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About This Book...


Emma has had it up to here!

Her husband hasn’t so much as made a pass at her in weeks, but he’s doing THAT in the damn shower?

Again?

Hope he enjoys that bowl of ice water!

Greg did not enjoy that. At. All.

In this battle of the sexes, the lines are drawn. Eighteen years of marriage is a long, long time.

Maybe too long?

Something’s got to change.

But what?

What a dilemma for Emma.
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one
Breakfast Of Champions


The beach resort was fantastic, the Caribbean air fragrant and full of promise, and the conference had mercifully ended, leaving me with two full days all to myself. I look down at my stomach and feel a sense of pride. Boy, that time in the gym sure paid off. I might not have a six-pack, but at least the roll over my belt line is gone, right?

“Not bad for a guy in his 40s,” I say out loud.

“Not bad at all, handsome.”

I jump a little at the voice behind me and spin around.

She has a cute smile; a little canted to one side. She sweeps back her luxuriant dark hair and gives me a frank look up and down. She’s about 40 or so; with relaxed curves of softness.

“Are you talking to me?” I ask. Thank god my voice behaves and didn’t go up into the high register it normally does when I’m startled.

“Mmm-hmmm…” she says, still looking me over like I’m some Laz-E-Boy she’s thinking about buying. “Hold out your hands,” she says. When I do, she rubs my calloused palms. “You’re in construction, right?” she asks.

“Nope. I work at the plant.”

“Must be hard,” she says. Now her thumb’s rubbing my palm. Her touch goes through me like a lit fuse; it travels up my arm, to my neck (which I can feel turning red), down my chest and ends at Mr. Happy Johnson. Who blooms in response to a nice chubby.

It’s not just her touch, though. Her bikini barely keeps her full breasts covered. But her nipples are stiff underneath her top, bulging through the cloth like small cherries. Her cleavage is a dark valley hiding promises of delight.

I feel Mr. Happy Johnson swell a little more.

She tilts her head, smiling at me. “You’re checking me out.”

“Uh…yeah. I’m not dead, y’know.”

Her gaze drops to my crotch. “Yes, I know.”

She lets go of my hand and reaches out to my waist. My jaw drops when she grasps my cock firmly through my swim trunks, making it swell from semi-erect to full-blown hard-on.

She looks back up at me, the smile now twinkling her eyes. “Shall I continue?”

All I can do is nod as her thumbs hook into my swim trunks and ease them to my knees.

I glance up the beach, thanking god it’s an adults-only resort. Nobody is looking our way, nor coming down the shoreline. The closest people are at least a full football field away.

Mr. Happy Johnson is fully awake. I let out a groan of pleasure as she begins to stroke it.

She’s gotten down to her knees. She looks up at me. “I’m glad you’re not too big. I should be able to get it all in my mouth,” she says, her voice warm. “I love the taste of cock; the only thing I like more is the taste of cum.” Moving her hand down to the base of my shaft, she milks out a dollop of pre-cum, and with a wide tongue laps up the droplet like a kitten at a milk saucer.

“Mmm…” she sighs. She looks up at me and licks her lips. “May I?”

I nod dumbly, and her lips close over my cock, giving me head.

Oh shit, she’s good! Her mouth is a ravenous, wet delight. Using her lips and tongue, she bathes and encircles me with tight wet warmth. She’s not shy; each bob of her head is accompanied by the sounds of her greedy slurping as she strokes my shaft.

She keeps her hand right at the edge of her lips as she bobs down onto me, opening it when she gets to my root and pressing it against my belly so she can take my entire length in her throat.

She pulls off me for a moment. “You have the perfect size for a cock!“ she gasps. “I can get all of you in my mouth!” She has me trapped in her gaze for a moment and I fall into her dark brown, almost black, eyes. She drops her head back down onto my shaft, stroking the length of it.

The sounds filling my ears are the wettest kisses I’ve ever heard. Slurping and sucking punctuated with soft murmurs of pleasure as she sucks on my cock. She’s not blowing me, she’s not sucking me off, she’s worshipping my cock!

On their own, my hips oscillate in perfect timing to her ministrations, gently pushing into her face on each downstroke.

“MMmmm…” she sighs again over my shaft. I watch her free hand reach down between her legs. She pulls aside the crotch of her bikini bottom and strokes herself in perfect time with her bobbing mouth. I rest my hands on top of her head, my fingers grasping her thick hair. We’re joined together in a pleasure-seeking union.

Oh fuck! The beginnings of my orgasm start to pulse at the base of my balls; I’ve caught that tiger’s tail, and he’s gonna be roaring soon! I grunt and my hips take on a life of their own, stroking in and out of her mouth.

It’s the sound of her slurping when her lips roll over my knob that put me over the edge.

My thighs and butt spasm into a thick mass of beautiful agony as I feel the tiger’s roar bellow in my groin. “Oh god!” I snarl, my teeth clenched. “Cumm…”

I release myself into the spasming burst of release from my tiger’s roar. Each pulse of my cum throbs down my shaft, exploding into her mouth. And down her throat. At the first spasm of my hips, she bears down even more onto me.

She lets out a muffled cry of her own as her hand brings her to climax. Her thighs tremble, her whole body quivers, but she won’t give up so much as a drop of my semen. Her hand does that twisting thing again as she squeezes my cock like an icing bag, milking out every last drop of my semen.

And into her mouth.

“Ahhh!” she purrs when she releases my cock from her luscious mouth. Her lips are now swollen, richly red as she smiles up at me. “I came so hard!“ she says in a thick whisper.

A dollop of my come leaks out of the corner of her mouth, still gazing up at me, she wipes her chin and sucks her finger. “So good, so good!” she says over and over.

I only stand there silently.
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I open my eyes. The shower patters on my back and the rivulet of my cum traces a line down the wall towards the edge of the tub.

Taking a deep haul of air, I breathe it out slowly. Oh man, I needed that! Looking at the tiles, I see my orgasm was a thick one this time; like I took a bottle of Elmer’s Glue All and squirted a line down the tiles.

My knees shiver and I grasp the grab bar. “Oh man…oh man…”

Once I catch my breath, I pull the shower wand out of its holder and rinse off the wall. I watch my seed run down the middle of the tub and go down the drain. ‘So long fellas’ I silently salute the zillions of sperm cells.

Wow. That was a good one. Not all of my jerk-off sessions in the shower are as powerful as this one was, not by a long shot. Usually it’s a quick ‘take a little off the top’ and I’m done, but this fantasy was epic.

“Breakfast of champions!” I snicker to myself.

“You want breakfast?”

I let out a squeak, startling at her voice. Oh shit! I didn’t hear Emma come in!

Her voice resonates in the bathroom. “Sorry for barging in, but I really had to pee and the kids have the other bathroom tied up.”

“No problem,” I reply, hoping my voice doesn’t sound nearly as shaky as my knees feel.

“So, breakfast?” I hear her tinkling.

‘For fuck’s sake, could I just get ten god damn minutes alone before she’s coming at me for something or another?’ I keep my voice even. “Nahh…I’ll just grab a coffee.”

“You sure?”

My teeth clench. ‘Of course, I’m fuckin sure!’ screams in my head. I’ve soaped myself before playing with myself, so I’m just finishing rinsing off. “Yeah, I’m sure.”

“Then why did you mention it as I was coming in?”

O.K., so she wasn’t here for my blast. Thank God. “Just thinking about old TV commercials from when I was a kid and talking to myself, I guess.”

“What commercial?”

I turn off the shower and hear the toilet flush. I wonder if she was waiting for me to finish or was it just lucky timing? “Some cereal…always had some sports star on the box.” I knew it was the Wheaties box—when I was a kid, sports stars dreamed of being on the box. But I didn’t want to share that boyhood moment with Emma.

“Oh,” she replied as she let herself out of the ensuite and back into the bedroom.

Oh. That’s it. Just an ‘oh’. Yeah. I get it. Emma says that a lot when she doesn’t know what else to say. May as well be ‘message received’ or ‘roger that’ or ‘Ten-Four’. She feels some half-assed obligation to reply, but doesn’t really give a shit, so she says ‘oh’.

I step out of the shower and finish drying off. I can hear Dina and Phil calling down the hallway, something about breakfast and Emma replying.

I look into the mirror and shake my head at myself with a wan smile.

“Just another day in paradise,” I tell myself.


two
Mondays Suck
Emma


Ipressed my lips together tight as I headed downstairs to get breakfast ready. I wanted to say something to Greg, but I wasn’t going to start a fight at this point. If he wants to jack off in the shower, more power to him.

‘What the hell,’ I thought to myself, ‘at least you don’t have to clean up the Mrs., right?’ I’m not blind; I could see through the crack in the bathroom door that it was a huge orgasm for him; he came damn close to falling over.

What an idiot. Jacking off in the shower? One wrong move, one slip and he’d be on his ass, probably breaking something as he fell!

“Jerk!” I hissed when I got to the bottom of the staircase.

‘Who the hell was in his fantasy?’ popped into my head. Well, it pops into my head every time I find out he’s been playing with himself. Wadded tissues in the wastebasket on his side of the bed, crusty smears in his underwear when I’m doing the wash…yeah, in 18 years of marriage, if there’s one thing I’ve learned about Greg it’s the signs of him having a nice little jack-off session.

It would be trés cool, almost sexy even… if it didn’t hurt.

But it does. It’s almost like he’s having sex without me. Shit, he is having sex without me! Okay, maybe not sex sex like he’s having an affair…but still! He’s imagining he’s fucking some bimbo, not giving a damn about his family or home, just getting his jollies…

And to hell with everyone else.

“What’s the matter, Mom?” Dina asks from the countertop where she’s polishing off her Cheerios.

“Nothing.”

“Hmph. Doesn’t look like ‘nuthin’ if you ask me.” She’s watching me closely. “Are you and Pop snitting again?”

“What? No! What gives you that idea?”

Dina rolls her eyes in that fashion only known to 15-year-old girls. “Well, you two have been kind of snitty to each other the last few weeks, haven’t you?” Her face suddenly goes pale. “Are you two going to split up?”

“What! Are you crazy?”

“Then why the face? You and Daddy were fighting, weren’t you?“ She points at me. “It’s as plain as the nose on your face!”

Greg’s voice booms behind me. “I told you the brat needs glasses, Emma!” I turn to look at him as he comes in from the hallway. “Geez Louise, Dina! You’re seeing things, you know that?”

In a flash, he grabs me by the waist and, lifting me, spins me around. (Which is no small feat.) He plants a quick kiss on my cheek (not enough to mess up my makeup) and puts me on the floor. “Mom and I barely had time to say ‘good morning’ to each other, kiddo. I took a shower, she got dressed and here we are.” He looks at me and cocks an eyebrow. “Still…you do cheer for the Red Sox, and that does break my heart.”

I shake my head at him and pat him on his chest, my hand almost bouncing off the muscles under his work shirt. “Better than cheering for the most overpaid, least performing team in sports, big fella!”

He grasps me by my shoulders. “The New York Yankees hold more championships than any other sports team in all of professional sports! A little respect!”

Dina hops off her stool at the counter. “Guess I read that one wrong,” she mutters. Her voice was ‘teenage scorn’, but the relief in her eyes was unmistakable. “I’ll grab my stuff.” She headed off to her bedroom calling out “Let’s go Phil!” to her kid brother. “School bus’ll be here any minute!”

I turn to Greg. “Have a good shower?”

He nods as he pours his coffee. “Yep,” he replies with a small smile.

I watch him closely. Not an iota of embarrassment. He really thinks he got away with it! I was about to call him out, but the smile on his face and his lighthearted joshing just a moment ago dulls the edge of my annoyance.

Damn it.

Greg looks at me. “You okay?”

“I’m fine.” I finish off my coffee.

He reaches across the counter. “No, you’re not. You only use that four-letter word when something’s bugging you.” His eyes focus on me. “What’s up?”

‘Nothing, except you having some mental affair right in front of me in the shower!’ screams in my head. What if Dina had walked into the bathroom instead of me? Not that she could, but still!

I bite my tongue and just made a short wave. “Big meeting this morning; it’s kind of gnawing at me.” That meeting is every Monday morning meeting where I get the rundown from my staff, and then spend an hour preparing for the department heads meeting with our VP of our division. I’ve been doing these meetings for three years and could phone it in.

“Hmmm…they’ve never rattled you before. What’s going on at work?”

His eyes are the picture of concern. Damn it. So now I tell a complete lie. “Oh, just some pricing issues with some of our vendors.” I shrug. “Mix in some office politics and it can be a headache.” I shrug again. “Just a Monday, you know?”

“You sure?”

“Yes!” I snap at him. “It’s no big deal!”

“Whoa! Excuse me for giving a shit!” he snaps back.

The silence hangs for a few seconds. This is the part where I should say ‘sorry, just jumpy’ or something like that, but I hold my tongue. I wasn’t the one fucking someone in the shower, was I?

Greg does that thing with pushing his tongue against his cheek when he’s annoyed, gives me a quick nod and says, “I’ll see ya tonight, then. Have a good day at work.” He heads out the kitchen side door to his truck without another word or a backwards glance.

Jesus H. Christ. What a shitty start to a day.

Mondays really suck.


three
Round One
Greg


Work went okay. My team at the plant were firing on all cylinders and we nailed our quota of output with an hour to spare. There was some debate whether we should just keep going, but I settled everyone down.

“Look, gang, if we give the big shots upstairs the idea that we can blow through our quota, do you know what they’re going to do? They’ll just increase it. So, let’s relax a bit and cruise through the rest of the day.” I meant it too; I’ve been working for Strathcona since I was a kid and I knew that’s exactly what the people upstairs would do—take our hard work, make us work even harder, and make themselves look good to their bosses. After all, whether we make quota or beat it by another hour’s output, we’re still going to make the same amount of pay.

Instead, I have them clean up the area and double check their work stations, making sure they would be all set to rock and roll tomorrow.

It was a good day.

When I pull into the driveway at home, I feel a sinking feeling in my gut when I see Emma’s car already in the driveway. She was pretty tense this morning with me and we left on a bad note. Sometimes when she gets all snitty it comes out of nowhere.

Usually, I take it and talk to her later to find out that I did or said something that got under her skin. Some comment that she takes to heart, or some chore or errand I forgot. Somehow, it’s always me that screws up. I wonder if all women are just born perfect. I mean, even stand-up comics make jokes that women don’t get married, they take on an improvement project. But this morning? The look in her eyes told me I screwed up somewhere. How the hell could that be? We barely exchanged ten words before leaving the house!

So, I guess I’m going to have to once again pry it out of her, apologize, and that will be that.

But dammit…I didn’t do anything. “The hell with it,” I said aloud as I got out of the truck.

When I get inside, the place is quiet. “Anyone home?” I call out. I look in the living room and it’s empty.

I make my way to the kitchen, and Emma is on a stool at the counter, scrolling through her phone.

Uh oh. She didn’t look up at me.

I let out a sigh. “Okay, what did I do this time?”

Her eyes rose above her phone screen. “Did you have fun in the shower?” She held my eyes, practically daring me to blush or look away. Or apologize in some fashion or another. Well, the hell with that. I nod. “Yeah, I did.”

Now I held her gaze. Ha.

Her mouth tightened, and she dropped her gaze back to that god-damned phone.

Before she gets all into the silent treatment (the one I’ve become quite familiar with over the last 18 years) I quip, “You shoulda’ joined me.”

She doesn’t react at all.

“Oh,” I say. “It’s going to be like this, huh?” Again, no response. Either she doesn’t know what to say (as if) or else she’s so pissed off she’s too chicken-shit to say it. Either way, I don’t give a damn.

I sooo want to goad her. But we’ve been down that particular road too many times for me to not know crystal clear where that’s going to end up—we’ll yell at each other, then sulk around each other, then get sick of the sulking around and pretend nothing happened, and so nothing changes other than hard feelings.

‘Don’t escalate, communicate, dummy’ pops into my head.

I roll my eyes. How fucking trite. It’s a stupid phrase that was in my supervisor training class when I got the promotion three years ago. But just yesterday, while I was taking a dump and (of course) scrolling TikTok some head shrinker popped into my feed with some self-improvement bullshit. I nodded in recognition of it, and here it is again.

But I don’t feel like communicating. Why? Because every god-damn time I try to communicate, it gets all turned around on me and I wind up apologizing.

And come on, he who apologizes, loses, right?

So, I try a new tack. “When you want to have an honest conversation about my masturbation habits, let me know, okay, Emma?” Not bad, if I say so myself!

I smile to myself in congratulations and head to the fridge to get an ice water.

The kitchen is dead silent, but I keep my smirking smile as I go past her and into the living room to watch ESPN.

Round one to Greg.


four
Ya Mind?
Emma


Isit there fuming. As I scroll through Instagram, I hear the TV start up in the next room. I’m not reading a damn thing on my feed. I could give a shit about who’s getting engaged, who has a new boyfriend, who’s on vacation in some exotic locale posting, so their friends feel envious (I’m just as guilty of doing that).

He didn’t even get embarrassed!

He stood there in the shower, having a mental affair!

‘Who is she? I wondered. Someone he works with? One of our neighbors? That Shelly down the block has a nice figure—I’ve seen him check her out more than once. Or is it some movie star? How the hell can I compete with a movie star? Please let it be a hot movie star! I could handle it if he was all fired up over Scarlett Johansson or Eva Mendes; shit, even one of the Kardashians! But I swear to God, if it’s someone actually human like Julia Roberts or Renee Zellweger…that would sting.

“Who the hell is it?” I hiss aloud.

Yeah, this is how it starts. He gets used to fucking someone else in his mind, and the next thing you know, he’s out boffing Shelly down the street. She’s such a slut, always wearing push-up bras and yoga pants that outline her damn camel toe.

I glance at the entrance to the living room, hearing some moron on the TV drone on about how much rebuilding the Yankees has to do after their disastrous performance in the playoffs. How boring. Greg’s probably secretly cruising porn on his phone and fondling his damn dick right there in the living room.

He could do that easy; the kids aren’t due home until after 7:00. Both of them have stuff going on with their after-school clubs and will be dropped off by Philippa.

‘Could he be turned on by Phillipa Krenshaw?’ I snort at the thought. Her youngest is a classmate of Dina’s and her oldest is 26! She’s in her freaking 50‘s for god’s sake and menopausal. Fat chance there.

Maybe I should check his phone. See just how much porn he’s watching. Thank God I do the finances—that way I already know he’s not subscribing to one of those porn sites or Only Fans gals. Although I’m going to pay extra attention to the Visa and Mastercard bill.

Argh!

I march into the living room. Okay, stomp into the living room.

The bastard doesn’t even look up when I come in! Okay mister, you want to play that game?

I stand right in front of the TV, fists on my waist, and stare at him.

“Just who the hell were you mind-fucking in the shower?” I snap at him.

He sits back on the couch, his phone nowhere in sight (lucky for him) and gives me a cheesy grin and bats his eyes at me. “You want to know about my sex life, huh?” he says.

“That’s not sex! It’s worse! Who is she?” I’m fed up with this.

He looks me up and down. “She’s super hot. A little thick on the thighs, though; but what’s a little cellulite between lovers, right?” He grabs his pecs. “She’s got a nice rack, too. Not those floppy bazooms, healthy C cups.”

“Oooh! What is it with you guys and boobs!”

He ignores me. “She’s a total slut, though. She sucks my cock really good. She likes sucking cock, y’know? To her, it’s not some sacrifice or obligation. She actually loves the feeling of a cock in her mouth.“ He leans forward, his elbows on his knees. “In fact, she actually loves, really enjoys the taste of cum!”

“She must suck a lot of dick to love it.”

He nods. “She does! Every time I’m in the shower, she can’t leave me alone!” He eyes me up and down. “She’s got thick, thick hair,” he snorts. “enough for a family of three! I wish it was longer, y’know? But the great thing about her is that she gets down and dirty whenever and wherever we are! Today it was on a beach at an adult only resort.”

He leans back into the couch and now he’s starting to play with himself!

I can’t believe this! My jaw drops. “This is turning you on!”

He holds my gaze. “Mmm-hmmm. She’s such a slut. She didn’t give a damn that there were people on the beach far down from where we were. All she wanted.” he grabs his shaft in his jeans; it’s now swollen, “is this.”

I stare at him. “You’re sick.”

His face falls. “Okay.” He takes his hand away from his crotch and leans to the side and points at the TV screen. “Ya mind? I can’t see.”

I narrow my eyes at him. “Sure, no problem,” and walk (not stomp) back to the kitchen.

