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I was deep in concentration about a
problematic line of computer code when my phone beeped. I tried to ignore it, I
usually turned the phone off when working on a difficult project but must have
forgotten this time. By the third ring I knew it was hopeless and I glanced
over at the phone, hoping it was a call I could let go to voicemail. The image
of my wife Janet popped on the screen and I groaned, not because I didn’t like
talking to her, but the call meant that I was late.


“Hello?”


“Just wanted to make sure you were on your way.”


“Shit,” I mumbled. “What time is it?”


“I take it that means you aren’t on your way.”


“I still don’t know why I have to go,” I protested,
but I was already saving my work and getting up.


“We’ve been through this. It just looks better for
me if you are there.” There was a pause. “Look, if you don’t want to go, then
just tell me.”


“No, no, I’ll be there. Maybe a few minutes late,
but I promise, okay?” 


“Okay. See you there. I love you.”


“I love you too,” I said, but Janet had already
clicked off. I needed to get my project done, but Janet didn’t ask for much, and
although I still didn’t understand why she wanted me at her boring work party,
I would go. Actually, it wasn’t even a work party, it was an opening at some
art gallery. A lot of people from her industry would be there, so she wanted to
put in an appearance, and thought it made a better impression if her husband
showed up.


I wasn’t sure if that was to let the married men
know she was taken, or that she was a powerful enough woman that she could tell
her husband what to do. Janet wasn’t a dominant type at all, we had a pretty
balanced relationship, so it might have been about making it clear that she was
independent and strong. Which she was.


I sat there for a minute staring at Janet’s image on
my phone. It was one of my favorite pictures of her. I had taken it at a party
without Janet knowing. She was wearing this wonderful little black dress that
showed off her amazing body, her searing coppery hair and the energy of her
sparking green eyes radiating even in a photograph. We had been at this black
tie event, and when we had entered every eye had turned to stare at her, she
looked that good, elegant and yet not aloof, the kind of woman that not only
men looked at, but women did as well. 


In the photo, Janet was surrounded by a group
listening in rapt attention to some story she was telling, her eyes bright, her
face animated. But if you looked closely, the men in the photo, all well
dressed, handsome, successful business men, were definitely paying more
attention to Janet than to what she was saying. The two men closest to her were
staring at her breasts, the dress showing just the hint of cleavage, almost a
tease. Another man was staring at her face, no doubt entranced by her stunning
eyes. And the two men farthest from her were looking down, probably at her amazing
legs, toned and tanned. Even the women in the photo seemed in awe of her.


You might wonder why I had a photo of my wife being
ogled by other men. Part of the reason is that I thought I had hit the jackpot
when I met her, and now, twelve years later, I still felt the same way. Janet
had been a competitive skier and runner in college, and had the amazing body
that went along with both sports. Being in shape was really important to her,
she still kept it up even now, looking better in her late thirties than most
women did fifteen years younger. Every time I saw her I felt I had to pinch
myself that she was mine, not as some kind of possession; just knowing that
these rich successful men lusted after her gave me a kind of thrill. I was the
one she was coming home to, I was the one who had not only seen her put that
dress on, but I’d see her take it off.


I’d been with my share of pretty women before I had
been married, but there was a definite difference between beauty and sexuality.
There are a lot of beautiful women. Not all of them are sexy. Janet was both.


So that’s why I kept this photo. It reminded me, not
that I needed any reminder, of how lucky I was to have her, that with all their
money and riches and yes, even better looks, those men couldn’t have what I
had. 


Just looking at that photo often got me aroused, all
the testosterone she was eliciting from those men somehow contagious. Janet
wasn’t a vixen, she wasn’t a tease at all, she had this natural sensuality that
drove men crazy. The fact that I knew it affected not only me but other men
just made it all the more arousing.


Sometimes when I looked at that photo, or one of the
others I had like it, I would get so turned on I’d have to touch myself, and I
could feel myself stirring now, wondering if the event we were going to would
lead to men ogling her. It was a little secret I had, something I’d never
admitted to Janet. I didn’t think she would understand, she’d probably think I
was accusing her of being slutty, which she wasn’t, or using her looks, or
leading men on, neither of which she did.


No time.


Reluctantly I cleared the screen. I rushed upstairs
and changed out of my usual office attire of shorts and a tee shirt—one great
benefit of working at home—into dark slacks and a button down shirt. As I was
heading out the door I remembered that Janet would be coming right from work,
dressed in nice office attire, so I went back for a blazer.


I was late but didn’t drive especially fast, I
wanted to get there a little after Janet did. And to tell the truth I wasn’t
especially fond of Janet’s co-workers and the people in the investment banking
industry. They were mostly men, almost all arrogant and pushy, the bad side of
salespeople. Janet had done incredibly well to get as far as she did as a
woman, and I was proud of her.


Still, sometimes I wished she had chosen another
industry. Her job demanded long hours, lots of travel and time away from home.
To make connections she also had to attend company briefings, industry
symposiums, and an endless array of social events. It was especially difficult
for a woman who was by herself. Single women in the industry were often viewed
as either too feminine (which meant they were not taken seriously and were
preyed upon by men) or too masculine (in which case they were viewed as
bitches). Married women didn’t have it much easier; often they were considered
not to be in it for the long haul, that they’d drop out and have kids.


Janet had noticed that the women that did seem to
make it were the ones who could walk the thin line between being professional
and gregarious, and who had husbands who showed up to make it clear to everyone
that they supported the choices their wives made. Maybe not fair, but that’s
the way it was.


And I did want to be supportive. Janet had done the
same for me when I had come home one day ten years ago and announced I had quit
my steady gig as a programmer at a well established internet company, and that
I wanted to become a contractor, working from home. It was risky, and hard
work, but Janet never complained. Fortunately for me I not only made a go of
it, but along the way developed a few phone apps that took off, and now had a successful
small business. Janet had gone back for an MBA, entered the banking world, and
now made even more than I did. Between the two of us, we weren’t ready to
retire at fifty, but we were doing okay. Well enough that I had just bought myself
a brand new car. Janet needed one as well, but she hated car shopping, so today
I had suggested she take my new Audi; she shouldn’t be driving to formal work
events in her old Toyota. Maybe I’d surprise her with a car for our
anniversary.


There wasn’t much traffic, I was heading toward the
city at the end of the day, instead of with the flow, and I got to the gallery only
fifteen minutes late. Janet was always prompt, but she’d have plenty of people
to be talking to, and she probably wouldn’t even notice what time I got there,
which was fine by me, it would give me a chance to watch her just a little
before she saw me. It wasn’t like she’d spend the evening talking to me anyway,
this was a work event and we both knew it, and I didn’t mind. Plus, she knew I
didn’t enjoy these events, and occasionally after I did something like this for
her she’d return the favor—in the bedroom. I felt a little guilty with the
thought, since it had been another part of the reason I had agreed to show up. 


The major downside of our busy careers was that
Janet and I had less time for just the two of us being together. We’d tried
hard to make it work, even scheduling evenings together, dinners, nights out,
but invariably they’d get delayed, then cancelled, due to her work events.
She’d come home either wired up or dead on her feet, either wanting to talk
about work or collapsing in bed. The last thing she wanted was sex, and so our
sex life, which I thought had been pretty good, started to suffer.


What made it worse was that Janet was never just the
jump in the sack type; she usually needed a good amount of cuddling and warmth
to get aroused. “It’s just the way I am now,” she had explained. I never
understood what she meant by the now part, wondering if she was
referring to having been different before me, or different before she got so
busy.


I didn’t feel comfortable asking. In a lot of ways I
thought I had married over my head, not in terms of money, but Janet was a
stunningly beautiful woman, and while I wasn’t ugly, I was pretty average. Some
of my luck might have had to do with being in the right place at the right
time. Janet had been married right after high school, and her marriage had
lasted only a few years. She told me she had vowed not to repeat that mistake,
and had avoided serious relationships for a long time. I guess when she met me
she had had her fill of whatever men she had been with. I had a steady job, I
was clean, good looking enough, and healthy. 


I pulled into the parking lot and was surprised at
how full it already was. I spotted a space in the last row, and just as I was
about to pull in, a bright blue Mercedes roadster sports car cut me off and
slid into the space. I slammed on the brakes and was about to give the driver
the finger as he got out of the car, but stopped when I recognized the
distinguished gray hair.


The only thing I hated more than someone stealing a
parking space was Janet’s boss, Martin.


I drove off, not wanting to make a scene, knowing
Janet needed this guy’s approval to do well. He was such an arrogant asshole
that even if I had given him the finger, he probably wouldn’t have noticed, someone
in a Toyota was too far beneath him to care about, although I suspected that
even if I were in a Lexus he would have acted the same way.


Some of my interest in going to the event had waned.
I left the parking lot and drove around the block a few times, not caring for
once about catching the traffic lights, finally parking in a public lot a few
blocks away. 


I consoled myself with the thought that it would be
me, and not Martin, who would go home with Janet tonight. With that in mind, I
finally got out of the car.


Janet hit the button on the steering wheel
to end the hands free call. She hated being a nag. It was so unlike her, but if
she hadn’t called Mason he probably would have forgotten all about the gallery
event. He was a good man, she loved him, maybe not in that heart pounding
lustful way of romance novels, but in a more meaningful way. Her earlier
marriage, when she had been much younger, had been such a disaster, and most of
her other relationships had been built more on physical connections rather than
anything deeper. Mason had been just what she needed, and she was grateful for
him.


Mason’s new car purred in the traffic. Janet wasn’t
that into cars. Even when she realized she needed something better than what
she had been driving, she had been so busy that she didn’t have the time to go
car shopping. It was a good thing; she so hated car dealers she probably would
have just bought the first car available just to get out of the showroom. Mason
had figured that out, had done all the legwork, and one day this nice Audi appeared
in the driveway. Supposedly it was his, but any time she had an important work
event he insisted she take his car. She knew the real reason he had bought it
for himself; he wanted her to get comfortable with it, and then he’d buy her
one too. And if she didn’t like it, he’d pick out something else. No man had
ever been so thoughtful for her.


Yet as happy as she was, and as good as her career
was going, Janet couldn’t help but sometimes feel that there was something
missing in her life, in their marriage. They both worked hard, they had come a
long way from eating Ramen noodles every night, they had a nice house and a new
car and both of them were healthy. Janet had to give up some of her outside
activities for work, but she still had time for the gym and yoga, and though
she had noticed a few tiny wrinkles around her eyes, she thought she looked
damned good for being in her late thirties.


Yet looking ahead, her life promised to be a little
like the long line of traffic ahead—just more of the same. She was on a long,
steady road in her career, putting in the necessary hours, not only at the
office but on the road, her life filled with late night phone calls, last
minute out of town meetings. Mason had his own thing going, a successful app
development business, and because he preferred to work alone he had too much
work all the time. Often they would go days barely seeing each other, Mason a
night owl, Janet loving the mornings. He’d be asleep when she left for work,
and when she got home she often didn’t want to disturb him in his home office,
even though it might be past ten at night.


They were like the proverbial two ships passing in
the night, even though they worked in the same house.


Maybe having kids would change it all, but she
couldn’t even think about kids now. In her career, it would be hard. That
sucked, it wasn’t fair, but it’s the way it was. Take time off, and your
accounts went elsewhere, a big merger couldn’t wait for you to come back from
maternity leave. And she wasn’t sure she was quite ready anyhow. Although now
and then, when she and Mason were having sex, she fantasized about becoming
pregnant, imagining Mason’s seed in her, shooting into her, making it to her
womb. It must be the clock ticking, knowing she didn’t have many years left.
One night, lying in the dark, she had actually whispered, “Make me pregnant!”
as Mason had come inside her, the idea so overwhelmingly erotic, beyond the
excitement she always got when a man came inside her, a thrill she had felt
from the very first time she had intercourse.


But when Mason had looked at her that night, asking
her what she had said, she hadn’t told him. She mumbled something about him
making her feel good, and he had, her orgasm had been incredible, one of the
few times she had come with Mason just from intercourse. Or any way, actually.
He was a good husband, a pretty strong man physically, but oddly tentative in
bed, and she had faked orgasms so often she no longer felt guilty about it. She’d
never told Mason what she really enjoyed in bed, the kind of sex she had before;
not only was that another life, but she didn’t want to suggest to her husband
that he needed direction, that he wasn’t good at it. He was fine, actually, but
just not always in the way she wanted.


Mason was loving and kind and attractive enough in
his own way, and though she loved him she had never lusted after him as she had
with her first husband or some of the men she had dated before meeting Mason. 


But those relationships had been terrible, the men
only into the sex. Maybe she had been the same way. So when Mason came along,
he seemed like a breath of fresh air, honest, hard working. Who cared if he
didn’t have the perfect hard body or a six pack? Or that he wasn’t especially
good at oral sex, or at mixing it up a little? He’d learn.


Or so she had thought. He hadn’t, he was just who he
was.


And over time, it mattered less and less. Their work
and busy schedules left less time for the bedroom, and—she did feel
guilty about this—she didn’t miss it that much. She loved Mason, loved sleeping
next to him, loved having him for a husband, but whenever she felt the urge she
could be just as happy touching herself in the shower, or in bed at night to
help wind down after a long day, while Mason was pounding away at his computer
downstairs.


Like the traffic, their sex life had stalled.


Janet longed to just be able to do something totally
different, to shake things up, to unclog the jam, just as it would be great to
fly over all these cars in her way. She didn’t know what would do it, she’d
hinted around at a few things to Mason, nothing wild, she wasn’t really kinky
or anything, but just something different. He had asked her what she meant, and
she really couldn’t think of anything, she didn’t have a specific thought in
mind. She had hoped that he would surprise her like he had with the car, fuck
her in the kitchen, ask for a blowjob in the car, anything new might
have given them the spark that could set them on a new path.


But like the unending traffic, nothing had changed.


Miraculously, the traffic suddenly cleared,
Janet hoping it was an omen for the evening, maybe she’d snag a new account.
Investment banking was all about relationships, the more industry people she
met, the more chance she had of getting a deal sent her way. It was like real
estate, if you happened to meet someone just as they were about to sell a
house, you could get the listing.  But in banking the money was bigger, the
competition much more intense. 


Janet slipped into her blazer as she got out of the
car. She really didn’t like the construction of jackets but it was a necessary
uniform. There was no formal dress code, but she wasn’t stupid, she looked good
in a skirt and heels, and while she’d never use her sexuality as a way of
getting ahead, there was also no reason to hide  that she was a woman. The fact
that she was attractive made her more memorable, and was certainly an asset,
just as it would be to a newscaster or an actress. But at the end of the day,
no one would hire you to work on their deal if you didn’t have the brains,
there was too much money at stake. 


Inside, she glanced around quickly and was relieved
to see that none of the Managing Directors had arrived, and neither had Martin,
the head of the firm. Not that any of them would get there early. They’d be
putting in an appearance for show, letting the junior people like Janet be on
hand; the senior people got a cut of the deals even if they no longer brought
them in directly. But it wouldn’t have looked good if Janet had arrived after
they had.


She nodded to a few people she recognized but didn’t
know, some from her company, some outsiders. Her company sponsored this
opening, the money going to charity; events like these replacing the long
outdated three martini lunches and golf. Janet went to the bar and ordered a
tonic water, it looked enough like a mixed drink so the clients wouldn’t think
they were drinking alone, but she’d be able to keep her head straight. She’d
have a real drink at the end of the event, and if things went especially well
would have a glass or two of wine at home, maybe even convince Mason to join
her.


She was glad to see that Mason wasn’t there yet. He
wouldn’t be happy hanging out waiting for her, especially since he had
obviously left some intense project to do this for her.


“Janet!”


She turned and smiled, her best friend Linda from
the office. They didn’t spend a lot of time together outside of work, now and
then a dinner when on the road, and Janet always enjoyed their time together.
Though they were after the same thing, it never felt like a competition with Linda.


“See anything good?” asked Janet.


“Art? Or clients? Or men?”


Janet laughed. “I don’t appreciate modern art, I’m
married, so that leaves only one option for me.”


Linda frowned playfully. “You can always look. And
not at the art. No need to look at ugly art when you can look at hot men.”


“You’re so full of shit,” said Janet, giving her
friend a hard time. “If you had the choice between taking the best looking man
home tonight or snagging the Meltari deal, I know which one you’d take.”


“Ahh,” said Linda. “But what if the guy who was
running the Meltari deal was really handsome?”


“Be like winning the lottery,” said Janet. At one
out of town dinner, after a few drinks, Linda had shared her approach to men
with Janet. “Work hard, party hard,” was Linda’s motto. She looked at men like
she looked at her challenges at work, something to conquer; set your sights,
achieve your goal, get what you wanted, and move on. And if what Linda wanted
was a quick relationship or even a one night stand, that’s what she took. Not
at all the way Janet approached life these days, but Linda seemed happy,
balanced, at ease, so who could say that Linda’s approach was all wrong?


“No, the lottery would be that he’d not only be
handsome, but,” Linda looked around to make sure no one was listening, “also have
a really big dick and knew how to use it. You know, the kind that just fills
you up?”


Janet laughed again, a little nervously, but not
because of the talk about sex. They lived in a hard world of men; sexual banter
was the norm, modern political correctness and respect for women only slowly
making its way into banking. Instead, Janet was thinking about how long it had
been since she had such lusty thoughts about a man, how long it had been since
she had felt so into sex. 


And how long it had been since she had been truly
filled up. 


Janet took a sip of her tonic to hide her
embarrassment, but Linda caught her look.


“What’s the matter girl? Not getting enough nookie?”


Janet almost spit out her drink, Linda immediately
managing to clear her funk. “Shit, Linda, no one says nookie anymore. You sound
like a grandmother.”


Linda pretended she didn’t understand. “I meant a
big enough nookie, as opposed to frequent nookie.” She made a show of looking
around the room. “Take a look at him. I bet he has a big enough nookie for both
of us.”


Janet glanced over at where Linda was looking. A
muscular black man was looking at one of the huge art pieces, yet his shoulders
were so wide he practically covered it from view. His head was shaven, and he
was wearing a tight silk shirt that showed off his physique. Almost all of the
other men were in suits, yet the black man didn’t look at all out of place, instead
giving off an aura of being comfortable wherever he was.


Linda was right, he was hot. 


“You aren’t going to tell me you believe what they
say about all black men, are you?” asked Janet.


Linda gave her a look. “Tell me, have you ever been
with a black man?”


Janet looked around. There weren’t a lot of guests
yet. She and Linda were alone together, no one could hear. Plus this was a
little fun, a break from work talk. “Yes. Before Mason, of course.”


“Of course,” said Linda. “And was he—or they—shall
we say, well endowed?”


“Maybe I just got lucky,” said Janet.


“Aha! And I have my own set of data points. I think
we can draw the appropriate conclusion, can’t we?”


“There’s more to a man than being well endowed,”
said Janet. She was having a hard time taking her eyes off the black man.


“That’s the other part, the getting enough part.
Hello, Janet, you still with me?”


Janet pulled her eyes back to Linda. “Don’t worry,
I’m not going to steal him from you. Go over there!”


“I will. But. . .anything you want to tell
me? I saw that look. You missing something at home?”


Janet turned away. She liked Linda, but that wasn’t
a conversation to have with her, and even if it was, this wasn’t the time and
place. Besides, what would she say? That her life was great, except for the
sex? To a woman who might live by the motto that great sex is what made a great
life?


A crowd had just come into the gallery, giving her
an excuse not to answer, there were too many people. Janet changed the subject.
“You better go chat him up before it gets too crowded or Martin gets here.”


Linda peered through the crowd toward the black man.
“Shit, he’s with another guy.”


“Maybe he’s gay.”


“Not a chance,” said Linda. “And if he were thinking
of it, I’ll change his mind. Come on, be my wingman.” She grabbed Janet’s arm.


“Linda, no!” but Janet was laughing, letting herself
be led through the crowd. It was harmless. And seeing the black man up close
would be interesting.


They bumped their way through the thickening throng.
Janet was looking over her shoulder, nodding a polite hello to an industry
executive, she’d have to circle back to him. When she turned around she stopped
so suddenly she splattered some of her drink.


Not at the black man, but at his companion. And she
immediately knew that there was no way the black man could be gay. 


I had to wait in a line to get into the gallery,
everyone arriving at the same time, squeezing through the narrow doorway. Through
the display window I could see how packed the place was. I was glad I had worn
the blazer, most of the men were in suits and ties, probably coming directly from
their offices. The din of conversation drifted outside, obviously most of these
people knew each other or were just good at parties and mingling.


This wasn’t my crowd, the corporate types; most of
my customers were in their twenties, tech hotshots, doing their thing. One of
the reasons I had chosen to work from home was that to a lot of those guys, I
was old, even though I was only in my early forties. Many of my clients
had never even seen me, we did everything in the cloud, and as long as the apps
worked, they were happy. But I knew that if they saw me in a meeting they’d
wonder if I was too old to understand the gaming crowd.


I finally made it through the door and squeezed past
the people who invariably cluttered up the entrance. I didn’t see Janet
anywhere, she was probably already working hard on a lead. As long as she saw
me at some point and could introduce me to a couple of bigshots, she’d be
happy. I’d been to enough of these to know that the big bosses would arrive
later anyway.


I headed for the bar, along the way being ignored by
everyone once they realized they didn’t know who I was, which was fine with me.
Armed with a gin and tonic, I forced myself to look at the art. It looked like
someone had spilled buckets of random paint colors on huge canvasses, which
probably meant it cost a fortune. I thanked the stars not only for having
Janet, but that she didn’t like this kind of shit on our walls.


The place was much bigger than it looked from the
outside. It appeared to be a converted factory or some such, really high
ceilings, the room going back so far I could barely see the back wall under an
overhanging loft. Janet’s company was known for big shindigs, and they’d gone
all out here, they must have invited half the city. 


Sometimes at events like this I played a little game:
I’d look for a small crowd surrounding one person, trying to guess which one
would have Janet in it. Like the picture on my phone, it would normally be the
one with mostly men. From where I stood it was hard to do this, the room was
simply too crowded. I needed a better vantage point.


I made my way toward the stairs to the loft, my eye
out for Janet. There were more women than I expected, nicely dressed, most
younger to middle aged. A good looking crowd, both the men and the women, relaxed
in their money and good looks.


Even the loft was packed, but I managed to find a
spot along the rail, overlooking the vast room below. I was above the level of
the hanging lights, and from this vantage point I knew I’d be a little hard to
spot from below; I was the equivalent of three floors up. I sipped my drink,
playing my game.


There were quite a few small clusters of people
around the room below me, the conversations now resonating into a dissonant
cacophony, totally drowning out a small group of string musicians I hadn’t even
noticed on the way in. I scanned each cluster, but after my first pass hadn’t
spotted Janet. Maybe she wasn’t here yet, although that wasn’t like her.


I peered at the crowd again, the angle odd, almost
looking down at the people below me. Still, I’d have no problem spotting Janet,
not only did she have distinctive auburn hair, but I knew her body language.
Unfortunately, there were quite a few reddish haired women there, not all of
them natural.


After two passes through the groups I gave up, a
little disappointed. I’d hoped to experience another one of those thrilling
moments when I’d see a bunch of horny met lusting after my wife. Thinking she
might be in conversation with a few clients, I started looking for smaller groups
of three or four. Still nothing.


Finally I turned my attention to the side walls,
where the art was. In the farthest corner, a large sculpture stood on a
pedestal about ten feet from the wall, leaving enough space so someone could
circle around back to see it from all sides. There was no art hung on the wall
behind it. A very broad shouldered black man stood there, his back to the wall.
He didn’t have a jacket on, and I wondered if he was part of a security detail;
his shaven head and obvious physique, even from this distance, hinted at
strength. He was talking to a well dressed woman who looked vaguely familiar,
then I recognized her as Linda, one of Janet’s co-workers.


Linda put her hand on the guy’s arm, guiding him
away, deeper behind the sculpture. I smiled; Janet had told me a little about Linda,
and it seemed like she was putting the moves on the black man. He was so large
that until he moved I hadn’t immediately noticed there was someone else in the
small private space. Another man was back there, a white guy, just as well
built as the black man, also not in a jacket. More security?


He moved to the side, revealing a woman, backed
against the wall, in animated conversation, the guy smiling, leaning forward,
clearly in her space, the woman  twisting her hair. Barely out of sight of the
crowded room, yet both of them seemingly oblivious to their surroundings,
intent only on each other. A very personal conversation in a sea of chitchat.


The woman briefly touched the man’s arm, and now
they switched positions, like a little dance, the man now against the wall,
pinned there by the woman’s intensity.


A woman that looked just like Linda had, working to
capture the man in front of her.


Except that this woman was my wife.


Janet slipped her heels off as soon as she
got in the door. She had a little buzz going, she never should have had three
drinks without eating anything. But the night had gotten a little out of
control, and she had gulped the alcohol down to calm her nerves.


And not just her nerves needed calming.


She slipped into the hall bath to pee, she hadn’t
even had time to do that. Actually, she hadn’t wanted to break away from the
party to go to the bathroom, she hadn’t wanted to do anything except. . .


In the mirror she took a long look at herself. She
looked better than she expected after such a long day, her eyes bright,
animated, her face a little flushed. Not just from the booze, either.


