his neck. He enveloped me in his embrace. My tongue met his as his hands slid down to my ass. He quickly found his way under my shirt, between my legs, and to my sex. I let out an involuntary moan.

“Shh,” he whispered in my ear. “You husband.”

That didn’t stop him from continuing to play with my pussy. I was wet and aching. I knew at that point I wasn’t going to bother resisting. I surrendered to the reality that I was going to cheat on my husband again, this time with him practically in the same room.

I turned around bent over, supporting myself on the counter. I lifted my shirt and presented my ass.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

Mike quickly took his cock out and rubbed it against my folds, making sure I was ready for his girth.

“Please,” I panted as quietly as I could.

Mike slid himself inside of me. We fucked as quietly as we could, taunting each other in hushed tones.

“Do you like my big cock, Liz? Do you like the way I fuck you?”

“Yes. Fuck me!”

“I bet your husband never made you come like I did.”

I groaned quietly.

Mike stepped back and took my hand. He guided me to the dining room table and pulled out a chair. He sat down.

“Fuck me like you did your husband,” he whispered.

I straddled Mike in full view of the bed where David was sleeping. I let out one long exhale as I lowered myself onto Mike’s cock.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

“Use me,” Mike replied. “Do whatever you want.”

I did just that. I slowly rode his cock up and down until I was ready to take him all of the way inside of me and grind my clitoris in his lap. The incredible sensation of fullness mesmerized me. I managed to keep quiet but otherwise let myself completely forget about my husband ten feet away. Mike held my hips and helped me pleasure myself in his lap.

“I’m gonna come, Mike. I’m gonna come,” I panted into his ear.

“Come for me, baby,” he whispered back.

Again, like the night before, my veins bulged, and my muscles tensed as I came with far greater intensity than I ever had with David. When I finished coming, Mike stood up and I took his place in the chair. He stood in front of me, and I gladly went to work finishing him with my mouth. Every time I looked up, Mike was staring at my husband. He stepped away from the chair so that I had to get on my knees in front of him to finish getting him off. He wanted me to submit. When he was ready to come, he pulled me off of his cock by my hair and jerked himself until he covered my shirt in his load. At first, I thought he was trying to be considerate so that I didn’t need another shower. Then I realized what he was doing. He was marking his territory. He helped me up from my knees and looked at his watch.

“I’ve got to get going. I’m meeting some folks for brunch.”

I looked at him, surprised by his nonchalance, as he zipped up.

“I guess I’ll see you in a couple of weeks,” he smiled and kissed me on the lips. “You be safe going home, okay?”

I nodded, and with that, he headed for the door.

The door closing must have stirred David. He woke up just as I was taking off my cum-soaked shirt. I shoved it quickly into my suitcase and pulled out something else to wear.

“Good morning,” David groaned, stretching his arms, and looking around. He saw the bedroom door open and no sign of Mike. “Where’s the congressman?”

“No idea,” I replied.

End of Part I

Thanks for reading. If you're feeling kind, please leave a rating or review. It's a big help in expanding my audience and greatly appreicated. 
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