Now I feel guilty or something. I’m the one wronged here, and I feel guilty!

Bastard.


five
‘You Look Niiice…’
Greg


For the next couple of days, it was like two boxers between rounds. We were both in neutral corners waiting for the bell to ring. And ring it would, I was sure of it.

Fucking Emma. We were fine as long as the topics were the everyday ones—get the kids to school and stuff, what’s for supper, yadda yadda. Neither of us mentioned what happened in the living room the other day.

Damn it! I tried to talk to her, didn’t I? But noooo! She had to turn it all into something about her, of course.

All I was doing was the standard ‘take a little off the top’. Fine, I’ll admit it—I came like a goddamn can of whipped cream; it was great. But shit; I’m a fit and healthy 43-year-old guy; we get horny! And I’m able to take care of that in just a few minutes in the shower, so what the hell’s the big deal, anyway?

It’s not like I’m some sex addict or something. Now Frank at work, that’s a sex addict. He comes in every Monday morning bragging about who he nailed over the weekend, and it’s always a new girl. Shit, girl? Huh. Frank’s my age, so his partners are probably just as old as him. And when he goes through a ‘dry spell’ of more than a week or so he rents a hooker!

For me, every couple of days I’m ready, willing and waiting. But if I make a move on Emma, for the last year or so (probably more ‘or so’…) she bats me away. She’s too tired, on the rag, or else she comes up with some other excuse.

So, I jerk off.

And that pisses her off.

God forbid I try to tell her that she could put out more. Last couple of times I tried that, the conversation ended with her crying and me feeling like a piece of shit.

At least ripping one off in the shower in the morning gives me a reason to hop out of bed, right? Right! Like right now!

I’m at the gym just finishing up my workout. It was my level up day, where I add three reps to each exercise, so naturally I’m bathed in sweat. But more than that, my body is humming right on that beautiful edge between pain and pleasure. The trickle of sweat down the small of my back runs down the crack of my ass as I finish my last squat, giving me a tickle.

I’ve seen her here before; I guess she likes working out late at night, too. She’s been here for the last half hour and I’m pretty sure I saw her checking me out. The mirrors in this gym help with that—I can just as easily check her out without being too obvious; and a couple of times I thought I saw her eyes on me when I glance over at her.

She’s got it working too. She’s not in one of those baggy workout outfits. Nope, she’s got shorts on and a pink tank top. She’s on one of the pec machines, stretching her arms out wide and bringing them in, causing her full titties to bulge even more. Even though she’s got a sports bra on under the tank top, I can see her nipples pushing out against the fabric. That tells me that she’s got terrific titty toppers.

Her ass is spread out a little on the seat—girl needs to work her buns more—but I’ll bet it’s a spankable butt.

With a final groan, I straighten up and step backwards towards the rack until my weight bar taps the support and I let it go with a bit of a clang. Damn, that was a good workout!

I’m heading to the changing room, wiping the sweat off my face. I make a point of going past her so I can give her a nod and a smile.

As soon as we make eye contact, she smiles at me. I show her some teeth back.

“You look like you really pushed it tonight,” she says. Her voice is low, with a little smoke in it.

Cool dude that I am, I nod. “Yeah, upped all my reps, and it’s taking its toll.”

She tilts her head. “Make sure you hit the sauna.” She takes a deep breath and does one more rep, pushing her chest out, straining against the weight. “I always do after a hard session.”

Now I’ve stopped. I shake my head. “Can’t. Takes too damn long to warm up, y’know?”

She makes a small shrug. “I always turn the one in the lady’s locker room on before I come out here.” She’s not doing another rep. She’s just looking up at me. Slowly, her gaze travels up and down my frame, a small smile on her lips. “Y’know, it’s so late. Why don’t you just take mine out for a spin? I doubt anyone else is going to be coming in…it’s so late…” her voice trails off.

“Thanks for the offer, but…” I pause until she looks up at me. “I’m not sure how it all works.”

“Hmm…” She gets up from the machine. “I’ll show you.”

“Thanks. I appreciate that.” I step really close to her, into her space, and she doesn’t flinch or back off. I lick my lips quickly, and she does the same. I take her hand. “You have to show me.”

She leads the way with a giggle. “I can’t believe I’m doing this!” she says in a whisper, even though we’re the only ones in the gym.

I look around the locker room as we walk through it; it’s pretty much the identical setup as the men’s. But the shower area’s different—each shower is walled off from the others, with curtains and everything. I chuckle. “Private showers, huh? Over in the men’s side, it’s like a prison, all open.”

“Some gals are just shy, I guess,” she replies. She points to a door beyond the showers. “The sauna’s over there.” She stops in front of a locker and toes off her sneakers. “You can leave your shoes here.” In no time, I have my sneakers and socks off. I lay them on top of hers. She watches and nods slowly and continues to the sauna.

We enter, and the heat’s radiating out from a grey steel box in the center of the room. It’s so hot compared to the coolness of the gym I catch my breath. There are two tiers of benches all around the room. The light’s muted, like a fancy restaurant.

She pulls a chain hanging by the wall and water flows from a pipe over the sauna onto a collection of rocks, hissing and spitting in a loud sizzle. The room’s temperature goes up a hell of a notch, and I start sweating. I wipe my face with the towel again.

“Warm enough for you?” she asks.

“Oh, yeah…this feels great.” I step over to one of the benches and take off my t-shirt.

She raises her arms above her head, stretching like a cat. “Mmmm… I just love the heat and steam, don’t you?” she says. “I think my workout’s done for the night.”

She looks at me with that small smile again. “Most of the ladies I’ve run into here wear a towel, but quite a few of us don’t bother. Why get it all sweaty? Just more laundry to do.” She pulls her t-shirt off that way women do, crossing her hands over her head as it comes away, leaving her in her sports bra and shorts.

“That makes sense.” I’m doing my best to be all cool. “Why waste a towel if you don’t need to?” Staring at her, I hook my thumbs over my shorts and lower them. My cock is thick in my underwear, and her eyes go right to it. She licks her lips, gazing at it.

‘Now or never,’ I think to myself. I grab my package. “You going to just stand there? I think your top must be uncomfortable in this heat.”

She gives me a smile. “Such a considerate guy.” She does that same cross-arm manoeuvre as she takes off her sports bra, freeing her titties.

They’re really nice. They’re not the firm plastic filled ones you see online; they’re natural and full. She’s in her 40’s, and her full titties have just a bit of a sag, rounded orbs of softness, pale where her bathing suit would cover.

I’m still clasping my meat. “Mmmm, you look niiiice…”

“We’re almost there, aren’t we?” she says coyly. She hooks her thumbs into her shorts and looks at me with a tilt to her head. I mirror her movements, and we peel off the last of our clothing in unison.

My cock sticks straight out, so when I step up to her, it pokes her in her belly. She has a round tummy; I think she’s had a kid or two. She pushes herself up against me, her stomach pressing over my shaft as I grasp the back of her head and tilt it up for a kiss.

Holy shit! I let out a yelp when the ice-cold water and ice cubes douse me from over the shower door!


six
The ‘F’ Word
Emma


There, that’ll teach him! I drop the plastic bowl into the sink and calmly leave the bathroom.

He wasn’t even trying to be discreet! Okay, the bathroom door was closed, but good grief, anyone looking at the frosted glass of the shower door could easily tell what the hell he was doing!

“What’s going on in there?” Dina’s voice from the hallway asks.

“Nothing, honey!” I reply with a lilt in my voice. “I just startled your father, that’s all.”

“He okay?”

“Yep!”

“Okay…” I hear her head downstairs.

Two seconds later, dripping wet, Greg storms out of the bathroom. “What the hell was that all about?” he hisses. He’s well and truly pissed.

I could well and truly care less! “I’m sick and tired of you doing that in front of me!” I hiss at him. “You have no sense of decency, you know that?”

“The door was closed! You could have knocked!”

“Oh! Now I have to knock to go into my own bathroom?” I jab a finger in his chest. “If you want to do that shit, just don’t stick it in my face!”

“I can’t remember the last time I stuck it in your face!” he snarls.

“Oh! So, it’s my fault that you’re some oversexed teenager, huh?” I jab him in the chest again. “When was the last time you even tried to have sex with me, huh? Huh?”

“Friday!”

“Friday? You mean after I put in a 12-hour day at work? And came home to find you with empty beer bottles all over the coffee table? That Friday?”

“I was watching a ball game! I got the kids’ their dinner—”

“Oooh pizza! I hope you didn’t hurt yourself speed dialling Costanza’s!”

“And you told me you were too tired, and said you’d take a rain check in the morning! Did you? Huh? Did you?”

“Up yours!” I turn away. I was already dressed. “I’m going to work!”

He grabs my arm and spins me around. “You don’t even try Emma!”

“Look who’s talking! Oooh! That beer breath on Friday is such a turn on! And morning breath? Ooooh! How seductive!” I wrench my arm free, and when he goes to reach for it again, I point my finger in his face. “Don’t!” He pulls his hand away and I head for the bedroom door.

Bastard.

“Just admit it, Emma. You don’t want to have sex anymore.”

I stop and turn around. “What a cheap shot, Greg.”

“It’s the truth. And not only do you not want to have sex anymore, you don’t want me to have sex anymore!”

“That’s bullshit.” Well, sort of. It’s just that the idea of fucking just doesn’t have the appeal to me as it used to. I mean, I probably could get all wet and horny, but…why bother? I stare at him. “Are you calling me frigid?”

“Oh noooo! I wouldn’t dare use the ‘F’ word! Then you’d be really insulted!” He waves his hand at me. “It’s the 21st century, and men don’t jump their wives’ bones like they did in the old days, I get it.”

“Good.”

He jabs a finger at me. “But…you beg off enough times, and you know what?” He points at the bathroom door. “That’s what. Let me tell you something, Emma.”

“Oh yeah? What?”

“I’m sick and tired of you having all the say about my pathetic sex life.” He shakes his head slowly. “After being together for almost twenty damn years, after two kids, you’re either ‘too tired’, or else you’re ‘uncomfortable’, or else you’re too damn self-conscious to do anything daring, fun or interesting with me.” He takes a breath. “At least with my fantasies, I don’t have to fucking plead, beg, cajole or sulk my way into coming.”

Yup. Typical man. It’s always the woman’s fault. “Up yours,” I reply.

He just nods at me and starts to dry himself off. His cock is completely deflated. He holds my eyes. His brow’s furrowed like it is whenever he’s pissed off. But his mouth’s open a little; the same way it gets when his beloved Yankees lose. He’s let down.

By me.

I turn and head downstairs without another word.


seven
Pressure’s Off, Right?
Emma


It bugs me all day at work. I’m off putting to my co-workers, but that’s okay. Being a cubicle drone does have its advantages because there’s not a lot of contact with others outside of the Monday morning meetings. At least in my department, our cubicles are like teeny tiny offices, even though they don’t have doors. Having a door to your workspace is a huge perk at Magma Corp, and a lot of people go the extra ten miles for that little thing.

Funny how hard people work—coming in on days off, arriving early, staying late for the sake of a few extra bucks in their paycheck and a stupid door. Families shunted off to the side with the goal of becoming a bigger bee in the hive. Me? I’m satisfied with the current salary; work is what I do to pay the bills, not the center of my life. Thank God they stopped offering me any more promotions. I got a great team, and that’s that.

Sure, I have work friends, but there’s nobody on earth I could talk to about my sex life. Those kinds of discussions ended after college, and especially after my youngest was born. But I’m not that type of girl, anyway; Greg’s the more social of the two of us. He makes friends easily, while more often than not I couldn’t be bothered. Funny, it was his outgoing nature that attracted me to him back in the day.

I wonder who he’s talking to at work about his ‘lousy sex life’. Yeah, that one really stung.

Thank God for Google. During lunch, I go off to a park with my phone and sit on a bench with a box of McNuggets, popping them in my mouth as I search to try to figure out a few things.

Am I at fault? Or is he?

Is he being too demanding? Or am I…frigid?

I wish to hell I had someone I could talk to about this. Damn. Sometimes being the outsider type really, really sucks, you know that?

Maybe I can’t talk to someone about my problem, but I can sure as hell ask about it online, can’t I? Unless I’m truly an oddball. The hell with it. Opening a search tab, I type in ‘My husband is always after me for sex’. That’s not really true. He hasn’t come on to me in a week. And after this morning’s spat—there was no name calling, so it doesn’t count as a fight—I’ve lived with the man long enough to know that it’s going to be up to me to bring him around.

Anyway, that search question is where I’m going to start, so I press the Enter button.

Whoa. I scroll through the results to discover that I’m far from the only woman dealing with this shit.

At least the pressure’s off, right?


eight
Stand Up


Greg lets out a sigh when he comes through the front door. Despite the fact that Emma’s car was parked out front, there’re no sounds of activity inside. His mouth quirks up on one side in disdain: no way is he going to start calling out any ‘yoo-hoos’ this time around.

Well, the weekend’s ahead of him. He’ll do chores and stuff tomorrow and on Sunday his monthly get together at the sports bar. This weekend’s game is going to be the Packers vs the Cowboys. Wasn’t baseball, but it did help pass the time.

Emma’s sitting at the counter in the kitchen when he heads in for a beer. “Hey…” he says, making his way to the fridge for his Friday night brewski.

“Hi honey,” she replies.

Well, that’s a step in the right direction. He better play it cool, though. “Kids home yet?”

“Here and gone. I gave them some money and they’re meeting up with some of Dina’s friends. They’re going to hang out and then take in a movie.”

“Oh!” He unscrews the top and takes a pull of beer. He’s going to keep his mouth shut for a change.

At the counter, Emma’s got a pad of paper and a pen. She nods in reply, but not smiling. “Yeah. This morning was pretty rough, wasn’t it?”

He just nods.

“I’ve been thinking about it all day.”

“You and me both,” he replies.

She’s still in her office clothes—dark blazer, white cotton blouse and a sensible skirt. She looks down at the pad of paper on the counter and looks back at Greg. Her hair had fallen from behind her ear and she sweeps it back when she lifts her head. “Yeah…well, to be honest, I spent my lunch hour searching the web on my phone to see if I could come up with any ideas on how we can fix this.”

Greg blows out a breath of air and leans against the counter by the fridge. He drops his head and lifts it. “Okay, whaddya got?”

Emma lifts the pad of paper and shows it to him. It’s blank. “Not a freaking clue.”

With a sigh, Greg says, “I see.” He takes another pull on his beer and adds, “You’re telling me that Google had no answers?”

“Nothing I could work with. There were tons of suggestions, ranging from having a sit-down talk about it, to skinny dipping, but nothing that grabbed me.”

“So, I’m back to whacking off in the shower, then?” He adds a quick grin when he says it, though, and Emma couldn’t help but smile.

“Damn it, Greg, I tried! But…” she shook her head. “I don’t have the slightest idea what to do!”

An idea hits Greg like a thunderbolt. What the hell, why not? He puts his beer on the counter and nods to Emma. “Stand up, please.”

“What?”

“I asked you to stand up. And I said ‘please’. So, stand up.”

“What the hell is going on here?”

Greg tilts his head at her. “Well, I got your attention. Good.” He steps up to her. “So, if I got this straight, you want to fix the crappy sex life we have. Is that right?” She nods. “But you don’t know how to go about doing it.” She nods again. “Then it’s on me to fix it.”

“What does that mean?”

“You don’t know what turns you on, or what you don’t like, am I right?”

“Yeah.”

“So, we’re going to do what I like.”

“But…but…”

“Just trust me for a moment. Do you think I’d hurt you?”

“Nooo.”

“Then trust me. Do as I ask. Stand up, please.”

She’s not sure if it’s the matter-of-fact tone in his voice, or the all-business expression on his face, but a small voice in the back of her mind, so deep she can barely hear it says, ‘Let him. You said you trust him, so let him.’

Emma eases off the bar stool.

Just as she’s about to speak, Greg takes his index finger and places it on her mouth. “Shhhh.” Emma’s mouth closes. “That’s a good girl.”

It takes every bit of his self control to keep his hand from shaking. He’s never, ever thought of doing something like this before, but what the hell, he’ll give it a shot. Keeping his finger on Emma’s lips, he says, “Suck my finger, Emma.”

Her eyes fly open wide. “Whaaa—“

He presses his fingers on her lips. “I told you to ‘shhh’. Don’t say anything else. Just do as I ask, please.”

Holding her eyes, he keeps his finger on her mouth. Emma opens her lips a little, but he doesn’t push it in. “I asked you to suck on it, honey.”

His eyes are hooded, and his mouth is a firm line. Emma bobs her head forward, taking his finger into her mouth. “Now roll your tongue over it, and bob your head up and down.”

The kitchen is silent as her head bobs up and down.


nine
I Want It!
Emma


Mmmm…yeah, that’s nice,“ Greg murmurs. “Now close your eyes.”

I lower my eyelids and keep sucking on his finger. I tell myself it’s a really small cock, and lift my hand to encircle it with my finger as if I’m blowing him.

“Nuh-uh, Emmy,” he says, pushing my hand down. “You’ll just suck on it for a little more, that’s all.”

He takes my hand and places it over my boob. “Yeah…I like watching you touch yourself as you suck on me…that’s very good.”

He presses his finger deeper into my mouth. “Yeah, that’s right, take more of it. Mmmm…good girl.”

I feel his hand grasp the back of my head, pushing my face deeper onto his finger. This feels so stupid, but I’ll go along for now.

His finger is all wet and firm in my mouth, and he starts twisting it as I go down on it. “Squeeze your titty. Right through your clothes, squeeze your titty.” When I start to flex my hand over my boob, I hear him almost gasp. “Yeah. Touch yourself. Yeah.”

He presses himself into me. Holy shit, his cock is hard.

“Keep sucking.” His knee goes between my legs, his thigh begins to rub up and down over my crotch. “Oh God, I love watching you suck.”

The pressure from his knee on my mons makes me tingle. It feels nice; nothing to write home about, but a nice buzzing sensation blooms up into my tummy.

Greg’s voice is a deep, gravelly tone. “Unbutton your blouse, Emmy,” he says. He’s still grasping me by the back of my head, pushing and pulling me off his finger. As my hand leaves my boob to undo the buttons, he says, “You’re doing such a good job…Now spread your legs apart.” As soon as I do, he presses his knee into my crotch harder, rubbing it up and down.

That tingle grows into a pulsing flutter; I let out a small ‘mmmm…’ feeling the sensation’s pleasure. I get my blouse undone and flip it open.

“Oh yeah, that’s nice…” he says, his voice still that dusky tone. It’s almost a growl, but clearer. I’ve not heard him talk like that before, and it put me off, but only for a moment. He lets go of the back of my head and begins to fondle my breast, his hand over my bra squeezing it firmly. “Your titties are so nice…so full.” I feel his fingers clasp my nipple. “Tiny cherries. I always thought of your nipples as small cherries.”

His hand leaves my boob, trailing down to my skirt. He gathers the fabric up, baring my thigh. He begins to rub it; his rough callouses stroking my soft inner thigh firmly. That gentle pulse in my belly sparks into warmth, and all on their own, my hips sway, pressing my leg into his hand.

“Oh yeah, that’s good,” Greg mutters.

I feel a second finger press into my mouth, and I open my lips, taking it inside of me.

“That’s right, take more of me, baby. I’m very pleased with you.”

I don’t know why, but his deep voice, along with what he’s saying, rev me up more. He’s making me do these things, and the pleasure in his voice urges me on to please him even more.

I close my eyes. My entire experience is limited to what I can physically feel and hear in Greg’s voice. I let out a small sigh when I feel his hand on my thigh rise higher towards my crotch. Thank God I didn’t wear panty hose today.

I let out a ‘mmm?’ I squirm a little, trying to urge his hand higher.

“No no no, honey…you just do what I tell you to, okay?”

My eyes open and I look at him. “Whaaa?” I say, my mouth filled with him.

“Emma.” He gives me a stern look. “Close your eyes and just go with the program.”

No please, no ‘aww c’mon’. He’s telling me. A quick flash of resentment shoots through me.

He can see it in my eyes. His own eyes narrow. “Now close your eyes and suck me, Emmy,” he says, his voice a firm edge.

I narrow my eyes at him, but obey. No. I comply with his request. I close them.

“Attagirl.” He rewards me by beginning to stroke my crotch. Not too hard, not too soft at all; that perfect amount of pressure and motion.

A quick thrill of a small climax erases the resentment in me. Keeping my eyes closed, I hiss out a “Yesss!” over his fingers.