She padded through the kitchen, surprised that only
the night light was on in the back hall. Mason’s office door was open, the computer
screen casting eerie shadows, but he wasn’t there. Janet hadn’t seen him at the
party, assuming he got too tied up, or just didn’t want to come, she knew it
wasn’t his thing anyway. And maybe it was for the best, given what had
happened.


The upstairs hall was also dark, just the
nightlights. In the bedroom she could see Mason’s motionless form in the bed,
he was sleeping. That was odd, he usually worked really late, she hoped he
wasn’t sick. That would also explain why he hadn’t shown up. He should have
called, she would have come home.


Or maybe not.


She undressed quietly in the walk in closet. As she
was about to toss her blouse in the hamper her senses responded to a hint of—phonemes?
She buried her nose in the silk, the sensation making her dizzy. Brad. He
had brushed against her, leaving his scent on her, some combination of his
sweat and his cologne, bringing back so many memories, and not only of tonight.
She wondered if she would have recognized that scent if she had not seen him
this evening, if she had not touched him.


Probably.


Janet gently put the blouse in the hamper. Then,
remembering where she was, she felt compelled to push it down in the pile of
clothing, burying it like the past, not to see the light of day until cleansed
away.


She hadn’t even done anything, not really, what did
she have to be guilty about?


Still, she considered taking a shower. Standing
there in the dark closet, in just her underwear. Feeling. . .sexy,
even though she was only wearing her comfortable work bra and panties.
Wondering if she would have felt ashamed of her choice of undergarments if the
night had ended differently. 


She shuddered. She couldn’t let her mind go there,
it was stupid, what was she thinking, that she’d put on lacy underwear if she
thought she might run into an old flame? What for? She was a happily married
woman.


And it wouldn’t be fair to Mason, even having these
thoughts.


Mason. Why hadn’t he been at the party? If he had,
none of this would have happened, she wouldn’t have even ended up talking to
Brad, or if she had, the conversation would certainly never have been so
personal.


Torn between an annoyance with Mason that she knew
was unreasonable, an anger at herself for having unbidden thoughts, and a
tingle of excitement from seeing Brad, all Janet could do was stand there in
the dark closet, swaying slightly, suddenly uncertain about more than just
whether to take a shower.


The shower would be warm and would calm her down. Or
maybe not; often at night she’d come upstairs to the empty bedroom, wishing
Mason would be there, to reconnect, to cuddle, to talk about nothing and
everything, and then to make love. Instead he’d be downstairs working, focused,
wired in his own way, his mind on anything but a gentle runway to sex. Those
nights she’d often get in the shower, using the hot water to take the place of
verbal foreplay, warming her, enveloping her. When she was ready she’d direct
the handheld sprayer over her breasts, between her legs, her surrogate lover,
the water in no hurry, at least until she was. Her climaxes would bring relief
from her bodily frustrations but not her psychological ones.


Not tonight. She feared what she’d be fantasizing
about if she succumbed to those needs right now.


 Back in the bedroom Janet stripped off her bra and put
on a thin pair of pajamas. She slipped quietly into the bed, far on her side,
curled away from Mason, who hadn’t moved. 


The quiet did nothing to settle her down, the noise
of the party in her head, her heart still thumping from her unexpected run in with
Brad. He had looked so good, not only his body but his voice and his eyes
bringing back so many memories. Janet knew that this was a trick of memory, she
was in the mood to be thinking about only the good parts of her relationship
with Brad, how he excited her, the sex. The rest of the relationship had been —not
a disaster, but empty, all hot sex, no real love. She’d had quite a number of
those, on and off, hot and heavy, wild at times, doing things she’d never do
with a man she was really serious with, the kind of man she wanted in her life
for the long haul. She hadn’t known enough when she had been married the first
time, the sex so good she confused it for love. 


After her divorce she had slowly learned the
difference, she could spot it right away. It didn’t keep her from wild
escapades, but she recognized them for what they were. Most of those men were
totally inconsiderate and selfish outside of the bedroom.


Often selfish inside the bedroom as well, but in a
way that Janet enjoyed.


Still, men like Brad, and Brad in particular, had
always done something to her, they had made her feel so much like a woman,
so feminine, so aware of the primal needs of sex, a means of directly and
immediately not only meeting those needs, but finding new ones, discovering
secrets that, once revealed, became stepping stones to more discovery.


Brad had shown her a few of those secrets, positions
and acts she’d never experienced, and since marriage, had packed away, like one
did with photos and letters of old boyfriends. Now the memories and the
sensations came rushing back, like she had opened a box of those photos and saw
herself with a man, seeing in herself a radiance she no longer saw in the
mirror.


Her skin tingled, just as it had when Brad had
brushed her arm earlier, not in an overtly sexual way, and yet his fingers had
raised the hairs on her arm, had brought a flush to her face, because in the
past every touch from Brad had been sexual, it was why they had been
together. Back then, if he had touched her in a crowded room it had been
nothing except a sexual link. Or a message, let’s get out of here and go fuck.


Janet shifted in the bed, the movement brushing the
sheet against her breast, a poor substitute for the graze of a man’s hand, and
yet it was enough, right then, to excite her. She shivered, cold and yet hot, a
warmth rising in her loins. She’d never be able to sleep now, she needed to see
this through.


She slipped her hand surreptitiously down the bed,
under her panties, pressing gently, stopping to listen for Mason’s breathing.
She knew what she should do, she should just turn to him, wake him up,
make him a part of this. He was her husband, he was the man she should be doing
this with, who she wanted to do this with. 


Too long, it would take too long, the need was on
her.


She pushed her middle finger between the lips of her
pussy, not at all surprised to find herself wet. She’d be quick, like taking
medicine, get it over with, get these thoughts out of her head. She
concentrated on Mason, his gentle touch, his careful exploration of her with
his hands, trying so hard to please her, often too careful, afraid of breaking
her. 


Right now Janet was too worked up for that, just as
she had so many times in the past she needed more, more confidence, more
assuredness, more skill. Rougher. Even selfish.


With her fingers she squeezed her engorged clit,
expecting pain, but it was never the same when she did it herself. Not like
when Brad had done it, when he had squeezed her like that, and now she did bite
her lip, just pretending it was Brad’s fingers there made it all different, the
good hurt, the breathless anticipation of what might come next. 


Was it a sin to be masturbating next to your
sleeping husband while thinking of another man?


She should turn to face Mason, to gently cuddle with
him, to bring her back to reality, to grab onto the anchor.


Again, two competing needs, one psychological, one
physical. To stay rooted in the marriage, the relationship that had been good
for her, that was still good for her, that had rescued her from a life of
alternating passion and loneliness, from intensities so strong they scared her.
Yet those other needs, the sexual ones, so wonderful, so fulfilling in a
totally different way. 


She was in her bed with her husband, he was right
there, under the same sheet. And yet, in some ways, a world away.


Everything that was safe and good, weighed against
what she needed. Or what she needed against what she wanted. Her mind against
her body.


Tonight, it was no contest, her body steamrolling
over her mind just as Brad would have crushed her objections with his virulent
power, his confidence.


Her fingers moved on their own, filled with independent
confidence. Within seconds she was making too much noise, now regretting not
being in the shower, alone with her thoughts.


Instead of rubbing she squeezed harder, needing this
so much, the blood rushing into her clit, and she gasped, whether from the
memory or the luscious pain she couldn’t tell. 


“You didn’t ask me where I was.”


The voice, flat, cold, freezing her hand in place
like instant ice.


How long had Mason been awake? If she moved a muscle
she feared he would know she had been masturbating. Or maybe he already knew.


Janet didn’t bother to make some excuse, to say she
thought he was sleeping; she’d been so caught up in her thoughts she had no
idea what Mason had seen her do or had felt in the bed.


“I figured you were too busy.” Her own voice sounded
odd, it was impossible to feign indifference with your hand between your legs.


“I said I would be there. I promised. When have I
ever not done something I had promised to do?”


And now the guilt washed over her, his words giving Janet’s
mind the ammunition to push back against her lust. Mason always did what he
promised. And that’s why she was with him, not Brad, or the men like Brad,
whose promises only held worth in the bedroom.


“You’re right,” she said. “I shouldn’t have doubted
you.”


That normally would have been enough, she just
needed to lean over and kiss him, say she was sorry, he’d be happy. She turned,
using the shift to hide the movement of her hand out of her panties, the
wetness on her fingers another stab of guilt. But instead of facing her, Mason
turned away.


“I was there,” he said.


“What?” Now Janet was confused, the perplexity for a
moment overshadowing any other thoughts.


“At the gallery. I was there.” 


Mason’s voice was no longer flat, it held another
tone, something Janet rarely heard, a barely under control anger.


“I don’t understand. I didn’t see you. Couldn’t you
find me?”


“It took a while, you were hiding. And you seemed
kind of busy. With that guy.”


“Hiding? I wasn’t hiding—.” And now the reality of
it crashed down on her, overwhelming the confusion. “Were you spying on
me?” The accusation foolish, dripping with her guilt, an automatic defense
mechanism, the words out before she could think.


“Why? You have something to hide?” Mason still
hadn’t turned, but his tone was clear.


“Of course not. Don’t be ridiculous.” Then, fighting
for control, Janet added in a softer tone, “Mason? What’s the matter?”


“Who was that guy?”


Janet bit off her first response, What guy?
It would be more defense, more foolishness. She wasn’t going to lie, she had
married this man just so she didn’t have to lie, didn’t have to deal with being
lied to. “His name is Brad. He’s an old friend I just happened to run into. I
hadn’t seen him in years.” Way too much information, she sounded guilty of something.


She wanted Mason to turn to her, and yet she dreaded
him turning.


When he did Janet was shocked by the flare in his eyes,
the set of his mouth, his anger overcoming even the dim room. “You were fucking
all over him.”


Mason’s words slammed into her, he was so rarely
angry, she couldn’t remember the last time he had sworn. Her defenses rose up
to protect her. “I wasn’t doing anything. We were just talking.”


“Talking about what? You practically had him pinned
to the wall.”


“I told you I hadn’t seen him in years. We were just
catching up.”


“On what? Old times together?”


“If you were so concerned why were you hiding
somewhere spying? Why didn’t you just come over?” Immediately realizing how her
words so highlighted the difference between Mason and Brad, between Mason and
men like Brad. If any of those men had seen her with another guy, they would
have certainly approached, they would have made it clear Janet was with
someone, they would have claimed her, their very presence scaring off the
potential suitor. She’d seen it happen.


Mason was not weak, that wasn’t it. He was just
so—accepting of her independence. He would have the power to reclaim her, to
show she was his, but he’d never use it, because he would never think he should
have to.


That was another reason she had married him.


And yet—


“You seemed awfully busy. I didn’t want to disturb
you.” 


“You wouldn’t have been disturbing me. You’re my
husband. If I didn’t want you there tonight, I wouldn’t have asked.” Janet again
sounding guilty without meaning to, implying she might at other times not want Mason
around. Deep down inside something was forcing these words out with hidden
meanings, totally obvious codes of some kind of guilt.


“Why didn’t you call me, or text? Didn’t you at
least wonder where I was?”


Janet had only the wrong answers for that. “Mason—.”


“You had something with him, didn’t you?” Mason’s
words cut like a knife.


Janet didn’t bother to deny it. “It was a long time
ago.” She searched his eyes in the dim light, her words had done nothing to
smother his emotion. “Mason, you don’t think I’m cheating, do you? I swear I
haven’t seen him since before we were married.”


“And that’s why you were throwing yourself at him?”


Janet had no time to think, though she had felt
guilty at her thoughts, she’d done nothing wrong. “I wasn’t doing anything of
the sort. If I had wanted to be with Brad I had that chance a long time ago. I’m
with you. Now. Right here.”


“Prove it,” Mason hissed.


“What?”


“Come on, prove it. Show me you want to be with me
right now instead of him.”


“Of course I do, honey, come on.” What did Mason
want? Janet had never seen him like this. She pulled herself next to him,
sensing him tense up, confused signals, he wanted her, he didn’t want her. She
owed him this, it was so little to ask, anyway. Janet reached for him, her hand
on his hip, he just needed a little attention, he couldn’t possibly want sex,
he was fuming. She’d show him she was willing, that should be enough. She
buried her neck in his chest, her hand going to his crotch.


She was stunned to find him hard, his erection full,
quivering with his anger and more. Amazed, she fingered him through his underwear,
more to prove to herself that it was possible, he seemed so angry, what was
this all about? She’d had her own share of anger turned to sex, but never with
Mason, that had been with other men, men like Brad. . .


Janet freed his cock, stroking it, still not sure
where this was going, and why it was even going anywhere.


“See?” she said, tentative. “I’m touching you. I
want to be with you.”


“So I was right, wasn’t I? You had something with
that guy. With Brad.”


“I told you I did, didn’t I? I know you had girlfriends
before me. I don’t think anything of it.”


“So Brad was some kind of boyfriend?”


Boyfriend was the last word Janet would ever
have used to describe Brad, or any man like him. Lover, taker, wolf. Any of
those would be far more accurate. “If it bothers you so much, why are you
hard?” She stopped stroking his cock.


“Why are you stopping? Did you stop with him? You
were willing to jerk him off but not me?”


“Mason, come on, you’re not making sense.”


“I think I’m making perfect sense. You must have touched
his cock.”


Janet was shaken, they’d never talked much about
past relationships, certainly not any details. Sure, Mason knew all about her
failed marriage, she knew about some of his girlfriends in a general sense. She
suddenly realized that she hadn’t told Mason much about any other men, she’d
tried to block them out so much from her own mind perhaps he hadn’t thought
she’d been involved with many others.


“Do you really want to talk about this?” she asked.


“I do. He looked like a big handsome guy. I’ve seen
men like that look at you. I know they want you.”


“What? When?”


“Men look at you all the time. The same way he was
looking at you.”


Janet was at a loss, her mind jerking from guilt to
anger to confusion, and now back to guilt. Brad had been looking at her
that way, and her husband, seeing it, was angry, his reaction not surprising,
but yet he was aroused. His hard shaft was proof enough. Unsure of exactly what
to do, she resumed her stroking.


“That’s better,” said Mason. “What else did you and
Brad do? Did you suck his cock?”


“What do you want me to say?” 


“Tell me the truth! Did you suck his cock?”


“I already told you we were involved. We had sex. Is
that what you want to hear?” Her voice rising, a little surprise, some anger.


“I want to hear you say it.”


“Say what?” What did Mason think, that she was a
virgin? Yet there was no disbelief in his voice, no challenge, he didn’t suspect
her of cheating, that wasn’t it at all. She’d never sensed this level of
emotion from him, it was—strangely refreshing. A passion she’d never felt from
Mason. The fullness of his cock in her fingers suggested it was not anger, but a
sexual passion. But if she was wrong about that, the next words she uttered
could spell disaster. She had to be careful. “I don’t know what to say.”


“Just tell me the truth. I always want the truth,
you know that.”


“This kind of truth?”


“What other kind is there?”


The kind that could hurt, Janet thought. Did
being truthful with your husband mean that you told him everything? “I don’t
want to say anything to hurt you.”


“I’m hurting already, but not because of what you
might say.” Mason’s voice changed, still filled with emotion, yet less anger.
“I just want to hear what you did. Can’t you tell how much I want it?”


And she could, Mason’s cock stiff with desire. Even
with her wealth of sexual experiences, she’d never done anything like this with
any other man, ever. Never talked about one man while being with another. And
yet, Mason’s excitement was contagious.


And she had been thinking about Brad. That
was the truth. But the truth was hard to verbalize. “I can’t say it.” 


“Then show me.”


Unsure about everything except his heat, and her
growing desire, Janet pulled off the sheets and twisted her body so she could
take him in her mouth. Usually she’d be gentle with Mason, his way of doing
things, loving. Tonight his passion grabbed at her, her mouth tighter than
usual, her hands faster, her tongue more persistent.


Mason sighed, To Janet, it wasn’t a sigh of despair,
or anger, or relief, but almost in amazement, like a curtain had revealed an
impossibly beautiful painting. “Is that how you sucked on Brad?”


It was, and it wasn’t. She and Brad would never have
spent even ten minutes in bed without being all over each other, lying in bed
was something to do after sex, not before it. She’d never be in this
particular position either.


Janet swung her legs down the bed until she was on
her knees, her ass in the air, the position that hinted of both total surrender
and yet complete control, a man’s most delicate appendage against her teeth.
“Like this,” she whispered around Mason’s cock.


Why was this turning her on so much? Mason’s desire
had combined with her sinful thoughts of Brad, her guilt long since devoured. She
was with Mason, it was his cock in her mouth, yet Mason was demanding that she
think about Brad.


 “What else would he do? He’d fuck you, wouldn’t
he?”


She suspected what Mason would ask for next, and
before he had a chance to open his mouth she yanked off her bottoms, lifting
her hips over him, guiding his cock into her already opened pussy, even wetter
now than when she had been touching herself.


Mason’s eyes opened wide, more in awe than
excitement, watching her as she fucked him, her hips sliding forward, taking
him deep, her pussy finally getting the attention it demanded. She dropped her
hands to his chest, using her arms to lever herself.


“I love watching you,” said Mason, and now his voice
was dreamy. He reached up with one hand and grasped her breast, feeling for her
nipple, the hardness of it seeming to surprise him. With his free hand he
removed one of hers from his chest and pulled it toward his lips.


The hand she had been masturbating with.


He kissed her fingers, and then her palm, his eyes
widening again. “I can smell you. You were touching yourself, weren’t you?”


Janet nodded sharply, there was no way to deny it.
Mason’s fingers tightened around her breast, harder than he had ever grabbed
her, bringing back so many memories, so many needs. . .


“Tonight, in bed? When you thought I was sleeping?”


She nodded again, her hips still moving, his energy
flowing through his chest, up her arm.


“Were you thinking of Brad? Is that why you were
masturbating?”


That same mix in his voice, a little anger, a hint
of something else on the edge. Janet didn’t answer, she had gone down this path
as far as she could, now there was nothing but an abyss ahead.


She shook her head, instinctively, not trusting her
voice, how could she lie to a man whose cock was in her?


“It’s okay, you can tell me, you were thinking of him,
weren’t you? That’s why you are so wet, you wanted him, you wanted to suck his
cock, you wanted him to fuck you, didn’t you?”


Janet squeezed her lips together, she didn’t trust
herself to say anything, either a lie or the truth. She wanted nothing other
than to touch herself, she hadn’t been so aroused in—since before she had
married Mason.


Mason perhaps sensed her need, but instead of releasing
her hand he gripped it harder, licking her fingers, thrusting his hips up to
meet her, making it impossible for her to let go her hold on his chest, she’d
be thrown off.


Mason fucked her with a fury she’d never seen in
him, all the time his eyes on her, waiting for her confession, her orgasm.


It had been a very long time since she’d come
without her clit being touched, it had never happened with Mason. “Please,” she
whispered. “Touch me.”


“I will,” he said, sounding both in control and yet with
a note of pleading in his voice. “After you admit it.”


Janet shook her head again, violently.


“You weren’t thinking about him? Or you don’t want
to admit the truth?”


Again Janet shook her head. She closed her eyes, it
was Mason’s voice, Mason’s touch, her bed. Their bed. But it was Brad’s
cock in her.


And Brad could always make her come without
having to touch her clit.


Her body started to shake, and knowing what was
going to happen, she relented, she moaned, an admission as loud as an announcement.


“You were thinking of him?”


Janet moaned again.


“Fucking him?”


“No, no. . .” Yet her moans and the
movement of her hips made a mockery of her words.


 “Coming in you?”


“Oh god, yes. . .” Her entire body
spasmed, squeezing around the cock inside her, sucking at it, demanding,
smiling as she felt it tense, imagining the cum shooting into her, and the very
thought of it, the sinful glory of another man shooting into her drove her
closer and closer. . .


She might have made it all the way, just like that,
but Mason’s hand was on her clit, awkward, yet so welcome it didn’t matter, and
her body jerked violently, her orgasm slamming into her, just as the thick jet
of seed drove into her depths.


I lay on my back, still feeling the rush. I’d
never been so turned on in my life. Not even the first time I had sex with
Janet, which had seemed like winning the lottery, she was a beauty beyond my
wildest dreams. That first night with her I had moved slowly, I didn’t want to
do anything to break the bubble, to wake up from my lucky dream. If I hadn’t
moved slowly I would have come right away, with the first brush of her hand on my
cock I had almost lost it. As it was I came too fast, but Janet hadn’t seemed
to mind, we had lay together for a long time afterward, I didn’t even want to think
I should expect it to be the norm, that Janet would be mine forever.


Not even then had I been so turned on as I had been
tonight. About all of it. Seeing Janet being intimate with another man. The
pride of knowing she was my wife, that she wasn’t cheating, I didn’t for a
minute suspect that. And then, most of all, listening to her admission, that
she was fantasizing about another lover. Had she made that up? Said it only
because she thought that’s what I wanted to hear?


And my reaction, so—intense. Janet must have heard
it in my voice. She’d certainly seen how excited I had been. She had been so
wet, so hot.


I could still feel her heat, her body curled against
me. 


As if reading my mind Janet whispered, “About what I
said.”


“It’s okay.” I hesitated. “And the things I said,
I—.”


“What brought that on?”


“It’s hard to explain.”


“I shared. Your turn.” There was no anger in her
voice, no trick, she sounded genuinely interested.


“Sometimes. . .sometimes I see how men
look at you. Do you know how beautiful you are? Not just beautiful, but sexy. I
see how men look, and I—. This is going to sound sexist and possessive, I don’t
mean it to, but it will. I just feel so proud that you are my wife.
Seeing those men, a lot of them much better looking that I am, seeing them
stare at you, I know exactly what they are thinking, I used to look at
women like that too, before I met you. I get this crazy, satisfied, smug
response. They can leer, but you are my wife. You’ll be going home with
me. I’m the one who’ll see you naked, who will make love to you.” My voice
trailed off. 


Janet was quiet for a long time. “Wow. That’s a lot
to take in.”


“I know, it’s a jumble.”


Janet leaned over my chest, her lips inches away. “You
are a handsome man. You’re the only man I want.”


“I know I’m not ugly. There are plenty of other
handsome men, some more than me, it doesn’t bother me to admit it, or even for
you to say it. I’m not insecure. It’s not that, I don’t feel inferior, if
anything, just the opposite, at least in one regard. They may be more muscular,
better looking, bigger, but I have something they don’t have—you.”


“When did this start?”


I laughed. “Right after we met. We were at that
party, you remember? That fundraiser you had invited me to. I thought you just
needed a date. It was the first time I had seen you so dressed up, you were
elegant, stunning. I was wearing a tuxedo and felt underdressed next to you. I
was in a daze, I could see everyone looking at you, not only the men, even the
women, you were the most beautiful woman there. I was somehow separate from
everything, like I was watching a play. People clustered around you wherever
you were.”


“You mean they clustered around us.”


“Well, yes, but only because I was with you. You’re
magnetic. I felt it, they felt it. Some of the men didn’t even bother to hide
it, they were staring at you, even if their wives were right there. That’s the
effect you have.”


Janet kissed me on the cheek. “You’re so sweet to
say all this, but of course you are biased.”


I shook my head. “It’s the truth. You think I’m the
only one who thinks you are beautiful and sexy?”


“That was ten years ago.”


“You’re just as enticing now, more so. Men still
look at you the same way. And that first night, I thought at any minute it
would be over, you’d leave with one of them, and not me.”


“You know I’d never do something like that.”


“I know that now. I didn’t then.”


Janet rested her cheek on my chest, my heart still
pounding. I cradled her head, my fingers in her hair. 


“So you have been spying on me.” But her
voice was light, teasing.


“Guilty. Not spying, just stepping back a little,
every so often when we’re in public. Seeing how the men look at you.”


“And the women?”


“That to, but not in a sexual way. Well, maybe, I’m
not sure I’d recognize that for what it is. I bet some of them are jealous. I
think others are taken in by you, maybe wishing they could be you.”


Janet laughed. “That sounds like the description of
a princess. I’m no princess.”


“No, I think of a princess as sweet and demure, not
sexy.”


“So now I’m a slut?” Janet was still laughing.


“That’s not it either. And it’s not funny.” But I
started to laugh too. “Look, I said it was hard to explain.”


“That’s not all that was hard.”


“Guilty again. I admit it, I get excited thinking
about it, seeing other men look at you. I never realized how excited until
tonight. Well, that’s not quite right, I’ve realized it before, just not to
this extent, and how arousing it is to talk to you about it. Get you to talk
about it.”


“It’s weird talking about—other men. I’ve never done
that. I don’t think I want to hear you talk about other women.”


“You’d have nothing to fear, you are so much better,
in every way.”


“It’s not that. Physical differences I don’t care
about. So some other woman you were with had bigger boobs, that’s all just
superficial.”


“Men are superficial.”


“You’re not.”


“Maybe not all the time, but sure I am. Those
humongous knockers, you know the big fake forty two double D’s? They drive me
wild.”


Janet slapped me on the chest. “Bullshit.”


“I know. I like these much better.” I caressed
Janet’s breasts. “Perfect.”


“What I mean is, to a woman, it’s not just the
physical, it’s everything else. If you were talking about another woman, I
wouldn’t be worrying that she had a bigger chest, I’d be worried that you
thought she gave you something I didn’t, that you had feelings for her you
didn’t have for me.”


“Really? Is that always the way it is with you? You
never think of just the physical, just the sex? You’ve never had sex just for the
sake of sex?”


Janet was silent for a long time. “Not with you.”


“With other men?”


“I told you, it’s not something I’ve ever talked
about.”


My heart was still beating hard. “But you were
turned on tonight, weren’t you?”


“Because you were.”


I hesitated. I so wanted to ask the next question,
but wasn’t sure I wanted the answer. Now that some of my heat had dissipated,
now that my unbridled, unthinking desire had been satisfied, I wasn’t sure if I
wanted to know more. Or whether it was fair to ask.


But if I didn’t, I’d always wonder. “Is that the only
reason you were turned on?” I held my breath waiting to see how Janet would
respond.


Janet was silent for a long time. When she finally
spoke her voice was a whisper. “No.” She quickly added, “I’m sorry.”


I stroked her hair. “Don’t be.” And I meant it. Yet my
stomach turned, a twist in my gut, hearing her admit it. All my excitement
about the allure of her sexuality, the thrill of her as my wife, knowing other
men wanted her, knowing she’d been with other men, knowing she must fantasize
about other men. Just as I had often fantasized about other women. Although not
since I had been married to Janet, only before. In the past with other women
I’d sometimes be thinking of someone else while having sex. Harmless, right?


I’d never needed to fantasize about anyone else
since I’d been with Janet, from the very first time we had slept together.
Sure, other married men probably did it; their minds filled with images of
women other than their wives.


But Janet had admitted she thought about other men. Not
with so many words, but her reaction to my questions had made it pretty clear.
And right at the end, wow. Brad coming inside her. “How often do you—think
about other men?”


“I hardly ever do. Really, you have to believe me.”
Janet pulled herself up onto my chest, her eyes earnest. “Really. A few times,
maybe. Just thoughts that came into my head. It has nothing to do with you. And
though I don’t think I want to hear about it, if you did it too, if you
sometimes thought about another woman, when you were alone, that wouldn’t
bother me. Not much, anyway.”


I tried to hide my apprehension with a joke. “Even
if they had huge boobs?”


Janet kissed me on the lips, a full, deep, loving
kiss. “Even then.”


But as I kissed her back I couldn’t help but wonder exactly
what kind of thoughts she had about other men. Did she think about kissing them
just like this? And was it only when she masturbated, or was it when she was
having sex with me?


My stomach lurched again, and yet so did my cock. It
took me a long time to fall asleep that night.


Janet usually woke first, but when she opened
her eyes Mason was already out of bed. Belatedly she remembered he had an
overnight trip and had to leave early for the airport. She wished he had woken
her up to say goodbye, especially after last night.


She felt a little better when she found a note from
Mason next to the coffee pot in the kitchen. Just a few words on a post-it, but
that was enough; none of the other men in her life would have been so
thoughtful as to even make this small gesture. The note said, “I love you more
than ever. See you tomorrow.”


Janet was still smiling as she made coffee and got
ready for work. A loving husband, a nice house, a good job. Even a little
uptick in their sex life, brought on by something she’d never expected, but in
the light of day it seemed harmless enough. How much better could it get?


The weather was nice, her energy level high, feeling
good. Even her boss, Martin, noticed.


“You sound downright ebullient today,” he said, his
dark eyes giving her an unabashed once over.


Janet reddened. Martin was a bit of a lecher,
although he’d so far left her alone; she was performing and maybe his greed was
more powerful than his sexual desires. She wanted it to stay that way, although
she had to admit he was sexy and powerfully handsome. Martin was probably
fifteen years older than she was, yet strong and virile, and gave every
indication he had a lot of experience pleasing women.


“I think I made some good connections last night at
the event,” she replied. Of course the only person she had spoken to was Brad,
and he wasn’t the kind of connection Martin would be interested in.


Fortunately Martin didn’t ask for details. “Keep up
the good work, you have a lot of potential.” He seemed ready to continue, maybe
deciding whether to focus on her work or suggest other, more personal, possibilities.
As he walked away Janet took renewed notice of what a good body he had. What
would it be like to be with him?


Janet shook her head, no room for those thoughts.
But try as she might, all day she thought about Martin. She’d never been with a
dominant man, she wasn’t the subservient type. Not in any way. She’d never
fantasized about BDSM, a little roughness maybe, but nothing extreme. She had
no way of telling if that was what Martin was into, but certainly he’d be the
one in charge in the bedroom, and she expected he’d be demanding and forceful,
expecting to be obeyed. Janet wasn’t sure how she’d deal with that. 


Her mind wandered as she sat at her desk. She
imagined herself with Martin, being told what to do. Making her strip for him
while he watched. All the time him not saying much, making her wonder if she
was pleasing him. It was strangely and surprisingly erotic, just letting go,
being told what to do.


Just then Martin walked by her open door, giving
orders to another woman from the office, his height imposing, the woman his
pawn. Just the sound of Martin’s commanding voice made Janet squirm in her
chair. She hadn’t focused on what Martin had been saying, for all she knew he
could have been commanding the other woman to get on her knees and service him.


Janet was usually so focused at work, she wasn’t the
daydreaming type. But right now all she could think about was Martin, a man she
always realized was handsome but one she’d never sexually fantasized about. She
had always blocked him out in her thoughts in that way for fear it would affect
how she interacted with him at work. 


If Martin called her into his office right now,
Janet wasn’t sure if she’d be able to hide her thoughts; certainly someone as
experienced as Martin would see right through her, understand that her flush
was all about him.


Janet stared at her computer screen until her eyes
crossed. It didn’t help. When Martin passed by again, this time alone, he
glanced into her office, and if Janet hadn’t been sitting down she thought she
would have swooned. Without thinking she got up and went to the door, telling
herself it was to close it, but instead she glanced down the hall, just in time
to see Martin step into his office.


Her mind went crazy, imagining that he was going to
pick up his phone and call her, asking her, no telling her, to come into
his office. Janet actually stopped, waiting for the phone to ring, dreading it,
and yet. . .wanting it.


The pressure was too much. Janet walked down the
hall, pretending she had been summoned. Just before Martin’s door she
hesitated, then slowly walked by, peeking in the window of his office. Martin
was sitting at his desk, his head back, his eyes closed, probably only relaxing
or thinking through a complicated problem, but he could just as well have been
getting a blowjob from someone under his desk.


From Janet.


She rushed into the ladies room, more than flushed
now, unable to shake the image, being on her knees, sucking on Martin’s cock. She
could actually feel the slick hardwood floor on her shins, the pressure on her
knees. 


Fortunately the bathroom was empty. She rushed into
a stall and sat on the toilet lid, trying to catch her breath. Where had this
come from? She saw Martin almost every day. It had been years, years,
since she had been preoccupied with thoughts of sex. 


Except for last night, when she had seen Brad.
Fantasizing about him, getting caught by her husband.


That’s what had brought this on. Letting thoughts
about other men creep into her mind. And Mason’s reaction. How turned on he had
been when she had admitted that she had been masturbating, thinking about Brad.


Janet knew Mason didn’t like Martin and men like
him. What would Mason think if he knew she had been fantasizing about Martin?
About Martin making her please him?


Mason had been excited about her being with another
man, but Martin? Maybe they would fight over her. Martin trying to use his
aura, his position, Mason reverting to his fists. Or unable to, not for fear of
Martin, but for fear of wrecking Janet’s career.


Mason having to make the decision to fight or stand
by as Martin had his way with Janet.


So crazy, and yet the thought of those two men
fighting over her was so. . .hot. Janet closed her eyes,
picturing it. Martin, smug, telling Janet to take off her clothes. Mason’s eyes
going back and forth from Martin to her, wondering what she would do, wondering
what he would do. . .


Janet got up quickly and pulled down her skirt and
panties. Instead of sitting on the seat, she dropped to her knees in the stall,
praying someone didn’t come in at just that moment. The tile was hard, not too
different from the hardwood floor in Bob’s office.


She closed her eyes, her lips opening wide as she
imagined taking Martin’s cock in her mouth. And then sucking on him, in this
most subservient of positions, one hand stroking him, the other on her pussy,
out of sight of Martin, somehow certain he wouldn’t be letting her touch
herself.


Mason looking through the window of Martin’s office,
watching, restraining himself from bursting in, his excitement the only thing
stopping him from attacking Martin.


Martin’s eyes closed, the way Janet had just seen
him. Her fingers moving faster, her folds wide open, slick with her juices. What
was she doing, on the floor of a bathroom stall, touching herself?


Martin grabbing the back of her head, pulling her
down on his cock, making her gag. She tried to fight him, but he was too
strong. Giving in, not wanting to fight him, just wanting to please him,
wanting to make him come. . .


Her fingers ran faster, the bathroom door started to
open, it was Mason coming in to stop her, she didn’t want to stop, she wanted
to finish, hurry, hurry, please. . .


She groaned, the door banging against the wall,
someone in a rush to get in, Martin looking up, perturbed, then just smiling
arrogantly as he saw who it was, grabbing the back of Janet’s head and holding
it down as he shot his load in her mouth, hot jets of cum, over and over,
giving her no chance to pull away, making her swallow.


The very thought, so decadent, pushed Janet over the
edge, her fingers racing over her clit, trying desperately get up off her knees
as she spasmed, feeling ashamed and dirty and so incredibly aroused.


I was surprised to see Janet’s car in the
garage. I had managed to get an earlier flight home than expected, allowing me
to also beat the traffic back to the house. It was only a little after five,
well before Janet usually left the office.


“Janet! I’m home!” I called out when I entered the
house.


“I’m in here!”


I dropped my briefcase on the kitchen counter and
followed the sound of her voice to the living room. Janet was sitting on the
sofa, her laptop propped on the coffee table. She was still in her work
clothes, a soft white blouse, a dark skirt. I thought it odd she was still
wearing her heels, normally she was barefoot the minute she was in the door.


Janet looked away from her computer screen, smiling
at me. She looks beautiful just sitting on the sofa. God, those legs. . .
I bent down to give her a quick peck on the top of her head and was surprised
when she grabbed my neck and pulled me down for a deep kiss.


When she finally let go I said, “Wow. What was that
for?”


“I missed you.”


“I missed you too. You’re home early.”


Janet glanced away briefly. “I just couldn’t
concentrate at work today.”


“Missing me too much?” I joked.


“That was part of it.” Janet pushed the laptop away
and patted the sofa. “Sit down, tell me about your trip.”


“Same old. Probably could have done it over the
phone, but you know how it is, sometimes you just need to be there in person.”


Janet nodded, but she seemed distracted. “Everything
okay here while I was gone?” I asked.


“Sure, you weren’t gone long, what could have
happened?”


I shrugged. “Just asking.” I searched her eyes. She
seemed a little. . .different. Maybe something at work? I wanted to
know, but didn’t want to pry. If it was important she’d tell me, wouldn’t she?


I put my arm around her and pulled her close, and
she sunk into my chest. She was warm. The silky blouse caressed the skin on my
forearm. 


“That’s nice,” she purred.


I stroked her hair, waiting for her to speak. When
she didn’t say anything, I figured everything was okay. “What did you do last
night?” I had spoken to her on the phone in the late afternoon, before my work
dinner.


“I went out after work to have a drink with my
friend Linda.”


I immediately thought about the last time I had seen
Linda, with Janet at the party, just before I’d spied Janet with Brad. I
wondered if Linda knew about Brad. Is that something Janet would have shared
with her? Casually, I asked, “What did you talk about?”


“Oh, you know, girl stuff.”


“I’m not sure I know what that is.”


Janet laughed. “The talk you men escape from when
the women are chatting it up in the kitchen while you are all watching
football.”


“So what you talk about when you are near a room
full of men is the same as what you talk about when it’s just the women?”


“Usually.”


“Other times?”


Janet looked up at me, her eyes curious. “What are
you asking?”


“Do you ever talk about men?”


Janet smiled. “Linda is always talking about
men.”


“How about you?”


“I don’t talk about you with anyone. What we do is
our business.”


I wasn’t sure how to take that. “Does that mean you
talk about other men?”


“Have you ever talked about a woman with one of your
guy friends?”


I started to speak, but Janet put a finger to my
lips. “Shh, you don’t have to answer. I don’t mind, but I don’t want to hear
about it.”


“What if I do?” I asked. “Want to hear about it, I
mean.” Just the thought, Janet talking to Linda about some hot guy, was turning
me on.


Janet put her head back on my shoulder. “Hmm, let’s
see. Linda mentioned that she needed to have an electrician come to her
apartment, she was hoping it would be some hot guy, he turned out to be a
scraggly jerk who scratched himself all the time.”


“Ugh.”


“See? Not always so exciting to hear.”


“Aha! So you admit it could be exciting.
Telling me about it.”


There was a pause. “Maybe.”


I couldn’t tell if she was teasing me, or making an
offer. We rarely talked about sex outside the bedroom. In fact, now that I
thought about it, I couldn’t remember if we had ever talked about sex,
even when doing it. Before the other night, that is. Taking a chance, I said,
“Did you masturbate when I was gone?”


For all I knew Janet masturbated all the time when I
was away, I’d actually never really thought about it. 


Janet looked up. Her eyes were bright, a little
wide. “I did,” she whispered.


“That’s so hot.” I waited, wondering if she’d confess
to what she was thinking about when she masturbated. I got an answer, but not
exactly what I expected.


“Twice,” said Janet.


I groaned, my cock squeezing against my slacks. Now I
had to know. “Were you thinking about Brad?”


“No. Not this time.”


What did that mean? Did that mean she thought
about him other times? My mouth was dry. Who else could it be?


“I was actually thinking about you,” said Janet. She
put her hand in my lap, her fingers deftly tracing my growing erection through
the fabric of my pants.


“I like that,” I said, and I did, yet I was oddly
disappointed. Why should I be? My beautiful wife just said she had been
fantasizing about me when I was away. What more could a guy want?


“And someone else,” Janet added. She softened the
devastating words by firmly grabbing my cock.


I was torn between the horrifying, electric thought
and the incredible sensation of Janet’s hand on me.


“Are you angry?” she asked.


“Does it look like I’m angry? It turns me on,
especially hearing you talk about it.” Who had she been thinking about? 


Janet pulled down my zipper, freeing me, stroking me,
the scraping metal on the sensitive skin under my shaft not even registering.


Something occurred to me. “You said twice.
Like twice in a row? Last night in bed?”


“Once last night. The other time was in the office.”


“In the office?”


Janet unbuckled me and pulled down my pants,
swinging off the couch and onto the floor, all while her hand never left my
cock. She pulled the skin down hard, her hand sliding to my balls, blowing
gently on my foreskin. She looked up at me over the top of my cock, her
beautiful lips just inches away.


“Actually, in the ladies room. I got so aroused I
couldn’t concentrate, it was the only thing I could do to relieve myself.”


I was stunned. “I can’t believe you masturbated at
work. Have you ever done that before?”


Janet gave me a coy smile. “Not at this
office.” 


Before I could respond to that Janet had taken me in
her mouth, and I groaned. I watched her, amazed; even from this angle, not
seeing much of her face, she still looked beautiful, and there was something
downright sinful about her being fully dressed, on her knees. 


She’d never taken me like this.


“Why did you get so turned on at work?” I gasped.


Janet freed her mouth from me just enough to
whisper, “Because of someone I saw in the office.”


I shivered, hot and cold at the same time, wondering
who it could be. Did I really want to know?


Or was she making all this up, because she knew it
turned me on?


I knew a few of the men in her office, but certainly
not all of them. Did Janet have someone she lusted after? “Who was it?”


“Do you really want to know?”


“No. Yes. No, oh, fuck. . .” I didn’t know
what I wanted, other than for Janet not to stop what she was doing. 


“I wasn’t thinking about fucking.” Janet took her
mouth from me, using her hand, stoking, faster and faster. Her eyes came up to
meet mine. “Not this time.”


I groaned again, she was doing this on purpose, how
was I to know what she was making up? “The masturbating in the office, you
really did that?”


“I did. I was fantasizing about being like this, on
my knees.”


“Thinking about a man in the office? Sucking on his
cock?”


“Yes!” 


“What is he doing?” 


“He’s holding my head down.” Janet took my hand and
placed it on the back of her neck. “Making me take him deep.”


“Like this?” I had never done anything like this
before, not only with Janet, but with any woman. I gently pulled her head
toward me.


“No!”


I quickly let go the pressure, but Janet’s hand was
on mine, pressing her head down, taking me deep, I was afraid she was going to
gag, and she did. Janet came up for air, gasping, “Not like that, harder!” And
she grabbed my hand and made me force her neck down.


I was stunned. Who was this woman? Janet had never
acted like this, I’d never suspected that she would have wanted to be put in
such a submissive position.


I watched as Janet slipped her hand under her skirt,
her shoulder moving back and forth, her motions frantic. She was rubbing
herself, hard.


“Would you make him come like this? In your mouth?”


Janet didn’t speak, her mouth moving up and down on my
shaft, her energy conveying all the answer I needed.


“What would you do if he came?”


Janet pulled her mouth off me for just a second.
“I’d swallow it. All of it.” 


Those words set me off like an explosion, my first
spurt catching her before she had a chance to take me again, my cum hitting her
upper lip, and then her glorious mouth was on me, swallowing, sucking,
swallowing again, her arm like a piston, rubbing herself hard, I knew she was
coming even before my last spurt shot down her throat.


She held me in her mouth long after I had finished. I
couldn’t help it, I was so turned on seeing Janet like this, her clothing
disheveled, her legs splayed out, still in her heels. A little slutty. Yet my
wife.


I gently pulled her up to me, my mouth instinctively
reaching for her. She’d never kissed me after letting me cum in her mouth, yet
she did now. I tasted myself for the first time on her lips, salty,
inexplicably dry.


“You seemed pretty excited,” she said. 


Janet ran her finger over her lip, slipping it in
her mouth, sucking the remnants of my seed, the gesture so decadent, so slutty,
mesmerizing me.


“Was any of that true?” I asked.


Janet touched her finger to my lips. “Before I
answer that, I want to make sure that—the things we’ve been talking about. . .I
don’t want it to get between us. I love you and I don’t want to risk anything.”


“I love you too. And it won’t, at least as far as
I’m concerned.” I paused, considering. “As long as you tell me everything. I
think if we share everything it will bring us even closer together, it’s our
secret.”


“Are you sure?”


I don’t know how or why, but I was. “I am. How about
you?”


Janet nodded. “I’m okay for now. It’s kind of fun.
Harmless, right?”


“Harmless,” I agreed. But I had just a little bit of
doubt. I trusted Janet, I really did. The question was whether I trusted myself.
Not to cheat on Janet, but to get so consumed by this. Where would it end?


“Then ask me again.”


“How much of it was true?”


Janet swung her legs up so that she was straddling my
hips, her arms going around my neck, her eyes looking deep into mine, her lips
grazing my mouth. “All of it,” she whispered, and then she kissed me, deep, her
tongue in my mouth, her kiss screaming the truth of her words.


Janet was relieved when she got to the
office and heard that Martin was out of town for a few days. She was dreading
facing him at work, sure she would blush or give some other indication of what
she had been fantasizing about, and Martin, the alpha male that he was, would
pick up on it immediately.


Janet didn’t know how she’d respond if Martin came
on to her.


She knew how she should respond. Janet was a
strong willed woman, she’d be able to stop anything from happening. At least
she felt that way until yesterday, when she’d lost control, when she had been
consumed by thoughts of Martin, not only taking her, but practically forcing
her to do his bidding.


Would she be able to resist Martin if he really
pressured her?


And what about Mason? What would he want to happen?
Would his excitement about her being with another man go beyond fantasy and
into reality? 


Why was she so aroused just thinking about it?


Janet had purposely dressed in her most conservative
outfit today. A pants suit instead of a skirt, the jacket unconstructed.
Nothing to show off her legs or her boobs. Low heels. A women’s business suit,
professional and not at all sexy. Mason had watched her dress that morning,
obviously noting her different outfit, but hadn’t said a word. Yet he must have
been wondering, suspecting that she was dressing down for a reason.


Mason said he wanted the truth, but she wasn’t sure
she could tell him about Martin. Not yet. Last night she had told Mason that
their dirty talk was all harmless fun, and she believed that. But if she
confessed that Martin was the focus of her arousal, it might not be so
harmless. Brad was one thing; she might never run into Brad again, but she had to
work with Martin every day.


She made it through the day without any problems,
although when she had to go pee she avoided the stall she had masturbated in.
She didn’t want to take the chance of it bringing back any urges.


At home, Janet stripped out of her stuffy suit and
put on a pair of comfortable sweats before poking her head into Mason’s office.
She was surprised to see him sitting in his recliner instead of at his desk.


“Hey,” she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek and
sitting on the arm of the chair.


Mason smiled. “Hey back.”


“Not working?”


“Couldn’t concentrate. Everything go okay at the
office?”


Janet suspected what Mason was really asking. “The
usual.”


“What is the usual these days?”


Janet put her hand on her hip. “If you’re asking me
if I masturbated in the ladies room, the answer is no.”


“Did you do it somewhere else?”


She punched him playfully on the arm. “No. Is that
why you couldn’t concentrate? You’ve been thinking about that all day?”


“Not all day. Well, a lot of the day. That and some
other things.”


“Like what?”


“Last night. That was so hot.”


Janet gave him another kiss on the cheek. “It was
fun. Something different.” Mason seemed like he had more on his mind. “You
mentioned other things?”


Mason reached out for her hand. “I was wondering. . .do
you want to see Brad again?”


It wasn’t a question Janet had been expecting. She
had been more worried about what to say if Mason had asked her point blank
about who in the office she had been lusting after. Without thinking it
through, she blurted, “Should I?”


“Maybe you should. Just for fun. You could tell me
about it after.”


“Oh, so it’s for you,” she teased.


“For both of us.”


“That might not be such a good idea. Talking about
it, that’s one thing. But doing it for real is a whole different situation.”


“I told you I’ve watched you in the past, right? In
a way we have been doing it for real. The only difference is that we
didn’t talk about it after. And if guys were hitting on you other times, you
didn’t tell me about it when I wasn’t there to see.”


“That’s not the only difference. I didn’t know you
had this—interest.”


“You’ve already admitted that you got turned on by
seeing Brad.”


Janet looked away. “Maybe I shouldn’t have told you
that.”


Mason squeezed her hand. “I told you, it’s okay. You
saw my reaction.” He brushed his fingers across her breasts. “And I saw yours.”


Janet shivered, not from his touch, but from her
thoughts. Her mind had jumped to Brad, to the truth of Mason’s words. She had
been aroused. And not just over Brad. “I’m sure I’m not the only woman who
sometimes gets excited thinking about a man.” A man besides her husband, she
should have added.


“Of course not. I’m not so egotistical to believe
that I’m the only guy you think about all the time.”


“I don’t need anyone else,” she said. But for the
first time in her marriage, she had just a twinge of doubt. It was going to be
hard enough having to see Martin almost every day, and she’d never slept with
him. Why take the risk of seeing Brad? “I don’t think it would be a good
idea—seeing Brad. He might get the wrong idea.”


Mason grinned. “Or the right one.”


Janet shook her head. “It’s too dangerous.”


“Because of what you’d do?” Mason sounded intrigued,
not accusatory.


“I’d never cheat,” she said.


Mason let his hand drift to her thigh. Janet could
feel his excitement right through this fingers. “It wouldn’t be cheating if I
knew,” he said, his eyes coming up to hers.


Warmth spread between her legs. She tried to
convince herself it was only because of Mason’s touch, but she couldn’t get
Brad out of her head. “I just can’t go there. I admit this is kind of fun,
talking about it, but that’s a whole different thing.”


“How about someone else?”


Janet immediately flashed to Martin. “Like who?”


Mason shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. Just go out
somewhere, meet some guy. Flirt a little, tell me about it. Harmless, right?”


The intensity in Mason’s eyes was unmistakable.
“This really does turn you on, doesn’t it?”


“It does,” Mason said, slipping his hand between her
legs. “And I think it turns you on, too.”


Janet squeezed her legs together. “You want me to
just go out and pick up some strange guy? Have sex with him?”


“I didn’t say anything about having sex. Is that
what you were thinking about?”


Janet slapped him again, this time a little harder.
“Don’t put words in my mouth.” And yet the entire idea was a rush, flirting a
little with a handsome stranger, like the good old days, well, not always good,
but certainly free from constraints.


She reminded herself that she had accepted the
constraints of marriage, in fact, she had chosen them. And for this very reason;
she didn’t want to be with just any man, she wanted to be with just one man.
Having a bit of a leash on some of her sexual desires was a small price to pay.



Mason considered. “Okay, if a stranger is too much,
how about some other ex boyfriend? There’s that guy I notice who likes all your
posts on Facebook.”


“Jack?”


“Yeah, him.”


“I haven’t seen him in years.”


Mason forced his hand between Janet’s clenched
thighs. “You hadn’t seen Brad in years either.”


“Stop that,” said Janet. But she liked Mason’s hands
on her, even more so because he was overcoming her resistance. Mason, normally
very respectful of her wishes, must have heard something in her voice, because
this time he didn’t stop, his hand pushing to her inner thighs.


“Afraid I’ll find out you are wet?” asked Mason.


“I wouldn’t do anything with Jack,” said Janet.
Unlike Brad, she hadn’t thought about Jack in a long time. Not in that way.
Being a Facebook friend was one thing, seeing him would be a whole other game.