“Good girl.”

Hearing that just as I come a little, ratchets it up. I let out a small gasp as another one sneaks up to my brain, causing a flash of blue light against my closed eyelids.

He presses into me, his fingers deep in my mouth. “That’s a good girl, Emmy. Come again for me.” His fingers over my crotch pinch my swollen lips firmly. “Now!”

I whip my head back and let out a snarl as the pleasure explodes through my entire body. My thighs are quivering and my knees are vibrating. “Oh, shit!” I squeal.

I try to arch back from Greg, but he has me in some kind of bear hug. “No! Keep going Emmy! Ride it out!” His voice is commanding me like a traffic cop. He snakes his hand into my now soaking panties, slipping two fingers up in me while his thumb presses on the thick flesh right beside my clit. “NOWWW!”

I’m lost. I can’t do a damn thing but quake and moan as wave after wave of pleasure overwhelms me, enveloped in Greg’s arms, at the mercy of his relentless hand.

Each orgasm is stronger than the one before it. My pussy feels like it’s molten, with electric shocks of lava shooting out my arms and legs. One second my legs are like steel beams and the next second they’re limp noodles.

Greg’s arm around me keeps me pinned in place as his hand keeps finding new sources of pleasure to root out and yank from me.

I still have my eyes clenched shut, and as I gasp for air between climaxes, I can smell his scent; the sweaty musk of his body that sheens him every day at the plant. It’s so enveloping I can practically taste it.

“Please, please, no more, no more…” I mewl. I’m so spent and used up.

“No. I want one more Emmy.“ He shoves a third finger up inside me and roughly strokes my G-spot. “Give it to meeeee!”

That third finger is like he pushed a button on a nuclear bomb. I scream his name wetly as The Mother Of All Climaxes slams over me, down on top of me, through me, bursting me into a million shining red flaming shards.

I fall into his arms, totally spent and limp, babbling gibberish.


ten
Jesus, Take The Wheel
Greg


I’m almost overwhelmed myself. I’ve never, ever seen Emma come like she just did, and never before from me masturbating her! It dawns on me, that I hardly ever masturbated her in the 18 years of our marriage.

I have my arm around her, holding her up as I boost her back onto the bar stool. It takes most of her weight, but I stay clasped to her, holding her steady as she comes back to earth.

Her breathing begins to even out. I nuzzle into her ear. “Open your eyes, love,” I say in a soft whisper.

She clasps my forearm, her fingers talons. “Wha-what the hell was that?” she gasps.

I give myself the biggest, strongest mental high-five in history. “Something new. Something wonderful,“ I murmur.

She rests a hand on the counter, steadying herself, still blinking owlishly as she shakes her head. “Wow. Oh, wow.” Her hand goes to her chest and her eyes widen. She grabs my hand and presses it into her cleavage. My own eyes widen at the hammering of her heart.

‘Keep control, Greg’ I say to myself. So, I just hold her gaze, keeping my own face impassive and nod slowly.

Emma slowly shakes her head. “Where the hell did you come up with that?”

I want to admit to her it was just a guess, a shot in the dark, but I don’t think that’s a good idea. And maybe it just wasn’t a wild guess, either. Maybe 18 years married, more than twenty years as a couple, gives me insight into my wife that I didn’t know I had. I once again nod slowly and say, “I looked at you. I saw you.”

She jerks back like I just did a surprise tickle; she’s off balance. “You saw me? What the hell does that mean?”

“I’m still figuring that out, but I’m onto something about you.” I gently tap the tip of her nose. “Sometimes we just need someone to take over the wheel and drive, y’know?”

She snickers. “Jesus Take The Wheel.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s a Country/Western song.” She raises her hand and grasps the back of my head, pulling me in and kissing me. “Never mind.”

Her tongue presses through my lips and dances with mine insistently. Our tongues are like two mating jellyfish, rolling over each other.

Her hand drops to my waist, and she begins to tug and fumble at my belt. I break the kiss and gently tug her hand away. “No, Emmy.”

Her eyes widen. “But…you didn’t get off.”

I nod. “I don’t wish to right now.” I’m playing some kind of role here, some British Lord or something, maybe. But I want to stay the one in control right now.

Maybe being a British Lord…no; one of those noblemen from Game of Thrones or something. Lord and Liege kind of thing. With a little of Daniel Craig’s James Bond thrown in. So, when her eyes furrow at my refusal, I add, “You’ve done quite well so far, I’m very pleased.”

That takes her aback a bit. “Quite well? You’re ‘pleased’? What’s up with you?”

I press my finger to her mouth. “Shhh Emmy. I’ve earned your confidence in me so far, haven’t‘ I?”

“And what’s with this ‘Emmy’? You’ve never called me that before. Nobody’s ever called me that.”

“Emmy abides.”

“What?”

“Emmy…trusts.” I hold her eyes again. We stare at one another in silence until I see her expression relax. God, I’d love to be in her brain and watch that decision be born! That would be a sight.

She lets out a small huff of air. “I do trust you.” She makes a small shrug. “And I kind of like you calling me ‘Emmy’.”

“I’m pleased.”

She does a half-assed curtsy and bows her head. “As you wish, m’Lord.” She lifts her head. “Did you like me calling you that?” She doesn’t have a smart-ass expression, she’s actually curious.

I give a nod. “It sounds kind of cool.”

“Very well m’Lord.” She gives me a peck on my cheek. “So, what’s next?”


eleven
Great Save
Emma


Something just changed. I don’t know what, but my marriage just changed.

Not in a huge way. You read stories in the news about people who were just going about their day and something tragic happens. A car wreck, or (god forbid) a maniac with a gun at a shopping mall, or a diagnosis of a terrible disease. Those kinds of changes are life altering.

What just happened between Greg and I—him being so…commanding or something; isn’t as traumatic as those things. It’s more like redecorating. If I compared my marriage to the living room in the house, Greg just painted the walls a new color, changed the carpeting, and completely rearranged the furniture. It’s still the living room, but it’s different.

And…maybe for the better?

“So, m’Lord? What’s next?” I say it with a smile, but I’m a little nervous.

He nods slowly. “What time are the children due back?”

Did he just refer to the kids as the children? How highbrow. Okay, I’ll go with this. I shrug. “They’ll probably call for a ride when their movie lets out. The early show is at 7:00, so I think we have until nine-ish-ly?”

He looks away for a moment. Then a small smile played across his lips and he nodded. He turns to me. “We’re going out for a bit.”

“Oh? Where?”

Again, he gets that ‘look’ in his eyes. They’re dark again, but he has one eyebrow cocked up and is still wearing that (now suspicious) small smile. “Don’t anticipate, participate.” He gestures at me. “Pull yourself together, please.”

Yeah, my blouse is pulled out in a bunch of different directions, my bra’s askew and my skirt’s bunched up. I straighten myself out. “Am I now presentable, m’Lord?” I ask playfully.

“You’re always presentable, Emmy.“ That felt good to hear.

“Are you going to change?” He’s still wearing his work uniform from the plant. Blue workpants, blue short sleeve button-up shirt with his name embroidered on the pocket (a factory perk he got when he was promoted to line lead five years ago) and black steel-toed boots.

“No.”

“Well, no opera for us, then I take it?”

He chuckles. And for some reason, getting Greg to laugh right now makes me feel good.

We drive to the downtown core. Black Rapids isn’t a very big city; it’s got a downtown core that’s pretty vibrant with cafés and boutiques down the main drag that leads to the lake. The offices in the area are all done for the day, and since it’s after 5:00 p.m., parking’s a breeze.

“How about some coffee?” Greg asks as we pull into a parking lot. “That place over there looks nice.” He points at a hipster style coffee shop half a block away. “We’ll pretend we’re in Paris at a café on the Left Bank.” Turning to me he says, “You may have cappuccino and a pastry; you’ve been a very good girl today.”

I open my mouth to make a wisecrack, but close it. He flipped into his ‘Lord Of The Manor’ mode again. But what really got my attention was his reference to the Left Bank of Paris. Where the hell did that come from? So instead, I blink my eyes and nod. “Thank you; I’m glad to hear that,” I say. Yeah, it felt a little stupid. But just a little.

He unbuckles his seat belt. “I’ll get your door,” and gets out.

He opens the truck on my side and holds out his hand. It’s a pretty gallant move; I can’t remember the last time he opened my car door for me, let alone taking my hand as I get out.

It’s kind of nice.

We’re parked at the far end of the lot. Greg looks around and says, “Hold on a moment.”

My eyebrows fly off my head when he bends forward, snakes his hands up my skirt, and with one quick pull has my panties bunched at my ankles! “Holy shit!” I gasp. “What the—“

He’s already straightened up, my underwear a ball in his fist. “Now we’re ready, Emmy.”

“Wait. What?” I can feel the late afternoon breeze up under my skirt, all the way to my pussy. “You’ve never—“

He presses a finger to my lips. “Trust me.” He cracks a sharp smile. “It’ll be our secret.”

“It better be!”

Shoving my panties into his back pocket, he takes my hand.

We take a table outside, and I carefully tuck my skirt as I sit down. No way do I want a gust of wind exposing me to the world! “Why the hell did you do that?” I ask.

Greg shrugs. “Seemed like a good idea at the time.” He’s got that small smile again!

“Now look.” I lean over the table at him, keeping my voice down. “If you think I’m going to start flashing in public,” I jab a finger at the fifteen-story office building where my job is, “I work a block away!”

Greg laughs.

“It’s not funny! Why the hell did you do that?”

He shakes his head. “Because it’s something I’ve thought about, but up until today never had the balls to try.” He leans forward. “To know that you’re sitting there with no panties on…” he shakes his head slowly. “It’s incredibly arousing.”

I eye him carefully. “Who are you, and what did you do to my husband, Greg?”

He sits up in his seat. “I’m your Lord, and you’re my Emmy.” Relaxing, he adds, “I’m glad you’re going along, babe.”

“Not like you gave me much choice!”

“Are you kidding me? You’re not shy at putting the brakes on stuff, hon.”

Yeah, that hit a nerve. Because it’s true. “Well…you did ask me to trust you.“ I gave a sharp nod of my head. “And I do. You won’t humiliate me.” I look around the sidewalk. Thank God I don’t see anyone from work. But then the thought hits me ‘So what if I did?’ It’s not like I’m sitting here in my underwear.

“It’s our little secret, Emma. I’d never, ever embarrass you on purpose.”

The server comes and we order two cappuccinos and the best cheesecake in the city. When they arrive, we each doctor up our coffees and dig in. I can’t remember the last time we just ducked out for a snack. So obviously, it’s too damn long.

Nobody is seated at adjoining tables, and when Greg opens his mouth, I’m grateful for the privacy.

“How did you like being masturbated?” he asks matter-of-factly as if he was asking how I enjoyed my cheesecake.

This is so outside of normal for me. For us! But then… “It was really, really good.” I actually shiver a bit at the memory. “I can’t remember the last time I…”

“Came?” he says with a smile.

I nod.

“Say it out loud, Emmy.”

“I…” shit, this was harder than I thought! I look around. Nobody is within earshot. Still, I leaned across the table. “Came.”

“Now say it in a sentence.” His eyes take on that commanding expression again, holding me in his gaze. Who is this man?

I sat up straight. I could feel the blush creep up my neck. I gave my head a shake. “I. Can’t. Believe. How hard. I. Came.“ I said it aloud, the same volume as if I were just telling him about my day; I wasn’t yelling it, but I wasn’t whispering it either. “There. Is that good enough?”

Greg’s face softened. He nodded. “Yeah, babe; that was perfect. I’m really proud of you.”

It felt good hearing that, and I felt like a jerk for feeling good. This is confusing. But I’m more confused by…I leaned forward again and began to speak, but cut myself off and sat back up instead. The hell with it; I just talked about my orgasm. So, in the same tone and volume, I asked, “Why is it important to you that I talk like a slut about our sex life out here?”

“Because it makes you uncomfortable.”

“You get a charge out of making me uncomfortable? That’s pretty sick, Greg.”

“Don’t put words in my mouth or thoughts in my head, Emma. I’m winging it here.”

“Then what the hell’s going on?”

“What’s going on is that over the last while—I don’t even know how long—you’ve been withdrawing more and more into yourself. I don’t know if it’s the change of life—“

“I’m not menopausal. For God’s sake, I’m only in my forties!”

“Yet.” He leaned over the tabletop. “Maybe it’s just bad habits stacking up. You don’t go out with friends; you used to have a bunch of friends from work you hung out with, and that’s stopped.” He tilted his head at me. “Can you remember the last time you were vivacious and fun in the bedroom?”

My mouth opened and nothing came out. So, I just stared at him.

“Well baby, you sure were vivacious and fun in the kitchen a half hour ago!” he quipped. He leaned back casually. “And how was that for you? You enjoyed yourself, didn’t you?”

I nodded.

“I think I might have an idea why.”

“Oh?” I looked around again. We were still safe. “Why?”

“Because I decided to play a game. And you decided to play with me. Just like a couple of children, we played.”

“I never felt like this after a game of hopscotch!”

We both laughed.

Greg sat up in his seat and folded his hands on the table. “Did you enjoy our little game Emmy?”

“Are you kidding? Yes!”

“Good girl.” He leaned forward. “Now let’s play another.”

“Right here?”

He nodded. “You were very, very wet in your pussy when I finger fucked you. I loved feeling the damp warmth when I was up inside of you. Your pussy is so tight,” he licked his lips. “I could feel your pussy walls squeeze my fingers as they slid in and out of you. Being up inside you was thrilling.”

I clenched my thighs at his words. He’s accurate. It was magnificent.

“But you know what?” he asks.

“What?”

“I never tasted you.”

“What do you mean?”

He leaned forward. “I would like to taste your pussy. Right here, right now.”

“What?” I looked around in panic and back at him. “You want to go down on me here? We’ll get arrested!”

“Oh dear, do you think so?”

“Are you crazy? Of course!”

“But…how could I taste your delicious wet pussy, then?”

I’m about to snap a reply to him that involves the police and jail when I see the twinkle in his eye. Ohhhh…

I drop a hand from the table to my lap. “I think I have an idea…”

“Mmm…I knew you’d catch on. After all, you’re the one with the MBA.“ He gave me a quick nod. “G’head.”

I spread my legs open under the table. Anyone who could see us from the side just saw my skirt draped down over my legs. But my hand on my lap began to gather the fabric up between my knees. When I felt the hem, I snuck my hand down to my pussy. I stroked my pussy lips, feeling the dampness of my juices.

I glanced around again. Nope, no sirens wailing or TV cameras. The few people passing by on the street were either on their phones or walking with a purpose that doesn’t include the 40 something couple in the café. A wicked idea popped into my head.

“Well, my pussy is sure damp,” I said.

Greg nods. “I’m sure it is.”

“And that really was a great orgasm…”

He nods again.

I begin to stroke my clit gently. “I’m playing with myself, just thinking about it!” I say in a low voice. That wonderful buzz is there right away. “Ooh! I feel a tingle!”

Greg is transfixed. “Mmm…that’s so dirty…”

I nod. “You see what you did? You made me a dirty, dirty girl who loves having her pussy petted.” The words coming out of my mouth, the scandalous risk we’re taking here in public, come together and make my clit even more sensitive.

“I’m…” I hesitate just for a second as I move my hand. “I’m fingering myself. I’m so wet…I’m playing with my clit right now…”

Greg gasps a little, which thrills me. He nods and says, “Finger fuck yourself, Emmy.”

”I am…“ It feels so good. So…dirty! Anyone passing by will see some blue-collar guy and some business woman type sharing a coffee after work. They would have to look really close to see that I’m masturbating for him right under the table.

Greg puts an elbow on the table and rests his chin on his hand. “You’re going to come soon, Emmy, aren’t you? Your pussy really needs to come again, doesn’t it?”

I’m drenching my fingers as I slide them up inside me, then out over my pussy lips. I trace a small circle on the outside edge of my clit, teasing myself more and more. Oh man, this is insane! But my hips don’t give a damn about where I’m sitting. They want me to get me…there. They rock a little, pressing me forward into my finger…wanting more.

I want more…

I feel the orgasm build this time. Not the shocking surprise like what happened in the kitchen. No, this ‘O’ is on the horizon, bearing down on me like a torpedo.

A big, fat cock of a torpedo, with a glistening dripping tip!

“Oh!” That image brings me right to the edge. “Oh, Greg!”

He snatches my other hand. “Come for me now, Emmy,” he says with that gravelly growl. He presses my hand tight. “Make your pussy come, baby. Show me.”

My eyes bulge. I’m almost…almost…

“OHGOD!” I hiss. My legs shoot out stiffly, catching Greg in the shins. “Oh Greggg!” A pulsing blue light blooms out from my pussy, shooting out the top of my head and the tips of my toes. I bend forward into it, clenching myself over my fingers. I’m face down over the table, my eyes tightly shut as the pleasure jolts through me.

“Is everything okay?”

Oh SHIT. Busted.

Greg’s voice doesn’t miss a beat. “We’re fine. I just told my wife a funny joke.”

I sit up and plaster a smile on my face and look up at the young girl who’s our server. “It’s…”

“One for the books, right honey?” Greg says in a light voice.

I blink at the waitress. She looks at Greg, then over at me. “Oh. I saw you hunch over and thought you were having a cramp or something.” She’s genuinely concerned.

“Sorry, it was the something,” Greg says. He leans up to her. “Thanks for looking after us; you’re very considerate.”

“My pleasure.”

“I think we can take the check, though.”

I watch as she turns to get the bill. “Great save.”

“Thank god the tables aren’t glass, huh?” he says with an evil grin. He leans closer. “Now, before she gets back, I need my taste, sweetie.”

My jaw drops. We were almost busted by some college kid server, he comes up with a magnificent save, and he’s right back to sex!

But…my fingers are still up inside me. I froze when the waitress came over. I sit up and raise my hand to him. He quickly bends over and sucks on my finger.

“Wasn’t someone else sucking on someone else’s fingers just a while ago?” I ask.

He lets go with a pop and sits back in his seat. “What goes around comes around.”


twelve
Not A Clue
Greg


Iwas a little surprised when she grabbed my hand on the walk back to my truck, but was smart enough to keep my big mouth shut for a change.

“So…” Emma says, “You going to take me home and have your way with me?” Her thumb strokes the back of my palm.

I keep my voice even. “Would you like that?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“Well…sorry to disappoint you, but no.”

She drops my hand and stops. “Why not?” Her eyes are suspicious. I turn and face her.

I hold her gaze. “I’m working on a plan.”

“What sort of plan?”

“You’ll see.” I jerk my head towards where we’re parked. “Let’s go.”

When she starts walking, I reach for her hand. She jerks a little, but lets me take it. “Hmmm,” I say.

“What?”

“I’m getting a vibe from you that you’re pissed off.” We’ve reached the truck, and again I open her door for her and hand her into her seat. She’s shooting me a look as I cross in front and get into mine. “So…are you upset with me?”

She shrugs. “I guess you’ll be jerking off in the shower again, huh?”

“No.” I lean across and take her chin in my hand. “I won’t be doing that.”

“Well, then…” she’s got her hands out in front of her, palms up. “What the hell is this all about, then? We have a fantastic time at home, and then you get me to do something I’ve never done in my life back at the café, and now you’re putting the brakes on everything?”

“Not at all. I’m not putting the brakes on anything.”

“But we’re not going to have sex.”

I lean forward and kiss the tip of her nose. “Yet.”

“What the hell are you up to?”

Part of me wants to confess that I don’t know, but another part of me, that part of me that decided to take control, knows that I’ll figure it out. As soon as I decide to let that part of me start making decisions, an idea pops into my head and I say, “We’re going out clubbing tomorrow.”

“What? Like to a bar?”

I nod.

Her eyes flit to the left, then to the right. “Where? What club?” She snorts. “We’re a little too old to be clubbing here in Black Rapids, Greg. They’re all kids in college or in their 20‘s!”

“I know.”

“Well, I don’t want to go to some place like that and get laughed at.”

“We’ll go to Chicago. We’ll drive up tomorrow evening, go out for a few hours and grab a hotel room and drive back home Sunday morning.”

“What!” She looks over at me with her jaw swinging wide open. “When the hell did you come up with that idea?”

I sit back in my seat and turn to her. “When was the last time you and me just went out dancing and having a good time?”

“Well…”

“It was when we went on that vacation in Mexico. Right after Phil turned two. I got a discount through work on a resort in Mexico, you mom looked after the kids and we had a fantastic time. Remember?”