“Even so. Just the thought of it would drive me
wild, knowing you are with him. What you might be thinking. Or doing.”


“I could just save time, make up some story for
you.”


“It’s not the same. I want to hear the real thing.”


Janet squeezed her legs together as tight as she
could, just to see what Mason would do. To her utter thrill and amazement he
wedged his strong hand deeper, forcing her thighs apart. With his other hand he
grabbed her knee to keep her legs parted, and then cupped his fingers over her
pussy, pressing hard. Janet almost fell off the chair, and it was only Mason’s
strength that kept her in place.


“A little unbalanced, are we?” asked Mason.


“You’re pushing me off the chair,” Janet protested.


Mason suddenly stood up, his arm going around her
back, shoving her down into the leather seat. Forcing her knees apart, he slid
down to the floor, his mouth between her legs, his breath warm, blowing through
the thin material of her sweats.


“What are you doing?” she asked, but she loved it,
this was so unlike Mason, so unlike their marriage, just jumping into sex. 


It was more like her past.


Janet didn’t want to go there, she didn’t want her
marriage to be like her past. Yet she allowed herself a fleeting thought: what
if I could have both?


Mason pulled down her sweats and panties with one yank,
letting them pool at her ankles, constraining her even as he spread her legs
wider. She lifted her hips, she wanted his mouth on her so very badly.


“What do you want?” Mason growled.


“I want you to lick me,” she whispered.


“Why? Are you aroused? Maybe from thinking about
Brad? Or Jack? Or the man in your office?”


“It’s you,” said Janet. “I’m thinking about you.”
And she was, right then. 


Mason’s lips grazed her, somewhere, she couldn’t
see, his head was in the way, it sent a shock through her system. Yet he hadn’t
touched her clit. What was he doing? 


He did it again, and her body jerked. His tongue. He
was using his tongue to prick her, on her pussy lips, between her thighs, low,
just near her ass. She squirmed, wanting to get away, wanting more.


“If you’re thinking about me, then will you do what
I want?”


“What do you want?” she breathed.


“I already told you.”


Janet gritted her teeth. “And here I was thinking
you wanted a blowjob or something.”


Mason’s tongue flicked out. “That too. But the other
thing.”


“What is this, blackmail? You’re going to tease me
with your tongue until I promise to go out with another man?”


“Works for me,” said Mason.


Janet could virtually feel him grinning. “Are you
saying you won’t lick me if I say no?”


Mason shook his head back and forth, maybe
disagreeing, or just using the movement to drag his tongue across her clit.
Janet gasped, knowing she was swelling, her clit engorging, seeking his mouth. 


“I will still lick you, just not right now,” said
Mason. “I’ll just pull up your sweats and leave you alone.”


Janet didn’t know whether to believe him, whether
this was just part of his new game, their new game. “I can’t just call
up Jack and invite him out for drinks or dancing. He knows I’m married.” Exasperated,
wanting Mason’s tongue on her clit. Or exasperated over Mason’s crazy request.


“Dancing? Is he a good dancer?”


“He was. I—I don’t know about now,” she gasped,
Mason’s tongue unleashing a darting blow on her clit.


“That would be exciting for me to think about. You
and Jack dancing, getting hot and sweaty. Just like you are now.”


Jack had been a good dancer. In fact that was
how she had met him, at a club, dancing away, a little drunk, her ready for him
even before he made a move, her tongue in his mouth on the dance floor. He’d
fingered her in the car on the way to his apartment, her hand on his cock as he
drove, neither one of them could wait.


A new wave of heat flooded her pussy.


This was their game, she reminded herself.
Hers and Mason’s. She’d play along. “Okay.”


“Okay what?”


“I’ll go out with Jack.”


“Promise?”


“I said I would.” She was having a hard time talking.
Mason had never teased her like this, now with the added excitement of being
held down, her clothing binding her ankles.


“Did Jack ever lick you?” asked Mason.


Of all the things for him to ask, thought
Janet. Jack, not the best lover she ever had, did do one thing really well. And
that was it.


Well, two things, but right now she was thinking
about the licking.


“Do it!” Janet begged.


And he did, Mason driving his tongue past her folds,
deep into her, dragging across her swollen clit. Janet bucked on the seat, spreading
her legs for him, pretending that Mason was forcing them open, thinking Mason,
Mason, Mason. . .


The tongue raked across her clit, hard and fast.
Janet closed her eyes, letting her mind go, wondering if this was what it felt
like to be bound and taken, helpless, succumbing. 


He took her clit in his mouth, capturing it, pinning
it in place just as her body was pinned in place. She had no escape, no way to
evade his attack, her clit helplessly vulnerable to his stiff tongue.


Mason, Mason, Jack, Jack. . .


Suddenly she was back in time, with another man,
another man between her legs. Another man who wanted to lick her pussy, who
wanted to make her come.


Jack. . .


Janet’s hips shot forward, her convulsion so strong
that his head jerked back, but he recovered, doubling down, pushing into her,
not letting her escape. Something let go, more than an orgasm, a spurt, she
tried to pull back, but the mouth pressed into her, demanding, swallowing.


The mouth stayed on her long after her orgasm
subsided, licking her, gently now. 


It was Mason’s mouth on her, but Janet kept her eyes
closed through it all, not willing, or able, to let go of her sinful thoughts
of Jack.


I lay on the bed, watching Janet get ready
for work. I’d never been so excited watching a woman put clothes on.


I rarely saw Janet dress up, I’d usually be still
sleeping. But this morning I had awoken before her, my mind whirling. 


Today was Janet’s date with Jack.


I had glanced over at Janet while she was still
sleeping, beautiful even in repose. Her breathing was fast, maybe she was about
to wake up. Or maybe she was having a dream. Maybe she was thinking about her
date too.


She had sleepily arisen when her alarm went off,
staggering off to the bathroom, not even turning to me, probably figuring I was
still asleep. I didn’t care, I just wanted to watch. 


I heard the toilet flush, and then the sound of the
shower. It seemed to take forever until the water turned off. Through the
partially opened door I watched as she dried her legs and then wrapped a towel
around her chest. She leaned over the vanity and began applying her makeup.


I knew Janet didn’t wear much makeup. Was she
putting on more today than usual? Was she primping for Jack?


When Janet came out of the bathroom I closed my eyes
to slits, pretending I was still asleep. She disappeared into the walk in
closet.


I wondered if she was thinking about what to wear.
Would she pick something different on the day she was going to meet up with an
ex boyfriend?


Janet emerged with two hangers, hooking them over
the door. Still without looking at me she pulled on some panties and then her
bra. I was thrilled to see that they matched, a much lacier outfit than she
normally wore.


My cock grew hard under the sheets. Just from her
choice of a bra and panties.


Janet carefully slipped into her skirt, then her
blouse. I watched her fingers as she buttoned up. She looked at herself in the
mirror, and I had to bite off a groan as Janet undid one of the buttons,
contemplating herself in the mirror. She seemed to consider something,
buttoning and undoing the button that changed the look of the blouse from
professional to slightly risqué.


I fought the urge to grab my dick.


Janet stepped back into the closet. I took the
opportunity to slip my hand around my hard cock.


She emerged with two pairs of heels, trying on one,
and then the other, critically looking at herself in the mirror. I wanted to
leap out of bed and jump her, just bend her over the bed and fuck her in the
clothes she was putting on for another man.


I held myself in check. Just watching brought its
own pleasure, and I didn’t want to spoil the show.


Janet seemed satisfied with her clothes, heading
back into the bathroom to brush her hair. I stroked my cock in sync with her
brushstrokes, up, down, up down. . .


My erection lifted the sheet like a tent, at one
glance Janet would know I was awake. I reluctantly let go of my cock and sat up
in the bed.


Janet finished with her hair, gave herself one last
look in the mirror, touching up her makeup. She picked the towel up off the
vanity and the door closed on me, she was probably hanging the towel on the
hook. Yet it took quite a while before Janet came out of the bathroom.


“You’re awake,” she said.


I pretended to yawn. “Kind of.” My heart was
pounding.


Janet folded her jacket over her arm and bent over
to give me a kiss. Her perfume wafted over me. Did she normally wear perfume to
work? Maybe, yes, but the scent was different this morning. She’d chosen
something new. Maybe that’s why it took so long in the bathroom, she’d had to
find the new scent, perhaps one she’d been saving for a special day.


“Have fun on your date,” I said.


“It’s just lunch,” Janet reminded me. 


I grabbed her arm and pulled her down, I so wanted
to kiss her. But Janet turned her head, forcing my lips onto her cheek.


“You’ll ruin my lipstick,” she said.


“Why should you care, if it’s just lunch?” I asked,
the pain of being denied the kiss overwhelmed by the reason why.


“Just because it’s just lunch doesn’t mean I don’t
want to look good,” she said, straightening up. 


I couldn’t help myself. “Be home late?”


Janet smiled, and I suddenly realized she was
playing it up, she knew what effect this was having on me, and she was enjoying
it. “We’ll see,” she said, and blowing me a kiss, walked out the door.


She’d no sooner left that I grabbed my cock and
started jerking myself off, the pressure was that immense. I wasn’t going to be
able to concentrate until I relieved myself, if even then.


I came even before the garage door closed.


Janet hit surprisingly little traffic on
the way home and pulled into their street earlier than usual. The day had
turned out better than she had expected.


On impulse she turned around in a driveway before
reaching her house and retraced her route back out of the development.
Certainly Mason was wondering how her date with Jack had gone. She’d purposely
left Mason only a vague text, telling him that her lunch was “wonderful.”


What had Mason been doing all day? If it had been
her, she’d be a nervous wreck, thinking of Mason with another woman. Well, not
if he just was having lunch with an old girlfriend, that wouldn’t bother her a
bit. Unless, of course, if Mason had confessed to Janet that he fantasized
about the ex, and if Janet had admitted the thought turned her on. 


Today after lunch, so turned on, Janet had tried
three times to sneak off to the bathroom to masturbate, but each time other
women had been in there, and she’d been afraid of being discovered, overheard.
The rest of the day she was caught up in meetings, where she found it
impossible to concentrate.


It hadn’t been just an ordinary lunch, after all.


She’d finally calmed down, a little, yet when she
got on the highway she had to fight the urge to rub her pussy right in the car
as she drove. The only thing keeping her from it was the thought of having sex
with Mason.


Yet now, so close to home, so close to seeing his
excitement, to feeling his cock in her, she forced herself to drive around the
block. This part certainly was harmless, making Mason wait just a little
longer, making him wonder. Wonder if she’d hook up with Jack after work.


When Janet could stand it no longer herself she spun
the car in a u-turn and sped down their street, not even bothering to put the
car in the garage, rushing for the door.


She realized she must look like an idiot to the
neighbors, or maybe they thought she had to pee, the thought made her laugh out
loud, in relief. She slowed down, went back to put the car in the garage,
gather her things, and as calmly as she could she entered the house.


Mason was waiting for her in the kitchen, leaning
against the counter. Outwardly he looked calm but Janet could tell he was
anxious. He glanced at the clock. “A little late.”


“Later than you expected or later than you wanted?”
Janet put her purse and briefcase on the counter, taking off her jacket but not
her heels, knowing she looked good. She had proof of that.


Mason’s eyes roamed over her. He reached up to her
blouse, fingering one of the buttons. “You had this one buttoned when you left
for work today.”


Janet glanced down. “Did I? It must have come undone
sometime during the day.”


“Some time.”


Janet tried hard to keep a straight face. “Maybe
just before lunch?”


“Really now. You unbuttoned it before your date with
Jack?”


Janet watched Mason’s fingers playing with the
button. “Did I say I unbuttoned it?”


Mason groaned, and Janet couldn’t help but smile.
This was fun.


“He unbuttoned it?”


Janet looked up into Mason’s eyes, pretending
surprise. “Did I say that?”


“You’re driving me crazy!”


Janet reached down between Mason’s legs, and as she
expected, he was stiff with excitement. “I can see. You know what I’ve
been doing today, what have you been up to?” She squeezed his cock and then let
go, making to move past him.


Mason grabbed her shoulders. “Wait! I don’t know
what you’ve been doing at all!”


“Why, working, having lunch with an old friend, you
know.”


“No I don’t. I need details.”


“Well, I had a salad—do you know that quiet little
bistro over on Second makes a great Cobb salad?”


“Not those kind of details!” Mason’s voice was
quivering. “Wait, you went to a quiet little bistro?”


Janet nodded. “It’s very romantic. Little booths, tucked
in the corners, very private.”


Mason groaned and bent to kiss her. Janet turned her
face, just as she had that morning. “Don’t. I haven’t brushed my teeth.”


“Arrgg!” 


Mason grabbed her head and pushed his mouth against
hers, Janet making him wait, her mouth tightly closed, leaving only one choice
for Mason, for him to drive his tongue through her lips, feeling triumphant
when he did. She leaned into him, wanting to feel his cock against her body.
She quickly broke the kiss. “I told you, I didn’t brush my teeth, you wouldn’t
want to be surprised by the taste, would you?” Without waiting for an answer
her mouth was back on his, her tongue thrusting out, daring him to suck it.


“You didn’t,” he gasped.


She grazed her lips across his cheek. “What do you
think?”


“I don’t know.”


“Maybe we should leave it at that.”


Mason groaned again. “I want to know.”


“I’ll tell you, but only if you tell me what you’ve
been doing all day.”


Mason guided her hand to his crotch. “What do you
think?”


“I would have expected from your reaction the other
night that you would have been touching yourself, you know, imagining what I
was doing with another man. But you’re so hard, you must have waited.”


“I didn’t. I couldn’t.”


Janet let her eyes go wide. “You touched yourself?”


Mason nodded.


“Did you make yourself come?”


“Twice.”


“Twice? And you’re still this hard?”


“I can’t help it, I had all these thoughts. . .”


Janet used her fingers to deftly slip his cock
through the slit in his boxers until it made a tent in his pants, allowing her
to wrap her entire hand around it. She milked him through the fabric.


“What kind of thoughts?”


“All kinds.”


“Did they include the two of us in a quiet booth, me
slipping off my shoe, putting my foot in his crotch? Did it include me joining
him on his side of the booth so he could put his hand on me?”


“No, god, did you do that?”


“What would you think if I did?”


“I would have wanted to be there, to see it.”


That surprised her. “Really?”


Mason nodded. “I can’t decide what is more exciting,
hearing you talk about it, or imagining myself there, seeing you. . .kiss
someone. Touch someone, seeing them get you turned on.”


“You’d really think you could watch?”


“I think so. Yes.”


“Hmm. I’m not sure if I could do that, I’d be self
conscious.”


“I could hide somewhere.”


Janet laughed. “Like in a closet or something?”


“Maybe. I don’t know. Let’s talk about that later.
Right now I want to hear about today.”


“Well, I went to work, I had a conference call—”


“Janet!”


Janet gave him a fake pout. “I thought you wanted to
hear about today, you said something about needing details.” She let go of
Mason’s cock. “If you don’t want to hear about my day. . .”


Mason took a deep breath, smiling grimly. “So that’s
it, huh? You want to tease me?”


“Tease?”


“Whatever. Okay, tell me about your day. Just. . .”
Mason guided her hand back onto the bulge in his pants. “Keep doing this,
please.”


Janet held her hand against his erection but didn’t
rub him. “Where was I? Oh, yes, the conference call. It ran way over time. I
was worried I’d be late for lunch. Did I mention I had a lunch planned?” Janet
was enjoying this more than she had expected. Not because she liked being a
cocktease, but because Mason was obviously so excited by all of it, the
buildup, wondering what she’d say, wondering what she had done. . .


“I was squirming during the call, I couldn’t wait to
get out of there, but I was in a conference room with a bunch of other people,
all men—”


“Was he there?”


“Who do you mean?”


“You know. The man you said you were turned on by.”


Janet pretended to be confused. “Which one?” She
felt Mason’s cock jump.


“There’s more than one?” 


“We have a number of attractive men in the office,
you know. You have to be more specific.”


“The one you masturbated thinking about.”


Janet considered. “Which time?”


“In the office! Wait, there are other times?”


“Do you want to hear about my masturbation fantasies
or about today?”


“Both! Today!”


“Okay, then. You seem a little uptight. Maybe we
should do this later?”


“No, now, please.”


Janet couldn’t believe the effect this was having on
her. While she always enjoyed touching Mason’s cock, it was usually a slowly
building warmth, a prelude to their usual style of sex. This was so different.
Just talking, and so far she hadn’t even directly mentioned sex. Yet her
nipples were hard, her whole body quivering, mirroring Mason’s excitement.


“Okay,” she said. “Let’s see, the call, it finally
ended. I had to run out of there to make it to lunch. I must have looked
like I was on my way to something I really needed to do. Lunch was. . .wonderful.
Catching up on old times. Reliving things we did together. It brought back
some great memories.” Janet sighed dramatically, rubbing Mason harder, letting
her voice rise, pushing closer to him. “The time just flew by, it was so hard—.”
She playfully bent Mason’s cock in her hand, or tried to, he was far too stiff.



“What happened then?” groaned Mason.


“I was late for another meeting, so I went back to
the office. The rest of the day was the usual, although I had a hard time
concentrating.”


Mason looked befuddled. “No, wait, you skipped. . .what
happened at lunch with Jack?”


“Jack? Oh, he couldn’t make lunch. I had lunch with
Susan instead, you know, my friend from college?”


“What? I thought. . .you said. . .”


Janet burst out laughing. “I’m sorry, but you should
see the look on your face!”


“This isn’t funny!”


“Yes it is, kind of.” Janet kept stroking him,
feeling him deflate, and not just his cock. “So you don’t get turned on by me
any more? Just your thoughts of me with someone else?”


“No, that’s not it, I’m always thinking of you. . .”


“I may make you prove that later.”


“Anytime. But about Jack. . .you were
making all that up, I mean, about seeing him today?”


Janet kissed her husband on the check, he really was
being cute. “No, I did set it up, last night actually. But when Jack got to
work this morning he found out he couldn’t make it.”


“Something more important than seeing you? I would
have expected him to jump at that.”


“His boss sent him out of town for an emergency
meeting.”


“I bet Jack was disappointed.”


“I didn’t talk to him, I actually was on a
conference call in the morning, he left me a voice mail.”


Mason lifted her chin up so that she was looking in
his eyes. “How about you? Were you disappointed?”


Janet hesitated. She liked the game, but she didn’t
want to give Mason the wrong idea. But she didn’t want to lie, either. “A
little.” She could feel Mason’s rapid breathing against her chest. 


“Do you want to see him?”


Janet shrugged. “I really hadn’t thought about Jack
much in a long time.”


“Things weren’t—good—with him?”


How should she answer that? How does a woman tell
her husband that another man had made her scream in passion? How does she admit
that she had wild sexual experiences with someone else? 


And worse, even with the hot sex she had with Jack,
she really hadn’t thought of him for a while. Not because there was
anything wrong with Jack, but because he had been just one of many men, men she
had done things with she never had with Mason.


How do you admit that to your husband?


“Jack’s not much different from other men,” she
said, realizing she was equivocating. Playing it down. 


“Different than me?” asked Mason.


“Let’s not go there,” said Janet. “All men are
different. It isn’t a contest. And if it was, you would have won.” She held up
her wedding ring and diamond. “Remember?”


Mason kissed her fingers, gentle, loving. So like
him, so much the kind of man she wanted to marry.


And yet she had been disappointed in not
seeing Jack today. Now she just had to decide if it was because it would have
given her something to titillate Mason with, or whether she had other motives.
Other needs.


Or maybe she just wanted the validation, to know
that she was still attractive to a man who had wanted her, years and years ago.


“How did you leave it with Jack?” asked Mason. “Did
you call him back?”


“Not yet.”


Mason’s raised his eyebrows. “Why don’t you?”


“What, now?”


“You said you might not want me to watch. What about
if I just listened?”


Janet lay back against the headboard,
composing herself. She’d spoken with ex boyfriends on the phone since she’d
been married, it should be no big deal. And even though a few of those conversations
had a subtle undercurrent of closeness, of a personal connection that only a
man and a woman who had slept together would understand, the calls had been
harmless. Sure, a few of the men had hinted around, trying to find out if she
was open for a little action, a fling. She always made it clear she wasn’t, and
that was that.


Well, not quite; some of them would no doubt be
interested if she changed her mind. Jack, for instance. Even though she
actually hadn’t spoken to him in years, just a few Facebook interactions, he
had always been a wild one. She was sure he’d have no compunction about
sleeping with a married woman.


Yet just hearing his voice today on her voicemail
had given her a thrill. And now she was about to call him. Was she doing it for
Mason, for her and Mason, or just for her?


Mason stood just outside the bedroom doorway, out of
sight but within earshot. She had told him she wasn’t sure she could act
natural if he was in the room, as if there was any way to know what natural
would be in this situation.


Janet was amazed at how Mason had changed, how
aroused he was about all this, a side of him she’d never seen. It was a refreshing
thrill to be surprised by a man she thought she knew completely. And, she had
to admit, it had really spiced up their sex life.


She reminded herself that she had a lot of control, a
phone call to Jack was in some ways even better than the lunch idea. She could
establish the ground rules, she could keep the conversation impersonal, or at
least as impersonal as one could have with a man who had fucked her. And not
just once or twice.


She could still change her mind.


And yet—she and Mason were now on this ride
together. It remained to be seen whether it would be a thrilling roller coaster
or a house of horrors. So far, it had been fun. But things could quickly turn
dark.


Janet couldn’t let it go there.


A phone call seemed like a good, safe test. What could
possibly happen?


With that in mind, she dialed Jack’s cell phone.


“Hey babe.”


If Janet had heard that from any other man she would
have rolled her eyes. But those two words, from Jack, brought back a rush of
memories. His voice was as sexy as it had been the first night they had met, a
voice so alluring that she’d been smitten, at least sexually, immediately.
They’d fucked that very night.


“Hello, Jack.”


“It’s been a long time.”


“It has at that.”


“So why did you get in touch? Just couldn’t stand
not being with me any longer?”


“I see you haven’t changed.” Janet wanted to slow
things down, she was feeling her way along. “Is this a good time to talk?”


“Sure. I’m in the hotel, bullshit meeting could have
been handled over the phone. I can’t believe I missed seeing you because of
this.”


Janet made a sound of sympathy.


“And where are you?” asked Jack. 


“I’m at home.”


“Oh.” Jack sounded disappointed.


“What were you expecting? That I’d call you from a
hotel?” The words just came out, why had she said that? She could just as
easily have picked another place, her office.


“Where’s you husband?”


“He’s—he’s not here right now.” Janet’s heart was suddenly
pounding. 


“Hmm. So we have a little privacy.” Cockiness
dripped from Jack’s voice.


“He could come back any time.”


“It would be like old times, you know, doing
something where we could get caught.”


“We’re just talking.” Janet squeezed her legs
together, a gesture of self protection, even though Jack couldn’t see her. The
conversation had so quickly gathered stormy overtones of sexuality.


“What are you wearing?”


“Jack. . .”


“What? What’s the harm is asking you what you are
wearing? Unless you don’t want to admit to me you got naked for our call.”


“As a matter of fact I’m still in my office
clothes.” And she was. It had been Mason’s idea, to leave on the outfit she
would have met Jack in. Normally she’d be in formless sweats by now.


“I didn’t get to see you, so you have to tell me
what you have on. What you wore for me.”


“You know, work clothes. A blouse and a skirt.”


“Are you wearing underwear?”


“Of course.”


“I remember many times when I caught you without
underwear.”


“That was a long time ago. And not when I worked in
this kind of office.” And, she thought, back when she liked knowing a man could
just lift up her skirt and fuck her without having to remove any clothes.


“Do your panties match your bra?”


“This is kind of personal, don’t you think?” Janet
asked, but she knew she couldn’t fool Jack, even after all this time, he’d hear
it in her voice. Or he’d just know, because of the kind of woman she had been
with him. And perhaps still was.


“I’m sure if a woman asked you that question you’d
answer.”


“Like you said, if a woman asked. Did you have some
kind of operation you want to tell me about?”


Jack laughed. “Still one hundred percent male.”


“A gentleman wouldn’t ask a question like that of a
married woman.”


“You know I’m no gentleman. Or gentle. Not that you
ever minded.”


Janet shivered. Perhaps she should be glad that
Mason couldn’t hear this part of the conversation. She wondered what Mason was
doing at this moment, whether he guessed some of what Jack was saying. No doubt
he’d want to know.


Maybe she could help a little, fill in the blanks
for her husband. “Let me put it another way. Would you ask if a woman was
wearing matching underwear right in front of her husband?”


Janet heard a moan from the hallway and smiled.


“Who says I haven’t?” said Jack.


She laughed, Jack hadn’t changed. “I bet that gets
the husbands pretty angry.”


“Some. Others get off on it.”


Janet froze, that was a little close to home. She
quickly changed the subject, without really thinking about what she was going
to say. “Maybe I should ask what you are wearing.”


“Who says I’m wearing anything?”


“You mean you just lie around naked in your hotel?”


“Not all the time, but maybe I made some changes
after you called.”


Janet’s heart raced, just from the thought that a
virile man would want to undress, maybe touch himself, all because she was
talking to him on the phone.


“Did you pick your underwear out just for me?” Jack
asked, his tone daring her to tell him the truth.