“I remember starving myself for three months so that I wasn’t humiliated on the beach!”

“I remember telling you that you looked great the way you were.” She snorts dismissively. And I’ve finally had it with that. I grab her hand. “What’s the matter with you? Why is it when I tell you that you look great it has absolutely zero impact on your self image?”

She rolls her eyes. “You have to tell me I look good. You’re my husband.”

“So, my opinion doesn’t count.” When she just shrugs again, I add, “Okay…what if I told you that you look kind of fat right now?”

Once again, her jaw decides to visit her knees. “I do not! How could you say that?”

Women. Their hearing’s so selective. I could compliment her for an hour straight and she wouldn’t hear a word. Call her fat though—even whisper it into a pillow three blocks away from home and she’d be wounded for a week. “Ahhh! So, my opinion’s only valid if it’s a slag on you, huh?”

She folds her arms in front of her. “Okay…I see your point.”

“Good girl.” I pause and let that phrase hang in the air for a second. “Now getting back to the topic at hand, Emmy, it’s been years and years since you and I went out and got crazy. Tomorrow, we’re going to go out and see if we can remember how to have fun.”

Her mouth twitches from side to side. “Okay, where do you want to go?”

I wave a finger at her. “Don’t anticipate, participate, Emmy.”

“If you say so.”

On the trip back home, we discuss how Dina’s old enough to look after her brother overnight. Their Nana and Gramps are only two-minutes away, and she’s been looking after Phillip at home while we’ve been out doing shopping and errands.

Then we each talk about how our day went. It was the first time in a long time that I really wanted to listen to her talk about work. She’s got things under control in her section and tells me that there’s some scuttlebutt, that she might be up for another promotion.

“Will you accept it this time?” I ask.

She shakes her head. “No. Sure, I’ll get more money, sure, but my headaches will triple. And then they’ll expect me to be at their beck and call 24/7.”

When we pull in, I again hold her door open and hand her out of the car. She smiles up at me this time. “You know, I could get used to this,” she says.

“Good. It pleases me to hear you say that.”

She eyes me again. “So, where are you taking me tomorrow?”

“You’ll find out.” I smile sagely at her. Which is a complete put on. I don’t have a clue. I’ll be doing some serious research on this, let me tell you. There’s got to be clubs for the over 30 crowd, right?

I have no idea what I’m getting us into.


thirteen
Are You Working?
Emma


Dina was totally stoked that we were going to let her and Phillip have the house to themselves overnight. I was worried, after all, she’s just 15.

“I’m practically sixteen, Mom; my birthday’s in a week!” Which was true, but still…

“No friends over, Dina.”

“Not even Marjorie?” They had been best friends since the first grade.

I shook my head. “Let’s see how this works out the first time, okay? Maybe down the road. It’ll give you and your brother a chance to bond. What do you say?” She rolled her eyes, but agreed. “And if there are any problems, I gave your grandparents a heads up.” My mother thought that it was about time Greg and I did something like this. At the same time, Greg’s mother thought that we were being hasty; she thought Dina was too young. But when I told her she was free to ‘just drop by and say hi’ if she wanted to, she came around. After all, Greg’s parents only live five minutes away.

“If something bad enough happens that I’ll need to call Nana or Gammy, I’ll be dialing 911 first!” she said with a glint in her eyes. A glint that made my heart stop. “I’m kidding! Golly Mom, you should see the look on your face!”

“Golly? Did you just say ‘golly’?”

She nodded. “Yeah, the kids at school are using a lot of old-fashioned words. They’re pretty groovy.”

Golly? Groovy? Those words were out of style before I was born. Kids.

Just as Greg and I were leaving, he said to the kids, “And what are you two going to do if there’s blood on the wall?”

“Clean it!” Phil said.

“Aaaand?” He looked at Dina.

She rolled her eyes. “Use bleach, not ammonia.” She shook her head. “Not funny, Dad.” Then she looked at the expression of horror on my face and burst out laughing. Pointing at me, she said, “Oops. Now that’s funny.”

I glared at each one of them. “I hate you all.” I gave them each a kiss, and we headed out to the car.

It was a chilly November night, and I was in my little black dress. Okay, my new little black dress. I put on a few pounds since I last wore one four years ago and had to run out to the store to get a new one. The new one met with Greg’s approval, and it was the raciest thing I ever wore. It was very low cut, with a lacy bodice that tied together into a scoop neckline. The skirt ended six inches above my knees. I hadn’t worn a skirt that short since college. I wore my trench coat; no way was I going to let the kids or the neighbors see me in such a daring outfit.

Once again, Greg opened my door to his truck and handed me up. It had a bit of a step onto the running board before getting in, and as I climbed in, his voice came over my shoulder. “What a great ass you have, Emma.”

I looked over my shoulder at him. His eyes were intense. I slapped my butt. “What? This old thing?”

Once we got going, I said, “So what’s the name of this club?”

“Hot Zone.”

“Hot Zone? What is it, some kind of barbeque place?” I didn’t think so, but what the hell.

“I don’t think so.”

“Well, that’s a weird name.”

Greg shrugs. “They didn’t run it by me.”

“And you’re sure that it’s not going to be full of college kids?”

He nods. Yeah, the minimum age to get in is twenty-five. From what I was able to find out, the crowd’s pretty much people our age.”

I snorted. “So, there’s going to be a bunch of wine moms with little black dresses, huh?”

He kind of made a face. “Some of them might be showing more skin than you, Emma.”

“As if! They’d have to practically be topless to do that. My boobs are barely staying where they belong in this thing.” Waitaminnit. “Will there be topless women there?”

Greg shrugged.

“Greg, are you taking me to a strip club?”

He glanced over at me. “Hmmm…would you like to go to a strip club?”

“No!”

“Well, it’s not a strip club. It’s an adult only club where people can have a good time and aren’t self conscious about that.” He looked at me again. Traffic was light, so I wasn’t worried. “Have you ever been to a strip club?”

“No!”

“We should go sometime.”

“Why the hell would you want to take your wife to a strip club?”

“Well, for starters, show you off.” He eyed me again. “If I walked into a club with you on my arm, they’d all think I was paying a high price call girl to go out with me.”

I did a Donald Duck voice and replied, “That’s no hooker. That’s my wife!” We both laughed.

We sat in silence for a minute, the miles whizzing by under us on the highway. Finally, I said, “Would you like me to go to one of those places with you?”

Greg’s eyes boggled out like a pair of snow globes. “You kidding me! That would be so cool!”

I looked around. Why the hell am I looking around? Because I’m nervous, that’s why. “Well…if you can find one that’s not filled up with a bunch of losers, maybe we can give that a whirl.”

“Are you being honest right now?”

I was being honest. And also dumbfounded that I actually suggested it. So, I just nodded.

“I think I know a place.”

“Oh yeah? How the hell would you know about strip clubs in Chicago?”

He laughed. “Because when you were going to college, I was in the Navy. I did boot camp in Chicago.”

“That was a looong time ago.”

“Don’t worry, the clubs are still there. New recruits, far from home?” He laughed. “Practically a license to print money.” He looked over at me. “And because they get so much trade from the base, the owners watch their P’s and Q’s. Last thing they’d want is to be declared ‘off limits’ by the base MP’s.”

“You’d really like to take me to a strip club.”

His face was intense when he turned to me. His eyes were shining. “Yes, I would, Emmy.”

“This is going to be weird.”

He checked the road and looked back at me. “You’ll be perfectly safe, and completely anonymous, I promise.”

“Well…”

“Do you trust me?”

I nodded. “Yeah, I do.”

“That pleases me.” He reached over and took my hand, and we held hands the rest of the way.
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We were in a light industrial part of the city, guided by Google Maps. We passed warehouses that had their parking lots full of tractor trailers, construction equipment rental companies, and what had to be factories of some sort—long buildings, one story tall with glass frontages that had long steel buildings attached at the back.

“Seems a little out of the way,” I said.

“Well, on Friday nights, all these factories and warehouses let out at around the same time, and a lot of guys stop off for beers and checking out the dancers.” Greg smiled. “I came here a few times while I was in basic training before being transferred to the fleet.”

He pointed ahead. “Thar she blows!”

It was a low building, one story tall or so, painted in black and gray. There was a sign on a post by the road saying ‘Rumbottoms Gentleman’s Club’ in two-foot-high LED lights. Greg turned into a driveway that said ‘Valet Parking Only’.

“Hmmm…” I said as he drew to a stop. “Mister big time in his F-250, huh?”

An attendant in white shirt and black slacks and windbreaker came up and opened Greg’s door. When he saw me in the passenger seat, he smiled brightly. “Just one sec, ma’am,” he said. He took the keys from Greg and scooted around to open my door.

I was getting used to this, having guys open doors for me. He handed me out of the car. I read the name tag on his jacket. “Thank you, Carl.”

“My pleasure.” Carl looked over to Greg. “Are you planning on staying long? If not, I’ll keep your truck closer to the entrance.”

“This is just our first stop,” Greg replied. “The lady’s never been to a gentleman’s club.”

“Welcome then! We see a lot of couples here.”

I was surprised. “Really?”

He nodded. “Sure. Going for a walk on the wild side’s a good thing for a relationship.” He looked me up and down. “You look fantastic, ma’am. Don’t be insulted if someone offers you a job here.”

My mouth opened and closed. It was a compliment, but I’ve never received one like that in my life. “Uhhh…thanks?”

Greg preened as he took my hand. “I told you that you’re alluring.”

“He probably says that to every woman that rolls in here.”

“You think so?”

I shrugged. Carl was smooth and charming, and my ego wanted to think he was telling the truth, but at my age and two kids, there was way too much padding on this body to believe him. Not to mention the spider veins that were starting to appear behind my knees and on my thighs. Wait. I’m wearing a freaking trench coat! I smiled to myself. ‘Yeah, Carl the Valet is smooth.’ I elbowed Greg. “Make sure you tip Carl well, honey.”

Greg stopped at the door. “I told you: you can trust me, right?”

“Yeah. So?”

“So…if at any time, any time you want to leave, just say the word and we’re gone, okay?”

“We’ll have a drink at least,” He had been so fired up the entire drive in. His expression was just like Phil’s when we went to Disney World. No way was I going to pull the rug out from under him at this point. “I said I trust you, and I do. There are no wild animals lurking about in there, are there?”

“What? No! All the lions are trained!”

I stopped for a second. “Smart ass.”

“Now Emmy, you might see some pussies, though.” He smirked. “And titties.”

I rolled my eyes at him. “Full steam ahead, Admiral.”

The doorman beside the entranceway could have been a stunt double for the Hulk. He had an impassive face and held his hand out like a traffic cop. Eyeing me, he said, “You working?”

“What? No! It’s Saturday night!” What the hell was he thinking?

“It’s okay, man,” Greg said. He lifted my left hand and put his beside it. “See?”

Hulk glanced down and smiled. He swung the door open. “Birthday present?” he asked Greg.

Greg shrugged. “Not exactly, but close.”

“Have a good time.”

There was a counter with the Hulk’s kid brother on a stool. “Ten bucks each cover,” he said. Greg handed the guy a twenty, and we got the back of our hands stamped. He pointed to an arched entranceway. “Have fun.”

Before we went through, I grabbed Greg’s arm. “Why did that guy think I was working?”

Greg made a sheepish smile. “He thought you were either one of the dancers or a working girl. Like a hooker.”

Again, my jaw tried to hit my knees. “What!”

“I told you that you’re hot!”

“No, I look like a slut!”

Greg shook his head. “What’s the difference between what you’re wearing and something Scarlett Johansson would wear to the Oscars?”

“About a gazillion dollars in income.”

“She’s a mother, and she’s hot. So are you.”

“And what was that thing showing him our hands?”

Greg held his hand up. “I was showing him our matching wedding bands, silly. I was showing him we were married.”

“Oh! So that’s why he asked if it was your birthday, huh?”

Greg nodded. “He’s seen married couples come in here before.”

I gave my head a shake. That was hard to believe, but it made sense.

He held his arm out. “Shall we?”

We went through the entranceway and my fall down the rabbit hole for this night began.

Maybe I should change my name to Alice?


fourteen
Fumble Recovered
Greg


Please Lord, don’t let me screw this up!’ I thought as we went inside. My instincts knew that if tonight went badly, this would be the last time Emma would be so daring. I also thought that if I handle it right, it’ll be the first of many nights like this. ‘Listen up, Mr. Happy—big brain is running this operation!’

Christ, I hope my dick listens.

Emma’s hand grasped my elbow tightly, her nails digging in. I glanced at her from the corner of my eye. She was staring at the scene before us.

As strip clubs go, it was pretty much the same old, same old. The ceiling and walls were painted black, with posters hung of various dancers who had performed here in the past, each one framed and lit by a spotlight from the ceiling.

The stage in the center of the room was a large oval, with two dancers on it performing on the poles at either end. Guys sitting on barstools lined the perimeter. Most of them were ogling the dancers, while a few of the guys were chatting up other women who were circulating around, wearing not much more than a g-string and negligee.

Waitresses more modestly dressed (in that their boobs and hootchies were covered) were running drinks from the bar to the other men at the tables.

It was only 8:30, but the place was already half full.

“Where would you like to sit?” I asked her. The sound system was so good that we could talk easily at the entranceway.

She looked up at me and chewed her lower lip. Silently, she pointed at two open stools right next to the stage. “You want to sit at the stage?” When Emma nodded, I took her hand.

I could feel the eyes of every person in the place on us as we crossed over to the center stage. A few of the guys stared appraisingly at Emma. One of them licked his lips as he checked her out and gave me a thumbs up, despite the fact she was still wearing her trench coat.

Just for the hell of it, I lifted my hand. I pointed at my wedding band, then at Emma. I cocked my head and made a smug smile. The guy’s eyes blinked rapidly and his hand went to his mouth for a second before giving me a triple thumbs up. I swaggered the rest of the way to our seats.

The music was a hella lot louder here. I flagged one of the waitresses. Raising my voice, I asked Emma what she wanted to drink.

She was staring at the dancers on the stage, open mouthed. I nudged her and asked her again.

“Southern Comfort, on the rocks. Make it a double,” she replied, not taking her eyes off the woman gyrating four feet away.

When the server arrived, I placed our order. She was wearing a neon pink sports bra and matching short-shorts. “You want to start a tab?”

“I’m not sure; I don’t know how long we’ll be here.”

She looked over at Emma. “First timers?” When I nodded, she nodded back. “Yeah, you’re either going to be out the door pretty fast or else you’ll be here a while.” She smiled brightly. “Best of luck!”

As she left, she tapped Emma’s shoulder and whispered something to her. Emma’s eyes widened, then she nodded and smiled back.

“What did she say to you?” I asked.

Emma shrugged at me. “Just girl talk.” She turned back to the stage.

I let it ride. For now.

There were two dancers on the stage, one at each of the poles.

The closer dancer looked around 25 or so. She was really good. In my day, I saw my fair share of girls up on stage who didn’t do much more than just clomp around in time to the music. This girl performed. She made eye contact with each person at the stage’s edge while swirling and spinning on the pole. She gave herself over to the music; her body and squirming and curling in perfect syncopation to the rhythm.

She had a slender figure with an all-over tan. Her tits were on the small side, which worked with her graceful figure. Small mounds of pert flesh the size of a generous scoop of ice cream quivered with her motion, and her hard burgundy nipples kept my attention as she went through her routine. Her delightful smile was the icing on the cake.

Glancing over at Emma, I saw that I wasn’t the only person captivated by this nymph. Her lips were parted slightly as she looked up, her gaze never leaving the dancer.

The song ended and a few of the guys around the stage were holding out dollar bills. The dancer made the circuit, accepting her tips as she worked her way around towards us.

I pulled a five from my money clip and passed it to Emma. She looked at the five, then over at the dancer. “I think she deserves a tip, don’t you, babe?” I asked.

She nodded and held the bill up as the dancer came around.

“Thank youuu!” she said in a lilting voice as she took the bill. Then she lowered herself to her knees, and leaning forward, gave Emma a quick kiss on the lips.

As expected, my brain exploded out through the top of my head.

The dancer noticed my totally not suave, slack jawed and goggle-eyed appearance and giggled. She caught Emma’s eye and pointed at me with her chin. Emma looked over, and the most evil grin I ever saw on that woman’s face appeared. She turned back to the dancer, put her hand behind the woman’s neck and kissed her again.

For a long, excruciatingly pleasurable moment, I watched my wife kiss another woman deeply.

I think I stopped breathing.

I know I had an insta-rection.

When they broke the kiss, the dancer tinkled her fingers at me and strutted away off stage, her hips and ass rolling with each step. Oh god…

I look back at Emma, who sat there batting her eyes at me with the most ‘who me?’ smile of innocence playing across her lips.

I never loved my wife more than at that instant. Kissing the dancer was her gift to me.

“You okay, honey?”

I chewed my lower lip and nodded. Furiously. I leaned over. “That was incredible.”

Emma shimmied her shoulders. “You should see what I do when I like a Chippendale dancer!”

“What! Those are guys!”

She burst out laughing. “Kidding! I’ve never had the guts to go to one of those shows! Now, Leslie Hurlihey’s bachelorette party did have a male stripper at it…”

“Aaaand…”

She downed the rest of her drink in a single gulp and snorted. “I hid in the bathroom!” she said as she burst out laughing.

I numbly waved at our waitress for another round as I stared at Emma. “What the hell’s happened to you? You’ve never been this…” I groped for a term.

“Out there? Slutty? Randy?”

“I was thinking ‘vivacious’, but those words work too. Except Slut is more of an insulting term.” I grabbed my phone and looked online. Looking up, I said, “I think ‘Jezebel’ or ‘minx’ work better. Not as demeaning.”

“Jezebel, huh?” Emma’s eyes lit up. “Definitely cooler than ‘slut’. I’ll take it.”

I moved my seat closer to hers and put an arm around her, pulling her close. “That was epic! I’ve never seen you do anything like that! Oh, man!” I was blathering and didn’t give a damn.

She turned and puts a finger on my lips. “Settle down, Greg.”

Damn it. Somehow, some way, I just fumbled the ball. Shit. I shut my mouth and look her in the eyes.

Emma glances away and then pulls my head down. She whispers in my ear, “It’s easier having fun when you’re all ‘m’Lord-y’ or whatever.” She lets me go and I sit up.

I look at her. She’s not looking away this time. It dawns on me that somehow, in some way she just made herself very vulnerable to me. She told me something deep; something she could only whisper.

Watching her, I slowly nod. “I see.” I can feel that part of me stir again. It’s sort of how it was for me when I was in the service and became a petty officer. In the time I was in, I rose up to 2nd class Petty Officer and had a bunch of guys I was responsible for.

Commanding sailors is a hell of a lot different that being a team supervisor at the plant. You’re a lot more direct with what needs to be done and don’t want to listen to excuses or whining. And your sailors know that. I had put it all behind me when I left the Navy, but it wasn’t hard to pull those memories back up.

Up until this moment, I’d always been a little insecure about Emma’s education and achievement. She was just finishing up her MBA when we met, and although she never—not once—held it over me, I always felt that I was a little less than her because of it. But the look in her eyes, and what she just said?

She wants me to lead.

My eyes narrow in concentration. “You want me to lead.” She glances away for a second and then nods. I take her hand. “Then I’ll damn well do everything to deserve your following.”

She makes a quick smile. “You’ve already proven that, m’Lord.”

I lean in and kiss her. My hand gently cradles her cheek. “How far do you want to go here, love?”

“What do you mean?”

I gesture at the neon lights on the opposite side of the room that say ‘VIP.’ “We can have a private dance with one of the performers. If you’d like, she can give you a lap dance.”

“I’m not gay.”

I chuckle. “Believe me, I know that. I mentioned it because of that kiss I just saw.”

“Can we fool around with each other back there? I’m…”

“I understand.”

“How about we get a hotel room, then?” she asks.

“I would prefer to go dancing for a while first. After all, that’s the reason we came out, isn’t it?”

She sticks her lower lip out. “I guess so.”

“How about we head to that nightclub? They’re pretty relaxed with PDA’s.” The question marks in her eyes made me continue. “This club is very, very free spirited.”

“Free spirited?”

I nod. “Yes. I found it online, and they want couples to have as much fun as they want on premises.”

“What’s a PDA? Isn’t that what they used to call those Palm Pilot things back in the 90’s?”

“No, not ‘Personal Digital Assistant’. I meant ‘Public Displays of Affection, silly.”

“So, we can get all raunchy on the dance floor and nobody’s going to hassle us.”

“That’s right.”

“And you’ll drag me out to the parking lot when you can’t take anymore, is that it?”

“Well…I don’t think I’d have to.” I lean in. Now I had told her that it was a club that catered exclusively to couples. I only hinted about the sexy parts. “At this club, if we decide to get frisky, we can do that on premises.”

“No way!”

“Way.”

“In front of other people?” Her nose wrinkled.

“Maybe those other people would be into their own stuff. I’m not sure.”

“Hmph. Sounds like an orgy or something.”

“What’s a little orgy between strangers?” Her jaw dropped again. The look on her face was priceless. I patted her thigh. “Emmy…if you don’t like it, we can leave, alright? I’m not going to try to force you into doing anything you don’t want to do.”

“Promise?” She looked around the club. “I mean, this was a real stretch for me, you know? I don’t know if I want to go someplace and start having sex in front of total strangers.”

“It’s not exactly like that. That’s not on the dance floor, there are separate areas.”

Her eyebrows bobbed. “Maybe we can peek!”

“Do you trust me?”

She nodded.

“Say it, Emmy.”

“I trust you, m’Lord.”

Hmmm…I think I just recovered my fumble.


fifteen
Roller Coasters
Emma


Greg had some dusky music playing in his truck that I never heard before. “What’s this band?” I asked.

“They’re called ‘Enigma’; they were really big in the 90s. A guy from work turned me on to them. Do you like it?”

It was intense music. A deep throbbing base with the melody flitting over and under like a swallow darting among tree branches. I nod. “Yeah, it’s different, but pretty cool.”

“Yeah, you’ll never hear them on Top 40 radio, huh?”

“Well, thank God for Spotify.” I turned up the bass. It throbbed right through me, making me tingle down below. “That’s one hella sound system you got there.”

“I’m happy you like it, Emmy.” He took my hand and held the wheel with his other. His thumb caressed me as we zipped down the interstate. “We’ll be there in just a few minutes.”

The clock on the dash showed 9:15. Well, we’d go in, dance a little, and take it from there. “Did you book a hotel room?”

Greg nodded.

He sat back in his seat. “That dancer you swapped spit with—“

“I didn’t use my tongue!”

“Okay, okay! That dancer you kissed what did she say to you?”

I started laughing.

“What’s so funny?”

“You’re brain’s fried, you know that?”

“What’s that supposed to mean? I saw you kiss her!”

I nodded. “Yes you did. But she didn’t say anything to me. It was the waitress that spoke to me.”

“Oh…you’re right.” He looked over at me. “Soooo? What did the waitress say?”

I snorted. “She said if I play my cards right, I’ll get a new kitchen!” Greg was silent. “It was a joke, hon.”

He grinned. “You kidding me? A stupid kitchen? Shit, I’ll put a damn addition on the house!”

Oh.

Whoa! This really, really meant a lot to him.

I watched him out of the corner of my eye. He had that look. He was leaning forward a little, watching the road; his eyes were a little crinkled, and his lips were set in a firm smile. It was the same expression on his face when we drove to New York City to catch his beloved Yankees play in the World Series. That was back in ’09. And, truth be told, I couldn’t remember the last time I saw that expression on his face since.

Which, to be honest, made me feel a little guilty.

Sure, since 2009 we kinda slogged with life, you know? For years and years, it’s been the day to day…dare I say ‘drudge’? Well, yeah, at times it was. Get up, go to work, come home, feed the fam, watch some TV and go to bed five days a week. On weekends, shuttle the kids, do errands and big chores, go to bed and start all over again.

Okay, maybe I used too strong a term…

Bullshit. There was an element of drudgery. For both of us. For every meal I cooked, Greg was right in there one way or another; clearing dishes, cleaning up. For every time I did Mom’s taxi, I was also the one who got to sleep in for the early Saturday morning activities.

Damn it. As much as I wanted to be the harder done by one in our household, it really didn’t hold much water.

I looked over at Greg again. He still had that kid in a candy store look.

Well, this club is going to be out there, that was for sure. No matter how he tried to spin this, my husband was taking me on a trip to somewhere I’ve never been before.

I nudged him with my elbow. “I got a question for you, and I want the truth.”

He flinched a little and looked over at me. “Fire away.”

I pointed at him. “You’re not going to try to make me do something I don’t want to do, are you?”

His eyes widened. “Hell no! What’s the fun in that?”

“Promise?”

“Hey Emma, we’re not 16, you know. If you’re not on board for this, I’ll turn this truck around and we’ll head back home right now.”

“Yeah, right.”

“I’ll get off at the next exit, no problem.”

“Yeah, right.”

He shot me a look. “What kind of guy do you think I am?”

“Oh yeah? What if this was the World Series, and I said I wanted to go home?”

“Oh, I’d be pissed about that, don’t worry. That’s my jam, hon. If you didn’t want to go to the game and we’re 10 minutes out and you want to bail? Hell, I’d drop you off at our hotel or something.“ He pointed at himself with his thumb. “I’m a baseball fan, and that would be my thing, you know? But this…” he gestured at the road in front of us. “We’re going to go to have a good time together. What kind of good time can I have if it’s just half of us?”

That was a pretty disjointed explanation, but I got his point. “So, if I decide to bail, you wouldn’t sulk and guilt trip me.”

“Nooo…I don’t think so. Sure, I’d be disappointed. But it’d be more along the line of going to the movies and the one we wanted to see was sold out, you know? But that’d be about it.”

“You mean that?”

“Yeah, of course I do.”

“Well, that makes me feel better.”

“It’s an adventure, that’s all.” He stole a look over at me. “You good?”

“I’m a little nervous.” Which was a lie. I was scared stiff. “But I believe you.”

“Good girl.”

I folded up the console that was between us and snuggled into him. “I trust you, Greg.”

He wrapped his arm around me and pulled me close.

Once again, we went through an industrial park, passing clusters of warehouses and distribution centers. Not a single house in sight. Some of these warehouses were enormous, with tractor trailer trucks backed up to loading bays. Other locations were some kind of factory, with smokestacks and huge power lines leading in. Since it was a Saturday night, they were all closed.

Halfway down the road, one of the businesses was open. It was a smaller building, and the parking lot was filling up. On a lit awning by the entrance, the words ‘Hot Zone’ was illuminated.

“Well, here we are,” Greg said, pulling in.

I had the weirdest sensation as Greg put the truck into the parking lot. One part of me wanted to jump out of the truck and run away as fast as my heels would let me. But the other half was dying to get in and see what’s going on. I was terrified and excited at the same time.

“Feels like a roller-coaster,” I said aloud.

“What?”

“Right now, I’m scared to death, and at the same time can’t wait!” I looked over at him. “Messed up or what?” I held my hand up in front of me, displaying my trembling fingers. “See?”

Greg laughed. He held up his hand, which was going like an egg-beater. “I think we’re on the same page!” He enfolded his hand in mine. “Let’s go see what kind of trouble we can get into!”

Once again, he handed me out of the truck. “Wait,” he said. “I’d be pleased if you left your coat in the car.”

Without any hesitation, I slipped it off and threw it on my seat. “Yes, M’Lord.”

“Thank you, Emmy.”

There was just the slightest nip in the air, but still, I felt practically naked. Thank God we were in a place where I wouldn’t meet anyone I knew. I took a deep breath. We went in, and I knew right away this was a different sort of club.

At the front was a small counter, and we had to sign in.

“What’s up with that?” I asked Greg as he filled out a form. “I’ve paid cover charges to get into clubs, but filling out paperwork?”

“It’s a private club,” he replied. “You just can’t walk in off the street. I had to register online and now I’m just confirming my registration.” He finished up, paid the cover charge, and held out his arm. “You ready?”

“Yes!” I swear to god, I felt like I was 17 and faking my way into my first bar.


sixteen
Dress To Entice
Emma


It had been sooo long since I went into a club. The music thrummed, enveloping me in the sensuous bass of some Reggae beat that I felt all the way to my tummy. In a nice way… That same beat possessed the crowd on the dance floor. Dozens of couples, the youngest, looked around 30 or so, swayed and or spun in time to the hypnotic rhythm.

Scanning the crowd, the first thing I realized was that Greg and I were far from the oldest people here. I saw couples that had to be in their 50‘s—maybe even 60’s(?)—dancing in a group close to us.

I really thought that I was being daring wearing my little black dress with the lacey highlights. Huh. The outfits some of the women sported on the dance floor made my ‘tempting’ outfit look downright frumpy! Not everyone, but about a third of the women were wearing clothes that would be appropriate for the bedroom, not a nightclub dance floor! Sheer see-through blouses (and no bra!), mini dresses so short you could see the smile where their ass met their thigh, halter tops that barely halted…I’ve heard of ‘dress to impress’, but this was something else entirely.

Dress to impress? Hardly. This was a dress to entice.

Off to our right was a bar, and surrounding the dance floor were tables and booths in two tiers that surrounded the dance floor on two sides. At the far end of the room was an archway that led to another area that was dimly lit.

Greg took my hand and led me through the crowd to find a table. As we made our way, every 2nd person we passed made eye contact and smiled. And they were all women! I’ve never had that happen in a club before! Sure, back in the day when I’d go clubbing, I’d get guys making eyes at me; but at this place, the guys gave me a quick once over, but it was the gals who let their gaze linger.

I didn’t have a clue how to handle it. Now, everyone was part of a couple, so it wasn’t like I walked into a lesbian bar by mistake. Were they checking me out or just being friendly?

Greg found a table tucked away in a corner. It was on one of the risers so we had a good view of the dance floor.

When we sat down, I leaned over to him. “This is the weirdest nightclub I’ve ever been to!”

He looked around, searching for a second before asking, “What the hell do you mean? Looks pretty normal to me.”

I grabbed his wrist. “Every woman we passed checked me out!”

His eyebrows rose. “So?” Looking me up and down, he said, “You do know that you’re quite ‘check-out-able’.”

I waved my hand sharply at his compliment. “Yeah, whatever; that’s not my point! It’s the women who gave me the once-over, not the guys!“ I looked away to take in the crowd again, and as if on cue, I saw a woman three tables over flash me a smile and a small wave. I quickly looked away, back at Greg. “I’ve never had that happen to me before!”

“So?”

“Greg!” I hissed, my fingers digging in to his wrist. “That doesn’t happen at clubs! When we check out other women at a club, we size up potential threats! We don’t wave ‘hi’ to women we don’t know! That’s what guys do!”

“Do you want to leave? If it’s really bothering you or scaring you, we can go.”

I did feel nervous. But about what? That some crazed group of lesbians were going to attack me and have their way with me? I shook my head. “I don’t want to leave. I just…I don’t know…”

“Feel a little at sea? Out of your element?”

“Yeah, I think that’s it. Out of my element.” Understatement of the year. Sure, Greg and I have gone out to clubs after we got married; even after I had kids… I stopped for a second. “Honey, when was the last time we went out to a dance club?”

Greg looked off for a second before replying, “I don’t know. We’ve gone to weddings and parties…but out to a nightclub like this?” He took a deep breath. “Too long.”

“Maybe the rules have changed or something?”

“What the hell do you mean? Rules? What ‘rules’ did we have when we were younger?”

“I don’t know! It just feels so different!”

He cocked an eyebrow at me. “I think you need a drink.“ He looked around. “I think it’s serve yourself. I don’t see any waitresses here.” He got up. “Back in a bit.” I watched as he made his way down to the dance floor and headed to the bar. Shit. There was a bit of a lineup, and I really needed a drink. Or two.

At least.

I grabbed my phone from my purse and sent a text to Greg:

I’m going to need at least TWO drinks

Make it Three

Make them doubles

I pressed ‘send’ and watched Greg at the bar pull his phone out, read it and look up at me. I could make out his eyebrows shoot straight up, asking me ‘are you sure?’ I nodded vigorously and sent another text:

Southern Comfort

He saw my text, nodded, and turned back to face the bar.

I turned my attention back to the dance floor. The DJ had changed it up from that erotic Reggae beat to a popping electro funk. Strobe lights on the ceiling flashed in time to the beat of the music, freezing them in staccato vignettes.

I jumped at the tap on my shoulder and spun around.

“First time, hon?” a woman about my age asked with an amused smile.

My mouth opened for a second, then I shook my head slowly. “It shows that much, huh?”

She nodded and held out her hand. “I’m Emily,” tilting her head to the side, she added, “and that’s my husband Eric.” I looked over to see a guy sitting a few tables away who gave me a wave.

I turned back to Emily. She was about my age, but shorter and…well, thicker; she had a bit of a potbelly, and her very short blue dress showed thick thighs. “Hi Emily, I’m Emma.”

“Mind if I sit for a minute?”

‘Oh shit, is she hitting on me?’ flew through my brain. But that’s stupid. “Okay…” I said.

“Eric and I come here about every two months or so,” she said, settling into one of the chairs at our table. We’ve been coming for a couple of years, and I got to tell you the truth. I could see from the moment you walked in that this was your first time,” she said with a light laugh. “You had the exact look on your face when you came in that I must have had my first night!”

“Deer in the headlights? Fish out of water?” I asked. “My husband and I can’t remember the last time we went clubbing, just the two of us.”

Emily nodded. “Yeah, and if you did go out, you’d find that they’re full of kids now!“ She laughed again. “The thing is, they didn’t get younger. We just got old!” She looked around. “That’s why we love coming here. It’s an older crowd, and…well, pretty much nobody here is cruising to…” she did air quotes, “ ‘meet someone’ if you know what I mean. Just about everyone here came with someone already.”

“Yeah but, Greg said that sometimes people here…you know…” I let my voice fade, but Emily didn’t pick up the conversation. Damn it. “He says that people here get frisky with each other…”

“Oh yeah! That happens a lot!“ She pointed at the archway at the back of the dance floor. “That takes place back there.” She tapped my arm. “But…and this is the different part about clubs like Hot Zone…no matter what happens in the back room, everyone leaves with the person they arrived with.”

It hit me like a ton of bricks. “Wait a minute. Is this a Swingers Club?“ When Emily just flashed a smile and shrugged, I said, “Is it?”

“Things have changed, Emma. They really don’t use that term very much anymore. Think of Hot Zone as a ‘sex friendly’ nightspot.”

‘SEX FRIENDLY?’ screamed in my head. What the hell is going on here? I sat back in my seat. “You’re hitting on me, aren’t you?”

Emily slapped the table and doubled over with mirth. “Hahahaha!” She looked up at me. “I don’t know if you’re my type, hon. But I never have sex on the first meet!” Seeing my jaw hanging open and my eyes bursting in shock, she started to snort.

Not laugh. Snort. Her eyes teared up. She fell into the back of her seat and pointed at me a bunch of times, each gesture punctuated with a ‘HUHHHH! HUHHH!’ as she struggled to breathe.

I collected myself (which meant I closed my mouth) and stared at her. “Is that a ‘No’?”

Emily collected herself. She wiped her eyes. (It wasn’t that funny! Was it?) and said, “Look, you’re a newbie here. I don’t think you’ve ever thought much about what we call ‘The Lifestyle’, have you?” And yes, she did the air quote thing again.

“My husband said that this club has an older crowd, is fun and if we decided that we wanted to carry on with each other here, we could.” I looked around. “But he didn’t say that I’d have to have sex with strangers!”

“That’s because you don’t silly! Whatever gave you that idea?”

“Well…I mean…” I narrowed my eyes at her. “This is a Swingers Club, isn’t it?”

“Okay, let me get clear on what you mean. What do you mean by ‘Swingers Club’?”

“Where people go and fuck anyone they want! Threesomes! Moresomes! Orgies! That’s what really happens here, isn’t it?”

“Well…I don’t know about the ‘anyone they want’ part. It takes two to tango, after all.”

“You know what I mean!” I jabbed a finger at her. “You’re going to be fucking someone here tonight, aren’t you?”

Emily held her hands up. “Whoa…if I do, it’ll probably be my husband. But we’ve been coming here for years and know a bunch of people we’re friends with. If something happens, it’ll all be a good time.”

I looked away at the crowd, then back to Emily. “Sounds like a lot of people’s idea of a good time is having sex with strangers,”

Emily chewed on her lower lip for a second. She shrugged again. “I don’t know about the ‘strangers’ part, but there are a lot of friends with benefits out there, yeah. Personally, being here really gets our motors running,” she said with a gesture towards her husband.

“Yeah, I’ll bet.”

That came out wrong. But before I could say anything else, Emily’s face fell, and she sat up. “I didn’t come over and say ‘Hi’ because I want to get you in the sack, Emma. I came over because I was a first timer here at Hot Zone once and I just wanted to see if I could make you feel comfortable and welcome. Nobody ever did that when Eric and I came here.” She stood up. “I was just trying to be nice, that’s all. I’m sorry if I offended you. I hope you have a good time tonight.”

She stood, still smiling, and went back to her table. Except her smile wasn’t quite as friendly. When she sat down, she kept her back to me. She said something to her husband, and she looked over at me for a second and made a small shrug. Then he stood, held out his hand, and they went to the dance floor.

Suddenly, I didn’t think I was going to have a good time.

Maybe we should leave.


seventeen
Sixes And Sevens
Emma


Okay, part of me felt like shit. I wanted to go onto the dance floor and apologize to Emily…but I didn’t know what I was going to apologize for. I mean, I was snarky; but I was also scared and confused. I knew saying ‘Yeah, I bet’ came out wrong, but it was also true, damn it. They didn’t just come here to get themselves turned on; they came here to fuck other people!

Right?

I sat at the table, pretending not to watch them until Greg arrived. He carried a tray, holding my three drinks and two bottles of Coors Light. He put the tray on the table and sat down.

I stood. “I think we should leave,” I said.

He looked up at me, and for a split second, his jaw dropped. Then he stood up, and said, “Okay.” He took my hand, and started to turn to the exit.

I glanced down at the tray on our table, looking at probably fifty dollars’ worth of drinks and back up to my ‘financially conservative’ husband. Look, this is the guy who would try to negotiate the price of a free sample, okay? To say I was surprised would be an understatement.

Now it’s going to take me a hell of a lot longer to say what happened next than it actually took.

When I felt his hand tug on mine, I felt grateful and guilty at the same time. He just spent ten minutes standing in line at the bar and making his way back to our table with the drinks. And that’s not counting all the driving he had already done tonight—with that ‘going to see the Yankees’ look in his eyes. And now, just from me saying ‘I think we should leave’, he did a complete 180 and was looking for the door. Without a word of protest or second thought.

Just. Like. That.

The feeling of gratitude I had towards him was something I hadn’t felt about him in years. Well, to be honest, EVER. I mean, we’d never been to a club like this, you know? This. THIS was the man who had my back without question or reservation. I was his Queen.

Damn it.

Because in that split second, he glanced at the tray on our little cocktail table and saw at least forty if not fifty bucks worth of booze in those drinks.

On top of that, I knew Greg was really let down. He was not going to the Yankee game, and he had box seats, if you know what I mean.

So yeah, grateful and guilty.

Damn it.

He had already turned towards the exit when I tugged on his hand. He looked over his shoulder at me. “Maybe we don’t let these go to waste?” I said, gesturing at our table.

“You sure?”

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not sure of anything.” I plopped back into my seat. “The only thing I know is that leaving all these drinks would be a real waste of money.” I grabbed one of the drinks and slammed it.

Whoaaaa…

I like Southern Comfort, but downing a double in a single gulp made my eyes water, and I gasped.

Greg was still standing, watching me. When I caught my breath, I waved at him to sit down. He grabbed a seat and took a pull on his beer. He sat back and watched me with a wry smile.

The sound system of this club was pretty damn good. We were maybe fifteen feet from the dance floor, but were able to talk in a reasonable way; just with our voices raised as opposed to having to yell every word, like at clubs back in the day.

I stared at his stupid smile. “What’s so damn funny?” I said, feeling my ire pulse alive again.

“You’re adorable when you’re like this,” he said.

“Like what?”

“At sixes and sevens.” He nodded. “I’ve seen it before.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Oh, yeah!”

“Like when?”

“Not a lot, to tell the truth. But—“

“Yeah, right! See! You got nothin’! And you know why? Because I’ve never been to a…” I waved my hand at the crowd on the dance floor and grabbed my second drink with my other. “A club like this before!”