Janet saw a fork in the path before her. This was
the choice she knew she’d have to face. One way, she could shut this all down.
The other way—she wasn’t so sure if she could stop it, if that path would send
her careening wildly out of control.


But the risk enticed her along. “Yes,” she
whispered.


“Say it. I want to hear you say it.”


“I picked my bra and panties out just for you. I
dressed up for you.” Her own words hit her like a train, a roar in her ears, a
step over a precipice. She’d never considered that a few simple words could
have so much impact. 


“That’s better,” said Jack. “I bet you look hot.”


“You liked them young,” said Janet, although Jack’s
words made her blush. “I’m much older than when you saw me last.” She
hesitated, then teased, “I’m sure you are too. A little gray hair maybe? A
pouch?” Her words were also a way of protecting herself. She didn’t want to
find herself uncontrollably masturbating thinking about Jack. She already had that
problem with Martin and Brad.


“I still have a six pack,” said Jack.


“Yeah, right.” But Janet was already thinking about
Jack’s body, his hard abs, abs harder than other men’s cocks.


“Don’t believe me? Check this out.” 


There was a pause, and then Janet’s phone beeped. A
snapchat from. . .Jack. She swiped it open. And gasped. There, in all
its glory, was a shot of Jack’s muscular chest, his ripped abs. The image was
so clear she could almost feel the muscles, the muscles she had loved running
her hands over. . .


“Wow,” she said, the reaction slipping from her lips.
“Hey, wait, maybe that isn’t you, did you just find some photo on the
internet?” But Janet knew it was Jack, the familiarity of his chest coming back
to her. The photo disappeared, leaving her breathless.


“I could send you a picture of something I’m sure
you’d recognize,” said Jack. “How about you? Do you still have, let’s see, what
do you think I’d wonder about?”


“I honestly don’t know.”


“Your thigh gap.”


She should have guessed. “You know that’s just a
matter of lucky anatomy, the type of hips a woman has.”


“You didn’t answer my question.”


Janet glanced down at her legs, which were no longer
squeezed together. Had she spread them open a little? It must have just
happened. “As a matter of fact, I do.”


“Prove it.”


“No way I’m sending you a photo of my thighs.”


“It’ll disappear in a few seconds anyway.”


“Unless you screen cap it.”


“You sound like you’ve got experience doing this,”
said Jack. “Is that what you do? Send naked photos of yourself to men?”


“I’ve never done that,” said Janet, actually
wondering why she hadn’t, what a rush, a guy masturbating over just a photo of
her. 


Come on, I promise, I won’t save it. Plus who would
know it was you?”


“I would.” And so would Mason. But even as she
thought it Janet was getting off the bed, the idea of a naked selfie something
she might have done in her crazy days. Her fun crazy days. “Wait, let me
put my phone down.”


As Janet got out of the bed she looked toward the
doorway. Mason was peering in, his eyes wide. How long had he been watching?
His hands were on his crotch.


Their eyes locked, and Mason nodded. Janet took that
to mean he wanted her to take the picture. Without taking her eyes off him, she
unzipped her skirt and let it slide to the floor. One by one she unbuttoned her
blouse and also let it fall, until she was standing there in just her bra and
panties. The bra and panties she had picked out for Jack.


Mason’s mouth tightened, Janet could see him tense.
Now it was his turn. He could stop it. She’d stop if Mason wanted her to.


Instead he nodded.


Are you sure? Janet mouthed the words.


Mason whispered. “Yes.”


Still without turning from him, Janet felt for the
phone. She held it out to take a selfie, realizing she wouldn’t be able to see
what she was shooting, she didn’t want to show too much. 


Mason pointed toward the mirror.


Into the phone, Janet said, “I can’t believe what
I’m about to do for you.”


She started to cross the room to the full length
mirror, had a second thought, and stepped into the closet, rummaging through
her shoe boxes for a pair of high heels. Not the ones she had worn to work, but
stilettos, fuck me shoes she hadn’t worn since before she was married.


She strapped them on, feeling a little slutty, but a
good slutty, knowing the spikes made her legs look even better. Balancing
herself, she strutted back out of the closet.


Mason gave her a soundless whistle, which made her
smile.


Janet stood in front of the mirror, spreading her
legs a little, not for the picture, but for Mason. Then she pushed her feet
together, composed the photo, and snapped.


She still had it. Not only the thigh gap, but the
body. 


Her finger poised over the phone, the light touch
that would send her sexuality into the ether, to another man.


Her eyes on Mason, Janet pushed the button.


Mason let out a breath that Janet could hear across
the room. Her legs quivered with anticipation, of Jack’s response, of Mason’s
reaction, of what might come next.


She put the phone back to her ear.


“Very nice,” said Jack, appreciatively. “I like that
you included your tattoo.” 


Janet gasped. She hadn’t even thought about it, the
picture showed her from her heels to her navel, including her unique dragon
butterfly tattoo near her belly button. Anyone who saw the photo would recognize
her. “Jack, I swear if you—.” When he didn’t answer she yelled, “Jack!”


“Relax, I was just—focusing on the picture before it
disappeared.” Jack chuckled deviously.” And posting it online.”


“Jack, you bastard—”


“Come on, Janet, I’m kidding, can’t you take a joke?
Besides, I bet it would turn you on, guys masturbating to your picture. Tell me
it doesn’t excite you.”


Janet breathed a sigh of relief, not sure whether
she should trust Jack, sidetracked by his comment. Of course that would excite
her. Wouldn’t any woman get turned on by that? Janet couldn’t respond, she had
to hold on to the wall to keep from falling.


“As a matter of fact, I still think of you when I
masturbate,” said Jack.


“I bet you say that to all the women you’ve slept
with,” said Janet, trying to keep her voice steady.


“No, really.”


Janet felt it again, she was standing at another
crossroads. She glanced at Mason. Would he want to hear this part?


Her husband wouldn’t see any picture that Jack sent.
“Prove it,” she challenged.


Janet was gripping the phone so hard she thought it
would break. She went back to lie on the bed, suddenly feeling guilty, she should
be doing this somewhere else, not in her bedroom. Their bedroom.


She glanced at Mason, who was now leaning against
the doorway. Maybe he was having a hard time standing up as well. She gestured
him into the room and pointed to the easy chair.


“Do you have skype?” asked Jack.


“Skype? Sure, why? Oh, wait, no, just photos. . .”


Janet was shaking her head, but Mason was nodding
vigorously. 


“You wanted me to prove it,” said Jack. “You’ve
already sent me a picture of you half naked. You wouldn’t even be on this call
if you didn’t want to do it with me. And those shoes, don’t tell me you wore
those to work. God, you look so hot. I’m going to touch myself, don’t you want
to see?”


“I’m going to hang up now,” Janet said, shaking. “If
you get a skype request from me, you’ll know my answer.” Without giving Jack a
chance to reply, she hung up.


Mason was immediately on the bed, his mouth on hers.
Janet reached for his cock, feeling his heat, his passion. Mason ran his hands
over her bra, her nipples jumping out to meet the pressure.


“Fuck, that was such a turn on,” said Mason. “Are
you going to do it? The video?”


Janet shook her head. “It’s crazy.”


Mason nibbled at her ear. “I’m okay with it, if you
want to.”


“I shouldn’t.”


“That’s not the question. The question is, do you
want to?”


So help her, she did. But instead Janet said, “The
photo was enough, wasn’t it? It turned you on, right?”


“A video would be better. I’d get to watch. Like we
talked about.”


Janet couldn’t take her hand off Mason’s cock. “I’d
rather have this.” 


“Who says you can’t? You can have both.”


Both. The love and the passion, the support
and the wild sex. Every woman’s dream.


“Are you sure?” she asked. “I don’t want anything to
come between us.”


Mason smiled. “I’ll be right here.” He slid down the
bed, spreading her legs, kissing her thighs. “I like your thigh gap too.”


Janet lifted her hips to meet his face. “Let’s do
this instead, I can’t be looking at Jack while you are doing that!”


Mason looked up at her. “Why not? What better way to
know we are doing this together? I’m the one with you, remember?”


“I’m not sure I can do it.”


“You once told me you had done some crazy things
before you met me. I never asked for details, and I’m not now.”


“Nothing like this,” said Janet, although she remembered
a lot of other wicked, kinky things she had done. Where did being licked by
your husband while you watched another man masturbate fall in the spectrum of sexual
experiences?


Mason began kissing the inside of her thighs, the
top of her pussy, her outer lips, back down the other side, around and around.
Janet thrust toward him, wanting him to kiss her clit, but he avoided it,
teasing. “Please, Mason!” 


“What do you want?”


“I want you to lick me!”


“Make the call.” Mason brushed his lips across her
swollen clit, a touch achingly fleeting.


“I’ll get you for this,” she hissed, more a promise
than a threat.


“I certainly hope so.”


Another kiss on her thighs, this one farther away
from her clit, his touches moving the wrong way. 


Two could play at that game. Her fingers shaking,
Janet set up the video connection.


“It’s done,” she breathed. “Now do it.”


“Not yet,” said Mason.


“Damn you. . .”


She was rewarded with another brush of his lips
across her clit.


The screen lit up. Jack, looking pretty good, really
good actually, with his always present three day stubble, something Janet
usually only found attractive on dark haired men, but Jack was almost blond,
and it still reeked of masculinity. 


“There you are,” said Jack, his lips in an
appreciative grin. “Damn, you’re still beautiful.”


“You’re not looking bad yourself,” Janet admitted.
As soon as she said that Mason nibbled her clit and she had to bite her lip to
keep from gasping. But she gave something away.


“Sounds like you’re excited to see me,” said Jack.


“You’re still full of it.”


“I never heard you complain when I was filling you
up.”


Mason’s hands squeezed Janet’s thighs. Janet
couldn’t imagine exactly what her husband was thinking, but listening to Jack
talk dirty to her was certainly affecting him.


“All I’m hearing is talk,” said Janet. “Let’s see
the goods.”


“Still always in a hurry, I see,” said Jack, but he
turned his camera to face down his chest, the image blurred for a moment, his
chest hair, his impossibly flat stomach, down to his. . .


Thick cock. Now Janet did gasp out loud, seeing,
remembering. Not the longest cock she had ever seen, but the thickest, she
never could get even her long fingers all the way around it. Jack had been
right, she’d never complained about how it had filled her up, she’d been amazed
by it, good sex always made her really wet, yet with Jack even her juices did
nothing to overcome the tightness from his girth.


“Remember this?” said Jack.


Janet nodded. And then, for Mason’s benefit, she
added, “It’s as thick as ever.”







“I told you,” said Jack. “Now let me see something
good. That sweet pussy.”


Mason kissed her clit.


“No, no. . .” She might have done it
though, if Mason wasn’t there, she was that turned on. Mason, as if reading her
mind, pulled away, as if to leave, but Janet grabbed the back of his head and
held him to her. “I’ll show you my tits,” she said, panning the camera briefly
over her breasts, careful not to show Mason’s head.


“Mmm, your nipples are hard,” said Jack. “Is that
from seeing my cock?”


And from my husband licking my clit, thought
Janet. She almost said it aloud, what would Jack think about that? 


But she didn’t want to ruin anything, not now.


“Still talking,” she prodded. “Where’s all the
action you promised?”


Jack’s big hand wrapped around his cock, even his
fingers barely long enough to get all of it. “Here it is, I wish you were doing
this, I remember what it felt like to have your hands around me, to have your
mouth on me.”


Mason used his tongue to open her labia, insistent.


“What do you want to look at?” whispered Janet.


“Your face,” said Jack. “I want you to touch
yourself, and I want to imagine that my cock is in your gorgeous mouth, and I
want to see your face as you come.”


“Oh. . .” He wanted to see her come! “You
want my clit rubbed?”


“Do it,” prodded Jack. “And think of my cock, I’m
going to put it in your mouth.”


Janet’s lips parted on their own, the muscles in her
mouth remembering, getting ready, taking it, Jack thrusting into her, just as
his hips lifted up, his cock raising, coming right toward her.


Mason took her engorged clit in his mouth and sucked
it, just as she might be sucking Jack’s cock. She forced her eyes off the
screen, away from Jack’s cock, seeing Mason jerking himself off.


“Do you still come as much as you used to?” asked
Janet, remembering how it would flood her mouth.


“More. I swear. You should be here so I could come
in you, I loved coming everywhere in you, you always wanted it so much.”


Janet wasn’t thinking any longer, she couldn’t, she
didn’t know what she was saying, she was too lost in it to concentrate on what
she shouldn’t say in front of Mason. “Yes, you would shoot so much cum in me. . .”


Mason groaned, his tongue diving into her pussy,
swallowing her juices.


“Remember how we used to do it outside? You’d be in
a hurry, not want to get caught, but it never stopped you, you’d be so wet.”


“I think about it all the time,” whispered Janet.


The bed shook, Mason’s shoulder jerking wildly, he
didn’t know it but his strokes were matching Jack’s. How lucky she was, two
handsome men, masturbating over her.


Was this what a threeway would feel like? A man
licking her pussy, a cock in her mouth?


Janet groaned, close now, Mason sensing it, his tongue
hard, diving into her, scraping her clit, lapping her juices, Janet wanting a
cock in her mouth so badly she sucked on her fingers, one, two, three, a poor
substitute for Jack’s thick member.


“Suck it,” goaded Jack. “I’m going to shoot so much
cum in your mouth, you want it, don’t you?”


“Hurry!” Janet pleaded.


Mason’s strong forearm clenched her thigh, his other
hand a frenzy, Janet’s eyes glue to the screen, on the edge, wanting to wait,
needing to wait, not able to wait. . .


“Do it!” she demanded.


Jack groaned, a huge spurt of come shooting from his
cock, so powerful it went out of the frame of the image, as did the next one,
the third shot finally, thankfully, in view, so thick, the very sight of it
pushing Janet over the edge.


She screamed, her hips slamming into Mason’s mouth,
her spasms seeming to match Jack’s spurts, so many she lost count, his seed
impossibly thick, on his belly, in his pubic hair, running down his thick cock.



She grabbed at Mason’s head, her clit
hypersensitive, needing some relief even as she continued to shake, her orgasm
making her entire body wrench uncontrollably.


Finally she looked down at her husband. Mason was no
longer jerking off, she hadn’t noticed, she’d been so focused on Jack. On
Jack’s cock.


Janet’s tongue ran over her lips, she could almost
taste the thickness, the salty musk.


“I always loved watching you come,” said Jack, turning
the camera back toward his face. Janet didn’t want to see him, she wanted to
see his cock, she wanted to see Mason.


Mason, face pressed against her mound, was looking
at her.


“I didn’t think you noticed,” she said to Jack,
still gasping, short of breath.


“I always did. Except the times when I had you bent
over and was taking you from behind. One of your favorite positions, as I
remember.”


“You say the sweetest things,” said Janet, trying to
laugh it off, but she remembered.


“Next time, let’s do it for real,” said Jack.


Mason’s fingers dug into Janet’s thighs, his eyes
were bright, enthusiastic. He wanted it as much as Jack.


Her first instinct was to say no, she’d already gone
further than she had ever imagined. But Mason’s eyes were telling her something
else.


“We’ll see,” she said, and clicked off the phone,
not trusting herself, afraid she’d say yes if Jack asked again.


Janet let the phone slip to the floor, as if that
could provide some distance from Jack.


Mason pulled himself up next to her, and Janet
wrapped her arms around him, this was her husband, he was the one who had been
licking her, who had made her come harder than she had in ages.


Mason, and the sound of Jack’s voice, the sight of
his cock. The thought of the two men, masturbating, thinking of her. Getting
themselves off, just because they were looking at her.


She kissed Mason hard, tasting her juices, her own
sex. So hot. . .


“Did you come?” she asked.


“The same time you did, god, I’ve never seen you so
turned on.” Mason kissed her lips, her cheek.


Janet shook her head, the heat was still there, but
the uncontrollable urge had been sated, she needed to be careful about what she
said, about what she admitted.


“You were watching him jerk off, weren’t you?”
prodded Mason.


“And you too.”


“You like that? Men jerking off over you?”


Janet nodded, she couldn’t possibly deny it.


“Did that bring back some good memories?” 


“Jack’s full of himself, what he was saying, a lot
of it is just talk.”


“But some of it is true, isn’t it? I know you like
it when I come in you. I bet that’s always turned you on.”


“That’s like saying you’ve always liked blowjobs.”


Mason laughed. “So all that stuff he was talking
about, doing it outside, taking you from behind, he made all that up?” 


“Not all of it,” she admitted.


“Any of it?” Mason asked, his hand sliding back
between her legs.


“Mason, don’t, I’m so sensitive, oh. . .”
She was sensitive, but his hand felt so good on her, his fingers in her.
Somehow their closeness made it easier to keep talking, to admit the
unthinkable. “None of it,” she whispered.


“None of it was true?”


“No—he wasn’t making any of it up, he did all those
things to me.”


“You loved it, didn’t you?” 


Mason’s pulled his fingers out of her, he was
teasing her again, as he had with his tongue. “Mason,” she warned, but it came
out as a plea.


“He said something about you liking it from behind.”
Mason grabbed her hips and flipped her over. 


Janet yelped, it was the first time Mason had
practically manhandled her. Mason pulled her legs apart, his fingers thrusting
into her wet opening. “Like this maybe?” He began fucking her with his fingers.


“Mason. . .”


“Jack,” he whispered. “Say Jack.”


Janet buried her head in the pillow, Mason’s fingers
spreading, forcing her open even more, like a thick cock, like Jack’s cock,
Mason doing it on purpose.


“Jack,” she breathed into the pillow.


“Louder!” said Mason.


“Jack!” 


Mason drove his fingers into her, he must be using
all four of them, she was so stretched, god, she loved that feeling, there was
nothing like being opened like that, even better than a cock shoved deep.


“Is this how he’d fuck you from behind?” 


“He’d. . .”


“What? He’d do something else?”


Janet grabbed Mason’s other hand and guided it under
her hips to her pussy, her fingers pushing his past her clit, inside her from
the other side, curling them. The pressure was immense, his thick fingers in
her from behind, her finger and his in her from the front. She pulled upward,
dragging both their fingers up against her g-spot.


“Is that what he’d do? Fuck you from behind and do
this too?”


That wasn’t it, thought Janet, it was that Jack’s
cock was so thick she swore it would rub her g-spot as he fucked her, even
though that shouldn’t even be possible, yet that’s the way it had always felt.


Jack had fucked her from behind while
pressing his fingers into her g-spot, but that was a different kind of sex,
that memory, those memories making her shiver, blood rushing to her face, her
pussy.


“Who’s fucking you?” demanded Mason.


And just like that she was back in time, Jack’s cock
driving into her, Jack demanding an answer to the same question. Who’s cock
is in you? Who’s fucking you?


Janet forced her neck up, freeing her mouth from the
pillow. “You are!” So help her, thinking of Jack.


Mason’s hand was like a piston in her, powerful
jerks of his arms, just like he had jerked himself off, just like Jack had
jerked himself off.


Mason put his lips to her ear without stopping his
pounding of her pussy. “I bet if you think about Jack you can come again.”


And so help her, she did, her vaginal muscles
squeezing tight around all the fingers in her, crushing, knowing it must be
hurting Mason, not able to think about it, not able to care, her contractions
so strong she feared something might break.


Janet collapsed onto the pillow, completely spent,
another long lost feeling, being fucked out, not able to do anything.


Mason brought his middle finger to her face, parting
her lips. Instinctively Janet took it in her mouth, licking, Mason’s tongue
joining his finger in her mouth.


She opened one eye to see him staring at her.
“What?”


“You do look beautiful when you come.”


She smiled. Somehow, it made her feel even better
hearing it from Mason than it did from Jack. With Jack, it was just the sex.
With Mason, there was much more.


“He said you liked doing it outside. We’ve never
done it outside.”


“I didn’t think you’d enjoy that,” she said,
truthfully.


“Maybe we should try it.”


“I think you’d be too self conscious.”


“You’re probably right.” Mason paused. “Maybe you
should do it with Jack.”


“What?!”


“He obviously wasn’t worried about doing it in
public. You could do it with him.”


Janet turned fully toward him. “You mean have a
skype with him in some public place?”


“Janet, you just watched him masturbate, and got off
on it. He wants you. And I saw—I felt—your reaction. You still get
turned on by him.”


“I was turned on by you too.”


“Too,” said Mason. “Both of us. I get it. But
you’ve never been like that with me—you were just wild, the way you talked to
him, the things you said and did. I think you want it. Him.”


“I want you.”


“Why not have both? As long as I know what’s going
on, as long as you tell me, you can do it. I’d love to listen in.”


“I don’t want to make a habit of that. I admit this
was fun. But Jack might get the wrong idea.”


“Like I said before about Brad, he might get the right
idea.”


“Don’t push it. Especially with Jack.
He’s—demanding.”


Mason ran his fingers around her nipple, a gentle
caress, a conversation at another level. “What about Brad?”


“Brad? He’s not the type to have phone sex.”


“How about for real?”


Janet gasped. She had known this might come up, but
hearing the words was still a shock. “I’m not sure if I can do that.”


Mason grinned. “You’re not sure you can have sex
with Brad?”


“Not—don’t joke. I’m afraid of what it would do to
us—to me and you.”


Mason kissed her gently. “Tell me, how do you feel
about me right now?”


She kissed him back. “I love you.”


“And how do you feel about us?”


“I’ve never felt closer to you,” she said,
truthfully.


“See? This is something we are doing together.”


“I don’t know.”


“Think about it,” said Mason, and pressed his mouth
over her nipple.


And, so help, her, she did just that.


Once again I had the pleasure of watching
Janet get dressed. Only this time she wasn’t on her way to work.


I sat in the easy chair, the same one I had sat in
when Janet had first called Jack. I struggled to control my breathing.


Janet had taken extra long in the shower. And even
longer applying her makeup, getting it just right, her face crunched up in
concentration. I’d wondered about her makeup the morning she was planning on
meeting Jack. Did a woman apply makeup differently if she might be having sex?


What was going through her mind? Beyond wanting to
look good, was she thinking about what might happen? What she wanted to happen?


Janet stood up, stepping back from the mirror, her
lips pursed. She picked up an eyeliner and made a final adjustment. 


As she came into the bedroom, wrapped in a towel,
she said, “What are you looking at?”


“You.”


“I never knew you were so interested in me getting
ready.”


“It’s what you’re getting ready for.” I was seeing
her in a new light. “What are you going to wear?” 


“I’m still deciding. Except for my underwear, I’ve
got that picked out.”


My gut twisted. She’d already thought about what
underwear to put on. “Let me see.”


Instead of going to the dresser, Janet picked up a
shopping bag and displayed it for me.


“You bought something new?”


“I—I didn’t want to wear something to see him that I
had worn with you.”


“You mean, in case you. . .”


“Nothing is going to happen. I’ll see him, but
that’s it.”


“If you’ve decided that beforehand, then all the
excitement is gone. Well, most of it. You can do—whatever you want.”


“Look, I’m not going to—”


I shook my head. “Don’t say it. You decide where to
draw the line. Or not. But don’t tell me. Not now, anyway.”


Janet looked like she was going to say something
else, but instead she reached into the bag. The first thing she pulled out was
a skimpy black bra. She repositioned the towel and slipped it on, cupping her
breasts to get the fit right, checking herself out in the mirror. Apparently
satisfied, she turned to me, dropping the towel. “What do you think?”


The bra lifted her pert breasts up until they were
standing straight out, pushing them closer together, giving her more cleavage
than normal. It was cut low, the top of her areoles visible.


There’s something about a woman wearing only a bra,
an odd incongruity of primness, her breasts covered but her pussy fully
visible.


Her pussy. She’d shaved it. Not totally, but leaving
only a narrow landing strip. She’d never done that in all the time I’d known
her.


“It’s incredible. You’re beyond gorgeous. And I see
you have something else new besides a bra.”


“I was—just trying to get in the mood. Feel sexy, in
a different way.”


“Is it working?”


Janet smiled. “Let’s just say I found it hard to
concentrate in the shower.”


My cock firmed. “Now that’s something to
think about. Did you. . .”


“Touch myself? No. I’m trying to stay in the mood.”


“And what mood is that?”


“Just—sexy. Expectant.”


“I see.”


Janet dug into the shopping bag. The next item she
picked out looked like panties, a matching black to her bra. But when she stepped
into them the thin material sat high, on her hips. Four straps dangled from the
bottom.


“What’s that?” I asked.


“It’s a garter belt, silly.”


“Oh, of course.” I’d never seen one, for real.
Certainly not on Janet.


“It’ll look better once I have the stockings on.”


“You’re going to wear stockings?”


“I told you, I want to feel sexy. I’m going to be a
little nervous—maybe very nervous—and if I think of this as dress up, it will
be like acting, playing a role. I can pretend I’m someone else.”


“I see.” I wasn’t sure I did. She wanted to be extra
sexy, to pretend that she wasn’t herself?


Janet took a package of black stockings out of the
bag and ripped it open. She bent over to put the first one on, stopped, smiled
slyly, and came to stand by me. Lifting one foot onto the edge of the chair,
she slowly slid the stocking onto her elegant leg.


I watched her hand slide along the slick material
from her toes to her thighs. My eyes followed her graceful hands as she
repeated it for the other leg. It was like she was stroking a massive cock,
pulling the skin tight.