He snickered. Not a chuckle, not a guffaw. No, a snicker is that stupid little laugh that comes mostly through your nose, but you’re smiling open mouthed. Almost a snort, but one that lasted longer, as if you were blowing your nose. I hate it when Greg snickers at me, because every time he does, it’s because I did something…silly. Not stupid, silly.

And I hate being silly.

He did his big-ass grin, and said, “This reminds me when we tried sky-diving. You really, really wanted to go, but when they opened the door for us to jump out, you came to the sudden conclusion that you were afraid of heights.”

“I was afraid of falling!”

He pointed his finger-gun at me and pulled the trigger. “You were afraid of splatting, if I recall correctly.“ He leaned in. “And at the same time, you were pissed off at yourself for being a chicken.” He leaned back. “Sixes and sevens.”

Oh.

Having nothing better to say than ‘oh’, I opted for another slug of my second drink. This time there was no burn, just a powerful warmth going down my throat.

I glanced over at the table where Emily and her husband had been sitting. It was still vacant. I looked over at the dance floor, but didn’t see them.

“Penny for your thoughts?” Greg asked.

Hmph. I blew out a huff of air and pointed at the dance floor with my chin. “What do you think of the women on the dance floor?” When he didn’t answer, I looked over. “Well?”

“Am I in the middle of a minefield?”

“No. I just want to know what you think of how the women are dressed.”

“More like un-dressed!”

“Oh, so you did notice, huh?”

He laughed. “I’m not blind, y’know!”

“So, you like it, huh?” I was looking at that woman with the lacy, practically not there halter. She was writhing to the music in perfect time, her boobs slipping out from under the fabric every now and then. She was pretty well endowed; her full breasts undulated under the fabric.

I’ve seen plenty of women’s boobs—in change rooms at swimming pools, health clubs and so on. But I never saw a woman’s boobs so flagrantly and offhandedly flashed in public.

I was fascinated.

She must have felt my eyes on her, because she turned her head and looked straight at me. Her lips quickened into a smile, and her hands rose to clasp herself, squeezing and fondling her boobs as she held my gaze. I felt my own eyes bug out at the sight, unable to look away.

Greg’s hand on my leg pulled me back to reality. “You’re chewing your lower lip, hon,” he said with a grin. “You ready to leave?” He didn’t make a move, and his smart-assed expression showed me that he knew we’d be sticking around. Damn him!

“Are you daring me?”

He shrugged. “Kinda.”

Now I was confused. “You’re daring me to leave?” When all he did was give me a cheese grin and another of those shrugs, I said, “Or are you daring me to stay?”

He held his hands out, palms up. “Now that’s the question, isn’t it? Do you want to stay or go, Emma?”

Shit! That bastard completely turned the tables on me! He made it entirely my decision! And so, it’d be entirely my fault! Grrr! I stared at him, seething.

I turned away from the dance floor. “Answer me a question, and I want the truth.”

His eyebrows went up again, and he said, “Fire away.”

“Did you…I mean ever…touch another guy’s cock?”

“WHAT?” He fell back in his seat. “That’s the last thing I ever expected you to ask me!“ He tilted his head at me. “What the hell brought that on?”

I set my mouth firmly. “Just answer the question.”

He looked off to the side for a second, shaking his head, and turned back to me. “You’re serious.” When I just nodded in reply, he said, “Sure. When I was a kid. Me and some buds would jerk each other off.”

“REALLY?”

“Yeah.” He chewed his lower lip. “I think Paul was gay, to tell you the truth. We’d be watching porn on his computer at his house, and he came up with the idea. But we were just kids experimenting, you know?” He blew out a huff of air. “I’ve never told that to anyone before.”

“Well, it’s sure news to me,” I said.

He squinched his eyes at me. “What’s this all about?”


eighteen
New Rules
Greg


Don’t get me wrong, it was funny watching Emma be so rattled. She’s the type who’s proud of being able to keep her head in the middle of a shitstorm. I couldn’t count the number of times she’d held me back from doing something stupid with just a few comments designed to make me take a wider view, or just calm down.

‘Greg, you’re scaring the kids’ was a lifesaver when I went over the top one Halloween. ‘Greg, how much is this going to matter tomorrow?’ made me a more patient driver years ago and cured me of my inclination to road rage. She’s always set an example of cool, calm and collected.

So yeah, to see her frazzled is funny!

But I could see her begin to get annoyed. Have you ever heard the phrase ‘Beware the fury of the patient man’? Well, watch the hell out if a forbearing woman blows her top, let me tell you. I’ve only seen Emma lose her shit in anger a few times, and each one was a sight to behold.

So, my survival instincts kicked in and I wiped my shit-eating smirk off my face.

I leaned forward and took her hand.

“You remember when we were first married, and you got so pissed off about me leaving my clothes all around the bathroom and bedroom?” She narrowed her eyes at me and rubbed her chin. Awesome! She’s still at sixes and sevens! I took her hand from her chin. “Remember? How instead of getting pissed off at me and us having a fight, you put that sign up in the bathroom? Taped it to the mirror?” She nodded dumbly. “It said, and I quote, ‘Rules For The Bath’, right?“ I gave a sharp nod. “And for the last sixteen years, you established ‘rules’. When the kids were little, you told them ‘rules for being a big sister. You made up ‘Rules for going to school’.

I looked back over at the people dancing. Oh, man…it was so fucking erotic. Regular guys and women—the kind of people you’d pass in the supermarket or at Home Depot without a second thought—grinding and groping in an undulating sensual cluster of horniness. I looked back to Emma. “So…that looks like fun out there.”

When she started to speak, I put my finger on her lips. “But it might also be dangerous, right? Remember how shit scared you were when the kids first went up the monkey bars at the playground? Fun, but dangerous. So…” I held my hands up in front of me. “What are the rules, Emma?”

She sat there silently as the dance floor went wild to the Nine Inch Nails tune ‘I Want To Fuck You Like An Animal’. Her eyebrows knitted and her mouth pinched. I’ve been with Emma long enough to know that she wasn’t scowling. She was concentrating, trying to figure something out.

She looked at the dance floor wistfully. “They’re having fun, aren’t they?” When I nodded, she said, “It’s been a long time since just us had fun, hasn’t it?”

“It’s life, man. And it’s going to be that way until the kids start college.”

Emma slapped the table. “Okay! Rules!” She held up a finger. “First rule—keep yourself to yourself!”

“What the hell does that mean?”

“You don’t touch anyone, you don’t dance with anyone, and you certainly don’t have sex with anyone!”

My face fell, and I said in a little boy voice, “Not even youuuuu?”

Her jaw dropped for a second, then she swatted at me. “You know what I mean!” She jabbed a finger at the dance floor. “With them!”

I started laughing. Emma shook her head but couldn’t help smiling, either. “Okay, no touchee, feelee, fuckee. Got it. What else?”

“Okay, I’m going back to when we were first going out.”

“What’s that mean?”

She huffed. “Remember when we started dating? And you brought me to my first Super Bowl party?” She leaned into me. “And then abandoned me to go hang with your buddies and talk about half-backs and tight ends or something?”

My eyes widened, and I nodded. “Ohhh boy do I ever. You gave me a ton of shit after.”

She nodded. “I didn’t know anyone at that party at all. They were all your friends, and I was the college student at Emerson you snagged as a date, right?”

I rolled my eyes. “That’s also ancient history. These days, you handle yourself like someone running for mayor in a room full of people you don’t know.”

“Sure! I’m no kid. But here…” she waved at the dance floor again. “Especially here. Don’t you ditch me for a second!“ She jabbed a finger at me.

“Fair enough.”

“Good!”

“What else?”

She pursed her lips. “I don’t know…”

She stood up. “I’m really, really trusting you right now Greg, don’t blow it; I’m only giving this one shot.“ She held out her hand. “Now dance with me.”


nineteen
Brain Break
Emma


Ilet Greg lead me out onto the dance floor under the throbbing beat of some Reggae number. When we stepped off the riser onto the floor, the music enveloped us, coming from all directions. Maybe I’m old, but I once again recalled how different it was in clubs these days as opposed to twenty years ago when I was in my party-girl stage of life.

When we got to an open space, Greg spun and clasped me in his arms. I was expecting to boogie down, but no; he was slow-dancing me and to hell with the beat.

I stepped into his chest as his arms went around me. His cologne, mixed with just a hint of sweat, was heavenly. I have to confess, the right smell under the right circumstances gets my motor humming.

But that’s not right now. Right now, I just want to hold onto Greg and sway to the music until I settled down and got my bearings.

I looked around the dance floor…OK, I was looking for that woman in the halter with the generous boobs. I’d never seen a woman in a nightclub so free and uninhibited as that woman was. I figured if I got close enough to her, maybe I’d relax or something just by osmosis. Yeah, it sounds stupid, but give me a break—I was in uncharted waters here!

Greg leaned over and whispered in my ear. “You doing, okay?” When I gave a quick nod in reply, he let his hands drift down from my waist and he cupped my ass, his hands pulsing on each cheek.

I jerked. “Greg!” I hissed.

“What? That wasn’t in the rules!” he hissed back in my ear. “And it’s pretty tame, considering the company.”

I pulled my head away to look around.

Oh boy, he wasn’t lying.

A couple right beside us were going at it hot and heavy, and I’m not talking about their dancing skills! She was wearing a knit mini-dress that was even shorter than mine, the hem barely covering her crotch. She had her head tilted back, facing the ceiling of the club, her lips pulled tightly back, her teeth bared.

The reason for that is her partner on the dance floor was…fingering her right out in the open! He had his hand snaked under her dress and I could see his hand working furiously between her legs. He had his other hand clasped around her neck and was whispering into her ear.

He must have said the right thing, because the woman began to pant, then gasp, and then…she started to vibrate. That’s the only way I can describe it—her legs began to tremble, from her ankles, up her knees to her thighs; quivering like she was having some kind of seizure.

But it was nooo seizure.

Greg and I stopped dancing and just watched dumbfounded, as she fisted her partner’s hair and let out a yowl. He kept at her, pressing her tightly to him, and she let out another howl of ecstasy.

His hand between her legs slowed down. The ratcheting motion of his wrist had subsided, and he was just stroking her crotch. He took his hand away from her, and brought it to his mouth. Holding it between them, they kissed and licked her wetness from his fingers. She had come hard; the fluid they were licking looked like milky honey.

The woman noticed Greg and I staring and whispered something to the guy. He made a small smile and turned to us as his hand snaked back up under her skirt. Then he leaned over toward us, holding his drizzly fingers out. “Want a taste?” he asked.

Greg’s head went back, and he held his hands up, palms out. “No can do, bud; but thanks.”

When the guy turned to me, something happened.

I don’t know if it was the combination of stark terror battling all that Southern Comfort, or if it was the friendly expression, the guy had; his relaxed expression and a smile that went all the way up to his eyes. I shot a look over at the woman, and she gave me a quick nod along with her smile.

At any rate, something in my brain broke; I could almost hear it snap inside my head.

I took his hand by the wrist and went down on his fingers like a small cock, having my first taste of a woman.


twenty
As Smart As Don
Emma


It was a tangy taste, a little bitter like lemonade with too little sugar, and it made my tongue tingle at the sensation. I rolled it over the guy’s fingers, up to his middle knuckles. I swallowed, feeling the woman’s nectar flow down my throat.

‘So that’s what it tastes like!’ echoed in my brain. Sure, I’ve tasted myself a few times after masturbating; but this was different. I could suck or lick my own fingers, but this was someone else’s fingers, and someone else’s wetness; and that made all the difference.

It’s the same way as tasting the same dish prepared by two different cooks. They can follow the identical recipe, but each one has its own piquant flavor.

And…and…and…

It was niiiice! That subtle bitterness, with a texture that had a hint of creaminess, made my head spin. I liked it, I really liked it!

Don’t tell Greg, but I liked it more than a load of his come spurting into my mouth. This was…gentler somehow. I didn’t have to fight a gagging reflex, maybe? I don’t know…

A million different thoughts fell on my brain all in an avalanche. Every possible thought, from ‘Now I understand lesbians!’ all the way through to ‘This must be wrong!’.

Finally, I pulled my mouth away, feeling the fellow’s fingers leave my mouth with a ‘pop’ sensation. He was still smiling at me, Greg’s arm was still around me, and the fellow’s partner was still looking at me with an expression of expectation—her eyebrows arched, and her head tilted. If the music wasn’t so enveloping, I swear to God, she would have said, “Well, what do you think?”

I stole a quick glance at Greg.

I think the same avalanche that crashed into my brain kept going and rolled right into him. His eyebrows almost hit his hairline, and his mouth hung open. Yeah, I got that, totally.

The guy in front of me leaned forward. “I’m Don, and this is Constance,” he said, still holding his arm around his wife’s waist. She gave me a finger tinkle wave hello, and I saw her wedding band and engagement ring. Shit, they’re married too!

“I…Emma…” was all that could get out of my mouth. Brain break, remember?

The fella looked at me quizzically. “Do you speak English?” He was about our age, a bit of a potbelly, but a full head of hair, graying at the temple.

I nodded furiously. “Yeah! I speak English good!” Oh shit! Mouth, brain get your act together!

The fella—‘Don? Is his name Don? I think it’s Don. Is it Ron? Dan? Oh, shit…’ was still staring at me. The hot and sexy moment had been obliterated. My brain cells had decided to have a wildcat strike; they weren’t showing up to work and are leaving me hanging.

Constance stepped over to me, still smiling, but now kind of puzzled. ‘Wait a minute. Why can I remember Constance’s name but not Don’s?’ I immediately brightened. “It’s Don! You’re Don!” I said brightly.

He nodded. “Yes. Me Don.”

The music was still playing, and the bodies around us were still gyrating to the deep bass downbeat of the Jamaican music as my brain cells finished their unscheduled coffee break and returned to work.

I gave my head a shake. “Sorry, I speak English fine. I’m Emma and this is my husband, Greg.”

“You okay?” Constance asked, stepping closer to us. Like me, she had a bit of a tummy, but I couldn’t help but notice the platform shoes she was wearing; I wouldn’t have the nerve to wear those on a dance floor. Or anywhere, for that matter. How the hell do you walk in those things?

I nodded. “I’m a little overwhelmed. I’ve never done anything like that in my life, and I guess it took a minute to process it.”

Don grinned. “What? You mean you don’t suck a guy’s fingers on the dance floor all the time?” Constance elbowed him. “What? What’d I say?”

Constance rolled her eyes and looked to me. “First time here?” When I nodded, she added, “First time ever at a club like this, right?” I trusted myself to nod again, this time more vigorously.

It was obvious to me that this was not Don and Constance’s first rodeo at this place. They looked pretty relaxed in light of me standing right on the border of total freak-out.

And they looked like they fit right in. Constance spent some time glamming up; her makeup was really well done, and her hair and nails looked like she just left the beauty shop. I couldn’t remember the last time I worked that hard on my appearance. And her red knit dress was all business—in a good way; it clung to her curves (and occasional bulge), her nipples pressing tightly against the fabric as a result of her orgasm. In contrast to Constance, Don was relaxed, casual: Dark green Dockers, white cotton shirt with the sleeves rolled up. But I knew enough about men’s fashion to notice the Hilfiger tab on the shirt.

She was still eying me for my answer. I nodded. “Yes to both questions; it’s our first time here, and my first time at a club like this.” I made a quick gesture to her. “You guys are regulars?”

“Well, kinda. We’ve been coming here maybe two or three times a year for the last couple of years.”

Greg had stayed at my side, and I felt his arm encircle my waist. “I’m Greg, and this is my wife, Emma,” he said. I looked up at him when he gave me an extra squeeze. “We’ve heard of clubs like this, but this is the first time we ever went to one.”

Don held his hand up, palm out to Greg. “I hope I wasn’t too forward,” he said.

Both men then turned to me. Shit. “Uhhh…no,” I said, “I was just surprised.”

Greg squeezed me again. “You were surprised? I’m still kinda…” his voice faded.

Constance snorted and nudged me. “Isn’t it great to see we can still fluster them?” I couldn’t help but chuckle and nod. She was right. After almost twenty years, Greg and I had seen it all when it came to one another. There were no surprises left.

Or so it seemed. As surprised as I was at my behavior (fueled by Southern Comfort, I know, I know…) Greg was totally gobsmacked.

And I liked seeing him gobsmacked! Somehow, seeing the look of astonishment on his face made me glad I just did what I did.

I couldn’t remember the last time I did something that blindsided him. So, as far as I’m concerned, he’s overdue to have the rug pulled out from under him. But…I dropped my hand to cover the one he had around my waist and leaned into him. “You’re okay with that, right?” I asked.

“Yeah. I just…” he gave me a quick pulse with his hand, “…I’m smoked, babe; that was hot!”

I leaned my head into him. “I’m glad you liked it.” And I meant it. ‘Note to self: ask him later if that was as good as a Yankee game.’

When I glanced over at Don and Constance, my breath caught for a second. Don was looking at me up and down like he could almost taste me. I mean, he might have had a sign draped from his neck saying ‘I’d so love to fuck you’. His teeth had dropped to his lower lip, and as he was still smiling, he was drinking in every stitch and seam of my little black dress. When he caught my eye, his smile widened, and he said, “So, you guys want to have a drink together?”

But Constance put her hand on the middle of his chest. “Slow down, lover boy,” she said with a light laugh. Turning to me, she said, “We have a small table over there,” with a quick tilt of her head, “We’d love it if you’d join us, but why don’t you two dance a little—with each other—have a drink, and stop by if you get the chance, okay?”

I could have kissed her. She felt the surge of energy between the four of us and knew instinctively (as only women are able to) that I was a little rocky right now. Sure, I was glad I did what I did! The expression on Greg’s face was all the proof I needed. But what this was leading up to felt confusing to me right now.

Constance picked up on that, and instead of being pushy, gave us space to regroup and figure out what the hell was going on.

I pointed at where our table was. “We’re just over there. Maybe we can stop by in a bit?”

“Perfect.” Constance tugged at Don’s shirt. “C’mon, lover, I’m thirsty.”

Don was about to say something. Instead, he stopped, nodded, and followed along with Constance back to their table.

“Boy, is he whipped,” Greg said.

I turned slowly to him. “Oh rrrrreally?”

“C’mon; she snaps her fingers, and he trundles after her like a lost puppy!”

I squinched my nose at him. “I don’t think that’s the case at all. I think Don’s giving his wife respect. Constance wants you and me to have some space.”

“Oh yeah, how are you so sure?”

Oh God. No way am I going to try to explain to him how women are, under the right circumstances, almost telepathic. Instead, I just pointed at our table. “Let’s have a drink and a chat, hon.” I headed back to our table.

I got a few steps, and Greg grabbed my hand. “I guess I’m whipped too, huh?”

“No, you’re smart. As smart as Don!”


twenty-one
Show Me
Emma


When we got back to our table, Greg took one of the glasses of Southern Comfort and drained it in one gulp. He gave his head a shake and let out an ‘Ahhhh!’ before chasing it with a pull on his beer.

“You okay?” I asked.

He nodded. “That’s why I’m slamming this. I’m great!” He gave me an odd look. “I just watched you give a guy a finger blow job on the dance floor, licking pussy juice from another woman…” then his eyes sparked. “And I liked it! I really, really liked it!” He shoved his chair right beside mine and put his arm around me. “That was the hottest and sexiest thing I’ve ever seen!”

I smirked at him. “Better than your shower fantasies?”

He burst out laughing. “It’s my shower fantasies come true.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

“In my fantasies, when I’m jerking off, the woman in my dreams is an uninhibited vixen. She sucks me off on a beach, she fucks me in the sauna at the gym…I watch her as she goes down on a complete stranger, she makes out with another woman…”

His eyes glazed for a second before he took a deep breath and blurted out “And that woman in all those fantasies?” He reached over and poked me in the boob. “That woman is you.“ With a sharp nod, he pointed at the dance floor. “And just now? Just now I saw my fantasy become a reality!” He gave me another squeeze. “So, I’m beyond okay, baby. I’m spectacular!”

That really surprised me. Because if I’m going to be honest, if the shoe was on the other foot, and it was Greg sucking on Constance’s fingers, licking up Don’s come…I don’t think I’d be okay with it. Sure, it’s not fair, but that’s the fact, Jack. I sighed.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s not fair.”

“What do you mean?”

I felt my mouth twist. “If you did what I just did…”

“You’d be pissed off.”

“Whoa! You know that? I only just figured it out!”

He shrugged. “I know what makes you tick.”