“Want to clip them up?” she asked.


I nodded dumbly, reaching for the clips, my hands
clumsy. 


When my fingers touched her legs it was like I was
touching another woman. Somehow the stockings and garters made Janet
into—someone new. Exotic. Enticing.


I fumbled at the clips.


“Here,” said Janet, her fingers over mine. “Flip
them around so the softer side is against my skin.”


I finished the clasps on the front, her shaved pussy
wickedly close, another indication of the new Janet. Screaming at me that it
had been shaved for another man.


Janet turned so I could do the clips at the back.


The stockings made her tight ass even more
prominent, outlining the bottom of her butt cheeks. Her labia, fully visible
through her thigh gap, was even more pronounced without any hair.


I wanted to kiss her ass, bury my head between her
legs, then bend her over and fuck her right there. The fantasy had been fun,
but who needed it when I had this?


I half stood, ready, but Janet had stepped away, her
ass calling to me as she walked across the bedroom and into the closet.


She returned wearing another pair of shoes I’d never
seen, black heeled pumps with a thin strap around the ankle. I stood there
dumbfounded, my cock straining against my pants. 


Janet walked to the middle of the room and posed for
me, her legs slightly spread. Except for when she’d taken the selfie for Jack, I’d
never seen her in a pair of shoes with such high heels, but she appeared to be
very comfortable. 


I discovered something at that moment: there is
nothing sexier than a woman in just stockings, a bra, and a pair of high heels.
Sexier than a woman naked. Even Janet. Or perhaps my thoughts were biased
because of what she was dressing this way for.


Who she was dressing this way for. Someone
that wasn’t me.


“What do you think?” she asked.


“I bet you can guess.”


“I want to hear you say it.”


“You look—you are—perfect. You are so sexy,
so hot. You are all of those things without that lingerie, but they form a
frame for a stunning painting. The frame sets it off. The way you are dressed
is like that, setting you off.” I grinned. “It’ll probably set me off too.”


Janet smiled, strode to me, and kissed me on the
cheek. “You are so sweet.”


“Is it hard walking in those?”


“It’s like riding a bike,” she said. “Once you’ve
done it, it just comes back to you.” She could have been talking about having
kinky sex.


Or maybe she was.


I grabbed her arm, pulling her down for a kiss,
stopping at the last minute as I remembered about her makeup. Instead I guided
her hand to my crotch. “This will give you a better indication of what I think
that is better than anything I can say.”


Janet rubbed my erection. “I see. Yes, this is even
harder than usual.” She looked into my eyes. “Maybe I don’t have to go out. If
the outfit does it for you, we can have our own fun.”


I almost said yes, I wanted to say yes. But—she had
said maybe. Maybe I don’t have to go out. Not, I don’t have to go
out, I want to stay here with you.


And she had bought the outfit. Shaved her pussy.


She wanted to go.


“We can still do that after,” I said. Then waited,
holding my breath, to see how she’d respond.


“Okay.” Janet gave me another kiss on the cheek.


My gut lurched again. Just okay. No
hesitation. Now I was sure. She was doing this for me, yes, but for her as
well. 


Or was it just to see how I’d react when she got
back?


Maybe I’d never know.


Janet headed back toward the closet.


“Wait!” I said.


She turned, a look of trepidation crossing her face
for a split second. Was she worried I’d changed my mind? That I was going to
stop her?


Any thoughts I had of doing that ended with her
look. I couldn’t face her disappointment, or even the possibility of it.


“What panties are you going to wear?” I asked
instead.


Janet brightened immediately. “Panties? I didn’t buy
any. Just the garter.”


And she disappeared into the closet to get her
dress, leaving me shaking with shock and anticipation.


The luxurious leather was slick against Janet’s
bare thighs. She’d never been so excited in a car—not while she was driving,
anyway. Her dress, short, but not ridiculously so, had ridden up her legs, her
uncovered skin between the top of her stockings and her ass right against the
leather seats, for some reason this little bit of nakedness somehow sinful.


Extra sinful, being in her husband’s car, driving it
to meet another man.


Janet had to crack the window open to let in some
air, she was hyperventilating.


As free and wild as some of her sexual history had
been, never in a million years would she have imagined that she’d be doing
something like this. And if Mason hadn’t been so turned on by the idea, she
never would have. Her first husband had cheated on her, the entire thought of
cheating sickened her. But this wasn’t cheating, it was just—another kind of
sex. 


She hadn’t been lying when she told Mason that she
had never felt closer to him as she did now, as she did after their secret
lovemaking during her video call with Jack. She wasn’t sneaking around behind
Mason’s back, she was doing this with him. Not physically, of course.
Well, she was sure there’d be plenty of physical connection later, when she got
home.


Not that she would do anything with Brad. She’d
already decided that. Kiss him perhaps. That’s all. Just enough so she could
have something to tell Mason about.


When she had unexpectedly run into Brad at the party,
she’d been surprised, that’s what had led to her lustful fantasy. But now she
was prepared. No matter how good Brad looked, she wouldn’t lose track of why
she was with him.


For Mason. For her and Mason.


A sliver of wind rushed through the car, magical
fingers seeking her nakedness, pushing under her dress. Even nature knew her
secret.


Janet remembered the first time she had dressed
sexily, just to attract boys. It was back in high school. She giggled at the
memory, her and her girlfriends, swapping clothes, helping each other with
makeup, joking nervously about “going all the way.” One of her friends had
swiped a few of her sister’s shoes, heels so tall Janet couldn’t even stand in
them. Yet even as a teenager, Janet could feel the change that came over her as
she tottered around in them, a sense of power, the first true understanding of
how clothing could multiply her femininity, her allure.


Just wearing a different outfit could be so
liberating, so transforming. Men probably didn’t understand this at all. A man
could change from jeans to a tux and just feel dressed up. Yet a little black
dress with strapless heels turned a woman into someone else, the clothing
setting the mood, setting the stage. She could be a vixen, a seductress, a
princess. A slut.


That’s why she had bought new underwear, or at least
the bra. She hadn’t worn stockings and a garter since she had met Mason. Just
putting them on, and not putting on the panties, had excited her more than she
thought possible. She barely made it out of the house, she was so turned on by
Mason watching her that she almost jumped him right then and there.


But he so wanted her to do this, to go and pretend
to be with another man. She smiled as she imagined his reaction after she came
home.


She couldn’t let her loving husband down, could she?


Janet had been to the bar at the Grande
Hotel just once, and that was only while she and Mason were waiting for their
table in the hotel restaurant. 


She’d chosen this bar not only because of its cozy
booths, but because the bar was part of a hotel. Mason’s eyes had widened when
she had told him where she was meeting Brad. In some ways, the hotel was much
less risky than going to Brad’s place, it was after all a public facility. Yet
the very fact that there was a hotel upstairs, all those beds, the prospect of
a tryst. . .that’s what was so wicked about it. Mason had understood
immediately.


Nothing would happen, nothing needed to happen, just
the game was enough. Enough to set their sex life on a new trajectory.


At the hotel Janet bypassed the lobby, knowing the
bar had a second, discreet entrance off the side street. Her heels clicked on
the sidewalk, her steps assured, her muscles already recapturing the skill of
walking in these higher heels. Her dress swished around her legs, cool and
elegant, and yet she knew she looked hot, catching the doormen at the hotel
checking her out. She swore she could feel the newness of her bra, or maybe it
was her nipples rubbing against the lace, threatening to poke through, a
flashing sign to everyone that she was aroused.


She was appropriately late, not wanting to take the
chance of having to wait, to wonder if Brad would show up. She hadn’t spoken to
Brad on the phone, she didn’t want to explain things to him, not that way. Just
a text, asking him to meet her for a drink.


Inside, the bar felt different. It wasn’t really, it
was the same décor, the same layout. But tonight the wood seemed darker, the
lighting more romantic, the corner booths more intimate.


The bar was crowded, a dozen men and women. Every
one of them looked at her as she came in. Every single one. 


Janet had never felt so exposed, so on display. Not
even when she had stood naked in front of a man. Yet at the same time she’d
never felt so alive, so vibrant, so alluring.


A gust of wind from the closing door swirled her
dress, moving it the barest amount, but enough to draw attention to her legs,
to her thighs.


The men with wives and girlfriends had to force
their eyes away. Others continued to stare lustily. Two of the women didn’t
take their eyes off her, even as their husbands did. If he had been at the bar,
Brad would have stood out right away, he would have appraised her, cool, but
his eyes would have been on fire. 


Janet smiled, this would be another story for Mason,
women angry at their husband’s tonight because they had been caught ogling her.
Maybe this was another idea for her and Mason, go out together, see who would
check her out. For a moment Janet forgot why she was there, she was so focused
on Mason, dreaming up other fun they could have together, more experiences to
share. 


Until a voice at her elbow jolted her, stunned her,
captivated her, forced her back to the past. “I told you you’d be back.”


Janet looked up into Brad’s impossibly blue green
eyes, an ocean of depth, the leading edge of a tidal wave threatening to engulf
her. His features were as hard to read as always, not chiseled, but on
perpetual guard, honed from a lifetime of people wanting things from him. Women
for his body, men and women for his money.


Janet faltered, her legs shaking, and it had nothing
to do with the heels.


She seen Brad barely three weeks ago. How could he
look even better? Did he have that power, the ability to turn a switch and
become even more irresistible?


So sure of herself seconds ago, all she could say
was, “Brad.”


A hint of a smile flashed ever so briefly, if she
hadn’t known him she would have missed it. “Janet.”


Like two old friends.


Like two lovers, needing only a word to reconnect.


The sounds of the bar disappeared, the bar itself
disappeared, all Janet heard and saw was Brad, filling her space even more than
he had done at the party.


“Why are we here, Janet?”


“Why would you want us to be here?” Janet wanted it
to sound like a tease, but it came out as a promise.


“Not to disappoint you, but I don’t sleep with
married women.”


“My husband knows I’m here.” Yet she should have
said, I’m not here to sleep with you. That’s what she meant, right?
Janet shook her head, not certain herself if she was denying she wanted to
sleep with him, or just adding strength to her resistance.


Brad’s eyebrows lifted, for him, this was real
surprise. “Really.”


“Really.”


“So you told him what exactly? You were going to
have a drink with an old friend? That doesn’t fool anyone, especially a guy.
It’s just woman speak for a man she used to sleep with.”


“Is that what you think I did?”


Brad rewarded her with another quick smile. “You
always had a way of shifting the conversation, meanings within meanings. Are
you asking about what I thought you did when we were together, or about what
you told your husband?”


“Maybe both.”


“You really want to relive the past, now that you
are married?”


Janet hesitated. What did she want? She’d
relived the past with Brad in her own mind, her body had relived it, felt it,
her body had compelled her to touch herself, it had been so real.


“Let’s talk,” she said, and taking him by the hand,
she led Brad toward one of the back booths. Never since she’d been married had
the touch of a man’s hand seemed so personal.


Just as they arrived at the only empty booth, three
men, looking slightly inebriated, reached the booth at the same time. Brad
stepped in front of Janet. “Our booth,” he said, his voice quietly firm, yet
clearly carrying over the noise in the bar.


“We got here first,” sneered one of the other men.


Brad turned to him, and the man withered under his
gaze. 


“Come on, let’s go to the bar,” the man said, and
the others followed.


Brad ushered Janet into the seat. “They did get here
first,” she said.


“We could offer it back to them, go to the bar
ourselves,” Brad said, not sitting down.


“Law of the jungle?” prodded Janet. “Trying to
impress me?”


“Do I need to?”


Janet smiled. “Nothing would ever have happened
between us if you hadn’t. Let’s stay here.” She wondered what side of the booth
Brad would pick. Would he slide in next to her, intimate? 


Brad sat across from her, and Janet felt a twinge of
disappointment. What did it matter? This was more appropriate anyway.


 A waitress came over to take their drink order. “A
vodka martini and a Remy, neat,” said Brad.


When the waitress had left Janet said, “You
remembered.”


“Hard to forget anything about you.”


Janet flushed. It wasn’t like she’d never received a
compliment before, even one with the deeper meaning within Brad’s words. Yet
she hadn’t been spoken to like this since before she had been married. Mason was
always saying nice things, but hearing it from another man, a man who had
reason to know, who wasn’t just guessing, or flirting, was something else.


She shook off the thoughts. Of course Brad was only flirting.
Just making her feel good. Two could play that game, a little flirting would be
fine, even for a married woman. “I remember you too.”


“What about me?”


And with just those words it all came flooding back,
the good and the bad, filling in spaces, memories of their times together,
mostly sex, the heat, the silences, the barriers. Barriers she had created,
barriers she had erected to keep from getting hurt again. Had Brad tried to
tear down her walls, and she hadn’t realized it? Hadn’t wanted him to?


What might have happened if she had been open to
him? Might she be married to him instead of Mason?


Janet didn’t want to even consider it. “More than
you think,” she admitted. Then hastily added, “I’m happily married.” Like an
excuse for her admission.


“Yet you’re here.”


“Just because I’m married I can’t see an old
friend?”


“A lot of men don’t like that. How do you feel about
your husband seeing women he’s slept with?”


“He has. I don’t have a problem with it.”


“Did he tell you before he did it?”


“Yes.”


“Then he thought you might have a problem with it. A
lot of women do. Otherwise he wouldn’t have asked.”


“Maybe he was just being considerate. That thought
ever occur to you?” As soon as she said the words, Janet regretted them. She’d
never given Brad a chance to be considerate, at least outside the bedroom.


The waitress came with the drinks, interrupting her
apology. Brad lifted his glass in a toast, the gesture changing the mood,
redirecting the conversation. “To old friends.”


Janet smiled, he was a smooth as ever. “You haven’t
lost your touch.”


“Verbally, you mean.”


Janet sipped her drink, not responding, making him
wonder. Daring him to wonder.


She was loving this, not only because of the way
Brad was making her feel, sexy, alluring, desired in his own cool way, but
because even if she left right now she’d be able to tell Mason a wonderful
story, how she had flirted with an old friend, an ex lover. She was sure Mason
would be excited.


Brad seemed to read her mind. “So. . .tonight.
Your husband knowing you are here. Just catching up with an old friend? Is that
what you told him?”


What to tell Brad? Why not the truth? “He saw us
together at the art gallery.”


“We were just talking.”


“He sensed—a history.”


“Why didn’t he come over?”


“He—wanted to watch.”


“To see what you might do? He doesn’t trust you?”


“That’s not it. If he didn’t trust me I don’t think
he’d want me to be here.”


“Could he stop you?”


What was Brad asking? If Mason had the strength to
stop her? Or if she had the power to resist seeing Brad?


“All he had to do was ask. Actually—he suggested we
get together.”


“That’s a new one.” Brad took a sip of his drink,
thoughtful.


“I’m not sure it’s that uncommon.”


“How many times have you done this?”


“You’re the first.”


“Why me?”


“You know.” Janet waved her hand, a gesture meant to
be all encompassing, yet it communicated a vagueness. “You shouldn’t ask a
woman anything even remotely like that question. How many times.”


“Why not?”


“It’s—how would you feel about it, being asked
that?”


Brad shrugged. “I wouldn’t care.”


“Really? How many women have you been with since me?”


“Three.”


“In 10 years?” Janet didn’t believe it. She’d slept
with more men than that between Brad and Mason.


“I’m picky.”


“Were you always?” 


“For sex. Only the best.”


Janet smiled, it was a nice compliment in a way.
“Thank you.” She fiddled with her drink glass. “So you only found three women
you expected would be good in bed since then?”


“I’m tired of all that. I want more.”


So Brad meant that Janet had been good enough for
sex, but not something else. This shouldn’t have bothered her, not now, but it
did. “More?”


“I’m tired. I want to settle down. Get married.”


Janet shouldn’t have been surprised, but she was. After
all, she had done just that, settled down. Still, she had fully expected that Brad
would be married by now. The words almost forced from her, she whispered, “Why
didn’t you ask me?”


Brad laughed. “You were too wild for me.”


That stung. “What?”


“Sure. Look at us. You’re married and you are here
with me, flirting—don’t bother to deny it—and your husband knows. I want to be with
just one woman. We’re different.”


“Yet you are here,” said Janet, still stunned over Brad’s
accusation. Wanting to believe it was only a lashing out, a defensive
resentment, and not the truth.


“When I saw you—a lot of memories came back.”


“About the sex, you mean.”


“That’s all we had, right?”


Janet knew what Brad was asking. Had she loved him?
Did she want him now, was she ready to give him what he wanted? 


She knew the answer, but considered it for a few
moments, she owed Brad that. When she finally spoke she was sure she sounded as
confident as she felt. “That’s all. I love my husband. I can’t give you that.”
She paused, wondering how she would feel if those words were spoken to her.
“I’m sorry.”


Brad looked away briefly, Janet couldn’t read his
eyes. When he turned back to her his face was impassive. “Don’t be. I didn’t
expect it then, and I don’t expect it now.”


Janet raised her glass again. “To old friends.”


“Rediscovered.” Brad drained his drink. “I still
don’t quite know why you are here. Some kind of kink? Are you doing this for
your husband?”


The truth seemed to be working, so Janet stuck with
it. “Mostly. For me too.”


“And what do you want to happen?”


Now she wasn’t certain what the truth was. “I’m not
sure. This might be enough.”


“Might?”


She shrugged. “We’ll see.”


“But you’ll wonder, won’t you?” 


Another thing Brad hadn’t lost, the ability to get
right to the heart of it, his confidence allowing him to always say what he was
thinking. “Maybe,” she whispered.


“How will you find out?” He sounded genuinely
interested.


Suddenly, so was Janet. Impulsively, although a part
of her had known it might come to this, she slid out of the booth and moved to
Brad’s side of the table, the leather seat slick on her legs, even more so than
in the car, that had been decadent, this was downright sinful. 


Without giving herself time for second thoughts, Janet
leaned over and kissed him.


Brad didn’t resist, but he didn’t really kiss her
back.


Not the response Janet was expecting. Maybe not the
response she was secretly hoping for.


“I’ve been kissed by married women before.”


“I thought you said you didn’t do anything with
married women?”


“You see someone at a party. They give you a kiss.
Big deal.”


Janet’s mouth reached for his again, hard, her
tongue pressing against his closed lips, driven by some competitive part of her,
some need to be seen as enticing, some desire to be wanted. Still Brad didn’t
respond, he didn’t push her away, but for what seemed like an eternity he did
not kiss her back. Janet suddenly imagined everyone in the room looking at
them, but right now she didn’t care.


Brad’s lips opened just a fraction, his mouth moved
ever so slightly, a hint of a kiss. Janet smiled inwardly, even with this tiny
participation it was as if she had won a contest. She pulled away. “They kiss
you like that?”


“No. But it’s still just a kiss.”


“Just? Even from me?”


“Did you get your answer? Will that be enough?”


Janet had to think about that. Before tonight—no,
before all this had come up with Mason, she would have known the answer, she
really hadn’t had any interest in another man. And even now, here with Brad,
still so handsome, what was forefront in her mind was being back with her
husband, of what she would tell him. If she stopped right now she’d be able to
tell him all of it, all of what had been said, what had transpired, even the
kiss.


And yet she instinctively knew Mason would ask the
same question that Brad had. Would she wonder if it was enough? Would she want
more?


There was only one way to find out.


“I’ll still wonder,” she admitted, the words more a
signal than even her kiss.


“And how do you propose to resolve that?”


In that instant the evening changed course. She’d
been on an thrilling but safe car ride but was suddenly spinning out of
control. Janet needed to stop it right now. Not stop Brad, he was, oddly
enough, being the perfect gentleman. She had to stop herself. To rein in her
desires.


Perhaps she was being influenced by her proximity to
Brad, pressing up against his powerful body, his scent in her nostrils, his
taste on her lips. She should move away. 


Yet she didn’t.


She should leave right now, she should talk about
this with Mason, discover together what this did for them. It would be good, the
sharing, she was sure of it.


But Janet was also sure Mason would ask the question,
whether she wanted more. Would she be willing go through this again to find
out?


Would Brad be so calm if he knew she wasn’t wearing
underwear, if he knew she had bought new lingerie for him? Janet studied his
face. He seemed calm, but that was Brad, she knew for a fact he could
switch from this coolness to a passionate lover in a heartbeat.


It was his calmness that did her in. She wanted a
reaction, she wanted—no, she needed— his approval, his appreciation, his
confirmation that she was still hot, that she still turned him on.


Brad’s exterior calmness was forcing her to become
the predator instead of the prey.


At that moment, no man’s touch had ever excited her
more. Not a hand on her breast, not a finger in her pussy. Just a leg pressed
against hers. 


Now she had to move, not because she wanted to get
away, but because she couldn’t sit still, she was growing hot, wet. She shifted
ever so slightly in the seat, not away, but against Brad. Even that small
movement was enough to rub fabric against her body, caressing her, hardening
her nipples. The clips of her garter nicked against her skin, a reminder of her
sexy lingerie.


Do it now, screamed her body.


Wait, cautioned her mind.


It was no contest. “We could go upstairs,” she said.
“To find out.”


Brad made her wait, not to make her suffer, she
thought, not to make her beg, but to give her a chance to change her mind.


It was the first glimpse she had that he had perhaps
changed. 


“I want to be sure that’s what you want,” he said.
“Prove it.”


Janet laughed in spite of herself. “That’s what my
husband said.”


“You’re asking me to go upstairs to a hotel room,
and you bring up your husband?”


Janet pursed her lips, but not for a kiss. She stood
up abruptly, standing strong, standing tall, feeling her wetness spreading,
wondering what this interaction looked like to anyone else in the room. “Are
you going to psychoanalyze my marriage, or are we going to do this?”


The smile again, Janet wondering if Brad was jerking
her around, all that talk about wanting to get married, sleeping with only
three women. She’d been telling the truth, but had he? 


She didn’t think Brad had ever lied to her before.
Maybe he wasn’t so different after all.


“I’m going to ask you to wait here,” she said. “If
you are in this booth when I come back, I don’t want to hear any more
questions.”


Brad’s raised eyebrow was his only response.


Janet walked through the bar, full of purpose, but
not so distracted that she didn’t notice all the men staring at her. Could they
smell her musk?


She left the bar via the lobby and walked up to the
check in desk. “I’d like a room please.”


An older woman, dressed in the conservative hotel
jacket, asked, “Do you have a reservation?”


Janet was about to make up some excuse, she had been
drinking too much, she didn’t want to drive home, something like that. She just
wasn’t in the mood for bullshit and excuses. “If a man came up and asked for a
room, would you ask him the same question?” Daring the woman to call her a prostitute.
Or a slut.


“Yes, I would,” replied the woman. 


Janet let it go, she had other things on her mind.
“No, I don’t. I wasn’t expecting to need a room until just now. An old friend,”
she added.


To the woman’s credit, she didn’t say a word about
Janet’s large diamond and wedding ring, even though Janet handed over her
credit card with her left hand.


And the woman didn’t ask about luggage either.


Janet took the key card and headed back toward the
entrance to the bar. At the door she stopped, just feet away from the lobby
entrance.


Two doors. Two paths.


One, out to the warm evening air, and back to her
husband.


The other, to the bar and Brad.


To warmth or heat.


To love or to sex.


The lobby door would still be there in a little
while. I’ll just take both, she thought.


Janet walked back into the bar. 


Again she hesitated, her eyes straight ahead. If she
looked at the booth now, and Brad wasn’t there, she could just leave, save
herself the embarrassment of being stood up. Had anyone been spying on them?
Would another man sense his chance, move in for the kill?


If that happened, what would she do? Would she go up
to the hotel room with a stranger? She didn’t think she could do that. But in
her mood, and aroused as she was, if she had been stood up by Brad, she
couldn’t really be certain.


Would Mason have enjoyed being here, to see her with
Brad? To see her kiss him?


Again, she avoided the dilemma. She glided through
the tables, this time making no effort to avoid brushing men in the crowded
space, leaving behind of wake of desire. Her eyes were on the floor, she
wouldn’t look up until she reached the booth.


Brad was still there, waiting. Which could only mean
one thing. He wanted her.


Janet tossed the key card on the table. “Proof
enough for you?”


I promised myself that I would not be
waiting by the door for Janet to come home. Treat it just like any other night,
me working in my home office, her in the city, maybe stopping for a quick drink
with a friend. 


Which is what it was, and wasn’t. Janet was having a
drink, but not just with a friend, it was with an old friend.


A man who she had kissed.  A man she had been naked
with. A man she had slept with.


A man who had fucked her.


Unless he married a virgin, almost every man who’s
had a girlfriend or a wife knows this feeling, that other men had been with the
woman he loves before him. Of course we all know this. I’d been with women
before Janet.


But there’s always the question, were those other
men better? Did they do more for her than I can? Did she ever think about them?


In Janet’s case, I knew the answer. She did.


I trusted her. I loved her. But still I wondered
about how well I completely satisfied her. About whether her night out would
bring back memories she had hidden away, repressed. What would she do tonight?
Would she come home at all?


I had given her my permission to do whatever she
wanted. Not that I had power over her, it was her life. She could leave me at
any time. Yet I’d seen no evidence of her wanting to do that, even after her
confession that she fantasized about Brad, about other men.


If anything, I had been the one who had instigated
this, who had lit the fuse. The fact that it turned me on had only made the
spark rush faster toward the gunpowder.