“So…” I let my gaze wander around the club. I wondered if that woman who came up to me while Greg was at the bar was around. I owed her an apology or something. I looked at the tables across the dance floor, and yes, Constance and Don were sitting at the table watching the dancers and chatting. I looked away quickly so as not to get caught eyeing them. Turning back to Greg, I said, “So, what do we do now?”

“Whatever you want.”

“That’s not very helpful. I think I broke my brain when I started sucking on that guy’s fingers.”

He nodded. “Yeah, I get that.” He leaned into me. Holding my eyes, he asked, “Did you like it? Did you like the taste of another woman’s pussy?”

I gave the shallowest of nods.

“Would you like to try that again?”

I nodded again, just a tiny up and down.

God bless him, Greg didn’t jump up and down or anything. He kept his voice gentle; I could barely hear him over the music. “Let’s try this—as far as my dick is concerned, it’s off limits to anyone but you.”

“Okay…”

“On the other hand, you get to do whatever you want. If Constance is game for it, you two can mess around, no problem. Also…if you decide you want to see what Don’s got in his pants and want to mess around with him, I’m okay with that, too.”

“What if I fuck him?”

“Wear a condom, and I’m good.”

“You’ve got to be kidding.”

Greg shook his head. “No, I’m serious. I know I’m going to get mine, and that guy’s not a threat to our marriage. I think it would be exciting and fun. If I get bugged, I’ll speak up, okay? But…” he took my hand. “This is going to sound weird, but the idea of you going crazy tonight is such a fucking turn on!” He grabbed my hand and put it between his legs.

“You’re not lying!” He was rock hard. I cupped my hand over it, squeezing him. His thighs flexed together and he let out a ‘Mmmm…’. He closed his eyes for a moment, his hips moving in time to my strokes. Then his eyes flew open, and he stared at me.

“Stand up, please,” he said.

My hand froze in place. He repeated himself. He had that look he had this past week when he took control. He looked at me with a firm, steady gaze, with just a slight furrow in his brow.

My pussy immediately twitched. I squeezed my own thighs and bit my lower lip.

Greg stood and held out his hand. I took it and got to my feet. He bent and whispered in my ear. “Show me how luscious you can be, Emma. Show meee…” He took my hand, and we made our way around the edge of the dance floor.


twenty-two
Reality Check
Greg


Holding Emma’s hand as I led her around to where that other couple sat, I felt absolutely certain that I was doing exactly the right thing. Emma was ready and rarin’ to have at it. I had no question about that.

But…sometimes it’s better if someone else drives the bus, y’know? I knew in my bones that Emma wanted to experiment tonight. I don’t know what the hell happened that flipped that switch, but I was going to support her in this crazy adventure. What the hell, if things don’t work out, we just never come here again. Big deal.

Emma’s quite capable at handling herself. But at the same time, it’s sort of a relief to have someone else make the final decisions. This way…in some kind of way I wasn’t sure of, it won’t be her fault if things go sideways, because I’m the one making the decision. And in her surrendering that aspect, she’s actually liberated.

How screwed up is that?

And how right am I? I was right; I knew that in my bones.

Constance saw us approaching, and a kind smile filled her mouth. Don looked up at us, his face open.

“Hi guys,” I said. “I think Emma needs to go to the ladies’ room, Constance.”

She gave a little snort and stood. “Gotcha. Let’s go pee, hon,” she said to Emma, and they headed away.

I sat down at the table with Don. I reached over, “I’m Greg, I’m Emma’s husband.”

He took my hand and shook. “How long you guys been married?” he asked.

“Eighteen years; we’ve been together for almost twenty.”

“Kids?”

“Two—a girl and a boy.”

Don nodded. “We have three, and have been married for twenty years.” He looked over my shoulder in the direction the ladies went. “So…”

“Yeah. So, this is our first time at a club like this. We decided that I’m going to keep my cock to myself, but Emma’s got a blank check to do whatever the hell she wants.”

He sat back in his chair. “Just like that, huh? So how are you going to feel when I slow dance with your wife?”

I nodded. “I’ll be okay with it. Actually, I’ll bet it turns me on.”

“Or when I start making out with her?”

“I’m good.”

He looked at me dubiously. “And when she starts sucking my cock?”

I nodded. “Look, I know it sounds messed up, but you seem to be a decent guy. Your wife’s terrific, and you both give off a vibe that you’re here for a good time. I’m not worried about my wife falling in love with you, man.”

“So, you’d be okay watching another man fuck your wife.”

“Dude, I’ve had that fantasy for quite some time.” I leaned forward. “Just wear a rubber. I don’t want any…STD’s, you know?”

“Fantasy and reality aren’t the same thing, you know. When it starts to happen, you might change your mind.”

“You’re sending up a bunch of warning flares, man; you sound like you’ve been down this road before with things going sideways.”

Don nodded with a smile. “Just once, and it was a pretty crappy scene. Ever since then, I ask the husbands who are into watching their wives play the questions I just asked you.” He let out the mother of all snort; his nostrils flared and his eyes crinkled up so much they almost closed. “By the time I get to that last question, the guys that hadn’t thought it out are sitting there stunned! They say something like ‘I wanted to see her fuck, but not make out!’ or something like that.”

“Look, I don’t know just how far Emma wants to go. All I know is that she knows I’m fine with it. She’s super turned on, and you guys seem cool.”

Don nodded. “Thanks. Sorry for the reality check, but I had to ask.”

I shrugged. “No problem.”

“You sure you’ve never been involved in swinging before?”

I shook my head. “Nope. Total virgin.” I looked around. “So, this is a Swingers Club, huh?”

He let out a sigh. “The owners don’t really like that term—they think it sounds kind of seedy and Hugh Hefner-ish. Like ‘wife swapping’. Nowadays they just say ‘Polyamorous Lifestyle’, or ‘sex friendly’ and stuff like that.” He shrugged. “It’s still swinging as far as I’m concerned.”

He then made a funny sort of smile. “Well, Constance is going to be a little disappointed when she finds out you’re not going to join in the fun and games. She thinks you’re hot.” Like me, Don had a few beer bottles in front of him. He pushed one across to me. I picked it up, and we clinked our bottles.

“Maybe this is just the start of a friendship, man.”

He gave a quick wave. “Don’t worry about it. She took a real shine to your wife and loves showing newbies the ropes.” He looked over my shoulders and pointed with his chin. “Well, whatever secrets they had to share in the Ladies Room, it looks like they worked it out.”

I turned in my seat to see Emma and Constance approaching the table. They were holding hands.

Oh yeah…
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They sat down next to one another, and Emma eyed me with an evil grin.

“So, you guys figure anything out?” I asked.

She licked her lips and turned to Constance. She cupped Constance’s face in her hands and began to kiss her.

Holy shit, it’s actually happening.


twenty-three
Suck My Tongue
Emma


For the first time in my life, I French kissed another woman. It wasn’t for lack of opportunity; back in college, I had a couple of girlfriends who wanted to ‘experiment’, but I backed off. Sure, it was the late 90’s, almost the Millennium, but the idea scared me back then.

Now?

It was a tentative kiss at first, and I marvelled at how soft her lips were. Guy’s mouths are firmer, and to be honest, no matter how close they shave, you can still feel the stubble.

But Constance’s mouth was soft all over. As soon as our lips touched, she opened her mouth a little. I knew that invitation; I’ve done it myself. I darted my tongue inside, barely touching her own. I closed into her mouth, our tongues gliding over each other’s. First gently, like two swans courting. Her mouth had a lovely taste, the gentlest hint of citrus

But then Constance stiffened her tongue, and I responded in kind. We began to stroke up and down along each other’s organ with wet, warm, firm strokes.

An idea bloomed in my mind, one that made my pussy pulse. I pulled away for a moment, and trailed kisses up her neck to whisper gently in her ear, “Suck my tongue like a tiny cock,” I breathed. I felt as much as heard her small murmur of agreement.

I returned to her lips, my tongue out, and Constance encircled it with her mouth. She bobbed up and down with a ring of humid desire. As she sucked me, she began to whir her tongue over mine, sending my pussy into spasms.

I had never before in my life had a climax without touching myself or being touched. But now? As Constance’s tongue laved my own, I felt that glorious pressure in my tummy, that pulsing, growing warmth…

I let out a small groan when I climaxed; Constance’s arms wrapped around me. The realization rolled into my brain: ‘So THIS is why guys love getting head!’

I revelled in the sensation of release until she grasped the back of my head, pressing us tightly together again while opening her mouth wider. I sucked and licked the inside of her mouth, grazing over her teeth, under her tongue, relishing every sensation; her citrus ambrosia surrounding me.

I broke the kiss and began to nuzzle her neck. I started where it met her shoulder, breathing warmly on her as I nibbled at her skin. When I felt Constance shiver, I trailed kisses up her neck and gently breathed in her ear.

“Oh, that’s so niiiiice!” she said, her voice a hoarse whisper. She pressed her head into my mouth, and my tongue darted just a teeny tiny bit into her ear. “Oh!” she gasped. “Are you sure you’ve never done this before?”

“Mmm, mmm,” I murmured. “Just doing to you just what I would like…” It was true; everything I did to Constance was what I would have liked done to me. In an inside-out way, I was making out with myself.

I flinched in surprise when I felt Constance’s hand on my thigh, but relaxed right away. She was stroking the inside of my thighs, her cool hand pressing them apart.

“You’re baaaad!” I whispered into her ear as I spread my legs, pressing my hips forward in an invitation.

Her fingers grazed, toyed with the seam of my panties. With another small groan, I inched my ass forward in my seat, urging her to touch me. “Ohhh…” I sighed when she looped a finger underneath the seam and pressed onto my vulva. “Please…”

In one motion, Constance pulled her hand away from my groin and broke the kiss.

I blinked in surprise when her hands pressed against my chest, pushing me away. “Wha—?” was all I was able to get out of my mouth.

She took my shoulders and stood, bringing me standing in front of her. Her eyes were shining when she said, “Let’s go somewhere more comfortable.”


twenty-four
What A Gentleman
Greg


Watching Emma and Constance make out was the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. And for a guy with a secret subscription to PornHub, that’s saying a hell of a lot.! I’ve seen tons of girl-on-girl sex scenes, but watching it in real life? With someone I knew?

With my freaking wife?

Fuggedaboudit.

Their two bodies were joined at the mouth, lips wetly fused together. When Emma began to kiss and nibble Constance’s neck, her lips glistened in the light from the dance floor like it had been sprinkled with stardust.

She whispered something in Constance’s ear before returning to her mouth. Then she stuck out her tongue and Constance began to suck on it, bobbing her head over it like it was a small cock.

“Oh, wow!” Don muttered next to me.

“Oh yeah,” I growled back.

The two women continued their lubricous feasting on each other. I saw Emma flinch and noticed Constance’s hand between her legs. But then Emma spread her knees, and Constance began toying with her panties. She began to gyrate her hips in her seat in time to Constance’s hand.

With no warning, Constance took her hand away, gently pulled Emma to her feet, and darted an evil grin at Don and me. “C’mon, fellas, we’re getting nekkid!” she tittered at us as she took Emma’s hand. Without a look back, she guided Emma around the tables. There was an aisle that stretched from the front of the club to the back where there was a passageway, and the ladies headed to the rear.

“It’s going to get hot and heavy now,” Don said. “Greg, it’s gonna get real. You good?”

I nodded briskly, and we began to follow. They were already through the passageway and out of sight.

“Constance’s on a mission,” Don chortled.

“Mission?” I asked. I held my hand out for him to take the lead. It was my first time at this club and I didn’t have the slightest idea where we were heading.

“Yep!” He looked over his shoulder at me. “She’s going to punch Emma’s Dyke card!”

“No shit!” I hustled right behind him.

Don stopped and turned around. “What about you?”

“Me?”

“Yeah. What are you all about here?”

I shrugged. “Well, I kinda promised that I wouldn’t do anything. I’m here as support staff or something. I told Emma I’d keep it in my pants.”

“That doesn’t sound very fair.”

“Dude, it’s a real stretch for her right now. She’s never done anything remotely like what just happened so far.”

He folded his arms and nodded at me. “You’re being really smart, man. Most first-time guys screw this up at this point. They get all excited, and go nuts. That startles their wife, then scares her or makes her self-conscious. And guess what happens then?”

“Everything falls apart.”

He nodded. “Damn right. You stay cool, calm and collected tonight, and there won’t be anything she wouldn’t do for your dick, bro.” He held his hand up for a high five and I gave it a smack. “Let’s watch our gals get dirty!”

The passageway led to a locker room. At the entranceway there was a basket with a bunch of padlocks with keys in them. Don grabbed one. Inside the locker room, Emma and Constance’s dresses were draped over a bench in front of lockers.

Don handed me a towel before he took off a rack. “We can only wear these in the playroom.”

“Playroom?”

He smirked. “You’ll see.” He popped open a vacant locker and hung the girls’ dresses on a hook along with their purses and shoes, and begun taking his clothes off.

‘Well, this was unexpected!’ I thought to myself. I wondered how Emma responded when Constance told her about the rules. Looking at her dress hanging in the locker, I figured that she didn’t have any problems.

As I undressed, I checked out Don’s package like every guy does in a locker room.

He was sporting a pretty good chubby. It wasn’t a full-blown hard-on, but Don’s cock was getting there.

He caught me peeking. “Like what you see?” he asked.

“WHAT?”

He grabbed himself, stroking his half erect shaft. “Some guys are bi, man.” He tilted his head at me. “Are you?”

“Are you?“ Holy shit, I’ve never had this discussion in a locker room in my life!

Don shrugged. “Meh. I can take it or leave it. I come here for pussy, but if a guy wants to give me head in the heat of the moment, I’m not going to say no.”

“Have you…?”

“Sure! Constance asked me to a couple of times. It’s only fair, right? I fucking love watching her with another woman.”

“Did you like it?”

“First time scared the hell out of me. But then…” he shrugged again. “Not number one on my list, but it was okay.”

“Did you…uhhh…” Shit, how could I say it?

“Swallow?” My eyes flew open wide. Is this guy a mind reader? He chuckled. “Not the first time; the first time I just gave the guy a little head. But on another occasion, the guy was really getting into it, so I did.”

“Wha—how—you?” I think my brain broke right there.

“At first I kind of gagged.” He laughed. “Constance teased the hell out of me after! Told me to take it like a man!” He gave another shrug. “I guess it all depends on the moment, you know?”

I gave a quick wave. “Not my thing, bro.”

He laughed again. “For now. You’d be surprised at how you opinion of stuff evolves, Greg.”

Whatever. I shucked off my clothes. Unlike Don, my own cock was as small and shrunken as if I just got out of a swimming pool. I wrapped the towel around my waist.

“Let’s go see what the ladies are up to,” Don said, securing the locker. I followed him out the door marked ‘Playroom’.
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I was surprised at the size of the space; about as big as a well-equipped fitness center. But instead of weight racks and treadmills, king and queen-size beds were the equipment in this establishment. They were arranged along the walls about five feet apart. Some of them had canopy frames, with curtains you could close for privacy. Others were set in the middle of the wide aisle that ran down the center of the space for those with exhibitionist tendencies.

The room was at a comfortable temperature, considering all I was wearing was a towel around my waist. It was lit like an elegant restaurant; subdued lighting from the ceiling, along with wall sconces, gave a burnished golden glow to the area.

I guess it was early in the evening. Of the twenty or so beds available, only three were occupied. From one of the beds with the canopy curtains, I could hear moans and gasps as they got their freak on. Another bed in the middle was occupied by two couples; I think they had finished because they were all entwined with one another in spent poses.

At the far end of the room, Constance and Emma were continuing where they had left off in the bar. They were stretched across a king-size bed, wrapped in each other’s arms, kissing passionately.

Both of them were naked.

Oh god… Don and I approached and stood beside the bed.

They were on their sides, eyes closed as their mouths worked wetly. I could hear small sucking noises over the subdued jazz coming from hidden speakers, interspersed with sighs.

Emma was really, really enjoying this make-out session.

‘Emma’s never made any noise like that when we made out,’ dawned on me. I won’t lie. An icepick of jealousy pierced me as soon as the thought crossed my mind. And it stung a little. I kept my composure; this is pretty much what I signed up for.

But I will ask her about this down the road.

Taking her mouth from Emma’s, Constance began to trail kisses down her chest. Her hand began to fondle Emma’s breasts as her mouth made her way over, fastening on a nipple.

Emma opened her eyes, and our gaze met. I grinned at her, and she shimmied her shoulders at me as she cradled the back of Constance’s head.

Constance reached over to her other nipple and pinched it, causing Emma to jerk a bit. She then covered that nipple with her mouth, and Emma threw her head back with a soft ‘ahhh!’. More notes to self.

Constance took her mouth away, and holding herself over Emma said, “Now I want to see what you taste like. Would you like that?“ When Emma quickly nodded, she scooted down her legs. Emma lifted her feet, gracefully opening her legs up to the woman.

Constance trailed kisses from Emma’s chest to her belly button, stopping there to suck and lick it a little before continuing down.

“I’ve never done anything like this!“ Emma said. She caught my eye when she spoke, and I nodded in return.

Constance lifted her head. “Do you want me to stop? It’s okay if you do…”

“No!”

“Okey-dokey!” Constance lowered her mouth to Emma’s pussy.

She kissed the flesh around the pink lips, teasing kisses across the flesh. When she got to the top of Emma’s mound, she lowered her head onto it. I could see her jaws moving up and down as she feasted on my wife’s clit.

Emma’s eyes squeezed shut and she let out a guttural moan, a soft growl of pleasure. Her hips immediately began to flex around Constance, her thighs squeezing the woman’s head slightly. “Oh, yes!” she said. “That’s it! Right there!”

Constance slid her hands underneath Emma’s ass, pressing herself into her. She started rocking her head from side to side, in perfect time with Emma’s pulsing hips.

“Oh, God! Oh God, baby! Right there! Yessss!” Emma cried out.

At that moment, I saw Constance slide two fingers up inside Emma’s pussy. Gathered tightly into Emma’s pelvis, she pumped her hand, finger-fucking her as her tongue whirred over her clit.

Emma knotted her fingers into Constance’s hair. “Oh yes! Shit! Yes! Right! Right! Right THERRRRRRE!” She bucked and heaved through her climax, with Constance hanging on, pressed into her as Emma came over and over again.

“Oh GOD!” Emma ended with a growl. “Oh god, ohgod ohgod ohgod!”

She scooted away from Constance. “Stop. Please stop! I can’t handle any more!” she said with a laugh.

Constance’s mouth and chin were drenched. “Made ya squirt! Made ya squirt!” she said in a sing-song voice. She crawled up the bed and took Emma in her arms, rocking her back and forth while stroking her (now damp) hair.

‘I never got Emma to squirt!’ More notes to self. This keeps up, I’m going to have to get my hands on a memo pad.

Don lowered himself onto the bed beside Constance. His cock was raging hard, and she grasped it in her free hand. “You looking for some lovin’ baby?” she asked. When he nodded, she lowered her mouth over his shaft and began to suck on him.

Emma looked over at me, and I gave her a thumbs up. She smiled back and turned to watch Constance. She began to rub the woman’s back.

Constance let go of Don’s cock with a pop, and said, “You wanna taste?”

Emma looked over at me (thank God), and I nodded. “G’head if you want to, babe,” I said.

“You sure?”

“Absolutely!”

I watched as my wife squirmed beside the other woman. Constance held Don’s cock in her hand, waving it back and forth. “How many years since you sucked a cock that wasn’t Greg’s?” she asked.

“Oh God, I don’t know…two days?”

“WHAT?” I yelped.

Emma looked over to me with an evil grin. “Gotcha!” We all laughed. She turned back to Constance. “I’d have to do the math, but it was before we started dating,” she said.

“Twenty plus glorious years,” I said. “Sounds to me like you’re overdue.”

Emma’s mouth dropped open in shock. “You really are okay with all this!”

“Yup.”

“Well, in that case…” She opened her mouth.

Constance gave Don’s cock a milking squeeze from the base of his shaft to the tip, coaxing out a thick dollop of pre-cum. It rested like a pearl at the very tip of his circumcised cock.

Maybe it was the adrenaline hit I got watching, but the rest played out in slow motion to me.

Emma lowered her head, and her tongue slid out and slathered over Don’s cock, licking up the droplet of semen. I watched as she swallowed it, her throat rippling. She licked her lips and lowered her head over the tip.

Don wasn’t super well hung; now that my cock had decided to join the party, I saw that he was just a smidge more endowed than I. Emma was easily able to get her mouth about halfway down his cock. Her head bobbed up and down, and her hand took over from Constance. and she began to stroke Don as she sucked on his cock.

I had moved up to the side of the bed to get a better view. Constance reached out to my now erect cock, sticking out from my hips like a flagpole. I stepped away and shook my head silently.

Her eyes asked me, ‘Are you sure?’ and I nodded. “What a gentleman,” she mouthed.

Mr. Happy Johnson strongly disagreed. He was pissed. ‘Too bad, buddy,’ my big brain replied. ‘You’ve had plenty of good times in the shower!’ I gave Constance a light wave with one hand, while my other hand began to stroke myself. I could handle this! I wasn’t going to come though; I was saving that for when Emma and I got back to our hotel.

The three of them moved around on the bed, and Emma was between Don’s legs now. She was really working his man-meat, let me tell you. Her hand that held his shaft was twisting in small circles as she stroked up and down, and she let wet saliva lubricate it as she sucked on him. With her other hand, she began to squeeze his balls gently, getting a series of grunts of pleasure from Don.

His hips began to thrust in small jerks into her mouth while he stroked her head. He had his eyes closed, reveling in the pleasure of it all. After a few moments, he bent over and said, “I want to fuck youuu…”

Emma pulled her head off his shaft and looked up at me.

‘Well…it’s decision time in the OK Corral, Greg!’ It wasn’t a hard decision to make, to tell the truth. I bent over and whispered in her ear, “Don’t do this to please me, do it for your pleasure.”

“But it turns you on, right?”

“Hell yeah.” And it did—those pangs of insecurity I felt were as much from being in uncharted waters as anything else. How many times have I fantasized about Emma doing this? “Do you want his cock in you, Emma?”

She gave the tiniest of nods; if I wasn’t right beside her, I would have missed it. But that wasn’t enough for me. “Say it. Do you want to fuck Don?”

She shut her eyes, nodded sharply and said, “Yes.”

“Good girl. Now show me.”

She kissed my cheek. “I’m kinda scared, you know. But I really, really want to try this. It’s kind of like losing my virginity all over again!”

I straightened up and Emma crawled up the bed to Don and began kissing him.

He gave me a quick nod, and embracing Emma, rolled them over so he was above her. He reached over beside the bed to a small basket of condoms and grabbed one. (The owners of this club really thought of everything!) In no time at all, he had his rascal wrapped.

Emma was stretched out under him, her feet on the mattress and legs open. Don held himself above her. He looked her up and down and licked his lips. “Put me up inside you,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “And look at Greg while you fill your pussy with my cock!”

Emma’s mouth hung open for a second before she complied. She turned a little to her side, like a porn star posing for a camera, and took Don’s cock in her hand. Her eyes bright, she stared at me as she slowly urged his shaft to her pussy lips. Licking her lips, she brushed the tip of his cock over her already glistening pussy and then flexed her hips as she pulled him inside. “He’s fucking me, baby!” she hissed. “His cock’s in meeee…”

I nodded, and she lay flat on her back.

Don slid his shaft in and out slowly a few times. It was already glistening from Emma’s previous orgasm. “Oh, I like your pussy!” he said.

“Your cock feels sooo good!” she replied. Reaching up, she circled his neck with her arms. “Now fuck me. Hard!”


twenty-five
Good Different
Emma


Iknew from the first moment I met him that Don would be a real tiger in bed. The way he looked at me with frank desire back at the dance floor told me so. Over the last twenty-plus years I’ve had fantasies about being fucked so hard it bordered on rape. Greg’s a sweetheart, but sometimes he’s just too considerate in bed. I don’t mind being on a pedestal. At. All.

But sometimes I just want to be fucked. To have my partner almost blind with desire for me, but at the same time use me as a tool for his own pleasure.

And when he does, I’ll use him as a tool for mine!

I gave his neck a squeeze. “Hard, baby. Show me what you got.”

He crashed his pelvis into mine and keeping himself as deeply burrowed inside, gyrated his hips. His cock was different. I could feel that he was thicker than Greg, stretching me in a delicious manner that I hadn’t felt before. I pressed my hips to him, feeling his shaft press against me within.

“Mmmm…” I groaned. “You feel good inside me…”

Don began to thrust in a steady rhythm. Maybe because it was my first time with another man in a long, long time, I could feel every fraction of an inch as he filled and depleted me with each thrust. Holding himself above me with one arm, he stroked my face with his free hand. “You have such a sweet pussy, baby,” he said, “I’m lovin’ it!”

I wanted him deeper. I lifted my feet from the mattress. My legs in the air rolled my hips back a little, opening myself to him even more.

He pressed into me, filling me up so deeply I felt his cock just graze against the back of my love hole. The sensation tingled more than hurt. “Oh yeah,” I said. “Just like that!”

I turned to look up at Greg. He was on his knees at the edge of the bed, stroking his now hard cock as he watched his woman get plowed by another man. A quick question about how is he really feeling flitted through my brain, but it was dismissed like a gnat. From the look on Greg’s face, his slack mouth and hooded eyes telling me all I needed to know. When our eyes met, I pursed my lips and sent him an air kiss.

Oh! Don took my leg and shifted me to the side a little. This new position brought a wave of new sensations! I felt him ripple up the side of my pussy walls in a completely new way!

When I let out a gasp, it was like throwing him into overdrive. “You like that?” he asked.

“Different!” I replied. “Good different!”

“Oh, yeah!” He let go of my legs and dropped above me. “Touch yourself. Play with your clit as I fuck you.”

I lowered my hand to where we were joined, my fingers seeking my little button. I brought my other hand down, sliding two fingers up and down his shaft as he plunged in and out. Feeling his cock and my clit at the same time, the pleasure rolled through me.

‘And I already had a huge ‘O’!’ But it didn’t matter. I felt that throbbing surge in my tummy, the pressure building and building.

Don had his head tilted down, watching my hands. “Yeah! Oh yeah! You’re doing me baby!” His thrusts became stronger. He didn’t pick up the speed, but each thrust was as deep inside me as he could manage. Over and over, he filled me up, well and truly fucking me.

He grasped the back of my head. “I’m gettin’ there, baby, I’m getting there!”

I looked up at him. “Come in me! Fill my pussy!”

That was enough to set him off, and like a chain reaction, I was right behind him. We both started snarling and gasping at one another as I fell into that beautiful abyss of pleasure. I closed my eyes, seeing the blue white lights of my orgasm fill my brain. It surged out of my tummy, through my chest and out the tips of my fingers as the entire universe collapsed down into this one, beautiful, eternal, exquisite moment.

Oh wow!


twenty-six
He’s A Keeper
Greg


Iwatched Emma’s chest heave as Don lowered beside her. Her nipples were standing straight up, the last remnants of her arousal and climax.

What. A. Rush!

My ears were ringing from my heart pounding watching my wife, the mother of my children, take her pleasure in a way I could never give her. I was the husband, the father, her life partner.

Don, for those few moments, was her lover. Maybe that’s not the right word, but he was. A little side action that made both Emma and me feel so much more alive than we felt just a day ago. All the mundane stuff you go through in a marriage—the chores, the kids, worrying about money, and on and on sucks the…the magic out of the relationship. When you can look back decades in your relationship, those magical and exciting ‘first times’ are so far, far away.

I can understand how people get tempted to have affairs. That fresh sense of ‘newness’ you get with another person, that time of discovery and excitement has an attraction in its own right. You feel more alive.

But then… I saw it happen at work shortly after Emma and I got married. Two co-workers really got into each other and started carrying on. They were both married, and had been for years. But they found themselves attracted to each other and went crazy.

And the fallout was terrible. Watching Bobby and Leslie go through the whole gamut, the affair, the coming clean and divorces was painful. They lasted as a couple about three years. When they broke up, all they had around them was rubble. Their kids were alienated, their lives in shambles, and for what?

That disaster was a warning from the cosmos for me. I never let myself get anywhere close to something like that, especially when the kids showed up. Not that I’m some paragon of morals; I watch online porn and jerk off in the shower! Nope; I’m just not willing to destroy my life, and my family’s life, just to get my dick wet.

Now watching Emma, it struck me—did she have the same kind of feelings? Has she ever been tempted?

She turned her head to me and I grinned at her. She put her hand to her face, “Thank you, baby, that was great!” she said.

“Hey! What am I, chopped liver?” Don said.

We all laughed. “Yeah, you were great too!” Emma said. She tilted her head, watching him take his condom off. “Judging from that,“ she said, pointing at the rubber, “looks like you got your jollies too.” He did shoot a pretty impressive load, to tell the truth.

Constance chimed in, “Ya think?”

Don shrugged. “Yeah…it was okay…” He let out a bark of laughter at the look on Emma’s face. “Gotcha.”

Lots of ‘gotchas’ going on here. I couldn’t help but grin.

The three of them looked over at me, and I suddenly felt self-conscious. “What’s up?” I asked.

Emma put her chin in her hand. “Ummm…y’know…you’re the only one here who hasn’t gotten off.”

“That’s right. We had a deal.”

She made a face. “I want to cancel that deal.”

I shook my head. “Nope. I’m going to play martyr right now.”

“But…but…but…”

I squatted down beside her and put my arm around her shoulders as Don and Constance looked on. “This was about you, babe. Making sure that you’re okay with everything that’s happened. The next time we come here, trust me, I’ll make sure that I get off, okay?”

She wrinkled her nose. “Now I feel guilty. We shouldn’t have made that deal.”

“What? And me lose all these brownie points? Nuh-uh!”

Constance came up beside Emma. “He’s definitely a keeper, hon.”

I looked over at Don. “I had some great advice.”

He gave me a sage nod, like he was the ‘Royal Arbiter Of All Things Swinger-ish’. “You were on the right track and all I did was tell you so, man.” He swept his arm around the room. “This club’s not going anywhere.”

Emma made a face. “Well, that’s good. I need to find someone and apologize.”

The three of us stared at her. Finally, Constance said, “What’d you doooo?”

Emma’s mouth made a funny curve, and she looked away for a few seconds before saying, “Well, we almost left. When Greg was getting our round of drinks and I was by myself, a woman…Emily is her name, I think…she came up and started chatting me up.” She shrugged her shoulders and lowered them. “And I was rude to her. So much so that she basically just up and left me.”

Constance asked, “Blue skin tight dress? A little thick around the middle?”

“Yeah.”

“Emily and Eric, right Don?” When he nodded, Constance turned back to Emma. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll get you gals together the next time you guys come here. It’s really intense the first time at a club.” She shook her head with a smile. “No matter how much you prepare for it—“

“How in the world do you prepare for a place like this?”

“Some people go on Swingers web sites and read stuff for first timers, others join chat rooms, stuff like that.” Constance reached over and stroked Emma’s shoulder. “But no matter what a newbie does, the first time coming to a club is really nerve-wracking.” She grinned. “I’ll bet ol’ Emily was very polite to you at the end, wasn’t she?”

Emma made a moue, with her lips sharply down. “Yeah, she was. That makes me feel worse in a way.”

“Well, she probably just decided that you meant you weren’t interested in having anything to do with her. And in the lifestyle, one of the big, huge, colossal rules is ‘No Means No’. So, she backed off to give you space.”

“You sure?”

Constance nodded. “Yeah. When she and Eric came here for the first time, it was really scary for her. So much so that she can tell a first timer a mile away!” She laughed lightly. “She thinks it’s the Lord’s mission that she makes an effort to help new people be comfortable. Which is really funny, because she never does anything with them the first time; but if they come back…” She rolled her eyes at her husband. “She’s a very, very, very good friend!”

Emma turned to me. “I don’t know when, but we’ll be back.”

I gave a careless shrug. “Well, if you insist… I guess I can take one for the team.”

We all laughed.

That was the really cool thing about this outing. There was a lot, I mean a lot, of laughter.


twenty-seven
Movie Night


“Wish they had a hot tub at that club,” Emma said on the drive to their hotel.

Greg chuckled. “If they did, nobody would ever go home!”

“Yeah, but I wouldn’t mind spending a little more time with Don and Constance. They were pretty cool people.”

“I wish I had booked a hotel closer than a half-hour drive away.” Greg looked over at his wife. She looked absolutely fantastic in ‘walk of shame’ kind of way. He kept that to himself. He had learned the hard way years earlier that women absolutely do not like to be told how alluring they are right after having great sex. Compliment their mussed-up hair, their wrinkled dress or God forbid their smeared mascara and you won’t get any thankyou’s. Instead, there was a very good chance that it could put a damper on the entire experience. He wasn’t sure if it was a sense of shame or self-consciousness, but there was no question it was a minefield. “It was great meeting them.”

“Think we’ll ever see them again?”

“That’s entirely up to you, babe.”

Emma rolled her eyes. “Once more the social co-ordinator of the family, huh?”

Greg held out his hand. “Okay, give me Constance’s phone number. I’ll give her a call.”

“Wait. But…”

“Exactly. Don gave me a heads up on this after we got dressed. He told me that in this lifestyle, let the women take the lead. That way, I don’t get in trouble!” he added with a grin.

“Do you want to see them again?”

“Sure! Even if just to hang out and go to dinner or something.”

“No sex? Yeah…right!”

“Why not? They seem pretty cool, and it looks like they’re pretty much at the same stage in life as we are. They’re easy to get along with—”

“You mean get it on with!” she replied with a laugh.

“Sure. But I’ll bet we have a lot in common besides how great in bed we are together.”

“You didn’t do anything! How would you know?”

“By the look on your face when it was over! You had a great time, right? I’ll bet I’d have a good time fucking them, too.” He batted his eyes at her. “And next time, I will take Constance out for a spin!”

“Maybe she’ll be taking you.” Emma leaned over the front-seat console and reached between Greg’s legs. “I’m looking forward to seeing that,” she said, stroking his crotch. “I’m impressed with your self control.”

Greg squirmed when she caressed his cock. “Mmm Emmy…you haven’t played with my dick while driving since forever.”

“You like it?” She continued to stroke him through his pants. “You just called me ‘Emmy’. You did that at home, too, but not here.”

“Uh-huh…” He squirmed his hips. “That’s our pet name, just for the two of us.”

“I kinda like that.” She grasped his shaft, giving it a squeeze.

“Oh, yeah…” When he felt her hand begin to tug at the fly of his jeans, he said, “Hang on a minute.” He pulled over onto the shoulder and put the hazard lights on.

Emma sat up. “We getting into the back seat?”

“No, we’re not. Well, not yet anyway.” Greg shut the engine off. “I’m curious.”

“About what?”

“About what? About what the hell happened to you back there! One minute you’re ready to leave and then in no time flat you’re fucking some guy you never met before!”

“You left out me and Constance.”

“I know! My brain kind of melted, so excuuuuse me!” He reached over and took her by the hand tenderly. “It was just an enormous shift from where we were just a week ago.”

“With you jacking off in the shower.”

“Yeah. Pretty much.” He rubbed his thumb over her palm. “I’m going to tell you something, and I hope you believe me.”

Emma perked up. “What?”

“When I’m pulling off a quickie in the shower? The woman I’m fantasizing about? It’s you, babe. It’s you being so, so dirty and lascivious.”

“Really?”

“Yep. In my fantasies, you give those online porn stars a run for their money. It’s my own Pornhub in my head.”

She snickered. “Considering the evening, that’s not only complimentary, it’s kind of sweet.”

“So, you won’t be dousing me with cold water if you catch me then?”

“Mmmm…maybe.” They both laughed.

Greg looked at her. “So…how’d you decide to become the woman of my fantasies tonight?”

Emma held Greg’s eyes. “Trust.”

“Trust? What do you mean?”

“Well…you got kind of domineering, right?” Her eyes gleamed. “And I really liked it. It felt just a little scary when you ‘told me’ what to do. It wasn’t super scary, because…” she shrugged, “I know you; we’ve been together just about twenty years, right? So, I wasn’t frightened.”

“Scary, but not frightened.”

“Sure! Like a thrill ride at an amusement park. I get on, strap in, and everything goes zoom, right? And I scream blue bloody murder because I’m scared witless. But…” she held her finger up to make a point. “But I trusted the amusement park that it would be safe. I was still scared, but I was damn sure I would be able to get off in one piece at the end.”

“So, you’re comparing me to a Ferris Wheel.”

“No! More like Space Mountain at Disney World!”

“Yeah. You screamed so much you scared the kids! So, what does that have to do with tonight?”

“Well, it was easy to see that you were excited by it.”

“Ya think?”

“But you kept yourself under control. Look, I’ve never done anything like what we did tonight! I’ve never been in a strip club before tonight! That was a big stretch for me, just going in the place.”

“Well…I wanted you to get used to the idea of people being sexy in public.”

“Good call; you took me to the strip club to make sure I was really onside with all this, right?” When Greg nodded, she continued, shaking her head. “I really have no idea what it is you guys see in those places.”

“That’s because you walk around with your own set of boobs all the time.” He leaned over, putting his face close. “And…guys get a charge out of girls who are dirty. Because you’re a soccer mom, you don’t get ‘dirty’ like that.”

She nodded. “Yeah, well soccer mom to strip club patron was a big stretch. When we left, I had a funny feeling you were going to bring me to some kind of sex club. I thought about it, and I asked myself, ‘What’s the worse that could happen?’ I was with you, and I know you love me.” She folded her hands on her lap and batted her eyes at him. “So, I trusted you.”

“And it worked out pretty good, huh?”

“Oh. My. God!” Emma shook her head slowly. “I can’t believe what I did back there!” Her expression changed, and she leaned forward. “I can not believe how hard I came!” She held up two fingers. “Twice!”

“So, you trust me.”

Emma closed her eyes and nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Good girl.”

Emma shimmied her shoulders. “I still kinda like that.” She reached over and began to stroke Greg’s crotch again. “So, what would you like, sir? How dirty a girl can you make me?”

“Hold that thought.” Greg started up the truck and pulled back onto the road.

“Where we going now?”

“To our hotel room. I brought my laptop, and we’re going to watch us some Pornhub.” He slid a sly glance her way. “In fact, you’re going to watch Pornhub. I want you to find videos on there that turn you on.”

Emma clapped her hands. “Oooh! Movie night!”

The End


Author’s Note


Yes, I write a LOT about couples having sex with other people. Just check out my other work if you don’t believe me! LOL

And yes, I’ve been involved in ‘The Lifestyle’ for quite some time now… let me put it this way; since my husband and I first tried ‘recreational sex’, not one, but TWO of our favorite clubs have closed because the owners retired! LOL

As I said in the book description, this is based on a true story. In fact, the character of ‘Emily’…

Well, that was ME.

It happened about eight years ago at the O-Zone, my favorite club in Toronto (now closed, sadly). And yes, we had dear friends at that club. The Don and Constance characters are based on actual friends. In fact, they introduced Spike and I to the couple portrayed as Emma and Greg in this novel sometime later.

We (cough, cough) worked it out…

Greg’s a GREAT lay! (hee-hee)
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Going out to a club like Emma and Greg did require a lot of trust. So many things can go wrong so easily. From the woman’s perspective, every single insecurity we have comes to the surface pretty quickly. Am I pretty enough? (yes, we do say ‘pretty’ in our head) Am I too fat? What about my stretch marks? My cellulite?

And I haven’t even touched the emotional aspects! Does he like her more than me? Why aren’t I good enough for him after all these years?

Now, having discussed this with my husband (I call him ‘Spike’), the one insecurity he’s felt is when a guy has a bigger dick than him. For some reason, the emotional side of insecurities don’t seem to exist for him.

But…ah say BUT!

When it’s all said and done and you’re back home, or in your hotel room? Oh boy…

It’s almost magical pillow talk. I know I’m not alone in this; if you peruse Lifestyle blogs that get into this (check out Mr. & Mrs. Jones’ podcast ‘We Got A Thing’) but the closeness that occurs after playing with another couple is almost a cliché. Still, it’s conventional wisdom because it’s true.

Thanks for reading!


Dedication


As always, to my dear husband Spike. We've been on some adventures, eh babe?

And to S&K for their advice and assistance. This book is as good as it is because of them. I'm deeply grateful.


Mia’s Readers Club!


Hi there! You read the whole book and checked out this part at the end!

Thanks for reading my work!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Other Works by Mia Moore:
Other Works by Mia Moore


Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City…

Click here for Episode 1

Or…

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


The Hotwife Chronicles
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On a Friday movie night at home, Tina and Ken’s marriage changed…

Click Here for Episode 1: An Indecent Marriage

Or...

Click here for all Three Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle
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Three stand alone tales of couples confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results…

Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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