I’d never been so conflicted in my life. I wanted
her to come home, to say she’d had a drink, only a drink. She’d tease
me, and that would be it. We’d have a good laugh.


Yet I also yearned for her to do more. How much
more, I wasn’t sure. In my fantasies, she did do more, much more. But would I
want to hear that my fantasies had become her reality?


It would be our reality too.


I tried to keep busy, but couldn’t focus on my work.
I had to do something, otherwise I’d go nuts. Or end up masturbating myself
raw.


I thought about going to a movie, get out of the
house. But dreaded missing Janet when she came back.


Or my returning after three hours and not finding
her home.


Instead I worked out. We had a small home gym, I hit
the weights hard. Did pushups until my shoulders creaked. Did situps until my
stomach burned.


Every exercise incredibly difficult due to my raging
erection.


My wife was with another man. 


What were they doing?


I had made it though the first hour with arousing
thoughts of Janet and Brad having drinks, hearing them flirt. By the second
hour I was having second thoughts. 


I took a really fast shower, the bathroom door open
in case Janet came back. Alone with my thoughts in the shower stall, I lost
control. I broke my promise to myself not to masturbate, jerking myself off in
the shower, coming so fast, shooting jets that even the powerful water could
not overcome.


Downstairs, I turned on the TV, nothing registering,
not even a good baseball game. 


More than once my fingers hovered over my phone,
fighting the urge to call Janet.


What stopped me was not wanting to embarrass her. Not
wanting her to have to face Brad as he sniffed, “Is that your husband checking
up on you?”


When my phone beeped with a text I jumped. It was
from Janet. Just three words. “Everything is fine.”


What the hell did that mean? That she was okay? That
we were fine? Was that all she had time to write?


I’m not sure if I felt better or worse after hearing
from her.


By the third hour, I was worried stiff. Not for her
safety, Janet could take care of herself, she was a strong woman. Although Brad
had looked pretty strong himself.


Every fifteen minutes I did a complete circuit of
the house, pacing back and forth wasn’t good enough. I walked through every
room. Except our bedroom, I just couldn’t go in there yet. Just the thought of
the bed gave me shivers. Was Janet in a bed right now? Could she really be simply
having drinks for almost three full hours?


Of course she can, I thought. I’d done it
myself, and I wasn’t much of a party guy. Janet had spent that much time
catching up with her girlfriends. And that time when she’d been out with some
out of town friends from college. Just old friends getting together.


Old friends.


With each pass around the house, I ended up closer and
closer to the front door. By one in the morning, I was standing in the foyer.


And finally, blissfully, Janet was back. Not only
had I heard her car, but I could see the door knob turn, because I had been
staring at it for thirty minutes.


Janet started when she saw me, like a girl being
caught out past curfew by her father, trying to sneak back into the house.


I must have looked like a wild man, standing there,
my eyes wide, searching her for anything—different. I immediately noticed her
flushed cheeks. Her hair—not exactly unruly, but it had been messed up, perhaps
quickly rebrushed.


For long moments we just stood there, staring at
each other, my hands clenching and unclenching, hers wrapped tightly around the
strap of her purse, her legs and feet close together, almost prim.


I realized this might be as hard for her as it was
for me, so I tried to break the tension. “Everything was fine?” Quoting her
text.


“I think so,” she whispered. “I hope so.”


My voice shook. “Do you still love me?”


The look on her face made my heart heave. “Oh,
Mason, of course I do.”


That was all I needed to hear, at least for now. I
took three quick steps to her, reaching for her, my lips seeking hers.


Janet turned her face away.


I froze, confused, my arms already around her, my
mouth inches from her face. She loved me, but she wouldn’t kiss me?


Then her arms were around me, her purse dropping to
the floor, her head pressing into my neck. The most important embrace I’d ever
experienced, the best hug of my life.


I gently lifted her face to look at me. Her eyes
were—a mix of emotions. Alive, but complex, a swirl. I needed to make sure she
was back with me, I needed to show her I loved her, a hug wasn’t enough. I
tried to kiss her again.


And again Janet turned away.


“Why won’t you let me kiss you?”


Her head still turned, she said, “Do you still love
me?”


“You know I do.”


“No matter what?”


“No matter what. Let me prove it to you. Let me kiss
you.”


Janet turned to meet my eyes, but not my lips. “I
can’t. I haven’t brushed my teeth.”


I gulped, the implications of that so desperately
clear. My stomach heaved, but my cock, which had gone limp hours ago, leapt to
life, beyond my control. As if it ever could be.


“Did he—.” Why couldn’t I say it? I’d certainly been
thinking about it. I’d practically forced Janet to think about it. To put
herself in a position where it might happen. 


If we couldn’t talk about this we’d never be able to
talk about anything. “Did he come in your mouth?” I asked, as calmly as I
could, like asking about the weather. Except it wasn’t rain I was asking about,
it was a typhoon.


“No, I wouldn’t kiss you if he had done that, but—”


“But what?” I couldn’t wait for an answer, I pressed
my mouth against hers, feeling her resistance, not because she didn’t want to
kiss me, but because she did. I don’t think I would have wanted to kiss her,
but she’d said Brad hadn’t. . .I kept my mouth on hers. She didn’t turn away,
her fingers tightened on my arms, she was waiting, waiting. . .


I gave it to her. I had to practically force my
tongue into her mouth, overcoming her resolve, gaining confidence it was what
she wanted when she moaned.


Her mouth was full of it, the earthly taste of sex.
My mind recoiled, yet my mouth, like my cock, had a will of its own, exploring
her mouth, wanting more.


Janet’s fingers dug into my shoulders, into my back,
pulling me closer, her tongue dancing with mine, relishing the sharing of her
fluids, proud of them.


I pushed her against the door, pressing. “I thought
you said he didn’t come in your mouth. I can taste something. . .”


“That was after,” she admitted.


“After what?” I forced my knee between her legs, her
heels sliding on the tile, at my mercy. “Did you make him come?”


Janet wrapped her legs around mine, precarious,
trusting me to hold her up. “I did,” she whispered.


“How? What did you do?” Not an accusation, a
pleading for the details.


“We were in the hotel room—”


I wanted to hear the story, but I couldn’t help but
interrupt. “He had a hotel room? He was expecting you to be with him?” Pompous
asshole, I was thinking. 


“It wasn’t him—I got the room.”


Her words sent a renewed jolt through me, shifting
my attention away from Brad. It should have made me angry at her, or
disappointed, her getting a room to be with another man.


Instead, my cock sought her crotch through her
dress.


“Why did you get the room and not him? Didn’t he
want you?” Now I was mad at Brad again. Was I sick, angry at a man for not
wanting my wife?


“Not at first. He wanted proof—that I wanted to be
with him. He said he never slept with married women.”


“And?”


Janet smiled for the first time since she had come
home. “He said I was so hot he broke his rule.”


“Is that when you—”


“That was later. Before I got the room, I made the
first move. I kissed him.”


“Before?”


“In the bar.”


I groaned, not even able to imagine what that might
have been like, what it would have felt like if I had been there. Just hearing
about it was almost too much.


“In public?”


“Like this.” Janet pressed against my lips, and I
unconsciously met her kiss. “No,” she said. “Don’t kiss me back.”


I was confused, but I did what she said, squeezing
my lips together. 


“That’s what he did,” she said. “Then I did this.”


She kissed me again, her tongue on my lips, sensual,
then demanding. I couldn’t resist any longer, I kissed her back.


“That’s what he did, too,” she said, a hint of pride
in her tone. 


“You forced yourself on him,” I marveled. “In
public.”


“Well, we were in a quiet, very private booth,” Janet’s
voice was a purr. “But I’m sure anyone could see.”


“Did anything else happen there?”


“Not there. We went to the room.”


“The room that you rented.”


“I’d never done that before. Renting a room to be
with a man. Men had done it for me, but I’d never been the one. It felt
so—liberating. And so slutty at the same time. I bet everyone in the bar knew
what I was doing.”


“They were all envious.”


“I’d like to think so.”


“I am.”


“You have me. You don’t need to envy anyone, or be
jealous. Ever.”


She kissed me again. I might have been imagining it,
but I still tasted—it tasted the way it did when I kissed her after putting my
fingers in her pussy and then her mouth. “I’m not letting you go until you tell
me the rest.”


“That could take a while.”


I ground my hips into her, making her feel my cock.
“I don’t care.”


“Up against the door?”


“We could open it, if you feel more comfortable in
public.”


Janet slapped my face playfully. “Keep talking like
that, and I’ll skip over some important details.” She searched my face.
“Speaking of which, what were you up to when I was gone?”


“What do you think?” I guided her hand to my cock.


“I thought—I hoped—you might have been
touching yourself. But if you are this hard, maybe not.”


“You wanted me to be jerking off? Thinking about you
and Brad?”


“Well, thinking about me.” She hesitated.
“Okay, thinking about me and Brad.”


“I did.”


“Hmm. And so hard now?”


“Stop changing the subject.”


“This is the subject,” she teased, her fingers hard
on my cock.


“What happened in that hotel room?” 


“Well, I don’t want to ever get comparative, just
like I’d never want you to compare me to another woman. But Brad’s reaction
was—exactly the same as yours.”


“You made him hard?”


Janet nodded. “Very hard. We stood in the
middle of the hotel room, kissing. I—I wasn’t going to do anything else with
him, I really wasn’t. Even though I had got the room. Brad was playing with me,
he knew I was flirting. I told him about you—about us. That I was doing it for
us. And he told me he wouldn’t do anything with a married woman. But then. . .”


“What?”


“He asked me if I’d wonder, if I’d think about it,
about what might have happened. If I had stopped after the kiss. And at that
moment I thought about you.”


“About me?”


“What would you have said, if I had come home two
hours earlier, and I told you that I had kissed Brad? That all I had done was
kiss him.”


I had wondered about that myself. “I’d want to know
if it had excited you.”


“And if it had? And excited you too?”


“I’d want to know if you wanted to go further. Do
more.”


Janet smiled. “We do know each other, don’t we?” She
kissed me gently. “So getting the room, it was just going to be one more step,
something to add to the story to tell you. Something to titillate you with. I
got a room with another man. I kissed him again, in the room. That was going to
be the end of it.”


“It wasn’t though, was it?”


“I want to hear you say it again,” she said.


I knew what she meant. “I love you.”


“Do you need to hear me say it?”


“No. But I’ll never tire of hearing it.”


“I love you. I truly do. I was thinking how much I
loved you even as I kissed Brad. Even as I felt his cock press against me, just
like yours is now. Even when he—”


“When he what?”


Janet’s voice fell to a whisper. “When he said, ‘I
want to touch you.’ ”


“And you let him?”


“I wasn’t asking for it, but I was already kissing
him, I could feel his cock, he knows me, he knew I was excited. What
would it matter, I thought, a simple touch?”


“You said it was okay? You gave him permission?”


“I just didn’t say no. I thought—I thought he would put
his hand on my breasts, he’d always loved doing that. Instead he lifted up my
dress, he felt my bare ass, he grabbed me. . .”


“Like this?” I forced my hand between Janet and the
door, fingering her dress, dragging it up, squeezing her wonderful ass. The
same ass that Brad had squeezed.


“Yes. . .he asked me why I wasn’t wearing
underwear, then he felt the garters, the stockings. . .”


I slid my hand lower, I couldn’t feel the straps.
“What happened to the straps?”


“He ripped them off. . .”


I moved my hand to the front of her thighs, feeling
the empty clips. “Damn.”


“He’s really strong, as strong as you, maybe
stronger, his hands are so big, his fingers were between my legs, I couldn’t
stop him, I didn’t want to stop him, but I did, I didn’t want it to go past
that.”


“You stopped him?”


“I did. And he did.”


There was something Janet wasn’t telling me. Not
yet. “That was it? He stopped?”


Janet squeezed her lips together. “For a second.
Then he said, ‘I just want to feel how wet you are.’ He didn’t ask me if I was
wet, he knew it.”


“Just from him touching your ass?”


“And from kissing him and being in the room with
him, and feeling how turned on he was.”


“So you let him?”


“I thought—I’d gone that far, I was the one who
brought him to the room, I would just let him touch me, feel my wetness, and he. . .”


My fingers groped for her pussy. “He did this?”


“Yes! He touched me, oh Mason, I’m sorry, I couldn’t
help myself, I was so turned on!”


My fingers extended, expecting to feel her clit, and
I did, but there was more, her lips were fully open, soaking wet, the way she
got when she had—. “It didn’t end there, did it?”


Janet shook her head violently, her eyes wide. “Brad
laughed, he said I must really want it, this was better proof than me getting
the room, better than the stockings and garter and being naked under my dress,
my wetness was proof of what I wanted.”


“And what did you want?”


“I—I wasn’t sure, I had only wanted to turn him on,
just to have a story to tell you, to get you excited. You’re excited, aren’t
you? You aren’t mad, yet?”


I kissed her softly on the cheek, then hard, flush
on the lips. “That should answer your questions.”


“I’m so glad, because what he did next. . .what
I did next. . .”


“What?” Thinking Brad had forced Janet to do
something she didn’t want to do.


“He pushed me down on my knees.”


“He forced you?” Angry now, although most of my rage
was directed through my cock.


“He just—.” Janet took my hand and put in on her
shoulder. “Guided me down.”


I’d never done anything like that to Janet, never
tried to make her do anything. What would I have done if I had been
there, if I had seen Brad push her down? And what would have been my reaction
if Janet had let him?


I pushed her shoulder down.


Janet, hesitant, yet melting with desire, just as I
imagined she’d been with Brad, slid to her knees on the hard tile, her heels jammed
against the door. Her voice shook. “He—he said, ‘Come on now, it will be like
old times.’ ”


I gasped, a side of Janet I hadn’t seen, a strong
man pushing her to her knees, my independent wife letting a man do that, no
resistance at all. “I can’t believe you did that.”


“Then you won’t believe this part either.” Janet
stroked my cock through my pants, kissing my erection, resting her cheek
against me as she rubbed. “I still hadn’t done anything really bad, though. He’d
touched me, but we still had all our clothes on, I hadn’t even touched his
skin.”


“You were doing this to him though? You had your
hands on him?”


“Just this. I thought that would be the end of it,
I’d get him off right through his clothes. But suddenly Brad undid his pants
and pushed them down, and his cock was right there, so hard, I had forgot how big
he was. . .”


I groaned, picturing it, Brad towering over her, his
erection in front of her face. I quickly undid my own pants, Janet helping me,
pulling them down, freeing my own erection. Had she white lied a little? Was it
only Brad who had pulled his pants down, or had Janet helped him too?


The tip of my cock brushed against Janet’s lips,
moving with her, drawn to her mouth. She wrapped her hand around me, stroking.


“Is that how you jerked him off?”


“Yes! Suddenly I was thinking of you, at home, maybe
jerking yourself off, I wanted it to be your cock, I really did, I wanted to
see you come.”


“You made him come like this?”


“I’d gone this far, my hands were already on him,
I’d crossed some kind of line, what would it hurt if I gave him a handjob?”


That would have been enough for me, I thought. Janet
on her knees, turning Brad on so much he blew his load, just hearing that would
have been a story to relive for months. Maybe years.


“You let him come on you?”


“I was—I don’t know what I was going to do, maybe
catch it in my hand, but Brad grabbed the back of my head, he said, ‘Come on,
you’ve done it a million times to me, what’s one more time? I’m sure your
husband knows you’ve sucked my cock.’ ”


Stunned as I was, I played my part, I played Brad’s
part. I put my hands on the back of Janet’s head, pulling her forward.


Janet was whispering excitedly, almost as if she was
in awe of what she had done. “And I thought, you did know that, we had talked
about it, I had shown you how I had sucked his cock. It had turned you on?
Didn’t it? Tell me it did!”


“It did,” I groaned.


And just like that I was in her mouth, she was
sucking me, her way of telling me that she had sucked Brad’s cock, not just ten
years ago, but less than an hour ago. 


I was so close, I was ready to come, but I desperately
needed to hear the rest of the story, yet I couldn’t think of anything else
that would slow down the movie playing in my head, that of my wife sucking
another man’s cock. 


Janet stopped just long enough to say, “I thought if
I sucked him just a little, I knew it would turn you on, I could tell you, then
instead of making him come this way I’d make you come this way, you’d be the
one to come in my mouth, not him.”


“You stopped?” A wave of relief, she hadn’t let Brad
come in her mouth, she wanted to save that for me. Yet a little
disappointment, what a rush that would have been, having her finish. Him, then
me.


“Yes! I got up, I kissed him, I said, ‘That’s all
you get.’ Brad smirked at me, and said, ‘We’ll see about that. Now it’s time I
give you something.’ And he pushed me on the bed. His hands were all over me,
he lifted my dress. . .”


“Like this?” I pulled her up, hiking her dress,
pushing her back against the door, my cock crushed against her belly.


“Higher,” said Janet, bunching her dress up so high
I thought it would rip, holding it against her breasts, squeezing her own tits.
“Brad said, ‘I want to lick you’. I told him only you got to do that. He just
laughed at me, and he spread my legs. . .”


I forced Janet’s legs apart again, this time feeling
resistance, imagining her responding this way to Brad, him laughing over her
futile, pretend efforts to keep his mouth away from her pussy.


Then all at once Janet surrendered, opening her legs
to me, to Brad. I began to drop to my knees, I was going to lick her too, but
Janet stopped me. 


“No, you can’t, not now. . .”


“What? Why?”


“Because. . .he started to lick me, I’d
never done that with him very much, it felt—new. Like yet another man. I had
already crossed so many lines, I’d kissed him, let him touch me, sucked his
cock, I didn’t think you would mind if he licked me, would you? Would you?”


“No, I don’t think so, no, I’d like it, I’d love to
see you get off, see you have an orgasm from across the room. I wish I had been
there, watching.”


“Thank you, oh, that’s what I was thinking, hoping, I
grabbed his head, I was so close. . .”


“He made you come, didn’t he?” I forced my cock away
from Janet’s skin, just the least little touch now was going to set me off.


“Almost, his mouth was on me, in me, but he stopped!
I think I screamed, it was so cruel, I was afraid he was going to tell me to
leave, that this was my punishment for teasing him. He got on top of me, he
kissed me, I could taste myself, I was so wet. . .”


I mashed my mouth against hers, my tongue driving
into her, full of imagined juices, real juices.


“I felt his cock between my legs, he was so turned
on licking me. He said, ‘Let’s see if we fit together as good as we used to.’
He waited for me to say something, I think he waited, but I couldn’t
speak, his cock was pressing against me, it just felt so right, I—”


I thrust my hips forward, not waiting to see if she
was ready, because I knew she was ready, I knew the rest of the story, the wetness
I felt was not just her own. That’s why her pussy was so wide open, it had
already been opened by another cock, I knew it, I didn’t care, or rather I did
care, so help me I had never been so turned on in my life.


I did know the story, but I had to hear Janet finish
it. “Say it!” I demanded.


“He fucked me! I let him fuck me!” Janet’s legs
leapt around mine, totally off the floor now, trusting me, that I’d hold her
up, that I’d still love her. That I’d fuck her.


And I did, my cock driving her against the hard
door, immediately shooting into her, wondering if she could even feel me in her
wetness, in her wide open state. 


Janet moaned, her entire body shaking, matching my
orgasm, spasm for spasm, just as I’m sure she had done with Brad as he had come
inside her too.


I lay in the bed, listening to the shower,
just as I had so many times before. Yet this time was different. Janet, getting
ready for bed. For our bed.


But not before washing herself clean, not before
cleansing herself of another man. Could even the hottest shower, the strongest
soap, do that?


I wondered what was going through Janet’s mind as
she stood in the shower, as she let the water run over her naked body. Did she
still feel the glow from our love making? Our fucking. My lust, driving
her against the wall. 


Or was she thinking of Brad? Of all the lines she
had crossed? 


Of his cum inside her?


I shivered under the covers, suddenly cold. It had
been sex with Brad, love making with me. Hadn’t it?


Janet loved me, she had said it over and over. And
she had begged me, over and over, to tell her, to remind her, of my love for
her.


She’d slept with another man. And still I loved her.
Not only because she had done it for me, or at least partially for me, for us,
but because she had come back, she was with me, not Brad. Maybe he was a good
fuck, but I was her husband.


And so help me, I’d never been so aroused in my
life, not only by this unfathomable kink of mine, but because of what Janet and
I had shared. Yes, shared. Even though she had been somewhere else, with
another man, this was our thing, our secret.


The shower stopped. When Janet finally came out she
stood in the doorway, the towel wrapped demurely around her body, almost shy.
She gave me a little smile, hesitant, as if wondering if I had changed my mind.


“Come to bed,” I said. “Come to our bed.”


Janet’s smile widened, real joy. She crossed to the
bureau to get her pajamas.


“No,” I said. “Don’t wear anything.”


“Mason, I don’t think I could, not again.”


“I don’t mean that. I just want to be as close as I
can be to you.”


Another smile. She padded across the room in her
bare feet to stand by the bed. “Are you sure?”


“I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life.”


Janet dropped the towel to the floor and lifted the
blanket. I reached for her hand. “No wait. Just stand there a minute.”


She humored me. I’d seen her naked a hundred times,
a thousand, but for some reason, tonight, even in the single bedside light, I
took in details I’d never noticed, or that had never registered. Her graceful
neck. The tiniest blemish on her thigh. The way one of her hipbones seemed
higher than the other. 


I forced myself to first look everywhere except at
her most private parts, and only after appreciating the pieces did I refocus on
the whole, her beauty, her allure. Her eyes, sparkling, accepting, waiting. 


Now I was ready to look at her breasts, at the
slightly darkened hair between her legs, still damp from the shower. Her most
private parts, yet ones she had shared with Brad.


Yet she was here, with me.


I lifted the sheet, showing her I was naked too.
Janet slipped into the bed, and I cradled her, spooning, her heat instantly
blanketing my earlier shiver, making it seem an impossibility, how could I ever
be cold with a woman so hot?


“When I said I can’t, I didn’t mean—I just mean
right now,” she said.


“Shh. I know what you meant.” I kissed her hair, her
neck. She needed some separation from what she had done, from what we had done.


Or maybe she was just sore, fucked hard. Either
excuse would be good, would be fine.


I wanted to give Janet whatever time she needed, but
a little voice in me wanted so much to ask her if she’d ever been fucked by two
men so close together. Had she ever had sex with two men a few hours apart? An
hour apart?


At the same time?


Another image I’d never had before, Janet with two
men at once. Not only never imagined it, but impossibly, I was turned on by the
thought.


But I didn’t ask, I didn’t want to make her feel
like a slut, even if anything she had done had been way before she even knew
me.


Instead I held her tight, and she squeezed my hands.


“Thank you,” she whispered.


“For what?”


“For everything. For being you.”


“No one ever thanked me for being me before,” I
said, touched, maybe even as much as when she told me she loved me.


Janet turned her head to look into my eyes. “That’s
why I married you. For you.”


As serious as the moment was, I couldn’t help but
make a little joke, or maybe I did it because it was so serious. “And for what
we do.” I didn’t have to explain what I meant.


“That too.” Janet laughed. “Wow. A month ago, if you
had told me. . .”


“I know. Me too.”


“You had thought about it though.”


“Not quite like this.”


“How did the reality stack up against the fantasy?”


I leaned up on my arm, so she could see the truth in
my eyes. “It was even better. What we talked about before? It’s even more true
now. I’ve never felt so close to you.”


Janet nodded, her eyes glistening. “Me too.”


“There’s only one thing that could make it better,”
I said, revealing what I had been considering, but not intending to share. Yet
the words seemed pulled out of me by her look, by the obvious way she had been
aroused by this change in our relationship.


“What?” 


“I want to watch you, the next time. I want to be
there.” 


Janet’s eyes widened, I’d surprised her, just as
she’d surprised me in how far she had gone with Brad; this ability to surprise
each other more proof of how our relationship had moved to a new level.


She shook her head. “We don’t have to, it will be
enough, we can talk about what happened with Brad, it will be so exciting just
to talk about it.”


“It will be,” I agreed, stroking her hair. “And
there’s no rush. But someday, I want to watch you. I want to see you let go.
And I want you to know I’m watching. We’ll be doing it together.”


“Mason, I don’t know. . .”


I hushed her with a kiss. “Think about it. Think
about it right now.” I kissed her again, her denials dissipating, her mouth
opening in welcome, of my tongue, of my suggestion, her arms around me, her
legs opening to me, her moans a scream of acceptance and desire.


Janet pointed to a corner of the parking
lot, far from the lights around the entrance. “Over there.”


Mason followed her directions and turned off the
car. In the silence, Janet wondered if Mason could hear her heart beating.
She’d been concentrating on one step at a time, getting ready, giving Mason
directions to get here, trying not to think ahead to what she was going to do,
what they were going to do.


Trying not to think ahead, because she didn’t want to
get ahead of herself. To have second thoughts. To get nervous. 


To get aroused.


Janet always felt she had a pretty active
imagination. But never in a million years would she had entertained the
possibility that she’d be sitting in a car, on her way to a tryst with a former
lover. 


With her husband driving.


Her relationship with Mason had changed so much in
the last few months. It was still sinking in, it was still changing. As
dangerous as their exploration had been, and still not sure of what might
happen, she was certain of only one thing: her marriage was even better than it
had been before. When she had married Mason, she thought she had been turning
away from her past, a past of crazy, fun, but ultimately unfulfilling sex. A
placeholder for the real thing.


Yet she couldn’t deny she loved the sex. And not
just sex, but different sex, different positions, different men, different
places.


Like outside at a golf course. This one, in
particular.


Mason was a wonderful man, a great husband. Strong
and confident. While their lovemaking had been good, it had lacked that wild
nature, the freedom. Perhaps that was the nature of marriage, you wouldn’t do
things with the man you loved, the man you were serious about, that you had
done with a lover, a one night stand. Ironic, but oddly, understandable,
logical. Sex was for men, love was for one man.


She never thought she could have both. Until now.


“A penny for your thoughts,” asked Mason.


Janet turned to him, smiling. “You’ll never have to
pay even that.”


“Okay, dish up.”


“I was thinking how good things are with us. How
good they were from the moment I married you. I didn’t think they could get any
better. I’m not sure where this will go, but even if we never do anything like
this again, or what I already did, it’s something we’ll always have. I can’t tell
you how much it means to me that you trust me. Letting me do this—,” she
gestured out toward the darkness—“is the ultimate proof.”


“I couldn’t have said it better.”


Janet leaned over and kissed him, a loving kiss, yet
a sexual kiss, a reassertion of what they had, a promise for the future, not
only later this evening, but forever.


“Are you ready?” Janet asked.


Mason guided her hand into his lap. He was already hard.


“How about you?” he asked.


She took a moment to stroke his cock before moving
his hand between her legs, up under her skirt, to her nakedness.


“No underwear, I see,” said Mason.


Janet laughed. “Doing it in public, you need to be
quick.”


“Don’t make it too quick.”


“Just have at least one hand free to beep that horn
if some cop shows up,” she teased, already hot, thinking about Mason jerking
himself off, watching.


“I’m still surprised you wanted to do this with
Jack, and not Brad.”


“I can’t see that happening. The two of you—you are
totally different in many ways, but he’s selfish—he wouldn’t want you there,
even if he thought he was getting what he wanted.”


“And I’m not selfish because I share you?”


“Not just that. You weren’t selfish even before all
this started.”


“Brad’s not selfish?”


“He is, but in a different way. Even if I told him
you were watching, he wouldn’t care. He wants to get off, it’s all about him.
He really never gave a damn if I felt good.”


“Didn’t that bother you?”


“Sometimes. Other times—I just wanted to get off
too. I didn’t give a damn about him either. It worked for us. But it also
defined us. That was highest level our relationship could reach.”


“Unlike ours.”


“Unlike ours.” Janet kissed him again. 


“So what happens now?”


Janet pointed. “See that little hill there, the
mound? On the other side there’s a cart path that forks, one way goes to the
first tee, the other way to the shed where they keep the carts. There’s another
parking lot over there for employees. We used to park there, there’s another
entrance from the one we took. Jack will go in that way.”


“What should I do?”


“Wait a few minutes, then walk around the mound from
the other side. You’ll be in total darkness, but the security light will be
behind the first tee, you’ll be able to see just fine.”


“On the first tee? Why there?” 


Janet smiled in the darkness. “Something about a
driver. Driving. Hitting it hard.”


“Now you’re teasing.”


“No really. That’s Jack’s idea of dirty talk.”


“It must have worked.”


“Yours is better.” Janet leaned over and kissed him
hard on the mouth. “For us,” she said. She could feel Mason’s arousal through
his lips.


Janet gently pulled away, letting her hand linger on
Mason’s thigh, this last bit of connection.


As she opened the door, Mason said, “Wait, what if
the security light isn’t there any more? Or they moved it?”


Janet squeezed his hand. “It’s there. I came to make
sure the other night.”


And she was out the door.


With Jack, Janet had never approached the
first tee from this direction, they’d always driven in the back way. She could
see well enough until she turned the corner past the practice green, then she
had to use her phone to light the way, crossing a patch of darkness before
she’d reach the glow of the security light.


Her heels sunk into the soft grass. Stupid, wearing
heels to a golf course, especially these, black pumps. But Jack loved black
pumps. And she had always loved being fucked in them. Three inch heels, not
fuck me shoes, but what she’d wear to a work function, even to work perhaps.
And that’s how she was dressed, in a nice work outfit, a conservative skirt, a
silk blouse.


Jack, being Jack, you would have thought he’d like
hooker outfits, tight, form fitting dresses, short skirts, strappy heels, low
cuts. But that wasn’t him. His biggest thrill had been to hook up with the prim
and proper ones, the business women, their hair tied back, tasteful makeup.
Janet had been far from prim and proper when she had met Jack, but that’s how
he had first seen her dressed, what had drawn him to her.


The fact that Janet had been a wild woman underneath
all that conservative clothing only made Jack all the more hot for her.


She stopped suddenly, a whirlwind movement on the
tee. Jack, swinging a golf club. She laughed, it was so Jack.


“You need to tuck your left elbow in,” she called,
her voice clear in the night air.


“I know, I know, but that’s for accuracy, I get a
lot more—,” Jack made a wicked swing, the swish of the club loud even from
where Janet stood, “—power if I get my arms free, get my hips in it,
sometimes I just need to drive as far as I can.”


Janet walked up to the tee box, the absurdity of it,
Jack taking practice swings, making stupid sexual innuendos in the darkness.


“Here, you try,” said Jack, handing her the club.


He looked even better than he had on the skype, much
better, the picture doing nothing to capture his naked sexuality, his cocky,
confident aura. He wasn’t as good looking as Mason, or even Brad, his shoulders
actually a little too broad, if that was possible, his coloring too light for
her taste. But his confidence was a killer, Jack thought he could have anything
he wanted, and because his attitude convinced so many people he would, he often
got it.


Janet took the club, playing along. She flicked her
wrists, giving the club partial swings. “Kind of light and whippy,” she said.
“Not what I would have thought you’d have.”


“You can’t play golf with a baseball bat,” said
Jack, not missing a beat. “Come one, take a swing, let’s see if you still got
it.”


“Hard to play golf in a skirt and heels.”


“Golf is played with handicaps.”


“Hmm. What’s yours?”


“I’m what they call a scratch golfer. I don’t need
help.”


“Or maybe you just have an itch? Something that
always needs scratching?”


“I remember a few scratches you left, but mostly on
my back.”


“Mostly,” agreed Janet. She took the club and
positioned herself as if to hit a ball. She hadn’t played golf in years, but
the club felt comfortable in her hands.


Just the way Brad’s cock had felt in her hands. And in
her mouth. In her pussy. Comfortable.


She took a swing, laughing, the heels making it
impossible. Was Mason in position, watching? She could run back to him now and
say: See? That’s what Jack and I used to do here, isn’t it hot?


“You should be laughing, that swing is terrible,”
said Jack. “Here, let me help.”


And just like that, Jack’s arms were around her, his
chin pressing on her neck, his shoulders a mass of power, his hands blanketing
hers. His cologne wafting over her, mixing with the earthy smell of the grass.
Janet’s knees shook, her legs giving way, and not because of thin heels.


“Stand up taller,” admonished Jack. “You have to be
firm and loose at the same time.”


“Firm and loose? That sounds like a contradiction.”


“I’ll be firm.” Jack ground his pelvis into her.
“You be loose.” He tilted her shoulders forward, forcing her ass back into his
erection.


“You calling me loose?”


“You’re with me, here of all places, by yourself,
you’re a married woman. What would you call yourself?” Jack’s tone didn’t have
a hint of condensation, of any kind of judgment, he was just stating a fact.


“I would have expected you thought more of yourself,
showing up to meet a loose woman, you don’t know who else she might have been
with.” Not denying what he had said at all. Battling the urge to tell him about
Mason, about Mason watching, about Mason having fucked her earlier that night.


“I could say the same for you.” Jack’s hands
tightened over hers, his mouth pressed against her ear, his voice a seduction.
“Remember what we did the last time we were here?”


She did. “We’re not doing that.” But her body
tensed, clenching, she was dripping, remembering it exactly, what he was
talking about, even though she’d been here with Jack more than once. That last
time, she’d done that particular act before, but never with him, and certainly never
in public. . .


“We’ll see about that.”


Janet dropped the club, her hands reaching for his,
her fingers grasping. She wanted to turn around, she didn’t want to be in this
position, not after what he had said, but Jack held her firm.


A brief flash, headlights passing by, the sound of a
car in the main lot. 


“Probably just some kids looking for a quiet place
to make out,” said Jack, his voice without a hint of concern. “Come on. We can
give them a show.”


I crouched in the darkness, balanced on one
hand, damp, fresh cut grass in my fingers. I’d worn dark clothing, but I
needn’t have bothered, nothing but an expanse of blackness behind me. The mound
totally hid the lights in the parking lot, far on the other side of the
clubhouse.


As Janet had promised, the security light was lit,
bright nearest the equipment building, but its glow stretched to the first tee,
a gauzy spotlight for the two figures there. Jack and my wife.


Janet was bent over a small metal bench, the kind of
benches I’d seen a hundred times, the benches near the tee boxes, in case
golfers had to wait for the group in front of them.


Except no one was playing golf, no one was waiting.
Except me.


Janet was facing away from me, Jack behind her, his
hands on her hips, moving, I couldn’t tell what he was doing. But I could
imagine.


That wasn’t good enough, I wanted to see. That’s why
I was here after all. I tiptoed ahead and to the right, my steps soundless even
to me. Yet I could have been yelling, and I doubt Jack would have looked up, he
had other things on his mind.


Now I saw them in profile, Janet, my beautiful wife,
holding herself up with her hands on the seat of the bench. At that moment Jack
roughly yanked up her skirt, freeing her legs.


“That thigh gap looks even better in person.”


“How about this?” asked Janet, rewarding him by
spreading her legs even more.


“I see you didn’t bother with panties.” Jack’s voice
ringing out as he slapped Janet’s bare ass. 


“You never know when you might need to do something
in a hurry,” said Janet. I knew her voice, I could tell how she was forcing
herself to sound calm, to stay in control. But I could also hear the tension,
the excitement. The anticipation.


“You obviously aren’t referring to a golf lesson.
You came for something else, didn’t you?”


“You still talk too much, Jack.” 


Janet was goading him on. She wanted to get on with
it, with whatever they were going to do. I shifted my position, my cock
straining against my pants.


“Can’t wait, can you? That thing we did on skype
wasn’t enough, was it? You just missed me so much.”


“Talk, talk, talk.”


“Stay there. Don’t move a fucking muscle.” Jack
stepped around the other side of the bench, unhooking his belt. “I’ll shut up
if you will. Here.”


Jack leaned forward, and though I was too far away
to see, it was pretty obvious what was happening, no words from Janet, her arm
moving back and forth, her head sliding up and down.


She was sucking on Jack’s cock.


My own erection threatened to topple me. I clumsily
unzipped, reaching in to free myself, not wanting to take the chance of
dropping my pants, I couldn’t very well jerk off standing up. Or maybe I could,
I’d never tried. There was nothing around to lean against.


“That’s right, make it thick,” said Jack. “I know
you like it thick.”


Still no words from Janet, didn’t she even want to
stop for a second to reply?


“You still know how to suck cock,” said Jack, real
approval in his voice. “And I should know.”


Janet’s arm moved faster, and so did mine.


“Don’t make me finish, not like that,” said Jack. “I
want to save it for something else.”


A car started up in the lot, and I nervously spun,
zipping up in one motion, thinking the worst, some cop making the rounds,
catching me jerking off in public. 


What would be a worse offense, to get caught jerking
off, or getting caught jerking off watching someone have sex?


What would a cop do if he saw what I was looking at?
Arrest me? Arrest Jack and Janet?


Or watch?


The sound of the car came toward me, then drifted
around the clubhouse. I must have looked like an idiot, half crouched in the
darkness, waiting for the sound to fully disappear.


“Wait, wait!” Janet’s voice spun me around. Jack was
now between me and her, blocking my view. Then she stood up, I could barely see
her behind his broad shoulders, was she going to kiss him? No, she was bending
over, once again leaning over the bench. An invitation.


Jack yanked her skirt up and positioned himself
behind her. 


He was going to fuck her!


I stood frozen, so taken in, I didn’t even have the ability
to again free my cock, which had hardened again after being interrupted by the
car.


Jack grabbed Janet by the hips, pulling himself to
her. I couldn’t see well enough, his position partially blocking the light, he
was too close to her, no space, what was happening?


Janet yelped, a sound I’d never heard her make,
alien, distressed. Was she in pain? Could Jack be that big?


I reflexively took two steps forward, I wasn’t going
to let anyone hurt Janet.


The need for my rescue died when I heard Janet moan,
not in any kind of pain, but in intense pleasure. Her voice guttural, loud,
like she didn’t care who heard.


Like she wanted me to hear.


Jack’s body slammed forward, the driver he had joked
about, his hips and arms and entire body in it, in Janet.


Another yelp from Janet, then she met his thrusts,
her powerful legs creating her own drive, back toward him, taking him deep,
wanting him deeper.


I collapsed onto the grass, too dizzy to stand.


Again and again Jack drove into her, his grunts
animalistic, spurred on by Janet’s moans.


“Come on Jack, get your hips into it,” said Janet,
her voice goading.


“Now who’s talking too much,” Jack replied,
increasing his pace. 


“You’re not fucking me hard enough if I can still
talk—oh! Fuck!” Again Janet cried out, then nothing as Jack rammed her into
silence.


I fumbled with my pants, I was ready to explode
without even touching myself, the damp grass teasing my naked ass, I didn’t
care, I’d want to show these grass stains to Janet, so she’d know what I was
doing. I grabbed my cock and jerked wildly, thinking not only of what I was
witnessing, but of what Janet had said, how excited she got thinking of me
jerking off. Was she thinking of me now? Could she possibly be thinking of me
when getting fucked so hard?


I squeezed my foreskin, my hand hard around my
shaft, all the way to the bottom, waiting, waiting. . .


“Give it to me!” yelled Janet.


That was my cue, her rescue of me, and I shot my
load into the darkness, powerful jets lost in the night, so connected to Janet
that I knew she was coming at that very moment, just as I knew Jack was too.


I had driven home like a maniac, Janet
beside me, her hand in my crotch, her hair wild. Neither one of us spoke,
without even mentioning it we somehow knew that the car was not the time or
place.


She had kissed me though, when she had first
returned to the car. This time I had tasted nothing, no musk, no sex. But her
mouth screamed it, her nipples hard nubs against her blouse.


Inside the house we ran to the shower, stripping our
clothes off on the way, helping each other, leaving a trail of passion.


I turned the water on and we stepped into the large
shower stall, the water scalding, yet still not as hot as I was, as Janet was.


My mouth was on her, my hands everywhere, on her
breasts, between her legs. She grabbed my stiff cock and stroked it between us,
rubbing the tip against her belly.


“Could you see?” she gasped.


“A little. Enough. Not enough. Tell me.”


Janet, breathless. “First tell me what I want to
hear.”


“I love you.”


“And I love you too. More than ever. What do you
want to know?”


She pulled at my shaft, drawing me even closer toward
her.


“I heard you cry out. What was that all about?”


“He’s just so—thick.”


“Weren’t you wet?” 


“I was, but—”


I slipped my fingers between her legs, into her, she
was soaking, the juices so different from the pounding water. So slippery.
Could Jack’s cock be so big that even her juices weren’t enough? “You’re
dripping still.”


“That’s because of you.”


“It’s okay, you can say it. It’s because of me, and
him.”


“It’s because of all of it, because of us. Me
and you.”


“Did he come in you?”


Janet didn’t answer right away, I couldn’t tell if
she was teasing me, making me wait. “No,” she finally said.


“But you’re so wet, and I watched him, I thought he
was fucking you, he had your skirt up, his pants were down, he was—wait, did he
pull out?”


Janet laughed. “Jack’s not the type to pull out.”


Janet turned around to face the wall, her body slick
in the shower, a sensual snake. She put one hand on the marble wall to steady
herself, then pushed her feet back, forcing me backward, until I was bent over
her. “Don’t you remember the position I was in? Like this?”


I grabbed her hips, my cock pushing toward her
pussy, just a little confused. “But I thought you said—”


Janet’s other hand was on my cock, guiding it,
pulling me toward her. “Not in my pussy. He fucked me here.” 


Stunned, I felt my cock against Janet’s ass, her
cheeks spread, her fingers on the head, leading me to a place I’d never been.


“Wait,” she said. “I want you to think about it
first.”


I couldn’t think, certainly not clearly. I’d
never fucked Janet in the ass. I’d never even considered it. It just wasn’t
something I thought you’d ever do with your wife.


My cock, poised at her opening, my hands on her
hips, her beautiful ass thrust toward me, the water running down her crack,
pointing the way.


“He fucked your ass?” I finally sputtered, knowing I
probably sounded ridiculous. 


“Hard,” she admitted. “Really hard.”


“That’s why you cried out.”


“I want you to fuck me like that. Like Jack did.
Only better.”


“Better?”


“I made him wait long enough for me to slip a condom
on him. But I want you to come inside me.”


“In your ass?”


“Yes, please!”


And suddenly all my hesitations about fucking my
wife in her ass went down the drain, like the water which couldn’t compete with
our heat.


I reached around to her pussy for lubrication. I
dipped my fingers inside her, her pussy wide open, feeling the slickness,
carrying it to her ass. 


“This will be faster,” she said, guiding my cock
into her pussy, I felt no resistance, not even her folds, she was so wet, so
open. Her fingers were on her clit, pushing inside herself with me, grabbing at
her wetness, rubbing it over my cock each time I pulled it out for another
thrust.


When I thought I couldn’t possibly get any more
slick I pulled back, letting my cock slide up the crack of her ass, I was
shaking with anticipation, now wanting this more than anything.


“Not like that,” said Janet, turning to me. “I want
to see you.” She reached back and turned off the shower, grabbing my hand,
pulling me out of the bathroom and toward the bed, our bodies drenched,
dripping on the floor, on the cover.


Janet dragged me on top of her, lifting her legs
wide, her knees bent, her hands grabbing her own ass, spreading it.


My weight was on her, my cock accepting her
invitation, forward, forward, past the slickness of her pussy, down, down. Our
bodies were so close, I couldn’t see, but I knew when I was there.


“Fuck me,” she breathed.


I moved forward slowly, lubricated or not, I didn’t
want to hurt her, but Janet lifted her hips off the bed, opening herself to me,
taking me. 


“Don’t be afraid,” she said, “don’t ever be afraid
of what we do.”


Her words a release, a promise, and I pushed into
her, my eyes locked on hers, and just as I had once noticed every little thing
about her body in a new light, now I made new discoveries in her eyes, the complete
and utter desire, the tinge of pain as I pressed past her outer ring, the joy
of her acceptance, of me, of my cock, of us.


So many discoveries, discoveries of our arousals, of
my thrill. Of her wants.


Of her needs.


Even though Janet had fantasized about god knows how
many men, had slept with two of them as a married woman, even though one of them
had just fucked her ass, I’d never felt so close to her.


A closeness that went way beyond the ultimate
physical connection we now shared.


Her ass tightened around me, a hot enveloping. I
tried to slow down, I was going to lose control too fast, I needed to do
something for her. I groped for her clit.


“No, just you,” Janet whispered. “This is only for
you.” Her fingers tightened around my ass, pulling me impossibly deep, it had
to hurt, but her eyes were filled with nothing but bliss. “Come in me,” she
whispered. “Only you will ever come in me like this.”


And I did, my cock pulsing, thickening, engorged,
yet unable to stretch, hemmed in by her tight ass, forcing my seed deep inside
her. It was the most intense orgasm I’d ever had, an incredible, indescribable
sensation, my cock squeezed and caressed and milked all at the same time.


Janet held me tight long after I was finished, and I
was grateful, I didn’t think I had enough strength to move.


I finally rolled off her, her ass pulling at me
until the very end. We lay side by side, our arms and legs touching, her hand
on my thigh, my fingers reaching for her.


“It’s okay,” she said. “Let’s just lie here for a
while.”


I was totally spent, utterly relaxed, drained,
overwhelmed by the most incredible sexual experience of my life.


“That was amazing,” I said, staring at the ceiling,
searching for better words, not able to think of any words that could possibly
convey how I felt.


I could hear the smile in Janet’s voice. “Which
part?”


“What do you think?”


“How about what happened before? At the golf
course?”


“Well, that too,” I admitted. “But that was nothing
compared to this.”


Janet squeezed my leg. “I’m glad.”


I couldn’t imagine we could top this. Yet something
Janet had said. . .Only you will ever come in me like this.


“Do you want to do it again?” I asked.


Janet leaned up on her elbow to look at me,
incredulous. “Are you ready to do it again?”


“No, I meant—another guy.”


Janet toyed with my nipple, her hair falling over
her face. When she looked up at me her face was alive, her eyes dancing. Well,”
she said, still playing with my nipple. “There is this older man in my
office. . .”
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right thing to do. Now Melissa’s tenth year reunion is coming up, a tempting
opportunity to reconnect with alpha male Marcus. 


 


Richard. Vern. Marcus. 


Safety. Danger. Passion.


Choices.


 


Vern and Marcus forces Melissa to confront the secret
uncontrollable need she has tried desperately to ignore, a need that, if she
succumbs to it, could devastate her husband Richard and destroy her marriage.


 


Yet Richard has a secret of his own. . . 


 


(This is a standalone book, although Melissa and Richard’s
story will continue in A Surprise Reunion.)


 


 


 


A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise
Series #2)


 


Melissa seems to have the perfect marriage. It’s comfortable
and safe. But deep down, she knows there is something missing. So does her
husband Richard. It’s tearing both of them apart.


 


The only man who Melissa felt truly passionate about was
alpha male Marcus. But that was back in college, ten years ago, and Melissa
thought she was over him. Now she’s not so sure, and neither is Richard.


 


Richard tells Melissa that he lovers he so much he wants her
to get back with Marcus to find out if that’s what she needs to make her really
happy.


 


There’s only one condition: Melissa has to tell Richard
everything that happens with Marcus.


 


Everything.


 


 


(This is a standalone book, although you can read Melissa
and Richard’s backstory in A Surprise Revelation.)


 


 


 


A Kiss to Start it All


(New Adult Romance)


 


Sassy Jackie is a harmless flirt, or so she thinks. Turns
out her flirtations earn her a reputation on campus, not for being loose, but
just the opposite, because she’s never actually gone all the way. With no end
of guys trying to ‘fix’ her, and surrounded by the exploits of her wild friend
Sue, who’s a poster child for bad influence, Jackie is under a lot of pressure
to do something.


 


Jackie doesn’t think she should have to defend herself for
not putting out, or to do something she isn’t ready for, just to be considered
normal. It’s a dilemma every young woman faces, and Jackie wants to get it
right.


 


Whatever that means.


 


This standalone story is the first of a new series about how
an innocent (or sometimes not so innocent!) kiss just might start something
new, exciting, sensuous, or even wild. . .


 


 


Revenge In The Hamptons


(Powerful Women
Revenge Series)


 


Tessa is an up and coming executive, smart and attractive, a
woman who is powerful and independent. In everything except love, that is.
After having been dumped by her boyfriend who suddenly developed a desire for
demure Asian women, Tessa is about to give up on men. Then she meets Mike, who
seems to satisfy everything on her perfect man checklist.


                                                                                 


Yet Mike is not all that he appears, and when Tessa finds
out the truth she surprises even herself as she reclaims her power and gets her
revenge.









Books by C. C. Morian and Blaise Quin


Satisfying Her Needs


 


Peter’s wife Andie is hot, but when it comes to sex, she
just goes through the motions, and not very often at that. She says she loves
him, but married him for all his good qualities, not anything physical. The
only way Andie can get excited is by fantasizing about other men. Not faceless,
nameless men, but real men she knows, men she has flirted with. Although Peter
wishes he alone could turn Andie on, her fantasies help rekindle their love
life. 


 


Until Peter finds the video. . .


 


 


Revenge Is Best Served Hot: Powerful
Women (3 novella bundle)


 


Giving Him
What He Deserves


The
Kissing Game


Reversing
Roles


 


Even the strongest women can be made to feel powerless in
the face of a sexist boss, a cheating boyfriend, or even a devious girlfriend.
See how these women reclaim their power, and get their revenge.


 


            Three
stories of revenge served hot


 


Giving Him What He Deserves: A wife gets a sweet
revenge on her cheating husband.


 


The Kissing Game: Tired of always having her men
stolen by her so called friend, a  woman finally gets her just revenge.


 


Role Reversal: Two women get wicked revenge on their
sexist boss. (Warning, this one is really wild!)
















Books by Blaise Quin 


Allie Shows Her True Colors


 


Rob is totally smitten by co-worker Allie, but she’s all
work and no play. A totally buttoned up professional from a traditional
background, she seems to have no time for men. But Rob pursues her
relentlessly, and after he hits it big financially, she agrees to marry him.
Rob’s flying high, and his only concern is whether they will be physically
compatible, because Allie is saving herself for marriage.


 


The big day finally arrives, and so do the three big black
photographers Allie has personally picked out. They look more like linebackers
than picture takers, but Rob has left all the details up to Allie, who has
totally taken control of everything.


 


Except the photographers, who have ideas of their own. It
turns out Allie was saving herself for her wedding . . . just not in
the way Rob had hoped.


 


* * * For Adult
Readers Only * * *
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